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[bookmark: _Toc364949364]Prologue
 
    
 
        Everyone looks so damn happy, not that I blame them. It’s a beautiful day, we’re all surrounded by friends and family. So why do I feel like shit? My eyes don’t leave her, Maya, every time she smiles I have to look. I want to catch it, it’s mesmerizing. 
 
        Of course I’m happy, I have a beautiful daughter, a new family, friends and a great place to live. There’s something missing, I thought that certain something was Maya, now I see… she was just someone easy to love. Someone unobtainable, someone that I could never have, she was safe to love and safe to want. I think a part of me knew I could never have her, this made it safe. Safe to the memory of the one woman I loved and still love more than words can say, Crystal. She and Annie were the first two female loves of my life. Annie, my first born, my angel. Of course, make no mistake, I didn’t love Annie more than Amelia, they’re completely equal in my heart but there’s still that special first born bond.
 
        I lost both Annie and Crystal, in a car wreck. After that I never thought I’d be able to smile again, to feel content again. I have, I am… I hope. 
 
        So now, as I watch James and Maya play with my five month old niece after a breathtaking Ceremony of Baptism, I find a certain peace in the fact I no longer pine over Maya. Yet at the same time I find myself in a certain amount of distress. It’s time to move on, time to put my deceased Wife to rest, Crystal, it has been two years since she passed and I can’t keep clinging to her anymore. This brings me a small amount of fear. She’d want me to be happy just as I would her if our roles were reversed. Amelia needs more than just a father’s influence. Not that anyone would replace her mom, no, just that she deserves a mother figure. I know she has Maya, Sylvia, Summer and Marie, so many amazing women but I don’t want her growing up and looking at Evelyn and wondering why she has Maya all the time. She needs someone constant, someone kind and loving, strong and patient. We both deserve our happily ever after. 
 
        We both need it.
 
    
 
         “Photos!” Maya shouts above the noise of the large crowd. She waves me over, Amelia already by her side. As I walk across the soft grass I nod at people I recognize before taking my place by my brother’s side, Jacob takes his spot beside me. “Someone looks happy.” Maya smirks sarcastically at me.
 
        “Sorry,” I put on an honest smile, I am happy. It was just for a moment that I needed to accept my woes. We all have moments like this. Right? “Let’s do this.”
 
        “James, Lucas, Jacob, swap sides with us,” Maya whispers urgently. 
 
        James rolls his eyes, clearly knowing what she means without her having to explain, “Babe, you don’t have a bad side.”
 
        “But from this side my nose looks big,” she hisses, a smile still on her face. “Now!”
 
        James goes to swap sides, I grab him by the back of his collar to stop him from taking another step, “Dude. Get a fucking backbone.” I notice Marie and Summer giggling to themselves, Jacob flips them off. Maya and James chose the four of us as godparents, definitely an honor. “She’s not bothered by her nose. She’s showing them how whipped you are.” 
 
        He quirks a brow and stands his ground. Maya’s mouth drops open in shock, right as the camera dude takes the picture. That’s one for a Christmas card, James stood looking smug, Marie and Summer howling with laughter, Jacob looking at the ground to hide his smirk and Maya looking open mouthed from shock whilst cradling Evelyn to her chest.
 
        “Let’s try that again,” the camera guy smiles and motions for us all to regroup with a flick of his fingers.
 
        “Swap sides with me,” Maya whispers, her face set in a perfect smile. You can’t even tell she’s talking. “Now.”
 
        “No,” James bites back, you can definitely tell he’s talking. 
 
        “Please!”
 
        “No.”
 
        “I’ll do that thing you like.”
 
        I hear him clear his throat, he shifts a little on the spot, “Really?”
 
        My smile keeps on getting wider, I must look like a fucking idiot. This guy is so whipped. It’s almost embarrassing. 
 
        “Yeah, I swear.”
 
        “Okay.” He doesn’t even hesitate and suddenly I’m walking backwards as he pulls me by my collar, Jacob follows, now laughing. I groan as we switch sides with the women. The camera goes off right as Maya cracks an invisible whip with her right arm. It goes off again when Summer takes the baby from Maya and then again when James lunges for Maya.
 
        Welcome. To. My. Family.      
 
        Sigh.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949365]Chapter One
 
   Who You Gonna Call? Call Lucas!
 
    
 
    
 
        My new fucking motto. Whether it’s to deal with a junkie, or lick stamps for hours, or if you need to host a low calorie cake party for females only but don’t have a venue… who you gonna call? Call Lucas!
 
        “Pass me the fudge sauce,” Summer demands. Is she fucking serious? It’s right between us both. I look at her in disbelief and fold my arms across my chest, meaning NO, in case you didn’t catch that. With an eye roll she grabs it herself and starts decorating the chocolate cake before her. My kitchen looks like it has been attacked by a tornado of flour and eggs. Fuck, this is so stupid. 
 
        So many cakes, so many colors. I need to slip away, this is a girls only thing yet guess who gets roped into helping… and again… who you gonna call? Call Lucas!
 
        “Lucas, zip me up,” Maya asks and comes out of MY bedroom wearing a tight black dress with a long zip up the back. 
 
    
 
   Why me? 
 
    
 
       There are twelve other females here. TWELVE! I feel like I’m in the center of an episode of ‘Sex and the City’ on steroids. With a grunt I fumble with the tiny zip and pull it up, following the dip of her spine.
 
        “I’m going,” I say and step around her.
 
        “Lucas!” Maya whines and gives me the big eyes and pouty lower lip. “You promised you’d help.” Fuck my stupid promises, fuck that cute look on her face. She sees me relent and smiles… stupid, stupid, stupid. 
 
    
 
        Sometimes I despise myself. This moment clearly being one of those times. 
 
        “Done!” Summer suddenly shouts, startling us both. She wipes her arm across her forehead, smudging the chocolate sauce that was already there and adding flour to it too. “Shower time!” 
 
         “She looks far too happy for someone who has been baking for ten hours,” I whisper to Maya who nods slowly in agreement. 
 
        “She’ll crash soon. When we were in College together, she’d always do this. And then suddenly,” she clicks her fingers. “Gone for about twenty hours. She once stayed up for three nights and was fine until she started hallucinating.”
 
        “Oh my god, that was so funny,” in comes Marie, she takes one look at the mess in the kitchen and takes a step backwards out of the door. Apparently she’s going to stay there. “She kept shouting at us in a half awake half asleep like state. Apparently, if you leave a house wearing a jacket it’s called…”
 
         “Driving a truck,” Maya finishes and they both start cackling. I feel like someone just pierced my ear drum with something sharp. Ouch. They need to tone down their laughter a few notches. “And… and we have to… oh god I can’t breathe… so funny! We have to take the light bulb out and feed it to the plant.”
 
         “What did you do?” I ask, out of interest and maybe so I don’t have to clean this mess. 
 
         “Took her to bed and watched a movie,” Marie responds with a shrug. “What else would we do?”
 
    
 
   Possibly attempt to feed the light bulb to the plant, I’ve seen you all do weirder shit. 
 
    
 
        Someone knocks on the door and rings the bell three times. “Why couldn’t you do this at your place?”
 
        “Who was going to look after Evelyn?” Maya says as if I’m stupid. “And James for that matter. Where’s he going to go with Evelyn?” Umm… here? I’d rather have my niece and my brother than… this. 
 
        Who you gonna call? “I would have had Evelyn, if you’d explained what would happen if I didn’t say yes.” Not that I would have said no. My niece is gorgeous, and so happy. Always giggling and smiling. “Look, I have to go to a bar and drink beer and shit. Make sure this is tidy by the time I get back.”
 
        “But…”
 
        “Let the man go, there’s plenty of us here,” Marie says with a wince as more screaming girls enter my apartment. I give her a grateful smile, kiss Maya on the cheek, ignoring her hand on my ass. She does this a lot, especially in front of James who just rolls his eyes. The best thing to do is ignore her, if you react… you give her fuel to do more. Actually even if you don’t react it’s pretty much the same either way. As I step past Marie she pinches my ass, I bat her hand away, grab my jacket, keys and wallet off the desk by the door and run. 
 
        Finally. Freedom!
 
    
 
        I feel ready to go and get some dinner, some high calorie, full of grease and bad shit, food. The options in this area of food are endless unfortunately which makes it harder to choose what I feel like having. 
 
        Amelia is with Sylvia at some charity function, Sylvia is my brother’s adoptive mother, James is probably sleeping and if he’s not he won’t want to take Evelyn out anyway unless it’s to the park, that man has it bad for his little girl. It’s almost sickening how smitten he is with her. 
 
        Why do I have no friends outside of James and Maya and their group? Of course I’ve met people at work but nobody I’m close enough with to call and ask to lunch without them thinking I’m gay or weird. 
 
        Crystal and I used to go to lunch together every Thursday, just time alone for the two of us. The girls went to nursery while we worked, so we’d take an extra-long lunch break every Thursday if possible and just sit and eat and catch up without the stresses of home and kids and life. It was our little escape from reality. It’s funny that those stresses, which seemed so bad at the time, now that she’s gone… they seem so tiny and idiotic. 
 
    
 
        Now I’m just being fucking morbid, burger time it is. 
 
    
 
        My cell rings not long after I finish my fast food lunch. I answer without checking the caller ID. I really should stop doing that. I’m not used to being so popular, the calls I get sometimes are just weird. Last week someone called, offering to pay me just under sixty thousand dollars for information on what Johnson’s, Maya’s pharmaceutical company, is currently working on. I hung up. I’ve had teenagers contacting me with conspiracies, asking if it’s true we create chemicals to be used in war.
 
        That was the funniest because in all honestly, Johnson’s is just a normal pharmaceutical company… I think. Either way, I don’t ask. 
 
    
 
        “Hello?” I ask and finish my last fry. “Hello?”
 
        “Lucas, buddy!” oh fuck off. “It’s Patch!” Yeah, I can fucking tell. “Have you seen Dana?”
 
        “Nah, I haven’t seen Dana since the night she escaped from her cell.” Her cell meaning the room she stayed in whilst attempting to go cold turkey.
 
        “Ah, shit man. That puts me on a real downer. If you see her. Call me.”
 
        No fucking way. I hang up without replying. Patch, a stupid ass name for a stupid ass guy that I never want to see again. He’s a freak, although he’s also a really nice guy. But overly nice in a weird way, he met me one time for ten minutes and went on about how cool a guy I am. He was high and is also one of Dana’s drug party buddies. 
 
    
 
        I can’t help but wonder what the hell kind of shit Dana has gotten herself into now. A part of me wishes that I’d never gone round to her apartment when I was evicted with Amelia, this was just after meeting Maya. I didn’t know how bad she’d gotten and figured she’d let us crash at hers. Let’s just say I couldn’t get out of that mold infested shithole fast enough. It was disgusting, she had empty drug packets laying around, moldy food and old newspapers strewn about. Even a rat has better standards of living.
 
    
 
        Dana used to be Crystal’s closest friend through High School. We all hung out together and often as we shared the same group of friends. She was there when Crystal was pregnant with both of our girls and there up until Crystal and Annie died. So I feel obligated to her in a way, even though I’ve helped her already and it has amounted to shit, I know Crystal would want me to keep on trying. My respect for my Wife and the memory of the old Dana before she turned to heavy drugs are the reasons why, when she contacted me over a year ago asking for help, I went to her aid. 
 
    
 
       Last I heard after that little debacle, she was clean. I haven’t seen her since I caught her after she came to me for cash. By ‘caught her’, I mean I threw her in the trunk of my car, fixed a couple of more locks on the door to her empty bedroom and even added a cat flap so Patch could feed her without causing injury to himself or her.
 
        This was not kidnap by the way, she wanted to get clean, and so the room and such was all her idea. Unfortunately though, during the process of cold turkey your desperation for a hit overtakes your willpower to succeed in becoming clean. 
 
    
 
        I hope she’s dealing with her shit okay, I know she got away from Patch and his weird buddy Peanut… don’t ask… they’re still high ninety percent of the time and she needed to get away from that temptation. Definitely a smart move to make. Fingers crossed they don’t find her and fingers crossed she doesn’t relapse. If she hasn’t already that is.
 
    
 
   Sylvia: Amelia says she’s staying here tonight. I’ll take her to school in the morning.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Okay then. Have you got her uniform?
 
    
 
   Sylvia: Marie is dropping it off in an hour or so. After their cake thing.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Tell Marie I said thanks. And thanks for having her Sylvia. 
 
    
 
        Now what am I supposed to do? Everyone’s busy doing something! I won’t go home, not whilst that stupid ass low calorie cake party is going on. Who actually throws an event like this? I’ve never heard of it before… not that I’ve ever been in the right kind of social standing to have an invite to one before. 
 
    
 
   James’ it is. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “Hey,” James says a little breathlessly as I enter his apartment. “Welcome to hell.”
 
        What? “What?”
 
        “I dunno, she has colic or something. She hasn’t stopped screaming,” my ears twitch at the sound of the high pitched wail coming from the child in his arms. Evelyn wriggles and squirms trying to get away. “I’ve tried hugging her, playing with her, winding her, feeding her, etc. I’m going crazy here.”
 
        “Have you tried putting her down?” I chuckle and snatch the little squealer from his arms. I carry her into the room like one would carry a football, she loves it. See? Giggling already. In a couple of minutes I have a play mat on the floor for her and a bunch of toys for her age scattered around. Once I sit her down, she instantly starts gnawing on my finger. “She’s teething.”
 
        “She’s not crying!” he gasps in disbelief.
 
        “You cuddle her too much. We get it, you don’t want to let her out of your sight but give the poor kid some freedom.”
 
        “I let her play in the bouncer,” he grumbles.
 
        “Dude, she’s confined in the bouncer. She’s Maya’s kid… freedom is something that runs through her blood… ouch. She just bit me,” and then she laughs, and by god she looks like her mother. “Dear god. What have you spawned?”
 
        James rolls his eyes and sits beside his daughter on the floor. She completely ignores him. He’s obsessed, just like he is with Maya. She’s indifferent, just like Maya. It’s the funniest relationship I’ve ever seen between parents and their child. This kid has mischief written all over her, hiding behind innocent beauty.
 
        “James,” I grab him by his arm and lift him up. Grunt. Dude’s heavy. “Let’s go do some grownup shit and leave the baby to do her baby shit. Okay?”
 
        “DADADADADA,” screams the chubby little girl happily from the floor as if saying goodbye in her own language. Damn she’s clever.
 
        “Told you so,” I snort and pull a dejected James from the room. It’s rare he gets her all to himself and she’s a Mommy’s girl so when Maya is home she wants her mommy all the time. He hates it, it makes him jealous. Evelyn apparently doesn’t let him tuck her in after her mom, he has to kiss her goodnight before so Maya is the last person she sees before sleeping. She doesn’t let him feed her, or change her or even play with her if Maya is there and even when she’s not there the kid just makes it difficult. I feel bad for the guy but it’s still as funny as a dancing dog in a tutu. Or maybe that kitten with tubes on its legs making it walk like a robot. I’m trailing off…
 
    
 
        “Hungry?” James asks around a yawn, he’s stood in the doorway, one eye on his daughter at all times. 
 
        “Just eaten.”
 
        “So, what do you need?”
 
        Straight to the point. “Actually, I just came to visit. Your Wife is trashing my house. Sylvia has Amelia at a charity function. You have Evelyn on your own so I figured you’d be the best bet.”
 
        “Cool,” his eyes are still on the baby. We head back through to the room, I force him to sit on the sofa and watch instead of interacting with her. She rolls a few times, grabs a teething ring from the ground and starts chewing. She rolls back, her chunky little legs are stuck out poker straight, and starts hitting her teddy on the head with the same teething ring. “She gets more and more like her mother every effing day.”
 
        “You married her.”
 
        “I love her, and I love Evelyn. I’m just praying she doesn’t grow up to be as devious and cunning and as damn beautiful as her mother… I’ll never have a moment’s peace.”
 
        I give him a wry smile, “Why not have another? A little brother to protect her.” His eyes light up, shit. Maya’s going to kill me. I’m only joking. I don’t say this though as he’s already texting… what a fucking sap. “You’re a strange man James.”
 
        “Whatever.” We share a moment of silence, the only noise that can be heard is the babbling and gurgling noises coming from the kid. Then he suddenly blurts, “I need to get Maya back.”
 
        “What?” They have no way split up again have they? “What do you mean?”
 
        “I mean revenge!” he throws his hands up in the air and lets them drop onto his thighs. “I said something… I can’t remember what it was. It annoyed her… so she hid all of my socks. Every single fucking pair. I had to go to work with no socks on.” Oh, the horror. “And then she handcuffed me to the bed and put a spider on my chest for calling her a crazy bitch!” Snort. “She’s going too far. It’s driving me mad. I have to sleep with one eye open.”
 
        “If you retaliate, she’ll only bite back.” Which is true, and the ideas that go through her devious mind frighten even me. “And it will be worse.”
 
        “I don’t know,” he sighs and we both watch Evelyn start chewing on the corner of her play mat, then she rolls and traps herself inside. James panics and jumps up, even though she’s laughing like it’s the funniest thing ever, he helps her out.
 
        “Put cling wrap in the middle of the hall, right after the desk so when she drops her keys on the desk she’ll turn around and walk straight into it,” I suggest, it’s not original but it’s funny. “And film it.” Because I have to see it.
 
    
 
        He grins devilishly and nods eagerly. Then his face falls and he looks down, “Are you…? (Pause) It doesn’t matter.”
 
        Wait, you can’t tease me like that! “What? Now you have to tell me.”
 
        “Honestly, it’s not important.” 
 
        The look he gives me is pleading, he’s begging me not to ask. I don’t. It’s then I notice two large, full garbage bags stood in the corner. “What’s that?”
 
        James looks, blinks and curses under his breath. “Shit. I completely forgot. I was supposed to take these down to Carey’s store an hour ago.” 
 
        “Okay. Take them now.” He looks at me and attempts to do a pleading smile. Fucking idiot looks constipated. “No.”
 
        “Please.”
 
        With a shake of the head I say firmly, “Nope.”
 
        “Come on Bro.”
 
        “Fine,” I relent like I always pissing do. “Not like I actually have anything to do. Write down the address.” Who you gonna call? Call Lucas! “What’s in them anyway?”
 
        “All of Maya’s unworn clothes from pregnancy, all but three tops have the tags on them. She has a fucking problem.”
 
         “Right, I’ll set off then. I’ll take those with me. Good luck with the cling wrap.” I pick up my niece and pretend to bite her chubby neck, she giggles and bites me back, right on my lip. It fucking hurts. She then gives me the biggest smile and opens her mouth for me to kiss… definitely her mother’s daughter. A kid that loves freedom, loves kisses, loves biting and beating things over the head and laughs at anything that is even slightly funny. Poor, poor James.
 
        “Oh and James,” I smirk as I place her back on the ground. “If you really want to get her back, you could always get her pregnant again. She left you alone last time.”
 
        He flips me off as I laugh myself out of their home, taking the bags with me. So, I now have to go to a place called, Carey’s clothing. Okay. Never heard of it. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949366]Chapter Two
 
   Lustful Lucas
 
    
 
    
 
        Whilst climbing out of my car the sky starts to spit. That’s just brilliant. I head along the damaged sidewalk and stop outside the flaky, white door to Carey’s store. It really isn’t much to look at, I’m sure I’ve seen it before, although I tend to avoid this part of the city. Gripping the handle firmly, I open said door and I’m greeted by the smell of clean linen and bleach. The owner or cleaner has issues with bleach. It’s burning my nose, the scent is that strong. 
 
    
 
        Shifting the bags over to my right hand I step inside and shut the door behind me. The little bell above it rings annoyingly. 
 
    
 
        “Can I help you?” comes a female voice from across the store. I head over and stop when I get to the desk. Then I look up. Fuck. “I said can I help you?”
 
        “I brought these,” I say blankly and place the bags on the counter. She narrows her eyes on me, her large, sexy, brown eyes shadowed by a thick brown sweeping fringe. My mouth feels suddenly dry. I can only see her from the waist up due to the counter separating us. She starts going through the bags, my eyes zoom in on her waist and holy fuck… tits. 
 
        “These still have the price tags on.” Let’s pretend that tone isn’t accusatory.
 
        “Yeah, my sister in law didn’t use them through her pregnancy,” I clear my dry throat. She places the bags on the floor and bends right over them to dig through and start placing things on the counter behind her. I watch her back arch and her legs open slightly. Blood rushes straight to my… heads. What an ass… her real ass I mean, not the insult. 
 
    
 
        What am I thirteen? Get a hold of yourself Lucas! She’s just another female… a really fucking hot and sexy female with tits, hips and an ass to match. Even her face matches her body in beauty. 
 
        I hate it when you notice a great body, look up and the face is something your mother would put over a fireplace to keep you from treading near. 
 
    
 
        “I said you don’t recognize me do you?” shit, she was talking? I was too busy staring at her chest and neck, such a long, perfect neck. I blink a few times and meet her chocolate brown eyes, they hold little flecks of honey colors around the pupil. “Hello?” She waves her hand in front of my face, an even deeper scowl on her face. Her eyes now nothing but tiny slits.
 
        “I was just thinking, give me a chance will you woman?” I grin at her, the grin Maya and Marie say reeks of sex. Whatever the fuck that means. “No, I apologize but I don’t.”
 
        “You know my cousin.” I do? “Dana.” Ah fuck. “You still see her?”
 
        I shake my head, “Not since she entered moldy rehab.”
 
        She flips her shoulder length brown hair back and quirks a brow at me, “She what?”
 
        “Nothing. Are you doing anything later?” Oh… fuck! Why the hell did I say that? 
 
        “Wow, you really don’t remember me do you? Because if you did, you wouldn’t be asking me out.” She says, actually, it’s more of a snarl. I wrack my brain trying to find her in my memories, yeah she looks vaguely familiar but she never hung around with us I don’t think. “Christ, you’re still as big of an idiot as you were then. Don’t worry I don’t expect you to remember me!”
 
        “What’s that supposed to mean?” why’s she being so bitchy. Can’t she understand the only things running through my mind right now are, fuck, shit, fuck and boobs? “What’s your name?”
 
    
 
        “It’s Loryn Carey… as in Scary Carey,” what… the… fuck. “Yeah. Remember me now?” Gulp. Uh-huh. “Yeah, well thanks for the clothes from your sister.” Actually it’s sister In-law. “Now go away.”
 
        Well… that went well. “Come on Sc… Loryn,” yep, she noticed my slip up, I can tell this by the now even deeper scowl on her face. Shit. 
 
    
 
        How can this be Dana’s cousin? She was a little, buck toothed kid with bad head lice and an alcoholic for a mom who ran… this store. As if I didn’t recognize this store, although I was certain I felt it to be familiar. We used to toilet paper it and egg it on the weekends during our junior year of High School, although the door used to be yellow not white and the windows had a huge sign on them in a clear gray, whereas now, they’re just clear glass. The sign reading: Carey’s Clothing is above the windows. “I’m sorry about High School.”
 
    
 
        “I’d accept your apology if we shared the same high school which we didn’t,” She’s two or three years younger than me, I think, so by the time she started I’d graduated. Okay, so Dana and Crystal used to be mean to her. How can this be her? Fucking Scary Carey? She’s fucking gorgeous! “Bye, bye.”
 
    
 
        Dana was a real bitch to her, used to call her and her mother an embarrassment to their family. Look how the tables have turned, talk about a bad dose of karma. “I’m sorry Loryn. That was years ago. I was a dick in High School!” 
 
        “Yep, you were. Bye, bye.” What the hell? I still don’t really remember her that well. I do remember something… oh shit… Crystal tipped a beer over her head at a party once, I remember laughing, but I was pretty toasted. Not that being drunk is an excuse to be a dick. “Why aren’t you leaving?”
 
        “What time do you finish?” 
 
        “Quarter past never,” she flutters her thick long eye lashes and smirks angrily. “Bye, bye.”
 
        “Fine, fine, I get it. I am sorry though. Even though I never did anything to you directly I shouldn’t have let anyone else either,” I give her an honest smile. My eyes catch the broken shelf behind the counter. “That needs fixing.”
 
        She follows the direction in which my eyes are looking and shrugs, “Everything needs fixing in here.” I can’t help but watch her lips as she talks, so pouty and full. She must have had braces at some point because her teeth are rather straight in comparison to how I remember them being. “You can come back and collect your percentage of the profits…”
 
         “They’re a donation. Keep the profits…”
 
         “That’s not how it’s done here. We don’t take charity.” She sounds just like me, I can finally see how infuriating it is… not that I give a fuck.
 
         “My sister in law is loaded, she won’t miss it. Trust me.” How can I see her again? To make it up to her for being such a dick in the past. 
 
    
 
   Yeah, let’s pretend that’s the reason you want to see her again.
 
    
 
        “See you later!” I call as I turn to leave, making sure to burn her very image onto my mind. My cock is fucking killing me, it’s going to have a zipper imprint on it at this rate. I need a shower. A cold one. 
 
        I leave her open mouthed… groan… and shocked, possibly annoyed and a little pissed off. Have you ever met someone for even the briefest amount of time and for some reason there’s a pounding thought in your… ‘heads’… that you just have to get to know them? Well, fuck, because this is happening to me and I don’t like it one bit.
 
        There’s a reason people say a dick has a head… it does. 
 
    
 
        It tends to be the ruling head more often than I’d like too. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
       So many hours later, my place is empty, I spent my afternoon shopping for movies and games and other shit to pass the time. When I finally made it home my kitchen was clean and tidy. My apartment didn’t look like it had even hosted an event as hectic as whatever the fuck kind of event they hosted. Yet even though my entire afternoon has flitted by faster than expected my mind has been full of unshakeable thoughts of a certain fucking woman.
 
    
 
         How can she be Scary Carey? It’s stupid. They look nothing alike.
 
    
 
   I turn in bed.
 
    
 
        Maybe she had a lot of surgery, nah, she doesn’t look fake at all. There’s a reason she was called Scary Carey. From what I can remember, her mom was an alcoholic and really negligent which made Scary Carey really withdrawn and quiet. The way she looked at you would freak you out, like she wanted to kill you. Or so I heard… 
 
        I think she got the nickname because of the way she looked, I don’t really remember but what I do recall in my fucked up memory is her always having her hair over her face and her eyes always seemed wide and frightened. This is probably where she got the nickname from. I would ask but I don’t think she’d appreciate that much.
 
    
 
   I turn again. Sigh.
 
    
 
        It’s all really dramatic bullshit now and of course I feel like crap. She was a quiet and nice girl. I remember she loaned me a pencil once during a football game, she was sat with Dana on one of the rare occasions Dana was kind to her. I don’t think I ever gave it back. 
 
    
 
   I turn again. Huff. 
 
    
 
        It’s just a little bit of lust. It will pass. I’ll have forgotten about her by next week. I’m hungry. I’m also horny. I haven’t been this horny since the night I… let’s not think about that. Shit. Such a creep, I’m such a god damn creep! Crystal will be flipping me off from wherever she’s perched, I guarantee it.
 
       Man I miss her. I miss her soft skin and nibbling on her thin upper lip, I miss the way she always smelled of green apples, because of that stupid fucking shampoo she insisted on using. I even miss the stench of her cigarettes, she used to enjoy a smoke on occasion. She quit whilst pregnant with Annie and started smoking casually until Amelia and then started again after she had her. 
 
        I wish I’d never moaned about that smell. It’s so stupid and trivial now. Of course, my intentions were good, I didn’t want her to die of cancer. I remember her response, “I enjoy it. You only live once.”
 
        “And what a life that will be, coughing and wheezing your way through, with that foul lingering scent all over you.”
 
        She just shrugged me off, how right she was. Not about smoking, but about enjoying life. You do only live once, and sometimes that once is cut far too short. 
 
    
 
   I’m getting morbid again. I should really try to sleep. I turn again.
 
    
 
        I don’t understand why she feels so much animosity towards me. Loryn I mean… I never bullied her or said anything bad to her at all. Sure I didn’t stop the others but I hardly joined in with more than a slight laugh and chuckle. She can’t honestly blame me for the actions of others? 
 
    
 
   I really need to sleep now, this is ridiculous.
 
    
 
    
 
        Morning comes, I’m so bored. With no Amelia I have nothing to focus on. I have no work to do for the next three days. The movies and Xbox games I purchased yesterday aren’t calling to me. Christ my life is dull. What can I do? 
 
    
 
        As if by magic my cell rings, I answer without looking at the screen… yet again. “Sup?”
 
        “It’s Marie,” okay, it’s not like her to be up this early. “Can you do me a favor?”
 
        Who you gonna call? “Depends on what it is.” 
 
        “Come pick me up,” Call Lucas!
 
        “Where’s your car?”
 
        “I kind of maybe… got into a little accident last night. Involving a certain somebodies Wife and a crowbar.” Fuck. “Yeah, my thoughts exactly.” I must have said that out loud. “I’m at the cop Precinct.” 
 
        “Why are you at the Precinct? Please don’t tell me you got arrested!”
 
        “No, but I did use pepper spray on the bitch and break her nose. That last part was by accident though.” Oh Jesus. “Yeah, my thought’s exactly.”
 
        “Now I know I didn’t say that out loud.”
 
        “No but your silence definitely spoke volumes. So, can you come pick me up?” 
 
        I exit my apartment fully clothed, with all of my crap shoved into my pockets. “Already in the elevator babe. I’ll be there soon.”
 
        “Thanks Lucas.”
 
        “No problem. Why didn’t you call Maya?”
 
        “She’ll go mad at me. I swear I didn’t know he was married! He never had a ring, no photos in his apartment, nothing!” Yeah, Marie may be a bit of a whore but she never messes with another girl’s man. Or so she’s said. “I’ve got to go. See you soon.”
 
        The line disconnects, I place my cell in the cup holder attached to the console, before running my fingers through my hair and then I rub my jaw. I need a shave, my shadow is turning into a beard. Okay, focus Lucas. Focus. 
 
    
 
        Go get Marie, find out what the hell happened, grab some breakfast and take her to pick up a loan car or to ‘borrow’ another from Maya. Call Sylvia and ask her how Amelia was last night. Then go home and twiddle my thumbs until school finishes or until my family decide to give my daughter back to me. Which at this rate will be… never.
 
    
 
        Traffic is pretty bad, it takes me almost half an hour to get to Marie, and she’s waiting outside the Precinct with a sad smile on her face when I do finally make it. I lean over the passenger seat and open the door for her. “Start from the beginning.”
 
        “So, I was… sort of maybe seeing this guy,” she clears her throat. “You don’t know him. I met him in Starbucks a few weeks ago. We got talking, he had no wedding band, I always check!” She blurts the last part angrily as I pull back out onto the street. “Traffic’s bad.” Nice observation, Sherlock Marie.
 
        “Continue.”
 
        “So, I went on a few dates, had a bit of a fumble. After the cake party yesterday I dropped Amelia’s uniform at Sylvia’s and went straight to Nate’s,” Nate is short for Nathan I’m guessing, doesn’t ring a bell. “And I stayed the night. I woke up at about six thirty, my car alarm was going off. I woke Nate up, we both went outside to check it out. His Wife was stood, in the middle of the fucking street waving a crowbar around.” She shudders a little. “She takes one look at me and charges so I sprayed her in the eyes with pepper spray and Nate went mad at me! I apologized to her and said I didn’t know. She started swinging blindly and ended up hitting somebody else’s car. She was fucking crazy. Luckily by this point the cops arrived, someone had called them before we even got outside. I had to press charges and make a statement. I told them to tell her I genuinely didn’t know but I doubt she’ll be interested.” Wow. “So… yeah.”
 
        I don’t say anything, I don’t know what to say. So I laugh, I don’t just laugh I howl. Then she starts laughing, I have to pull over, my gut hurts. We both heave with laughter until tears are streaming down our faces. After a few hiccups we stop and stare at each other, my green eyes to her twinkling grays. I roll my eyes and tug playfully on a lock of her caramel colored hair. “Come on. Let’s go and get some breakfast.”
 
        “Sounds good.”
 
    
 
        We head to Marie’s regular breakfast café, all of the staff know her and know her order without her saying anything. I opt for coffee, and eggs on toast. I used to be a carpenter so obviously I worked out on the job, now I just sit on my ass all day with little exercise. I don’t want to start eating too much junk, I might lose my abs. Now I’m starting to sound like a girl but it’s a legitimate concern… 
 
    
 
        “So,” I say around a mouthful of toast. “Shall we go steal one of Maya’s cars or get a hire car?”
 
        “Insurance company is bringing me a loan car until this one is fixed or scrapped.” She sips her coffee. “Mm, I never get tired of this place.”
 
        “Anything planned for the week?” 
 
        “Work, I’ve got a lot of shoots this week,” Marie is a freelance photographer, much like Crystal was, except she was hired by ‘Family Portraits’ one of the best places for a photographer to work in the city. Marie is a struggling artist so to speak. “But nothing for next week.” Shit, she doesn’t exactly get paid a lot for her shoots from what Maya has told me. So for her to miss an entire week of work… ouch. “What about you?”
 
        “I’m going to start taking business classes,” I stuff the last of my eggs into my mouth. “Carpentry won’t even cover a third of my new bills.”
 
        She gives me a slanted smile, “So, at the moment you’re just Maya and James’ errand boy?”
 
        “Pretty much!” It’s true, I get paid to do the work they don’t want to do.
 
        “It’s better than nothing.”
 
        It certainly is. “I still can’t believe your car has been smashed in by your ‘boyfriends’ psycho Wife.”
 
        “It’s not just me he’s been cheating with though, he has that apartment for the sole purpose of fucking other people.” 
 
        “The guy is sick in the head.”
 
        She nods in agreement, we fall into a comfortable silence. I lift my drink to take a sip. “So how long have you been in love with Maya?” And I just sprayed the aisle with coffee. 
 
        “W… what?” I stammer as I wipe my mouth.
 
        She gives me a grin and cocks her head like a dog.
 
        “I’m not in love with Maya.” Really, I’m not.
 
        “HA!” she slams her hand on the table, nobody seems to be bothered by it. Or they’re just used to her. How the fuck did the conversation turn this way? “Don’t play dumb. She told me you tried to kiss her.”
 
        “Over a year ago.” Before I met James, before the DNA results. So this is a completely irrelevant point.
 
        “She told me about Thanksgiving,” shit. The night James and I got drunk, we both climbed into bed with Maya as there were no other beds free at his mom’s house. In my defense it was James’ idea! I swear I didn’t intentionally maul her! 
 
    
 
        Well, that’s being a little dramatic, I wrapped myself around her, pressed my throbbing length into her ass and put my hand on her tit, this all happened whilst I was asleep and drunk. It was not intentional. Hell, it felt nice though. 
 
        James is still a bit wary of me around Maya since that little incident but he hasn’t said much. Maya hasn’t mentioned it either, I wonder if she still has the picture she took of me and James mid argument. That shouldn’t give me male satisfaction but it does! 
 
    
 
        “She also mentioned how one particular night, you left her to babysit…” Marie continues and my heart stops. Oh no… she knows. “She thinks she dreamt it but the look on your face says the opposite.”
 
    
 
        “Fuck,” I hiss and grip my hair with both hands. I came back from that night with Dana. The one where she escaped from her cell. I left Maya to babysit Amelia and two of her school friends, Tegan and Bailey. James left Dana’s early, Amelia must have woken up because when I got back, James was asleep on top of Amelia’s bed next to Amelia, a story book open across his chest.
 
         I needed a blanket so I could sleep on the sofa, they were in my bedroom in the closet. When I entered I saw Maya, I was smitten with her. You have to understand she saved my life, if it wasn’t for her… I dread to think. 
 
        Then suddenly, there she is, sprawled out in my bed, the blanket around her waist. I only meant to give her a kiss on the forehead but my other head led me further. My heart hammered in my chest as I stepped over to her, I sat on the side of the bed. A lock of hair had fallen across her closed eyes. With a tender touch I stroked the hair from her face and pressed my lips to her forehead. 
 
        She grumbled James’ name, I shot up into a sitting position and watched for any signs of her waking. 
 
    
 
   Everything about that night is so wrong.
 
    
 
        The way her scent made me feel, the way her chest rising and falling with each breath made my heart race, the way her lips slightly parted with a sigh made my stupid fucking cock throb. Then her arms shot out and wrapped around my neck. 
 
        “Go to sleep James,” she mumbled in her unconscious state, my head unfortunately pressed against her chest. Her amazing, definitely more than a handful, firm breasts were against my cheek. ‘One minute,’ I kept thinking. ‘Just one minute’. I lifted the blanket and slowly slipped in beside her. She instantly curled around me, I thought for sure she’d wake… she didn’t. 
 
        Everything in that moment felt perfect, I remember suddenly hating James for still having her, hating him for hurting her and treating her the way he did. Worst of all, in that moment, I hated her for forgiving him and I wanted her to want me. I was a fool for thinking I was in love with her. It was just a sort of hero worship or… fuck if I know what was going on in my head. 
 
        I lay there for the longest time, my arms wrapped around her, my hand stroking up and down her arm. Then… stupidly… I fell asleep.
 
   “It was just a ridiculous feeling. She’s nothing like that to me anymore.” The look on Marie’s face shows she does not believe me one bit. “I’m serious.”
 
        “Uh-huh.” She winks at me. “Don’t worry Lucas. Your secret is safe with me.”
 
        “You are really pissing me off,” my arms go over my chest. 
 
        “I know a more productive way to work out those frustrations,” she walks her fingers up my arm and taps me on the nose. With narrowed eyes I push her hand away, “Next time, I’m leaving you at the Precinct.”
 
        “Whatever,” she waves me off. “You go do your manly shit. I’ve got to go home.”
 
        “I’ll give you a ride,” I stand and stretch my entire body.
 
        “Why thank you Lucas. How kind of you. I knew you’d never leave me stranded.” She flutters her eyelashes and smiles sweetly. Maya Style. 
 
        With a sigh I take her arm and lead her to my car. The entire way back to hers she plasters on her makeup, how the fuck she can put on mascara in a moving car I’ve got no idea. I even swerve a few times, on purpose obviously, yet her hand remains steady! That’s pretty damn impressive.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949367]Chapter Three
 
   Thursday’s Suck
 
    
 
    
 
        I call Sylvia quickly, “Yes she was good as gold, yes she got to school okay and yes. You can have her back tonight.”
 
        I chuckle, am I that predictable? “Sorry.”
 
        “Hey Lucas?” This is going to be one of those moments isn’t it? 
 
    
 
   Who you gonna call? 
 
    
 
        “Yes?”    
 
        “Can you pick up my dry cleaning for me at one? I’d do it myself but Summer and Maya are coming round to talk dresses.” To talk dresses?
 
        Why can’t one of them do it on the way to yours? “Sure. Text me the place.”
 
        “Thanks Lucas. You are a diamond. I’d send Maya but the last time I asked her to pick it up, it came back creased… I swear she did it on purpose.” I wouldn’t put it past her. “I’ll pick it up tomorrow when I pick up Amelia for her swimming class at four.” 
 
        “Sure thing,” I respond and start driving. “I better go, I’m on the road.”
 
        “Of course, of course. See you later,” she says in a singsong voice and hangs up. 
 
    
 
   Call Lucas!
 
    
 
        When I make it home the cleaner is going crazy with her cleaning, as per usual. She really likes to clean. I use this opportunity to go through some of Amelia’s clothes, I could donate the clothes she’s grown out of, to Carey’s Clothes Store. Maybe even see Loryn again. Not that it would even matter. 
 
        I head into her large pink and purple decorated bedroom, it’s organized and tidy and clean. If I didn’t have a cleaner, it would never be like this! Entering her closet I begin rummaging through her things and throwing stuff on the ground behind me. She has a lot of clothes, I blame Sylvia, Maya and Summer. Since we moved in I haven’t bought Amelia even one toy or piece of clothing apart from the gifts I got her for her birthday. Yet her closet is better stocked than my own.
 
        Most of her clothes still fit but she’s just had a growth spurt, I’ve found at least a box full of clothes, shoes and jackets that definitely don’t fit her anymore. She’s going to have the same sickness as Maya at this rate, most of her clothes still have fucking tags on them. There needs to be a limit to the spending or Amelia is going to grow up to be a spoilt brat. It’s not too bad at Sylvia’s as she at least makes her earn her gifts, by loading the dishwasher together or tidying away her toys and making her bed in the morning. Which are the sorts of things she does here, she’s only five so it’s not much as of yet.
 
        All Amelia has to do with James and Maya is pout and hold out her hands and she gets anything and everything she wants. Maya doesn’t know any different because her dad got her everything, absolutely everything she asked for. James once told me she had three cars before she even got her permit! She still hasn’t driven them because she got another to celebrate getting her permit. This is why I told Marie not to worry about taking one of Maya’s cars, I doubt she even knows what’s in her underground garage.
 
    
 
        Okay, I have a large box full of Amelia’s things, and a few of my own. Mine don’t have tags on them. I don’t have the same problem as the others in my group of friends and family. Right… should I take them now? Yeah. I’ll go now. 
 
    
 
         I take the box down to my car and place it on the back seat. I wonder if she’s open. She should be. 
 
        I mean the store, I wonder if the store is open. Not Loryn. Why would I want to see Loryn? She hates me and I don’t fucking blame her. 
 
    
 
    
 
        The streets are clear, and for once I actually don’t want them to be, but they are. With a bit of music blasting from the speakers I weave through the city and finally make it to Loryn’s store… I mean Carey’s Clothes store. Doesn’t her mom work here anymore? Something for me to converse with her about. Christ, I’m becoming obsessed.
 
        Gripping the cool metal handle, I slowly pull it down and push the door open, it creaks and then the bell jingles. 
 
    
 
        “I’ll be with you in just a second,” calls Loryn’s voice from the back of the store. There’s a door behind the counter, I didn’t notice this last time.
 
    
 
   Probably because you were too busy staring at her tits.
 
    
 
        She comes through and the door shuts behind her whilst she wipes her hands on a hand towel. At first she’s smiling, now she’s scowling. I walk over to the counter. Christ she looks amazing! Jeans like that shouldn’t be legal… and that top… does she not have anything less revealing of her curves? Hell, she’d probably look sexy in a garbage bag!
 
        “What do you want?”
 
        “I brought some,” shit, I left them in the car. “Clothes.” Fuck. She looks down at my empty hands and quirks a brow. “I’ll be right back.”
 
        “How did you forget the one thing you came for in the first place?” because the clothes are just a god damn excuse to see you! Give me a break lady! 
 
        I quickly dash out of the store, pull open my car door and grab the box of clothes. Kicking the car door closed behind me, I rush back into the store with the box in my arms.
 
    
 
        When I place them on the counter she immediately opens the box and starts rummaging through Amelia’s dresses and such. “Sister in law’s kid?”
 
        I clear my throat and shake my head as her eyes widen on the price tag of a pretty red dress, “No. Mine.”
 
        The dress falls back into the box, “You have a daughter?”
 
        “Two,” why did I say that? “So… dinner on Saturday…”
 
        “You married?”
 
        “I’ll pick you up at seven,” I grin at her. Her mouth drops open in shock. I see her lips quirk a fraction.
 
        “Are you married?”
 
        “Not anymore. Seven, Saturday,” I start backing out of the shop before she can ask me anymore questions. “Sound good?”
 
         “Not really.”
 
         “Perfect! That wasn’t a definite no!” I grin mischievously at her. “Saturday at seven.” I remind her one last time before escaping onto the street.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Can you have Amelia for me on Saturday night?
 
    
 
   Maya: Whatever :)
 
    
 
        That’s sorted. I should go collect the dry cleaning soon. First lunch. Fuck I’m hungry, shit, I should have invited her to lunch. I’ll do that. I’ll go buy some lunch and take it back. What will she like? McDonald’s seems so… no, I’ll go to Subway. You can never go wrong with Subway. Am I coming on too strong?
 
    
 
        And then my cell rings, I connect it to the speaker in my car, “Talk to me.”
 
        “Buddy, its Patch!” For fuck sake! “Have you seen Dana?”
 
        Sigh, “No.”
 
        “Nobody has… you will call me if you do right?” No, “Yeah sure.”
 
        “Awesome. I’ll let you go.”
 
        “Why do you need to find her?” I ask out of curiosity.
 
        “Dan is looking for her,” who? “She owes him… a lot.”
 
        “Well, good luck.”
 
        I hang up and head to the closest Subway, shit… what do I get her? 
 
    
 
        After purchasing an array of subs I head back to her store, it’s quite busy when I get there. There are a few people wandering the aisles. I notice Amelia’s clothes already set up at the front of the kids section. I head over to the counter and stand to the side as Loryn runs some dudes items through the checkout. This gives me a great time to scan her from head to toe. She glances at me and falters a little, I watch her nervously tuck her hair behind her ears. 
 
        “Have a nice day,” she says to the man with his hands full of purchases as he leaves. I hold up the bag of food in my own hand. 
 
        “I brought lunch.”
 
        Her eyes narrow on me and a smirk touches her lips, “I’m a vegetarian.”
 
        I smirk back and place the bag of food on the counter, “I anticipated you lying about that, so I got a vegetarian one too.”
 
        Her mouth falls open. “Why are you doing this?” a woman comes to the checkout, she gives me the fuck-me eyes and peruses me without shame. Then she smiles and winks. “Sorry, let me just bag these for you.” Loryn gets on with her job.
 
        “I’ll have lunch with you, I love meat,” the forty something woman drawls, sure she’s attractive but not my type. Hell, I’ll play along.
 
        “I love women who love meat.”
 
        Her smile broadens, “Oh, you do, do you?”
 
       “Uh-huh.”
 
       Loryn watches our exchange with a gaping mouth. Yeah, she likes me really. Is that jealousy I see in her eyes? Or am I just being hopeful?
 
       “Maybe, we could go to lunch instead?” she suggests with a wink.
 
        Loryn’s jaw hits the floor. I run my hand through my hair and shrug, “My girlfriend here wouldn’t like that I don’t think.”
 
        “Oh my,” the woman giggles. “You go girl.” Hell yeah.
 
        Loryn opens and closes her mouth like a fish before blurting, “I’m not his girlfriend.” She looks at me angrily, “I am not your girlfriend.”
 
        Don’t laugh. Do not laugh. “Baby, I told you I was sorry.” I look at the woman. “I bought her yellow roses, she only likes red.” With a dramatic exhale of air I continue. “I can’t do anything right.”
 
        “He has never brought me roses,” Loryn scoffs in disbelief and practically shoves the bags in the woman’s hands. “Lucas! Tell her!”
 
        “Oh Loryn honey, I can’t believe you haven’t told us about this piece of man cake. He’s tasty. It’s rude not to share.”
 
        I lean over the counter and feign hurt, “Baby, are you ashamed of me?”
 
        “You are not my boyfriend,” she points at me and looks at the woman. “He is not my boyfriend!”
 
        The woman just laughs and walks away, “Call me with the details! It’s about time you got laid!” 
 
        I like this woman. 
 
    
 
        “So, Italian BMT or turkey and ham?” I shake the bag at a fuming Loryn. She’s so angry her normally brown eyes look almost black. “Or the vegetarian. Personally I think you’d prefer the meatball sub. You choose.”
 
        “I’m not having lunch with you!” she practically shrieks and all eyes turn towards us. She takes a deep breath, her tits come up, she exhales, her tits stay up. Nice. “And I do not need to get laid.”
 
         Okay. “Really? Because you know… being the opposite sex and all I could help with…” something warm, wet and floppy hits me in the face. Bitch can throw. “Did you just throw a dishrag at me?” I look at the damp, white cloth on the floor by my boot clad feet. “You just threw a dishrag at me.”
 
        “You told her you’re my boyfriend!” she hisses and comes around the counter to pick up the dishrag. I step forward, I can’t resist, she gulps and steps back. “What are you doing you creep?”
 
        I lean around her, caging her against the counter with my arms. My dick instantly swells as I feel her body heat on mine, only an inch of air between us. Our eyes lock. She gulps. With a smile I pull a wrapped sandwich out of the bag on the counter behind her making sure my cheek brushes against hers. 
 
        “Meatball sub?” I hold the sandwich up.
 
        “You… you pig!” she gasps and slams her hands against my chest and even lets them linger there a minute. My eyes zoom in on the tiny pebbles poking from her chest. If I wasn’t hard before I certainly am now. Christ that’s a fucking turn on, I’m obviously having an effect on her. “God. What do you want with me?”
 
        I shake the sandwich at her, my eyes snapping back to hers, “Lunch.”
 
        “And then you’ll go?”
 
        I nod, “And then I’ll go.” Maybe. I grab a large blue sweater from a rack of clothes beside the counter. “Put this on.”
 
        “What? Why? It’s two sizes too big.”
 
        I narrow my eyes on her chest, “Unless you want me to kick the asses of all your male customers currently staring at your chest, I suggest you put it on.”
 
        She flushes and quickly pulls the large sweater on, it buries her as expected yet she still looks fucking gorgeous. “I’ll just take it off after you’ve gone.”
 
        “No you won’t.”
 
        She grunts but says nothing. I smile a satisfactory smile and take a huge bite out of my meatball sub. Her eyebrows come together in a frown. 
 
        “I wanted the meatball one,” and then it’s gone from my hand.
 
        I really, really like this girl. 
 
    
 
        “So, you were married?” she asks after a few minutes of silence. I’m sat on an uncomfortable plastic chair behind the counter, she’s sat on one only two feet away, slightly facing me with her legs crossed. 
 
        “Let’s not talk about that,” I clear my throat and take another bite out of my vegetarian sub. Did I mention the fact she took all of the others…? Being a gentleman I couldn’t say no to her demand for all of the meat sandwiches. This is fucking gross. “So, why are you working here now?”
 
        “Let’s not talk about that.” Touché. She finishes her meatball sub and throws me the others. Thank god. I hastily unwrap one and bite into it. Fuck, that’s good. My eyes are instantly drawn to her lips as she wipes her mouth on a napkin. So full and pink and perfect. Her lower lip has a tiny dent or groove in the middle, I want to trace it with my tongue. Why’s her mouth moving so much?
 
    
 
   Click, click.
 
    
 
        “Hello?” she snaps. I blink a few times and look up to her eyes. “Did you not hear anything I just said?”
 
        “No.”
 
        Her mouth falls open again, that’s hot. “I said, if you’re trying to sleep with me. Don’t bother. I’m not going to have intercourse with you. So you may as well take back your invitation to dinner on Saturday.” 
 
        I take another bite and chew, effectively ignoring her.
 
    
 
   Click, click, click. She’s clicking her fingers, in case you were wondering. 
 
    
 
        “Hello!”
 
        “Sup?” I respond and throw my empty sub wrapper in the bag.
 
        “Why aren’t you listening to me?”
 
        “Because you aren’t saying anything I want to hear,” I wink at her and tap her on the nose. “And you’re talking shit.”
 
        “You’re such a pig!”
 
        I chuckle, this girl is fun to wind up. “You’ve said that.”
 
        “I mean it too.”
 
        “That’s nice.” I glance at the door, the bell just rang, signifying the fact it just opened. Just a customer leaving empty handed. “So. Dress casual Saturday. I figured we could go to dinner and then maybe watch a movie.”
 
        “I’m not going out with you! I don’t even like you!” 
 
        Ouch. “Then I guess we’ll have to rectify that.” I glance at my watch. “Fuck! Time flies when you’re having fun. I’ve gotta go.” 
 
        “Finally.” I can see she doesn’t mean it by the way she shifts a little and her body tenses. “Where are you going?”
 
        “To pick up my brother’s, mom’s dry cleaning.” I place my hand on the counter and jump over. Fuck that was awesome. 
 
        “There is an opening here,” she swings the counter up at the side. 
 
        “But then I wouldn’t have been able to show off my awesome moves.” She snorts in response, I’ve made her smile. Score! “See, I knew you weren’t constantly a moody bitch.” I duck out of the door before the dishrag hits me in the face again. HA! Missed. 
 
    
 
        I pick up the dry cleaning only an hour late and head to Amelia’s school. I’m early but it’ll give me chance to catch up on my emails on my cell and catch up on music via the radio. I need some new tunes.
 
    
 
   Emails… Work, work, spam, junk, work, work, don’t know him, delete, delete, delete, junk, spam. Boring. A text comes through, from an unidentified number, this looks interesting. 
 
    
 
    
 
        I need a favor… really bad. I got into some shit. Real bad shit. It’s Dana. Daniel is my old dealer. He’s looking for me. Smashed up Peanut last week. I don’t know what to do. I need somewhere to hide until I can get his money. Please Lucas. I’m fucked here. I’m clean I swear! I can’t afford a motel let alone any of that shit. 
 
    
 
   Who you gonna call?
 
    
 
    
 
   Lucas: Are you crazy? What if they get to my daughter? I can’t help you Dana! Not this time. This is messed up! Sorry. But no.
 
    
 
    Not Lucas!  
 
    
 
        Fuck. Why me? Why the fuck does she ask me? Why didn’t Patch tell me about Peanut unless… my name has already been fucking dropped and that psycho Daniel guy was there with him when he called? Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. I slam my head on the steering wheel a few times and switch my cell off as if that will suddenly erase everything bad in my life.
 
    
 
        The loud ringing bell sounds, signifying the end of a school day. I climb out of my car and follow other parents to the side entrance that Amelia exits from. As soon as she sees me she frowns. Okay, that sucks.
 
        “Hi daddy,” I lift her into my arms and kiss her on the cheek. “Put me down.” Okay, okay. Calm down.
 
        “What’s wrong?”
 
        “Nothing, I thought Maya was coming to get me!” she sighs and allows me to strap her into her booster seat in the back of the car. 
 
        I shrug, “Sorry kid. Want to go get pizza?”
 
        “No.” she crosses her arms across her chest. Lucas style.
 
        “Bacon?”
 
        She rolls her eyes… she’s five. What the fuck? “No.”
 
        “Ice cream?”
 
        “No.”
 
        “Whatever then. Mac ‘n’ cheese it is,” she knows I can’t cook.
 
        “Can we go to Auntie Maya’s for dinner?” she sticks out her lower lip. God she’s starting to look so much like her mom. “Please?”
 
        “But, I really want to go relax at home. Just me and you. Yeah?”
 
        “PLEEEEEEASE!” fine, fine.
 
    
 
   With a sigh I turn my cell back on. I have no messages or calls. Wow, I’m so damn popular it should be illegal.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Apparently I’m not cool enough to have dinner with. Expect two more people.
 
    
 
   Maya: Yay! I’ll make chicken! See you soon!
 
    
 
        She’ll make chicken. Let me say that out loud. “Auntie Maya says she’ll… make… chicken.”
 
        “YAY!” squeals Amelia and fist pumps. She got that from James. He tends to do the victory fist pump. “I like chicken.”
 
        How on earth do you make chicken? Maya is a strange one.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949368]Chapter Four
 
   Dejected Daddies
 
    
 
    
 
        “Auntie Maya!” Amelia squeals and rushes straight into Maya’s waiting arms. “We having chicken?”
 
        “Yes we are, are you coming to help me?” Maya gives me a quick peck on the cheek after releasing Amelia and heads to the kitchen. 
 
        James is closing the door behind me at present, with Evelyn in his arms. I take the baby and hold her like a football, she loves it. “No hug for Uncle James then?” James sighs dramatically.
 
         Amelia huffs and rushes over to give him a kiss on the cheek before catching up with Maya again. Then Evelyn starts crying in my arms, I lift her up to my chest just as Maya comes back through to the hall and opens her arms, Evelyn gurgles and smiles whilst holding up her own chunky little arms, her mommy grabs her from me. The three of them head into the kitchen, leaving both James and I stood with lowered ears and our tails between our legs feeling like dogs that got sent outside for begging. What the fuck?
 
    
 
        “Welcome to my world buddy,” James sighs and slaps me on the back. “Let’s watch man shit.” Meaning football I assume… no… wrestling? Ok. This just got weird. Since when does James watch wrestling?
 
        “What the fuck just happened?” I’m referring to the girls and their lack of… love for us.
 
        “What always happens when Maya enters or leaves the room,” James snorts and takes a pull of his beer. “Want one?”
 
        “Nah, I’m driving,” I cross my ankle over my knee and rest back into the sofa. “So… you never did tell me what happened with the cling wrap.”
 
        James glances behind him to make sure the coast is clear and starts tapping away on his cell. He thrusts it at me and starts laughing silently.
 
    
 
        The camera is pointed through a small gap in the door, aiming straight down the hall towards the entrance to their apartment. Maya walks in humming to herself, she kicks off her shoes, places her bag on the desk, drops her keys in the little bowl and turns. Wham. Straight into the cling wrap!
 
    
 
        “JAMES!” she screams and starts tearing through the plastic frantically, it only wraps around her more. “I’m going to kill you, you fucking bastard!” She trips and falls over, effectively face planting. Then James starts running, you can hear him laughing as he goes, the camera is pointed at the floor and moving around a lot. Not aimed at anything yet. Then the video finishes. 
 
        I try to keep my laughter silent but I can’t do it. It’s too fucking funny. “What did she do back?”
 
        He shudders, “Nothing yet.” I throw his cell to him, he catches it one handed. “She’s biding her time, I just know it. She keeps giving me this look with a tiny evil smile on her face.” He gives me a wide eyed look. “I’m actually shitting myself.”
 
        I laugh even louder, “Fucking pussy.”
 
        He leans his elbows on his knees and laces his fingers under his chin, “You’ve heard all the shit she’s done. I still have to sleep with one eye open but it’s even worse now.” Told you so.
 
        “Yeah,” I glance behind me, suddenly feeling paranoid. The room is empty. “She’s definitely plotting something. She would never in a million years let that one go.”
 
        “I need to get her again before she gets me.” He whispers. A sudden thought enters my mind.
 
        “Fill her shampoo bottles with something, like syrup or BBQ sauce.”
 
        “Nice,” he nods, clearly impressed. “Anything else?”
 
        I shrug, “I’m out of devious ideas for the day.” I’m not Maya, I don’t wake up with sadistic thoughts.
 
        We watch wrestling whilst the girls squeal and laugh and bang around in the kitchen. It’s not long before we can smell the warm scent of BBQ sauce and chicken cooking. Followed by the scent of garlic bread which has my mouth watering. James has a huge smile on his face.
 
        “What?” I ask, oblivious to why he’s so damn happy.
 
        His smile doesn’t falter as he replies, “I love this. I could actually be the happiest guy on earth right now.” Christ, will I ever feel that way again? 
 
    
 
    
 
        We sit to dinner, Maya has made, chicken breast in a barbecue marinade with salted couscous followed by baby potatoes soaked in butter and a huge baguette of homemade garlic bread. I didn’t realize she could bake or cook non-American foods. Ask questions later, eat now.
 
        “Oh my god,” I can’t help it. I moan out loud. “This is fucking fantastic.”
 
        “Yeah, it’s fucking fantastic,” Amelia agrees and we all look at her. I’m about to chastise her but Maya gets there first. She narrows her eyes on Amelia. Uh-oh.
 
        “What did I say?” she says sternly. Wow, I’ve never heard Maya’s mommy voice before. Amelia’s eyes go wide, she has heard it apparently. “What did I say about those words?”
 
        “That I can’t say them until I are eighteen.” Amelia responds robotically.
 
        James taps her on the hand, “It’s I am, not I are, sweetie.”
 
        “That’s what I said.”
 
    
 
        “You are not allowed to say those types of words. Ever!” I choke out. “Are you two nuts?”
 
        “Just realistic Lucas,” Maya smiles. “My dad used to say the same to me. On my eighteenth birthday we had a swearing contest. It was really fun.” They what?
 
        “Your dad was crazy.”
 
        She raises an eyebrow and giggles, “Honey… you’ve met me, and he made me. What did you expect?” Touché. “She’s going to swear one day whether we permit her to or not. Sometimes promising them a little freedom does wonders.” She chews on the food in her mouth and swallows, a finger poised in the air. “After that, swearing didn’t seem so naughty and random so I very rarely swear out loud.” James snorts along with me at this. “I swear a lot more in my head.” We both start laughing. “You two are mean.”
 
        I watch as Maya switches between feeding herself and feeding her daughter who is in one of those baby chairs that clips to the edge of table. I notice the brown and orange mess in the baby bowl.
 
        “What’s she eating?”
 
        Maya points at her plate, “Same as us, just purified without salt and such.”
 
        “Can you do that?”
 
        She shrugs, “It says so in the baby books. Gives you a list too.”
 
        James hands his daughter her juice cup, I watch as she smacks it away. Maya absentmindedly picks it up whilst chatting about random foods that babies can eat and hands it to Evelyn. The little monster takes the juice and starts drinking. James stands there open mouthed with his hands in his hair looking seriously dejected.
 
    
 
        “What the eff?” he snaps and slumps back into his seat. 
 
        Maya ignores him, “Thanks for taking those clothes for me.”
 
        “No problem,” ah, I remember something I wanted to ask. “Why do you take your clothes to Carey’s?”
 
        Maya looks up towards the ceiling as if thinking, then looks back at me, “My dad used to know the man that owned it. It’s where we’ve always taken clothes since I was little. I think they were friends or something. I never really asked.”
 
        “Do you know the owner now?” 
 
        “Nope, I haven’t been there in years. James took loads of stuff of mine when I was pregnant,” she looks at Evelyn and starts with the baby talk. Sigh. “With this little pumpkin. Yes I was, oh yes I was.” She starts kissing the giggling baby’s neck. James scowls even more. I laugh, that’s funny shit right there. Poor James. She suddenly looks back up at me. “Why’d you ask?”
 
         I shrug nonchalant, “Just wondered. I know the girl there, she’s the cousin of a friend of mine.” We also used to bully her in High School. 
 
    
 
   Let’s keep this part to ourselves.
 
    
 
        “Can we watch the mermaid movie?” Amelia asks. I help Maya with the plates as James attempts to sooth Evelyn. She doesn’t calm down so James and Maya swap over. 
 
        The girls leave us in the kitchen.
 
        “I asked her if we could have another baby,” James says with a pained smile. “She went out and got the Nexplanon or whatever it’s called, some kind of new and improved birth control... behind my back. Didn’t even discuss it.” He rinses a plate and passes it to me a little angrily, I slot it into the dishwasher. “And then she threatened my balls.”
 
        “I thought she’d want another one, she’s fantastic with Evelyn.”
 
        “She’s a brilliant mom. Unfortunately she only wants one child.”
 
        I grin, “That’s what Crystal said. She’ll change her mind in a year or so.”
 
    
 
    
 
        I grab Amelia and we head home at about seven, it’s her bedtime. She really doesn’t like me all that much right now. It’s lame. I miss her being a daddy’s girl. 
 
       When we get home I give her a bath where we have a bubble fight and then I tuck her in with a bedtime story. She falls asleep before I even get to page ten. Slowly and gently I remove my arm from under her head, lean forward and kiss her little nose, I then place the book on her nightstand and head to the door. With one last glimpse at my little girl I switch off the light and head to my room.
 
    
 
        After a much needed shave and a long shower I head to bed and turn on the TV. Straight to the music channels. It has nothing decent and doesn’t hold my interest so I turn it off and shut my eyes.
 
    
 
        It’s smoky in here, lights are flashing and I can feel the beat of the music going straight through me. As if I’m none existent. So many faces, no features. Keep moving, keep going forward. She’s waiting. I can feel her, smell her, taste her. 
 
        People move, the crowd parts. Where is she?
 
       There! I can see her, her back is to me. Her shining, brown wavy hair is resting on her bare shoulders. She laughs at something, I can’t hear it. I can only see her body shake and tense with it. There’s no longer sound. 
 
        I squint through the smoke, she turns, looks straight at me and catches my eyes. A soft smile lights up her features and I instantly heat. We take a step towards each other and another and another until we are only inches apart.
 
        She looks up at me through thick lashes, her eyes sparkle in the flashing colored lights that shine all around us, coming from no direction in particular. Everyone is gone. It’s just us. I say nothing, she remains as silent as I. We reach forward at the same time, her hand grips the front of my shirt and her forehead rests against my chest, right under my chin. The top of her hair tickles my throat. 
 
        She’s shy, I lift her face gently with a palm on her soft cheek and give her a reassuring smile. A smile then lights up her face. Mesmerizing. 
 
        Then she starts to turn, I don’t want her to leave. My hand wraps around her arm of its own accord, the warmth of her skin hums through me. With a sharp tug, she slams back into my chest, I press my lips to hers without a second thought, without even a first. 
 
        Expecting a slap I brace myself, it never comes. Instead she grips the top of my shirt and pulls me closer so our bodies are flush with one another. I instantly harden, every single one of my nerve endings alight with a passion I have long since forgotten. Then her tongue touches mine and all is lost. 
 
        Everything vanishes, the smoke, the lights, the room, everything. My feet hit something soft as we land from a fall I didn’t even realize was happening. Now we are stood on a floor of fluffy pillows, lips and bodies touching, tongues dancing. I hear her heart beat in sync with my own, gradually getting faster and faster. 
 
        She pulls at my top, we part for a moment as I lift it over my head. Her lips press against my throat. I need her, I can’t wait any longer. My cock is throbbing angrily, I can feel her arousal as my fingers sink into her depths. She’s naked, I don’t remember this happening. I wanted to take my time undressing her. 
 
        Before I can move or take control her hand slides down my bare abs and wraps around my pulsing length. I’m going to lose it, it’s been too long. She drops to her knees. Fuck. 
 
    
 
        Fuck. NOOOO! Why? Why? 
 
        I wipe the sweat from my brow and look down at the tent my dick is making. It’s so solid it actually fucking hurts. 
 
        Don’t lose the image… 
 
        I wrap my hand around myself after tugging my boxers over it and fist it tight. It’s not my hand, it’s her mouth. Her hand squeezes my balls, I groan. With a popping sound she releases me, stands and forces me down onto the cushioned ground. Shutting my eyes tight I imagine her perfect fucking breasts bounce and move as she adjusts herself and finally sinks onto me, she moans long and loud as my dick disappears into her, right to the fucking hilt. A glove, she’s like a fucking glove.
 
        My hand pumps up and down, following her movements. The burning in my stomach comes back tenfold. Fuck. I imagine the words I’d whisper to her, the way I’d touch her skin and grip her hips with both hands. Her head would fall back and her mouth would open as she cried out in ecstasy. That would be it, I’d be lost. I am lost.
 
        I keep going, keep moving my hand, trying to find that release with her. She’d be almost there. I’d beg her to say my name. No. I’d tell her to say it, I’d demand it and then I’d latch on to her pebbled nipple with my lips and tease it with the gentle swirling of my tongue before releasing her and pressing our chests together. Our hearts would be beating erratically, heavily and loudly together. Come on baby. Come on. Don’t stop. You feel so good.
 
        Tingles spread down to my toes, my entire body burns for release. Come on. This is it. She’s stroking me, it’s not me it’s her. 
 
    
 
        “LORYN!!!” I groan into the darkness as my stomach clenches, my balls tingle and my cock erupts. Oh my fucking god.
 
    
 
    
 
   I need clean sheets.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        Making breakfast and handling an excited and screaming child whilst half dead from an eventful night, is torture. Amelia is bouncing off the walls as is normal for her five year old body and mind, she really loves her new school, I’m happy to see her excited about learning. I slide a bowl of cereal to her and a spoon and head back to my room to take a shower and get dressed. Then what? 
 
    
 
        “Come on Daddy,” Amelia says, I follow her to the car and press the button on the key to unlock it. The car beeps and flashes, with a loud yawn I start buckling her in. Christ I’m drained. I literally have zero energy. Need coffee. “Daddy.”
 
        “Ugh.” Yep, this is the only response I can manage at this current point in time. Give me a break, I went three rounds last night with Loryn. 
 
    
 
   In your head. Potato, tomato. Details.
 
    
 
        “Can Tegan and Bailey come to play?”
 
        I shake my head, “Not tonight.”
 
        “But…”
 
        “Not tonight sweetie. Daddy is very tired and you’re staying at Uncle James’ tomorrow. I want you to myself.” For once since becoming a part of this crazy ass family.
 
        She starts humming to herself. I’ve been dismissed by a five year old. Go figure. 
 
        “Shall we rent a movie tonight?” I suggest, even though she has loads she seems to love picking out movies from the video store. “You can choose?”
 
        “Nah.” She continues to stare out of the window.
 
        “We can get some popcorn too?” please cheer up. I really don’t know how to handle moody women, no matter the age.
 
        “Fine,” she sighs… and rolls her fucking eyes. What the hell is up with that?
 
    
 
        We exit the car and I walk her round to her usual entrance. I’m relieved when she gives me a proper hug and kiss. Stubborn little brat. She gets it from her mother! 
 
    
 
        “Hey Lucas,” it’s Tegan and Bailey’s mom, her name is Helen, her kids are identical female twins in Amelia’s class. I watch as Helen brushes her blond hair out of her face, the wind keeps catching it unfortunately for her. “How are you?” 
 
        I nod, “I’m great. You?”
 
        “Good. So, I was actually wondering…” who you gonna call? “Would you like to come over to dinner sometime? My husband would love to meet you.” Say what? “As a way of saying thanks for the times you’ve had the girls.”
 
        “Sure,” I shrug not really sure how to handle this, in Amelia’s old school you were lucky if one of the parents didn’t try to mug you. “Just let me know when.”
 
        “Feel free to bring a date, and Amelia of course. I’ll give you a call about four tomorrow.” 
 
         With a smile and a wave she walks in the opposite direction. Huh. Maybe I will make some of my own friends after all.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949369]Chapter Five
 
   Being a Master Creep
 
    
 
    
 
        After an uneventful evening with Amelia, I went to bed not long after she drifted off to the land of nod. It’s safe to say I’ve officially become boring. What ever happened to the Friday’s I spent with my buddies down at the local bar? Oh yeah, I got married, had kids and then became a hermit when my kid and wife died… anyway let’s not think about that. I have a date tonight and nothing to do all day to pass the time. 
 
    
 
        “Want to go to the movie theater?” I ask Amelia as she plays with her toys in the middle of the room. She shakes her head, “Can we go to the park?”
 
        I look at the rain hitting the window and back at my daughter. “It’s raining.”
 
        “I can wear my rain coat and my rain boots,” she whines and crosses her arms across her chest. Lucas style. “Please!”
 
        You know what? It has been a long time since I enjoyed the rain. “Ok, go get ready.”
 
    
 
        She squeals in delight and dashes into her bedroom. I pull on my own boots and coat and wait by the door. Amelia comes running out with her pink raincoat on inside out and buttoned wrong up the front, I chuckle and fix it for her. Then I help her with her gloves, grab her pink umbrella from the closet, and take her tiny hand in mine before heading out. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “Daddy! Daddy! Watch!” Amelia squeals and jumps into a deep puddle a few times. She laughs and moves onto another one. “Daddy! You’re not looking.” Actually my eyes haven’t left you… “Daddy! Look, look!” I am! She splashes around in a huge puddle along the sidewalk and stamps each foot before kicking some at me. 
 
        “That’s great baby,” I grin and push my wet hair back from my eyes.
 
        There’s something peaceful about the rain, I’ve always loved it. Crystal used to hate the rain, she was always too scared of her makeup running and her gorgeous blonde hair becoming frizzy. She was an idiot, she looked beautiful all the time to me and her girls. 
 
        Amelia continues squealing and splashing, as I walk besides her just feeling the light shower coat my clothes, face, hair and neck. Best day this month. There’s nothing I love more than seeing Amelia smile at me, as if I’m the greatest person in the world. 
 
    
 
        We head back home after drinking some hot cocoa at a nearby coffee house. Yes, I had cocoa too, I haven’t had it in years. I want more. We also dashed to the store to get some cocoa, whipped cream and marshmallows, but let’s not say this part out loud. I’m a man, I drink coffee and beer and shit like that. Man drinks. 
 
    
 
        I’m snuggled up with Amelia on the sofa drinking a very manly cocoa when my cell rings. It’s Helen, for once I actually check the caller ID.
 
    
 
        “Hello,” I say and squeeze out from behind Amelia so I can go into the kitchen to talk.
 
        “Hi Lucas, its Helen.” I pull myself up onto the breakfast bar. “How are you?”
 
        Pretty damn good actually. “I’m great thank you, and yourself?”
 
        I hear a door open and close on her end, “All good here thanks. So, I was wondering if you were free next week on Friday. Wesley has the evening off.” Wesley is her husband, she’s mentioned him once or twice.
 
        “That sounds good to me, I don’t have anything planned,” for some reason Loryn flits through my mind. “Should I bring anything?” Because I really do not know how these things go. 
 
        “Just yourself, I trust you know where we live?”
 
        “Yeah, I haven’t forgotten,” I respond and stifle a yawn by tapping my foot on the ground and clenching my jaw. Rule number one whilst talking on a phone, never yawn… according to, Summer. “What time?”
 
        “Be here for six thirty.”
 
        “Sounds awesome. I’ll see you then.”
 
        “Perfect, oh, are you doing anything for field day?”
 
        “Probably not, I don’t even know what that is.” I chuckle, she laughs with me. 
 
        “I’ll fill you in next week. I’ll let you go. Take care Lucas.” She hangs up before I can respond. I’ve never met her husband, maybe this is another way of networking as Maya calls it. Maybe he’s interested in the business. He’ll be out of luck, I know nothing. James has tried teaching me but I end up playing on Angry Birds or another addictive cellphone app whilst he waffles on with his speech on how this works with this and that goes with that. I shut down, I hated Science in High School and I hated Math. I hated any subject really. All of my grades were average. I wish I’d paid better attention. 
 
    
 
    
 
        I drop Amelia off with Maya, give my niece Evelyn as many kisses as she’ll allow, before she manages to hit me over the head with a toy or her fist, and head back to mine. Time to get ready. 
 
    
 
        I opt to wear jeans and a white tee with my boots and leather jacket, to be honest, I just grabbed whatever was closest in my closet. Checked to see if they were clean, which they usually are and creaseless, which they also are because the cleaner rocks. And now I’m good to go. Unfortunately I still have an hour to burn, maybe I should just go early. Actually, that’s not a bad idea considering Loryn doesn’t actually want to go to dinner so she’ll probably lock up and leave before I get there.
 
        With a devious smile that would rival that of Maya’s, I grab my leather jacket to complete my outfit and head down to my car. I hope Loryn doesn’t think I’m coming on too strong. Who cares? Not me. 
 
    
 
        The rain has slowed to an almost stop by the time I pull up outside Loryn’s store. I climb out of my car and mind my step on the slanted slabs of concrete that make the sidewalk. This area really needs doing up. 
 
         As usual the little bell rings as I walk in and yet again I’m assaulted with the smell of bleach. Loryn’s head pokes around the door behind the counter, her eyes searching for the customer before settling on me.
 
        “You came,” is that relief I hear? “I’ll be out in just a sec.”
 
        I don’t respond, but I do head over to the counter and jump over it like when I left last time. She pokes her head back around the door and points to the wooden surface that lifts, creating a door of sorts that separates behind the counter from the store. I shrug and step into the back, it’s not a huge room but it’s big enough to hold two washing machines and two dryers along the back wall. There’s a kitchen area with a small refrigerator, a counter and a sink also. As well as a small round table with the same plastic chairs we used whilst having lunch the other day.
 
        “Sorry, it’s not much to look at. Probably not what you’re used to,” she says with a bashful smile. 
 
        “What I’m used to?” What is she talking about?
 
        “Your expensive car,” she points to the entrance and then points to me. “Your designer clothes. The fact your family can afford to buy six hundred dollar dresses and never wear them. And then you come in here. You must be appalled.”
 
         I laugh, that’s fucking funny, “Please. Just stop.”
 
         Her hands go to her hips, her fucking beautiful hips and her also fucking beautiful lips stick out in a pout, “What’s so funny?”
 
        “Nothing, are you ready?”
 
        She motions to her black trousers and white top. “Do I look ready? You’re an hour early!” She self-consciously straightens up the bun in her hair.
 
        “Ok, let’s go, I’ll give you a lift home and you can change,” I offer. 
 
        “Fine, but you’re wasting your time!”
 
        Why is she so obsessed with the thought I want to fuck her? I mean… yeah, I do but that’s not why I’m here. “Do I have sexual predator written on my forehead?” I feign hurt, her face softens. “Am I not allowed to take a beautiful girl out to dinner without her thinking I only want into her panties?” 
 
        “You’re right, I’m sorry.”
 
        I nod, pretending to be satisfied with her answer. She has no idea I’m playing with her. “As you should be. Now let’s go.”
 
        She points to the ceiling. “There’s an apartment upstairs, I live there.”
 
        I grin wickedly, “Okay, let’s go.”
 
        She shifts uncomfortably, “Can I umm, get you a drink or something? While you wait?”
 
        I look around the room, noticing two doors across the way, one must lead to the upstairs. Ignoring her completely I swing the first one open. It’s a toilet. 
 
        “What are you doing?” she hisses and watches as I swing the next door open. Revealing the stairs. Score.
 
    
 
        “I promised you a lift…”
 
        She clicks on to my intentions and stumbles back a step, “No… Lucas… don’t you dare.” In seconds I have her over my shoulder. Fuck yeah. “I need to lock up. Put me down!” Her feet are kicking a little too close to my junk. I lift her up a little more, it makes her scream, I chuckle.
 
        “I’ll do that,” I respond, still chuckling at her squeals. I begin carrying her up the stairs, she goes still. Probably scared if she wriggles and kicks any more I’ll drop her. 
 
    
 
        There’s another door at the top, I open it with ease. Why is there no lock on it? I’ll worry about that later.
 
    
 
        “Bedroom?” I demand. It’s a studio apartment, it’s not bad. Could use a little work and like downstairs it stinks of bleach.
 
        “You’re in it. Now put me down!” she yells. 
 
    
 
        I slowly lower her to the ground, making sure her body slides against mine. Her hands fist in the front of my tee, and her forehead rests against my chest. The top of her hair tickles my throat, wow, my dream was rather accurate about her height. What a dream that was.
 
        “I need to lock up,” I say softly as she uses my body as an anchor, she stiffens at my words. “I only carried you up a flight of stairs. You big baby.”
 
    
 
        She takes a step back, that familiar scowl on her face which only makes me smile wider. 
 
    
 
        “Keys,” I hold out my hand, she hesitates for a moment before pulling a loop of keys from her back pocket and drops them in my hand. “Get dressed.”
 
        “Right,” she gulps and her eyes dart around the room. With another grin I disappear down the stairs and start locking up the store. The metal shutters on the outside of the windows close with a loud hum before clattering on the sidewalk. I check the front door twice, switch the lights off and head back upstairs. Hoping to catch a glimpse of her naked as she comes out of the shower that I can hear is running.
 
        Right, where’s her bed? There’s a tiny sofa in the corner of the deep red room, it’s opposite an old box TV. She must have one of those beds that are in the wall. I notice a few pictures spread around, her and her mother, another one with her father. No boyfriend. That’s a plus.
 
        The tiny kitchen area near the living area holds a stove and a small refrigerator and like the one downstairs it is really clean. Shockingly clean. Everything seems to be in a line and in size order. Even the inside of the toaster is clean, like it’s been recently bought and never used. I know it has been used though, you can tell by the scratches around the base.
 
    
 
   Is it even possible to clean the inside of a toaster? Or does she use some kind of no crumbs bread?
 
    
 
        A polished wooden frame on the wall behind the sofa catches my eye, I go straight to it and lean over the sofa so I can get a better look. It’s a certificate, she has some pretty decent qualifications in hair and beauty. Awesome. 
 
    
 
   So why is she working here? 
 
    
 
        “What are you doing?” I hear Loryn shriek. At first I think it’s because I’m being nosy but then I see it’s because she’s just walked out of the bathroom in nothing but a towel, tucked tight under her arms. Wow. Just fucking… wow. 
 
           
 
        Pull yourself together and respond Lucas!
 
    
 
         The towel is only barely covering her! Man her legs! All I can see is them wrapped around my hips, or my head. My mouth feels dry, my cock hurts. “Are you planning to take that off?”
 
        “If you want to go out for dinner then yes,” she snaps and hugs herself. “Get out!”
 
        “I could…” I duck as a shoe comes flying for my face. “Okay, okay. I’m going.” I hold my hands up in surrender and back slowly and carefully out of the room. Just as I shut the door I push it open again. “I really wouldn’t mind helping.” I shut it and hear a thud on the door as she throws another shoe at me and misses. Bitch can throw.
 
    
 
    
 
        I sit in the dark store for the next thirty minutes, listening to her footsteps bang on the ceiling. “You better hurry up.” I shout and head to the stairs. “Or I’m coming back up!”
 
        I hear the door open and close and footsteps begin down the stairs. My anticipation rises, I’m not sure why my heart is beating like it is, it doesn’t help the erection I’ve had hasn’t gone away since I saw her in a towel. It also doesn’t help the fact that since I came downstairs my mind has been filled with thoughts of her wrapped around me. 
 
         The door opens and out of the darkness she steps, I swallow. Fuck, there is no way in hell I’m going to be able to sit next to her all night and be a gentleman. She’s wearing a dark brown, sweater dress, and knee high black boots. The dress hugs every single one of her curves and shows a nice amount of her plump tits. Hell. I’m going to hell. 
 
    
 
   Or maybe I’m already in heaven.
 
    
 
        “Do I not look okay?” my eyes snap up to her face. She looks panicked.
 
        “You look… stunning.” 
 
        A small smile spreads along her lips, “Thank you.”
 
        I hold out my hand, she looks at it, thinks about it for a moment before placing her tiny, soft fingers into my palm. “Let’s go?” 
 
        “Yeah.”
 
    
 
        “So, where’s the yellow roses you promised me?” she suddenly says as I open the car door for her. I rush around to the driver’s side and climb in. What roses? “You know? You told my friend Haley you’d bought me yellow roses.”
 
        I nod slowly, “Yeah, you’re right. I did say that.”
 
        “So?”
 
        “So what?”
 
        “Where are my yellow roses?”
 
        “I dunno, probably at the Florists,” I grin and start the car. “We’re going to a nice Italian place. Italian good?”
 
        I watch her shrug out of the corner of my eye, “Yeah sure…. So… what is it you do for a living?”
 
        “My brother and sister in law own Johnson’s Pharmaceutical Company. I get paid to be their errand boy.”
 
        She nods slowly, “I thought you were in Foster Care?”
 
        “I was, growing up. Long story short, James, my brother was adopted by a lovely woman at a young age. We got separated in the Care System.”
 
        “That sucks.”
 
        “Yeah, but fortunately his wife, Maya,” I smile a little at the memory. “She found me and now we’re all in touch and happy.”
 
        “That’s amazing,” she smiles wistfully. “A rather romantic tale.”
 
        “What’s your story? Why are you now working in Carey’s Clothes?”
 
        “My mom’s an idiot that’s why,” she responds, I wait for her to say more. She doesn’t and it’s frustrating. “You have to give me more than that!”
 
        She groans and sinks back into her seat, the bottom of her dress moves up a little. The images I get… wow, I really am a creep. “She stopped opening it, stopped looking after it properly. Moved away with her boyfriend leaving me with the bills to pay. Turns out she’s been taking out loans and things in my name. Fortunately not much but still more than I can afford to pay right now.”
 
        Shit, that sucks. We fall into a comfortable silence, I turn the radio on anyway, just for a little background noise. “So, why not put your skills in hair and beauty to work?”
 
        “Let’s stop talking about me.”
 
        “But it’s more interesting than talking about me,” I point out. “Okay, so… what are your hobbies?”
 
        She snorts. What did I do now? “You’re seriously turning this into one of those dates aren’t you?”
 
        “Give me a break, I haven’t dated since I was eighteen!” I laugh and clench my fists on the steering wheel. 
 
        She watches me for a moment, “That’s right, you got married to Crystal.”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        “What’s she doing these days?”
 
        Ah, fuck. “Is that Johnny Depp?”
 
        I point out of the window, she instantly looks, her face almost touching the glass, “Where?”
 
        “My mistake. Oh look, we’re almost there,” Okay so maybe we are still ten minutes away but those are just details. “What about your dad? Where’s he?” You just can’t leave it alone can you Lucas? Apparently not.
 
    
 
        “He hasn’t called me in a year. Got a new wife and a new kid,” she shrugs nonchalant but I can tell by the bite in her tone that it affects her more than she lets on. “Tell me about your life.”
 
        “Not much to tell, great family, great friends, well paid job, a nice apartment. Blah, blah, blah.”
 
        “That’s good. I’m happy for you.” And I think she genuinely means it. “Even if you were mean in school.”
 
        My smile drops, I reach over and take her hand, “I’m sorry for that.”
 
        “I know.”
 
    
 
    
 
        We arrive at the restaurant minutes later, I pull into a spot as close to the building as possible. “Stay here,” I order and climb out of the car. Of course she doesn’t listen, she climbs out before I can reach her door. Does she not understand I’m trying to be a gentleman? “Or not.”
 
        I rush around to her side and offer her my arm, she doesn’t take it. She just carries on walking. What’s her problem now?
 
        I open the door, she walks past without a glance at me, or a thank you. Yep, she’s definitely pissed. Great. 
 
        We are led to a quiet table at the back of the room, thankfully. This way I can ogle at her without shame. I pull out her seat for her, yet again I’m apparently unimpressive. She only rolls her eyes. Great. 
 
    
 
       “What’s wrong with you?” I ask as she scans the menu. “I thought we were okay now?”
 
       “I’m fine,” Oh no, I know that fine. I’ve heard that version of fine many times. “Just hungry.” I pray this is the truth as we sit through a one sided conversation for the next thirty minutes until our food arrives, I speak, she grunts and hums in response. When the food does make it to our table we fall into a not so comfortable silence. I sigh loudly when my plate is clean, out of exasperation for a date that has gone from good to bad, to fucking shit. Without my consent.
 
        “Do you want desert?” I ask and clear my throat. She shakes her head. I wave over the waiter and throw some cash onto the little plate holding the check. “Want to get out of here? There’s a late movie playing in twenty minutes.”
 
        “I’m not feeling too good, would you mind taking me home?” she says without feeling.
 
        I shrug, “Fine.” Now I’m in a bad fucking mood.
 
    
 
        I drive back to her place at a less than safe speed, what a bitch. You just can’t be nice to some people.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949370]Chapter Six
 
   A Whole Lot of Drama
 
    
 
        We pull up outside her store, the first thing I noticed whilst driving down the street, there was somebody leaning against the door of her store. On closer inspection I notice it to be a man I don’t recognize, large and burly looking. Pretty intimidating to a lesser being than myself. Now that sounded cocky. Who cares? 
 
    
 
        “You know him?” I ask.
 
        Loryn shakes her head, “No. I don’t think so.”
 
        “Stay here, lock the doors,” I add sternly. She opens her mouth to protest until I pull a Taser from the glove box. It’s something Marie left in here a couple of months back. Apparently she has three more so didn’t need this one back, thank god for small coincidences. I hand it to Loryn. “You know how to use this?” she nods and goes to climb out with fear in her eyes. “I said stay here and lock the doors!” Calm yourself Lucas. “Please.”
 
        She nods and watches helplessly as I climb out of the car, the weapon still clutched in her hands. I’m not scared but I’m not overly thrilled about this either, it’s been a long time since I got into a fight. I hope it doesn’t come to that. Who the fuck is this guy?
 
        “Can I help you?” I ask as the man straightens. 
 
        He rubs his hands over his face and nods to the store, “Looking for Loryn.”
 
        “How can Loryn help you?” I keep my tone impassive and deep, letting him know I’m not some pussy whipped male that he can fuck with.
 
    
 
        “I’m looking for Dana, her cousin. We’re close friends, she’s gone missing.” 
 
        “Yes, I’ve heard of Dana,” I say curtly. “She’s not welcome here. She knows that.”
 
        “Really? Because I got word that she was seen leaving this exact store this morning.” Please Loryn, please tell me you haven’t gotten yourself involved. “She owes Daniel ten grand. If you see her tell her to pay up.” He then pats the metal shutter, it rattles loudly in the dead of night. “Nice store.” Now that was a threat.
 
    
 
         I don’t bite, I let him walk away. He climbs into a red car down the street and drives away. Loryn then climbs out of my car, the Taser still in her hand. 
 
    
 
        “Was Dana here today?” I reach into her pocket for her keys, still glancing around me nervously. I don’t like the feel of this at all. She squeals and tries to tug my hand away, I manage to grasp the keys after a tiny struggle. “I said was Dana here today?” I put the key in the lock and open the door. Gripping her elbow with a strong hand, I pull her in and swiftly lock the door behind me. I then tug her along as I check for any intruders hiding in the masses of clothes. There’s no sign of a break in but I really don’t have a good feeling. More often than not, that uneasy feeling in my gut tends to be right.
 
        “You don’t have to manhandle me!” she hisses and tugs her arm free. I lock the door and pull her to the door that leads upstairs. “Get off!”
 
        “Wait here,” I head up to her apartment. I’m not satisfied until I’ve searched under every surface and every space where somebody could hide. “It’s clear.”
 
        “What are you… a cop?” she scoffs and throws her bag on the sofa. 
 
        I raise an eyebrow, “Has Dana been here?”
 
        “YES!” She shouts angrily. “Yes, she’s been here. She’s my cousin! I couldn’t just kick her out!”
 
        “If she comes again send her to me,” I don’t know why I’m saying this but the thought of Loryn getting injured or worse because of that idiot… really does not appeal to me at all. In fact, it makes my fucking blood boil!
 
        “What is she to you?” she laughs once and slumps onto the sofa. “Why do you even care?”
 
        She has a point, “I don’t.” her mouth drops open. “So, why have you been a bitch all night?”
 
        “I have not been a… bitch,” she laughs again, this time in disbelief. I notice how she had to grind out the word bitch, I’m guessing she doesn’t like swearing.
 
        I roll my eyes, “Please, drop the bitch crown and step away from the throne. You haven’t said more than two words to me all night. We were fine in the car before dinner.”
 
        Her eyes narrow, “You can’t just barge into my life and start ordering me around!”
 
        “Yes I can.”
 
        She growls and throws her hands up in the air, as if silently asking the skies, “Why me?”
 
        “Want to watch a movie? Got any popcorn?”
 
        “Don’t you have to go home? Why are you even here if I’m being such a… a…”
 
        I grin wickedly, “Bitch? Is that the word you’re looking for?” she folds her arms over her chest and rolls her eyes. “Are you finished sulking?”
 
        She sighs, “Yeah.” Finally. 
 
    
 
        I begin to search through her collections of DVD’s. She has Braveheart. We have to watch this, I don’t care what she says. 
 
        “That’s my favorite,” she smiles sweetly at me as I place the DVD into the ancient DVD player. 
 
        I really, really like this girl.
 
    
 
        We sit in silence, sipping on glasses of Cola and eating popcorn when a sudden thought comes to mind, a thought I shouldn’t probably say out loud. “Where’s your bed?”
 
        “What…. Why?” she stammers and chokes a little on her drink. “I thought…”
 
        I cut her off, “I’m just interested in where it is. That’s all. You don’t have to get it out.”
 
        She relaxes a fraction, “It’s in that built in wardrobe there.” I look at the wide doors in the wall. “I pull it out and put it back when I wake because it takes up so much space.”
 
        I can imagine, this place is tiny. If the bed was down you’d have to climb over it to get to the bathroom, the back of the TV would be right at the foot of the bed. So you could go round it too I guess. 
 
    
 
       We fall into another lapse of silence, the only sounds heard are our regular breathing and the TV.  I shift in my seat so my thigh is pressing against hers, the pinky finger of my left hand, which is resting on my leg, brushes against the bare skin of her thigh. It was unintentional but I’m liking the contact. 
 
        “What are you doing?” she whispers as if in an actual movie theatre.
 
        I look at her and smile slightly. Her lips part as she catches my eyes, she has beautiful fucking eyes. My eyes scan her face, her pink, plump lips. The temptation to move in is irresistible. So I do. Slowly and carefully, until she realizes my intentions. I stop a centimeter from her lips, my eyes staring into hers expectantly. My mind pleading for her to give in, to kiss me. I need to feel, just once.
 
        She lets out a long breath and presses her lips to mine, her decision made. As if an explosion occurs my self-control falters. I try to be gentle but I can’t. My brain is on devour mode and she is my prey. I suck her lower lip into my mouth and turn my body, my hand reaches up and grips the nape of her neck so she can’t escape. She whimpers when I release her lower lip and move to the top, massaging it gently with the tip of my tongue before plunging it deep into her warm, welcoming and fucking sweet tasting mouth.
 
        A groan escapes me, it vibrates through my chest as her hands come up to my cheeks. She kisses me back with a fervor I would have never thought she was capable of. My cock swells angrily when her hands move down from my cheeks, leaving a burning trail in their wake and her nails bite into my shoulders. I move forward, effectively pushing her sideways so she has to turn for me to slide on her. My free hand goes to her thigh and pulls it over my own. 
 
        Our mouths tangle, almost aggressively, she whimpers a little as I grind my evident arousal into her hip. She shifts and we fall off the sofa together, I laugh when she squeals and make sure we land on my back rather than hers. Then I flip us over so I’m on top of her and claim her mouth again.
 
        Every single cell in my body begins to burn, I press myself against her again. She eagerly opens her thighs, allowing me to slide in between her legs. 
 
    
 
        My lips move down her cheek, along her jaw and to her ear where I nibble on the lobe, making sure to tease the little gold stud earring. She moans and pushes her hips up. I feel her tremble beneath me as I suck on the soft skin behind her ear, the thought of giving her a mark appeals to me more than it should. Fuck it, I’m doing it anyway, to hell with my common sense.
 
        When my hand reaches down to grip her thigh as I nibble on her collar bone I realize how far her dress has slid up, most likely showing her panties that I can’t wait to take off with my teeth. This thought alone sends me into a frenzy of lust and need, I move my hand up and under her dress, my hand molds into the curve of her waist, I feel the fabric of her panties under my pinky finger. Lace. Fuck. 
 
    
 
        She’s pushing me away, “Lucas.” What? I continue working on her neck. “Lucas! Stop!” Ah hell. I halt my movements and slow my breathing whilst pressing my forehead into her neck.
 
        “Dammit woman. What’s wrong?” I sigh and lean up on my elbows. “Did I hurt you?” I was being a little grabby, I hope I haven’t harmed her. That would suck.
 
        “I can’t do this,” she says quietly and pushes me again. I roll off her and lay on the floor beside her. “I won’t be the other woman.” She pulls her dress down and stands before I can even get a glimpse of her panties.
 
    
 
   Other woman? Now I’m focused.
 
    
 
        “What are you talking about?” I frown in confusion. She points to my hand. My left hand, where my wedding band still sits. Shit.
 
    
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
   Crystal. 
 
    
 
        I stand up, my good mood suddenly gone.
 
    
 
    Crystal… I can’t do this. 
 
    
 
        With an ache in my chest I stand and straighten my clothes. Loryn watches me warily as I grab my jacket. My mind is blank, empty. The only thing that remains is grief. Why do I feel like I’ve cheated?
 
    
 
        “Lucas,” Loryn says softly and reaches out to touch my arm. I pull away and head straight to the door of the apartment.
 
        “Lock up after me,” I say blankly and grab her keys. “Don’t answer the door to anyone.”
 
        “Lucas,” she repeats, I ignore her and continue down the stairs. I need to get the fuck out of here. 
 
    
 
        With an impassive demeanor and a less than lukewarm goodbye, I leave the store. With no intention of returning.
 
    
 
        I know I said I’d move on, I know I said I’d try but… how can anyone compare to her? Crystal I mean. 
 
    
 
   Shit. 
 
        My right hand wraps around the ring on my finger, I pull it to the first knuckle as I walk towards my car. Any attempts at removing the ring are thwarted by my lack of willpower where my wife is concerned. I’m not ready to take it off yet. Shit, fuck, shit. With a kick to the tire of my car I tug the gold band off. My eyes burn. It’s time… right? This is what I’m supposed to do. I palm the ring and shove it deep into the pocket of my pants. Then I put it on again ten seconds later before driving away. 
 
    
 
        After pacing the length of my apartment for about an hour I finally pick up my phone and call the one person who I know will shine a whole new light on this for me.
 
        “Hello?”
 
        “Hi Marie,” I sigh with relief. “I need a new view.”
 
        “Fire away big boy.”
 
        “How do I take Crystal’s ring off?” I bite on my lower lip, feeling like a little pussy for calling someone for advice. I’ve never needed help before, never needed advice. Yet Marie just has an odd way of thinking. She seems to know what to say without being all emotional or giddy. She’s to the point and blunt, sometimes rude with it but never mean. 
 
    
 
        “A bit of grease and twist.” 
 
        “Don’t be an idiot. I mean… gah. You know what I mean. I can’t just take it off.”
 
        I hear her sigh, “Lucas. You’re being an idiot. Just take the damn ring off. You’ve got your memories, you’ve got your photos. Unfortunately she’s gone. You want to move on? Take off the ring.” I hear a male mumble in the background, I’m disturbing her, fuck. “Put it somewhere you’ll be able to see it every day like on your nightstand.”
 
        “You can be a real bitch. You haven’t helped at all.”
 
        “Lucas, she’s dead. It’s the truth. I’m sorry she’s dead, I wish she wasn’t, but she is. Now get a grip, take off the ring and go to bed. You’ll feel better in the morning. You didn’t marry the ring. It’s a symbol of the fact you were taken, you aren’t any longer, Crystal would want you to be happy. Nothing more. Take it off.” And then the line goes dead. 
 
    
 
        I laugh a little, how did she become so… blunt? It’s really the only way to describe her. I’m not even sure how we became friends. There was that thing with Amelia being in hospital for a dislocated shoulder, after that we just started chatting over Facebook and then over text. Then over the phone. And voila, here we are. Still chatting almost every day. It’s platonic though, definitely nothing happening there. Yes, she’s really fucking attractive but no, I would never have sex with her. She’s not my type.
 
    
 
   Loryn suddenly flits through my mind. She… is most certainly my type.
 
    
 
        Ok, I’m putting this off. Just do it Lucas.
 
    
 
        There, done, now it’s on the nightstand. Get undressed and go to sleep. 
 
    
 
        You know you’re getting old when you don’t have your kid for a night and you’re that excited to sleep in the next morning, you go to bed early.
 
    
 
        I just realized something though, is the fact I am apparently married, the reason she was pissed off all through dinner? It makes sense. Oh well, it’s not like I’m going to see her again. Who cares why she was pissed? Not. Me. 
 
    
 
    
 
        I head over to James’ to pick up Amelia, it’s lunch time, they’ve had her long enough. Unfortunately the first thing I hear as I walk through their apartment door is.
 
    
 
        “You crazy fucking bitch!” Uh-oh, what’s she done to James now. He spins around as I enter the room, his green eyes almost black with anger. He’s wearing nothing but a tee and boxers. Where are the girls? “Where’s Maya?”
 
        I shrug, “I’ve only just walked in. Where are the girls?”
 
        He looks behind the TV and stamps his foot when he realizes she’s not there. Maya I’m guessing. “Summer has them.” Is his only response as he darts over to the closet and opens it, no Maya. “That crazy bitch. MAYA!”
 
        “Dude, chill. What’s going on?” I laugh a little at his angry attitude. “MAYA?”
 
        “Look!” James practically shrieks and lifts up his top. I’m about to ask him why the fuck he’s showing me his body but my words are lost in a sea of hysterical laughter. 
 
    
 
        Maya has shaved a large love heart in the center of his chest hair and written her name in the middle. “It’s permanent marker!” he shouts. “MAYA!”
 
    
 
        The bedroom door opens and Maya casually walks out, James eyes narrow, she goes wide eyed and hides behind me. “Hi Lucas. How are you?”
 
        James crosses his arms over his chest and glares at her, “You… drive me fucking insane.”
 
        “Have you peed yet?” she asks suddenly and starts sniggering, she pokes her head under my arm so she can see him. “You may want to go and pee.”
 
        James pulls the waistband of his boxers forward. “You crazy fucking bitch! You didn’t!”
 
        Maya starts laughing as hysterically as I was a moment ago. Now I’m stifling my laughter in my fist. “I wrote my name on his dick too.” I laugh, and it’s loud. 
 
        James lunges for her, effectively shoving me out of the way, I fall backwards onto the sofa and laugh some more as James pins a screaming Maya to the ground. He pulls the permanent marker out of her pocket as she thrashes, screams and claws at him to get free. 
 
        I wince as he starts writing his own name on her neck, and it’s big. She screams and bucks beneath him.
 
    
 
        “Lucas, dude,” James says and climbs up. Maya starts cackling when he drags her off the ground and throws her over his shoulder. “You might not want to stay for this bit. Ouch. Stop biting me.” He slaps her on the ass making her cackle harder. “See you Bro.”
 
        With a sigh I head back to the entrance, but not before I hear something smash and hear Maya’s laughter fill the apartment and then suddenly all goes silent. Yep. I’m definitely out of here.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Don’t take the girls back yet… shit’s going down between James and Maya.
 
    
 
   Summer: Yeah, she asked me to get them. Funny huh? I can’t believe she did that!
 
    
 
   Lucas: Thanks for having Amelia. Text me when you’ve dropped them off. X
 
    
 
   Summer: No problem, she’s having dinner with my family. Text you soon. X
 
    
 
    
 
        I head home, with no plans, and absolutely nothing to do. Xbox it is.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949371]Chapter Seven
 
   Mr. Fixit
 
    
 
        The next few days pass without issue, I’m happy to report work is great, Maya and James fortunately managed to get the ink off their skin, and I got Amelia back that night and have had her every night since. It’s been a good week, just a boring one.
 
        This morning is yet another dull morning, I’ve just dropped Amelia off at school and picked up some groceries and a newspaper. Now I’m sat on my sofa with a coffee in one hand whilst flicking through the newspaper with the other. My phone begins to ring. I answer it without looking.
 
    
 
        “Hello?” 
 
        “It’s Maya. I need a favor,” who you gonna call? “Can you pick up Sylvia’s dry cleaning tomorrow? I’d do it but I’ve got meetings all day. She’s got Evelyn and her car is in for repair.” Call Lucas!
 
        “Yeah, sure, what time?” My eyes catch something in the paper as I turn a page. “Text me. I’ve got to go.” I hang up before she can respond and hop up from the sofa. Fuck. 
 
    
 
        Why is the traffic always bad when you need to get somewhere quick? Come on. Move it jackass! Stupid fucking drivers.
 
    
 
        After honking the car horn a million times and flipping off a few people I finally make it. The worst part is, I have to park up the street because of the glass. Fortunately I’m wearing my favorite steel toe capped boots, they can handle walking over a bit of glass and scattered clothing.
 
    
 
        When I reach the flaky white door I swing it open, “Loryn!”
 
        The store is dark due to a massive board covering the empty window frame, it was a huge window too, that’s why there’s so much glass. I rush over to the wall where the switches are and turn on the lights. It’s trashed, the store is completely trashed, there’s glass everywhere, the till is in pieces from being thrown at the wall, and clothes are all over the floor. Shit. 
 
        Even the refrigerator has been tipped over and the crappy round table is in splinters. My thoughts aren’t on the mess, they’re on the girl. I head straight up the stairs and burst through the door. The flat is trashed too from what I can see in the dark, the TV is… just fragments of plastic and glass. The entire place looks like a bomb site. Fuck.
 
    
 
        “Loryn?” I say softly, there’s no need to shout as the apartment is so small. 
 
        “Go away,” I flick on the light and notice the bed has been pulled down from its place in the wall, there’s hardly room to walk around. On the bed and under the peach colored blanket is a lump. I’m assuming it’s Loryn in the fetal position. 
 
        I take three steps forward and sit on the side of the bed. I hear her sniff, she’s definitely crying and for once in my life, it doesn’t freak me out. All I want to do is comfort her. I slowly pull the blanket down, she tugs it back up and holds it tight around her. Okay then. I untie my boots and pull them off, then I slowly slide under the blanket, ignoring the creaks of the springs as I climb in. 
 
        “Loryn, baby, are you hurt?” I ask softly.
 
        “No,” she replies, her N sounds like a D, probably from all of her crying.
 
    
 
        My body relaxes, that fear of her being hurt now nonexistent. Still, the trauma this entire ordeal has probably caused may be worse than being physically broken. I hope this isn’t the case.
 
        My arm finds its way under her neck and my other pulls her back into my chest. I wrap myself around her and kiss her neck softly before burying my face in her hair. She cries softly for a while, her body tense. After a few minutes she turns in my arms and presses her face into my chest. I listen to her sob, I don’t speak I just stroke her hair softly and let her cry herself to sleep. 
 
        As soon as her breathing becomes even, I slowly climb out of bed being careful to not wake her, and then I call James, “We have a problem. I need your help.” Because there’s no way I can fix all of this by myself.
 
    
 
        I write a note for Loryn and leave it on the pillow next to her head. I need to go purchase tools from the Hardware Store. I also need to pick up some breakfast for Loryn. Fortunately this doesn’t take long, the roads are clear and service was pretty fast wherever I went.
 
    
 
        By the time I get back to the store I’m shocked and happy to find Maya, James and Marie all gathered outside, all head to toe in coveralls, Maya’s are purple and designer, you can tell by the diamanté writing on the back. Crazy bitch. I smile broadly and hand the bag of food to Maya.
 
        “Take this up to Loryn, go keep her company.”
 
        Her mouth drops open, “but…”
 
        “Babe, you can’t even paint with a roller let alone handle glass and shit. Take these to Loryn and cheer her up, you’re good at that. We’ve got this.” She huffs and stomps away. James looks at me and laughs, “If I ordered her around like that I’d end up with a scorpions in my shoes.” I don’t doubt this one bit.
 
        “Tools are in the boot, you guys handle the clean-up, I’ll get to work on the big boy stuff,” I wink at Marie who rolls her eyes. 
 
    
 
        James helps me unload the tools as Marie starts sweeping up the broken glass. 
 
    
 
        “What exactly happened?” he asks and plays with an extendable Stanley knife. I snatch it from him like a parent would snatch something dangerous from a toddler. In James’ case, this is an accurate description. “Hey.”
 
        “I’m unsure yet, all I saw was the first piece of the article in the newspaper. It happened yesterday morning. At Three AM.” I sigh a little. I should never have stopped talking to her. “I have a strong feeling Dana has something to do with this.”
 
        “And you are involved because of Dana?” he scoffs and grabs the power drill. I hope he doesn’t notice that I haven’t brought the tools he got me for Christmas. Sure they were extremely expensive tools but not very good at all. I like to stick with what I know. Preferably the brand I’ve always used. 
 
        I shake my head and then scratch it awkwardly, “No. It’s Loryn. The owner. We umm… she’s a nice girl.”
 
        He stops in his tracks and a smile stretches his lips, “You like her?”
 
        “In the sense that she’s great to talk to then yeah. I like her.”
 
        “So… you like, like her?”
 
        “What are we? In High School right now? Get a grip. Yes I like her but nothing will ever come of it.”
 
        We head inside, I place the bags on the kitchen floor, “Because of Crystal?” 
 
        I shrug, “Something like that. Can we just get this done?”
 
        “Kyle’s coming to help. He knows his way around fixing things or whatever. I figured you may need a little help when it comes to all of the…” he raises his fingers as air quotations. “Big boy stuff.” That’s great, this is good news. “What about the window?”
 
         “I called in an order on my way to the store. Express delivery, should be here in a few minutes to measure it up.” For once I don’t feel so damn useless in front of my little brother. “Right, let’s get cracking.”
 
    
 
        I get to work on fixing the doors, fortunately Kyle, who is one of James’ closest friends, shows up when I’m only ten minutes into it. We decide instantly we’re going to need a new door. So he sets off to purchase one of them. I head upstairs to fix a lock on the apartment door. When I walk in I instantly spot Loryn still asleep on the bed, Maya presses her finger to her lips to shush me and continues filling a box with sharp pieces of glass and plastic that she’s swept up.
 
    
 
        “She was still asleep when I came up, she hasn’t woken yet, must be exhausted,” she says quietly and points to the drill in my hand. “Do that later, don’t wake her.” I nod, kiss her cheek and walk over to the bed, Loryn is laid on her stomach. Her dark hair braided back. Was it like that earlier?
 
        “I braided her hair,” Maya shrugs. She’s so weird. “It was getting in her eyes, nothing more relaxing than having your hair played with.”
 
        “She’s not a baby Maya.”
 
        “No, but she does have nice hair.”
 
        “Freak.”
 
        “Whatever,” she pushes me back to the stairs. “Go do man stuff.”
 
    
 
    
 
        Marie stops, wipes her sweaty forehead on her sleeve and takes a swig of water. “What are we going to do with all of the clothes?”
 
        “Too much glass, they’re going to have to be thrown away,” James says, Kyle hums in agreement. I nod my consent as I fix the door to the frame with Kyle’s help. “She could turn this place into a clothing boutique or something. There’s great floor space.”
 
        “She’s a qualified beautician, she could turn it into a salon or something,” Maya suggests as she comes from the kitchen with two bags full of junk, she hands them to James. “She’s still sleeping.”
 
        I quirk a brow at her, “You’ve been snooping.”
 
        “No, I managed to salvage her certificate, the one that says she’s qualified in hair and beauty,” she responds with a raised brow of her own. “I wonder why she’s got this place.”
 
        I don’t answer, I continue with my work. The sooner we get this done the better. What time is it? Shit. 
 
        “Don’t worry,” James says clearly seeing my panic after checking the time. “Summer has Evelyn and is picking up Amelia and dropping them off at Sylvia’s.” 
 
        “I forgot about your mom’s dry cleaning,” I mumble. James just waves me off and kisses Maya before she heads back upstairs.
 
    
 
        An hour later and the store is starting to look good again, we’ve taken the board down from the window and fortunately a large dumpster has arrived. Everything has been thrown in there, and by everything, I mean everything. Even the counter. The place looks naked. She has nothing left apart from a few clothes in her tiny closet upstairs. 
 
        Marie has popped out to get us all some food, at present we are sipping on beer and laughing and joking. It’s great to see us all working together, I really am blessed. 
 
        “Maybe you shouldn’t,” I hear Maya say as footsteps descend the stairs. Then Loryn appears in the doorway, her mouth drops open in shock. She looks at me and a small smile teases her lips. “Tada!” Maya announces as she appears behind Loryn, I watch as she face palms and skulks over to a laughing James. Why on earth did she say that?
 
        “How you doing?” I ask and climb up from my seat on the ground. I place my beer on the window ledge and make my way over to Loryn. “Are you ok?”
 
        She nods and looks around, “I’m fine.” Let’s not get started on the meaning of that word again. “Why are you doing this?”
 
        Good question, “Because I can.” Shit answer.
 
        “I should help, let me go put something…”
 
        “Like hell, you’re going to sit down with Maya and watch us work.” I demand and push her towards the entrance. Maya and James’s car is outside the door, mainly so we can listen to music. “Sit.” I help her into the passenger seat. Maya hands me an open beer. I hand it to Loryn who takes it with a quiet thanks. “Don’t move from this spot.”
 
        “Apparently they are doing big boy work,” Maya jokes and climbs into the driver’s side. “Shoo.” She waves her hand at me, I roll my eyes and vanish back into the store. 
 
    
 
        Marie returns with bags full of food, she heads off to sit with the women in the car. It’s not long before I hear Loryn’s very own version of a cackle join the others. What is up with women when they’re together? Can’t they laugh like normal people?
 
    
 
   At least she’s laughing. This is a very valid point.
 
    
 
       “Thanks for helping out man,” I say to Kyle and shake his hand. 
 
       “No problem at all, we did well,” that we did. I watch him climb into his car and drive away. It’s dark now and unfortunately the window wasn’t ready in time. We set the board back up and have closed the shutters. Maya is currently giving Loryn a hug with promises to keep in touch. James gives her a polite hug before vanishing with Maya in their car. Marie leaves next, she looks knackered but she has worked harder than most of us today. That girl really gets stuck in. I give her a tight squeeze before seeing her to her own car. Leaving just Loryn and I standing in the doorway of her store.
 
        “I don’t know how I can ever repay you,” she sighs and looks at her completely empty store. “Once the insurance comes through…”
 
        I hold my hand up to stop her, “Let’s think about that another time.” I hold out my hand. “Let’s go.”
 
        She falters a little and blinks as if trying to figure out if she heard right. “Go where?”
 
        “To mine,” I respond and take her hand without permission. “There’s no alarm and I haven’t fixed a lock for the upstairs yet. I’m not letting you stay here.”
 
        “I’m not staying at yours,” she practically screeches and tries to tug her hand away. “Are you crazy?”
 
        “Umm… yeah. Let’s go.” She turns to walk back into her store. Why does she have to be so damn difficult? With a sigh I wrap my arms around her waist and drag her to my car. “Will you stop being so stubborn. I promise, I won’t even touch you. At all.” Then I lower my head and wag my eyebrows. “Unless you want me too.” She huffs and crosses her arms across her chest. “Look, my place is safe and secure. Nobody can get in and out to cause any damage. I promise… Please.”
 
        “You’ve done enough already. I don’t want to get in the way… and what will your wife think?”
 
        I roll my eyes and groan, “I’m not married Loryn. I was… let’s just not talk about that. Get in.”
 
        “You’re not married?”
 
        “No.”
 
        “So why didn’t you say so the other night?”
 
        I close the door after her and run around to the driver’s side before slipping in. “It’s complicated. Are you hungry?” I can see she wants to ask more. Fact is, I’m not ready to bring that kind of grief forward, not after her ordeal and also because… well… because I’m just not ready. There’s no other explanation right now. We aren’t serious, we aren’t even friends according to her. She clearly doesn’t trust me, right now she needs to relax. 
 
        “What about your kids?” She asks. I don’t respond, I turn the music up a little. Conversation over. 
 
    
 
        We drive to mine in silence, she’s in a sort of shock when she sees the building I live in, and even more so when she sees my apartment. 
 
        “This is beautiful,” she whispers breathlessly. 
 
        “You can take my room, I’ll sleep in my daughter’s room.” I say and lead her through to my bedroom. “Is this okay?”
 
        “You’ve seen my apartment,” she laughs once and spreads her arms out to the sides. “And you’re asking me if this is okay.” Good point. 
 
        “I just want you to be comfy. I’m going to have a shower, make yourself at home.” 
 
        I open the door to the bathroom and stop when she calls my name. “Thank you Lucas. I don’t know why you’re doing this but I really appreciate it.”
 
        I wink at her over my shoulder, “I know.” Time to make myself clean. 
 
    
 
        I stand under the hot spray for as long as physically possible, my back is aching like a bitch. Shit. Must have pulled something. With a hiss of pain, I step out and wrap a towel around my hips before preparing to shave. There’s a knock on the door.
 
        “Come in,” I call. The door opens, I stroke the blade down my right cheek, leaving a clear path where the shaving foam once was. “Everything ok?” I look at Loryn in the mirror, she’s staring at me, her eyes scanning every inch of my damp skin. The way her eyes roam over me hungrily makes me instantly throb. Now I can’t turn around because of the pole that seems to have taken up residence where my dick is. Shit. “Loryn?”
 
        She shakes her head a little to clear her head and meets my eyes in the foggy mirror, “Your phone was ringing constantly. I thought it might be important.”
 
        “Just leave it here,” I nod to the counter, she walks over hesitantly and places it next to the toothbrush holder. “Thanks.”
 
    
 
        She stands in the doorway for another moment before disappearing into my bedroom. I finish shaving and turn on the taps. The huge tub begins to fill with hot water, I add some bubbles and grab some towels out of the cupboard. I place a new toothbrush on the sink and a hairbrush, it’s Amelia’s brush but I doubt she’ll mind. Then I pad into my bedroom and stand in the doorway. Loryn is sat on the bed with a photo frame in her hands. I watch as she touches the picture. It’s one of myself, Crystal and the girls. Amelia was only seven months old in that picture. 
 
        “I’ve run you a bath,” I announce whilst flipping my phone in my hands, she hastily places the photo back on my nightstand and turns to face me. “There are fresh towels on the counter with a clean toothbrush and a hairbrush. Take all the time you need.”
 
        “You didn’t have to do that.”
 
        “Do you have to argue with me on everything?”
 
        “You’re right, I’m sorry. Thank you.”
 
        I head into my closet and pull on some boxer briefs and a plain gray tee. After grabbing a set for her, I follow her into the bathroom and place them on the counter. I need to get out of the way, and fast. She’s going to be naked momentarily and I don’t think I can handle the thought of that. With a small smile, I run into the living room and instantly turn a music channel on before checking my phone.
 
    
 
   Sylvia: Amelia’s a little sick, I’m keeping her off school tomorrow.
 
    
 
        I instantly call her, she answers on the first ring, “Don’t panic, she’s fine, she’s asleep. Just has a bit of an upset tummy.”
 
        “I was worried there. Do you want me to come and collect her?”
 
        “Not at all, she doesn’t have a temperature or anything to be concerned about. I’ll call you if anything changes,” she says softly. “Evelyn’s crying. I have to go.”
 
        “Thanks Sylvia.”
 
        “Don’t you worry yourself, you take care of that poor girl.” And that I can promise I will certainly do. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949372]Chapter Eight
 
   Bad Timing
 
    
 
    
 
        I’m off the sofa before I can even wake up properly, I must have fallen asleep here. Who’s screaming? Loryn! 
 
        I stumble through my dark apartment before darting into my bedroom. It’s dark but I can see the screaming, writhing female in my bed via the soft glow from the moon coming through the window. I climb over her, my legs either side of her hips and grab her hands to stop her from thrashing.
 
        “Loryn, Loryn!” I say and shake her a little. She blinks her tearful eyes open and looks straight through me for a moment before finally focusing. “It’s just a dream.”
 
        She takes a deep shuddering breath and relaxes. “I’m sorry.”
 
        “Hey,” I say softly and wipe away her tears. “Come on.” I climb under the covers and pull her to me. “Do you want to talk about it?”
 
        There are a few moments of silence. I wait for her to answer.
 
    
 
        “I locked up and went to bed as normal,” I’ll take that as a reluctant yes. “The next thing I know I’m being dragged out of bed. There are three men in my apartment ripping stuff apart, smashing things with crowbars and baseball bats.” I roll her onto her back and lean up on my elbow so I can look down at her. Her eyes are closed, I softly brush her bangs from her face. 
 
        “Go on.” 
 
        “One of the men, he grabbed me by my neck. Said his name was Daniel. He wanted Dana, I haven’t seen her since the last time she came. I swear.” She shudders. “He threw me back onto my bed and that’s when I heard the window shatter, they must have opened the shutters. They told me it was a warning to her. Not like she gives a crap about me or my store. I told him this. He just said it was too bad for me. I thought he was going to kill me.”
 
        “Who called the cops?”
 
        She shrugs, “I have no idea. They said it was an anonymous call. They managed to get here and arrest two of the men. Then they just left without even asking me if I was okay. As soon as they heard Daniel’s name they acted like it was a normal robbery or something.” Corrupt cops. Go figure.
 
        Tears stream from her eyes, she wipes them away angrily, “Sorry. I feel like such an idiot.”
 
        “Stop it.” She stares into my eyes and nods a fraction. “Don’t apologize.” She nods again in response and smiles a little.
 
    
 
        “Is it weird that I trust you? Even though I don’t even know you.” I shrug. “Well, I’m sorry for being ignorant on our date.”
 
        I grin wickedly, “You could always make up for it.”
 
        She giggles a little and buries her face into the blanket, “Goodnight Lucas.”
 
        “Yeah,” I say softly and wrap my arms around her. Damn that feels good. “Goodnight.”
 
    
 
        I wake early, earlier than her. Calls need to be made, I want to know why the hell the cops left her without getting her proper care. I also want to know why they left her store in that fucking state. Maya answers sleepily after a few rings, I explain the situation. She already knows it. Apparently Loryn and Marie spoke in the car. She’s also going to call a few of her contacts today to get it resolved. I thank her profusely and hang up. 
 
        After grabbing items from the refrigerator, I spread them out on the breakfast bar and get to work. So I’m not the best cook in the world, I can make a greasy breakfast without too much drama. 
 
        The familiar hum of the pipes heating lets me know Loryn is up and most likely washing her face. I smile a little, it has been a long time since I had a woman alone in my apartment… a single woman I mean. Maya doesn’t count. 
 
        “Morning,” she walks into the kitchen. Fuck me, she looks good in my clothes. “Do you have a phone I can use? I need to call my insurance company. Mine is back at the store.”
 
        I slide her the cordless and start filling up plates. She smiles gratefully when I place her breakfast in front of her. 
 
        “It’s been a while since I had something so greasy,” she grins like a child on Christmas morning. Thank god for the little things. “This looks amazing.”
 
        “It’s nothing compared to Maya’s pancakes, they’re a constant demand when she’s around,” I take a bite of bacon. For once I actually cooked it to the desired crispiness. Score! “So, how is it you slept through these men breaking into your shop?” Maybe I shouldn’t ask but this is one thought that I’m curious about.
 
        She shrugs, “On top of being a heavy sleeper, when the door to the apartment is closed as well as the door to the downstairs staff room, it’s completely sound proof. It’s the way stores are built with apartments above them.”
 
        Makes sense, “Well, you need to get an alarm installed. I’ve asked James to look into it. He knows a few people in that area. He’ll have you sorted.” 
 
        She swallows her mouthful, sips on her OJ and shakes her head, no. “I can sort this myself. Thank you for all you’ve done… wait. Why exactly are you helping me? Is this to do with Dana?”
 
        I shrug, “Nope.”
 
        “So, why?”
 
        Yes Lucas… why? “Can’t you just accept it for what it is? A handsome hero coming to the damsels rescue? Why do you need details?”
 
        “Wow, handsome hero huh?” she laughs a little. “There’s really no mistaking you for a modest person.”
 
    
 
        I watch her face for a moment, I’m unsure why but something in her tone seems to hit an alarm in my head. I tug on a lock of her hair, “Are you ok?”
 
        “No, not really.” She shakes her head and her face falls. “I’m scared Lucas.”
 
        “What of?”
 
        “Mad men breaking into my store and threatening me. Dana’s stupid choices. The fact I no longer have a store, how am I going to pay the bills?” she starts pacing. What can I say to make her feel better? Nothing… absolutely nothing. “I mean… how will I live? What if I end up homeless or have to grovel to my dad who already thinks I’m a failure. My gramps will be turning in his grave, this is his store. He loved this damn store. My mom… gah. And the men, if I fix my shop up, they might come back. They already smashed up my car.”
 
        “Wait… what?” I interrupt her rant. “What do you mean they smashed up your fucking car?” I always assumed she just didn’t have a vehicle.
 
        “It was over a month ago, it was smashed up with a crowbar or something, and then a brick was thrown through the upstairs window to my apartment. With a note attached. It said, tell Dana to call Daniel. I called the cops but they did nothing. Just like this time.”
 
        “I’ll help you babe, you’ve got me now,” I say softly. This isn’t what she wants to hear apparently.
 
        “I don’t need your damn help Lucas! I can make it on my own. I’ve always made it on my own!” she snarls angrily and prods me in the chest. “You can’t just barge in and start taking over!”
 
        “Why not?”
 
        “Because I don’t mean anything to you! You don’t even know me. The only reason you took me out for dinner is because you feel sorry for me. You’ll be gone as swiftly as you came.”
 
        “That’s not true.”
 
        “And because your bitch of an ex-wife used to bully me with Dana, you feel guilty.”
 
        “Don’t talk about her like that!” I get it, she’s angry. Stay calm Lucas.
 
        “Please! Why would a guy like you, want to spend time with a girl like me?”
 
        I look at her incredulously, “Are you serious right now?” Has she never looked at herself, or taken note of her amazing personality?
 
        “And even if you were, you aren’t my type…”
 
        “Here we go.”
 
        “What’s that supposed to mean?” her hands go to her hips as she scowls at me.
 
        I roll my eyes, “This is the part where you start insulting me, expecting it to actually hurt my feelings. Because you’re in a shitty mood and feeling vulnerable and somehow I’ve got under those layers of yours and you don’t like it because you’ve been hurt before and you’re worried I’m going to hurt you too. Blah, blah, blah. I’ve heard it all before.” It’s every woman’s fucking story.
 
        “You… you pig!”
 
        “You’ve said that before princess,” I take a step closer to her, my own irritation showing. “And don’t call Crystal a bitch. She’s not here to defend herself.”
 
         “Oh, you’ll defend her… how chivalrous. What about when I needed defending?”
 
         “You didn’t exactly defend yourself!”
 
         “How could I? I was one person.”
 
         I narrow my eyes, “And what am I? Three people? God… you’re so… fucking annoying.”
 
        “If I’m so annoying then stop helping me!”
 
        “Or you could just stop being an annoying bitch, that could work too,” I say casually and lean back against the counter whilst rubbing my jaw. Why is she attacking me right now? 
 
    
 
       “That’s it, I’m done,” she throws her hands up into the air and storms from the kitchen. “I’m done… done, and done. I’m leaving.”
 
         Ah shit. I follow her. “You aren’t leaving.”
 
        “I’m not staying here,” she screeches angrily and grabs her bag. I rip it from her hands and throw it to the ground a few feet away. “You’re acting like a creep. So I’m your hostage now?”
 
        “It’s not safe for you there Loryn!” 
 
        “I am no longer any of your business. Don’t contact me again. I’ll send you your money when I get my insurance payment.”
 
        I grab her arm and spin her back into my chest, she starts slapping at me hysterically and tries to push me away. So I do the only thing I can think of, I push her up against the wall which startles her into being still. Her eyes go wide, she gulps. Her throat bobs with the motion.
 
        Then I slam my lips onto hers. Take that… wait… that wasn’t supposed to happen. Oh man, she feels amazing.
 
        I press my body into hers, making sure my hips rubs against hers so she can feel my arousal. I’m unsure when I became hard, probably when she was shouting at me. She’s sexy when she’s angry. 
 
       My tongue pushes into her mouth, I give her no room to hesitate and she melts into me, against me. I’m pretty much holding her up. Fuck. I want to feel her, need to feel her. My hands grip her hips, I thrust against her again. Just the thought of being buried in her almost severs the last of my control.
 
    
 
   I can’t do this to her now though. She’s emotional and vulnerable. What kind of man would that make me if I were to take advantage of that?
 
    
 
        “Lucas,” she whimpers and I almost lose it, my control I mean, not my stamina… that would suck. But I can’t, I can’t lose it. Not like this. Slowly and carefully I pull away, she clings to me as if I’m her lifeline, her mouth still working against my own. 
 
        She finally releases me when I grip her arms and slowly move her away from me. “What’s wrong?” 
 
        “Nothing,” I rest my forehead against hers. “Go have a shower or something. I’m going to go and clean the kitchen.”
 
        “I’ll help…”
 
        “No,” I blurt and shake my head. “No, you… umm… just go and relax in the shower or bath or whatever.” I need space before I jump you and fuck you. “Please.”
 
        “I’m sorry for what I said. I’m just… I’m messed up right now. I am grateful for all you’ve done.”
 
        “I know,” I kiss her forehead, “You can make it up to me later.” I wink playfully and shove her towards my bedroom. “Go on.”
 
    
 
    
 
        Loryn comes into help as I clean the kitchen when she finished her shower but I send her to the room and tell her to relax. Once I’m finished, fortunately it doesn’t take that long, I have a quick shower and dress before heading into the kitchen for a drink. Loryn follows me in looking a little nervous, “Is everything okay?” she asks. 
 
        I look at her and smile reassuringly, “Yeah, of course. Why?”
 
        “You just seem a little quiet. Since…” she points at the hall where we practically dry humped against the wall. I shrug, “I’m fine. Are you okay?”
 
        “Yeah,” she responds but I worry she’s just saying that to appease me. “I’m not a whore.” Okay, what’s brought this on? “I don’t just sleep with men all the time or… ever… I mean I’m not a virgin, but I’m not a whore either. Dammit, I’m not saying this right.” She takes a deep breath and gives up on ranting.
 
        “Finished?”
 
        “Yeah.”              
 
        “Good.” I make a fresh pot of coffee. “I’m going to go back to the store, to finish everything up.”
 
        “I’ll come with you.” 
 
        “No you won’t, you’ll stay here and relax. I’ll be back later,” I dictate. It’s non-negotiable.
 
        “I feel bad though…”
 
        I pinch the bridge of my nose, doesn’t this woman ever stop fussing? “Loryn. I’m doing this because for some damn reason I want to. Because I like you and you’ve been through a lot and right now, you need a friend.” I point to myself. “Let me be that. Now do as you’re told woman and go put your damn feet up whilst I make your shop all pretty. Okay?”
 
        She nods frantically and takes a step towards me before wrapping her arms around me. I return the hug and kiss her on top of her head. What am I going to do with her? 
 
        “Promise me you’ll stay here?” I mumble against her hair.
 
        “I promise.”
 
        “Good girl. Go sit down.” Fortunately she does as she’s told. I get ready and leave before I do something stupid. Like try to screw her brains out, that would be nice but the timing is shit.
 
    
 
        I pick up Marie on the way to Carey’s Clothing. Fortunately she’s offered her assistance as she’s not working at all today. She smiles as soon as she enters my car, “Hello.”
 
        “Sup?”
 
        “Loryn seems nice.”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        “So when were you going to tell us about her?”
 
        “Nothing to tell,” I grumble.
 
        She rolls her eyes, “Puh-lease, your damn eyes never left her yesterday. Also, if there’s nothing to tell, why are we fixing up her shop for her?”
 
        “Because it’s the right thing to do.”
 
        She coughs into her hand, “Fullofshit.” Cough.
 
        I pinch her thigh, she squeals and slaps my hand away. “I like her.” It is the only response I can seem to muster.
 
        “You like her? Or you like, like her?” This again? Didn’t I have this same conversation with James yesterday?
 
        “Are we suddenly in High School?”
 
        She flips her caramel colored hair over her shoulder and bites her lower lip, “It’s nice to see you with someone Lucas. She likes you too, in case you were wondering.”
 
        She does? “I wasn’t.”
 
        “Whatever,” she rubs her hands together. “So, what are we doing today?”
 
        “The window is coming soon, until then we need to fix a couple of locks on the door upstairs and trash everything else. And get her some new furniture and shit.”
 
        “Okay then. Sounds like a plan. Has she decided what to do with it yet?”
 
        “I haven’t asked.” Marie groans and rolls her eyes but says nothing further. “So, what’s going on with you? How’s your car?”
 
        “I scrapped it, getting a new one soon, still got the loaner.” 
 
        “Want me to come with you? I’m a mean haggler,” I flash her my brightest smile. “Especially if the salesperson is female.”
 
        “Sigh.” 
 
    
 
    
 
        “My left, your right,” I shout and tilt the sofa sideways. She drops her end. “Damn woman, you really suck at this.”
 
        “Hey, I just got my damn nails done,” Marie jokes and shows me her bitten nails. “Give me a break. This is heavy shit.” 
 
        We finally make it to the stairs, “Follow my lead, and do not push. Let me pull.” Please don’t push. 
 
    
 
        When we finally make it to the bottom I breathe out a relieved breath and wipe my face on my shirt. “Ok, let’s get it to the dumpster.”
 
        “Are you sure she won’t mind you throwing out her sofa?” Marie asks suspiciously. I look at the offending pink piece of furniture and raise an eyebrow. “Good point. It is rather hideous.”
 
        We finally get it to the dumpster.
 
        Six hours after arriving, the apartment and store area are completely empty of all furniture and rubbish, the locks have been fitted and the new, shatterproof window has been installed. James called me an hour ago, a guy should be in tomorrow to fit a decent alarm system. 
 
        Marie helps me move the new two seated, leather sofa in, and the new flat screen and mattress that were delivered moments ago, sometimes having money rocks. She even sorts out the deep red and black bedding that she purchased a few hours ago on her hunt for ‘pretty things’ and adds a few silver scatter cushions and a matching throw. I sit on the new sofa after setting up the TV and crack open a beer. 
 
        “Hello?” Maya says and knocks at the door before entering. She has Evelyn strapped to her front. “I can’t stay. I’m just dropping this off.” She hands me a gorgeous dark wood frame that holds Loryn’s certificate, similar to the one Loryn had before. 
 
        “Thanks Maya,” I smile fondly at her. “This is really thoughtful.” I stand and hang it on the tiny nail on the wall where it was before.
 
        Maya just shrugs as if to say ‘it’s nothing’. I bend down to kiss my niece’s chubby cheeks and fists, after the fourth kiss to her face she swipes at me. Laughing, I pull away and kiss Maya on the forehead. “I should go. This place looks great.” Yeah, it does. Marie sees her out as I finish up the last few bits that need doing.
 
        It’s safe to say I am exhausted and looking forward to bed. I need to get Amelia first though. Although I’m a little uncertain on whether or not I’m ready for her to be introduced to another woman. It shouldn’t be a big deal, but it kind of is. Plus it’ll open a whole can of worms that I’m just not ready to deal with. I know she’ll be kind about it. So why am I so determined to let her believe I’m merely separated? 
 
    
 
        After grabbing Loryn’s phone and a few of her things I lead Marie to my car and take her home. She almost falls asleep on the way back. We ride in silence for the most part. She kisses me goodbye on the cheek after I walk her to her door. I then drive to Sylvia’s to pick up my little girl. 
 
    
 
        “Daddy!” Amelia squeals and comes running from the living room. I thought she was sick? 
 
        I pick her up and hug her tight, “I miss you baby.”
 
        “Look, look!” She shows me a silver sticker on her top that has the word BRAVE, in dark pink letters. “Grandma got me some stickers!”
 
        I put her down and lean over to kiss Sylvia on her cheeks, “Thanks for having her Sylvia.”
 
        “Stop thanking me, she’s a joy to have,” she says and leads me through to the den. “How is the young lady?”
 
        “She seems okay, she’s staying at mine tonight until a proper alarm is installed tomorrow,” I explain and pull Amelia onto my lap after sitting down.
 
        “Do you want me to keep Amelia here for the night?”
 
        I chew on my lower lip, “Would you mind? I hate to ask it of you but… I’m not ready for them to meet yet.”
 
        “Don’t be silly, it’s no bother. Besides, we still have gingerbread men to make.” 
 
        What would I do without this woman? I look at Amelia, “Are you cool with that princess?”
 
        “Yeah,” she nods with a gorgeous smile. Christ I feel like a bad father. Although she has had me constantly since birth with hardly any other family, this time she gets with Sylvia and such is good for her. “I like it here.”
 
        “I’ll stay for an hour,” I lift Amelia to her feet. “Go get your schoolbooks, we’ll do some letters and sounds.” She toddles off without argument, I look at Sylvia, “I know you tell me not to say it. But genuinely, I am really grateful for everything you do.”
 
        “Lucas,” Sylvia says with a wink. “Yeah?” I respond. She smiles widely, “Shut up.”
 
        “Duly noted. So, how are you feeling princess?”
 
        “Fine,” Amelia responds. What is it with females and that god damn word? “I feel better now.” This, I am glad to hear.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949373]Chapter Nine
 
   On The Edge of the Lust Cliff
 
    
 
        I grab dinner on the way home, I just ordered a few things from my favorite Chinese takeout. Loryn seems like the type of female who enjoys balls… chicken balls I mean obviously. Although… Nope, not even letting myself think about that. 
 
        When I make it home, I walk into my apartment and I’m welcomed by the scent of… garlic maybe? I’m unsure but it smells fantastic. There’s banging and such coming from the kitchen, I head through the empty living room and stop in the doorway. Loryn, in a pair of my boxers and a tight vest top that Maya must have left behind, is stood at the oven cooking something in a large pot. I don’t let her know I’m here, she seems lost in her own world, humming and stirring the food whilst shaking her hips in a little dance. She has my iPod plugged into her ears. 
 
        Very carefully I place the Chinese food on the worktop along with her bag of things from her store and sneak up behind her. My hands instantly go around her before landing on her naval. She squeals but instantly relaxes when she sees it’s me. I press my lips to the curve of her neck and taste her flesh with my tongue. She smells like cherries, it’s fucking beautiful. My cock throbs when she shivers under my touch, I can’t resist her. She’s like a fine wine. Or a glass of water in the desert. My hands slide up her ribs and over her breasts, through the thin material I can feel her hard nipples and my dick pulses against the globes of her ass. She whimpers a little as I massage her breasts in my hands and kiss her neck softly. 
 
        “The food,” she says and points to the bubbling pot. With a groan I nip the lobe of her ear and take a step back. Instantly missing the heat from her body. “How was your day?”
 
        “It was good, the alarm system should be ready tomorrow afternoon so you’ll be set to move back in,” I explain and start putting the Chinese in the refrigerator before she sees it. “I brought your phone and whatever clothes I could find.” Her face turns a deep shade of pink. “Don’t worry, Marie did that part, I just oversaw it.”
 
    
 
        “Thank you.”
 
        “Something smells good.”
 
        “It’s lamb hotpot.” Never heard of it. “My grandma taught me to make it when I was little.”
 
        I clear my throat and take a swig of her wine. That’s gross. “How come you work in the shop? Why don’t you do hair and beauty?”
 
        She ignores me and continues stirring the pot, I watch as she pulls a loaf of bread from the oven, it looks amazing. That’s what smells like garlic, there is a light layer of garlic butter on top of the crispy crust. She prods it, switches off the oven and places it back in, most likely to keep it warm. I then watch as she places a layer of potatoes on top of the strange concoction in the pot and puts it under the grill. I really hope I enjoy this.
 
        “You didn’t answer me,” I say as she removes the oven mitts from her hands and throws them on the side. “Why aren’t you into hair and beauty? Are you no good?”
 
        She scoffs and gives me a proud smile, “I was really good.”
 
        “And?”
 
        With a growl she glares at me, “You aren’t going to let this go are you?”
 
        “Nope.”
 
        “I used to do the hair and makeup for the stars, before they went on set. Then I did something stupid.” She shakes her head in disappointment. “I messed around with a director. We’d been dating for a while. He started getting weird, shouting at me all the time, embarrassing me in front of my coworkers. So I broke up with him.”
 
        I really don’t like the thought of another man putting his hands on her. It really pisses me off, although I remain silent. She’s telling me something that clearly means something to her. If I start getting all possessive she’ll shut down.
 
    
 
        “He didn’t like it, he had me blacklisted.” She says quietly. “Not one person would work with me after that. Then, my mom vanished with her boyfriend and left me my gramps’ store.” She gives a weak shrug. “Now I don’t even have that.”
 
        I walk over to her and pull her to me, “You have all that floor space, and the insurance money. You could turn it into a salon, or sell it and buy a new place. The possibilities are endless for you now Loryn.”
 
        “Until Dana turns up I daren’t do anything. Or have you forgotten what those… men,” her jaw clenches. “Did to my store? What’s to stop them from doing it again?”
 
        I nod and drop the subject. She’s right of course. Until this situation is resolved there’s not much she can do. We have to get in touch with Dana. 
 
    
 
        “Dinner should be ready in five, why don’t you go and sit, I’ll bring it through.” She suggests. With a nod I head to the dining room and set the table.
 
    
 
    
 
        We eat in silence for a while, I’m not sure what to talk about, and neither is she. I compliment her on her awesome dinner, seriously, you have to try this. It’s fucking beautiful. 
 
        “So, do you still see your mom or dad?” I ask, effectively breaking the silence and bite into the bread. Dear god, I think I have died and gone to heaven. 
 
        “My mom calls every couple of weeks, we’re on… okay terms I guess. My dad isn’t interested. He has his new family now,” she gives a weak shrug followed by a sad smile. “It must be nice having so many people to look out for you.” 
 
        “It works both ways, they’re good people. A little strange and rough around the edges but good people all the same.”
 
        We fall into silence again. I hurriedly eat my food before taking my empty bowl through to the kitchen. Loryn follows. I watch as she puts the rest of dinner into storage containers and straight into the freezer. She made enough to feed twelve. Or maybe that was the plan, she knew I’d love it so made enough for me to microwave for the next week. 
 
    
 
        “You should go to bed,” I announce and tuck her hair behind her ear. “It’s getting late and we have a busy day tomorrow.” 
 
        “Are… are you coming?” she lowers her eyes and scuffs her toe against the ground. 
 
        Should I? “That’s probably not a good idea.” Shit, why did I say that? “I mean…”
 
        “Its fine, I understand,” she says and takes a step back. “So umm… goodnight then?”
 
        I grin, “I still need to brush my teeth and stuff.”
 
        “Right,” she follows me into the bathroom and picks up her own toothbrush. “Thanks for having me…” 
 
        “Don’t worry about it,” I say and start the brushing process. As soon as I’m finished I can’t get out of the bathroom fast enough. I head straight to my daughters room, put my phone on charge and climb into bed. There’s no way I’ll be able to resist her for much longer. I’m right on the edge of the cliff of lust and I’m about to tumble over. I like her, I really like her, but I can’t do this now. She needs to be sure first, I need to be sure first. 
 
    
 
    
 
        At present we are watching a man explain how to work the alarm, after a long morning of watching him and a few other men install it in every room. Loryn is being difficult, she feels bad that people she hardly knows are paying for all of this. No matter what I say she still feels like a bum. Whatever. 
 
        Things were a little odd this morning, I was avoiding Loryn, and Loryn was avoiding me. It sucked ass, I won’t deny that. We tiptoed around each other and even remained silent in the car ride back to her store. Then we avoided each other as soon as we got here, she was pissed I’d bought her a TV and sofa and a new refrigerator. I just ignored her and told her to send them back if she didn’t want them. Now we seem to be giving each other the silent treatment again. I really don’t know how to fucking deal with this. Part of me wants to push her up against the wall and relieve the constant fucking hard on I have when I’m around her. The other part of me doesn’t want to take advantage. 
 
        What makes it worse is she is so damn sexy without even trying to be, she doesn’t even realize the effect she has on me and it is driving me insane. Every movement she makes is fluid and sensual, almost like a dance. Every smile makes me ache and throb through my entire body, and just ten minutes ago she bent over to look in the bottom of the fridge, I swear my dick became a heat seeking missile! I almost lunged for her, hell, my hips thrust forward of their own accord making ‘Little Lucas’ point right at her, only inches away from her jean clad ass.
 
        When she stood up and turned around I was already vanishing into the bathroom about to splash cold water onto my face. I’m fucked… or maybe the problem is… I’m not fucked.
 
    
 
        It’s already six at night, I have to go and get Amelia. “I need to go,” I say to Loryn. She blinks up at me and nods. “You know the codes?”
 
        “Yeah, I’ve got it all covered,” she stands and wipes her hands on her thighs. “Lucas.”
 
        “Yes babe?”
 
        “Thanks for this.”
 
        “It’s no problem, I’m working tomorrow. I’ll come see you soon, if you need anything, I’ve programmed my number into your phone.”
 
        She smiles and wraps her arms around my waist, please don’t feel my arousal. Fortunately she doesn’t seem to notice. “Thanks Lucas. Apparently I’m meeting Maya, Marie and someone called Summer for lunch the day after tomorrow.”
 
        “Awesome, they’re nice women.” Shit, I have that dinner tomorrow at Helen’s. “Right… well… take care.”
 
        “You’re acting like we’re never going to see each other again,” she giggles. No, I’m acting like I need to get the fuck out of here and have a cold shower before I end up doing something you’ll regret, which will then make me feel like shit. “I’ll call you.”
 
        She lifts her head to kiss my cheek, I turn so she catches my lips. Fuck, how can the slightest touch turn me into a teenage boy? I’m acting like a fucking virgin. Abruptly I pull away and dart down the stairs. “Lock up!” I call over my shoulder and head to my car. I don’t drive away until I see her lock the door and vanish back into the darkness of her store.
 
    
 
    
 
        “You look beautiful,” Helen says to Amelia. Her husband, a tall man with graying hair comes straight forward and shakes my hand. “Come on, I’ll take you to the girls. It’s nice to see you Lucas.”
 
        “I wasn’t sure what to bring, I had to ask my brother so if it’s wrong blame him,” I chuckle and hand her the vintage wine and flowers. She thanks me and vanishes with Amelia. 
 
        “I’m Wesley Hanson. It’s great to finally meet you,” he says and slaps me on the back. “Come on through.”
 
        I throw my jacket on a nearby hook on the wall where Helen put Amelia’s and follow him into the den. Wesley looks to be about six years older than me or so. He’s a great guy and I was wrong about the networking. Throughout the entire dinner he doesn’t talk business once, he’s a cool guy, who is sickeningly in love with his wife and of course, his daughters. He reminds me of James a little bit. 
 
        What a great family, the food is great, they constantly have me laughing my ass off, and his girls are as good as gold, as always. Amelia is very charming and pleasant, you can tell Sylvia has her trained for the charity functions they attend on occasion. I’m shocked by her manners, and I’m complimented on it, although I tell them about her adoptive grandmother. That she’s always going to functions and such with her so that’s where she’s learnt all of this. 
 
        They are very interested in my family life, I tell them the story of my long lost brother. I even tell them about my wife. Another reason why I was invited, apparently they lost a son two years ago, he was hit by a car whilst playing on the street with his dad. It’s sad, and such a waste of life. 
 
        After dinner we head through to the den where Amelia and the girls sing and dance for us, although Wesley and I are paying more attention to the game on TV. Which earns us both a pat on the back of the head from Helen, and the three little women stick their tongues out at us. 
 
        It’s safe to say I had fun, a lot of fun actually, by the time I got home and got Amelia to bed I fell asleep, with one last lingering thought in my mind. Loryn hasn’t called me. And I really don’t like it.
 
    
 
        As soon as morning hits, I put a movie on for Amelia and make us both cereal before picking up the phone. I call Loryn, there’s no answer. After the fifth time I call I start to get worried. 
 
        “Hello?” comes a sleepy female voice. Thank fuck. “Hello?”
 
        “What the fuck Loryn?” I growl and head into my room so Amelia can’t hear me. “Do you have any idea how worried I’ve been?”
 
        “I was sleeping. Sorry.”
 
        I pinch the bridge of my nose, “Christ. I was ready to come down and break down the door myself.”
 
        “Not funny Lucas.”
 
        “I’m not fucking joking. Why didn’t you call me yesterday?”
 
        She scoffs, “You didn’t call me either!”
 
        “But you said you’d call me!”
 
        “It’s a woman’s prerogative to change her mind Lucas. Deal with it.” 
 
        “Nice to hear you’re feeling better. Back to being your usual bitchy self.”
 
        She laughs in disbelief, “Are you kidding me? You didn’t call me! If you were that concerned you would have called! What’s the big deal anyway? Why are you that bothered about me?”
 
        “I’m not arguing about this now.” My bedroom door opens, Amelia walks in.
 
        “Daddy, who is it?” she inquires and jumps onto my bed. “Is it Auntie Maya?”
 
        “Who’s that?” Loryn asks a little breathlessly. Is she jealous?
 
        I roll my eyes, “It’s my daughter Amelia. I have to go.”
 
        “Right, me too, I have that lunch with Maya soon.”
 
        “Have fun,” I respond automatically and hang up. Then I tackle my daughter to the bed, mid-jump, and start tickling her to death. “Little monster. So nosy.”
 
        She squeals and laughs and kicks… right in the gonads. Argghhh. I fall backwards and groan. Shit. Ouch. Fuck. That hurts. Amelia, thinking it’s a game charges me with a loud battle cry and starts pummeling me, let’s keep this to ourselves shall we? Not something I want going around, the whole getting beaten up by a five year old. “Ok,” I rasp out, still cupping my sensitive privates with both hands. “Let’s go get ice cream.” I need ice.
 
        She hollers and cheers all the way to the kitchen, I grab her a Popsicle and grab a bag of frozen peas before slumping into the armchair and resting them on my aching balls. I cover myself with a throw so Amelia doesn’t notice.
 
    
 
        And this is pretty much how we spend our day, me with sore balls and Amelia running riot. 
 
        Sunday is the same, I have no visitors although apparently Jacob Stone is coming back down to visit soon and will let us know when. He’s a good guy, he’s Maya’s movie star best friend. They have a weird connection, one I remember James being extremely nervous of at one point. I’m not sure what it is that draws Jacob and Maya together but it’s odd, they just like each other. I think they just get each other. That should be a fun couple of weeks, I get roped in to joining them on their escapades whenever he’s down. I wonder if he’s bringing his mom with him. She’s a nice lady, she’ll probably spend the time she stays fawning over the baby and Amelia. 
 
    
 
        It’s Sunday night, I’ve just put Amelia to bed when my phone starts ringing. It’s Loryn.
 
        “I thought I’d call before you started berating me,” she giggles. “How are you today Lucas?”
 
        “Where are you?” I demand when I hear chatter in the background. 
 
        “I’m with Maya, Marie and Summer, we are in a place called… wait… Maya, where are we?” Maya says something, Loryn continues, “Did you get that?”
 
        “Can’t say I did.”
 
        “We’re in a place called Cocktail’s, drinking cocktails,” for some reason she starts cackling at this. “It’s really fun.”
 
        She’s out… drinking, and dancing, what’s she wearing? Why the hell is she out drinking and dancing? I can’t pick her up, I have Amelia! “Loryn. You shouldn’t be out.”
 
        “Okay, okay, Mr. Grumpy. Want me to come see you?” What? “I could kiss you again, but then you’d probably push me away again right?” And again… what? “I have to go. Marie wants me to meet some people…. Hey Lucas?” I clench my fist around the phone, the only people Marie knows outside of us are all male. 
 
        “Yes?” I bite out, feeling my agitation rise. 
 
        “You’re kind of moody.”
 
        “You’re pissing me off.”
 
        She sighs, “What did I do now?”
 
        “I’m calling you a car…”
 
        “What?”
 
        “I’m calling you a car, it will be outside in twenty minutes. Get in it.”
 
        “You can’t tell me what to do.”
 
        “Loryn,” I snap but she hangs up. Fuck. I call Maya, no one answers. I call Summer, I get the same response of no answer. So I call Marie, she always answers. “Put Loryn in a fucking cab and send her to mine.” I hear males laughing in the background.
 
        “Chill out Lucas, she’s in good hands. She’s enjoying herself.” I start pacing, pissed off by her relaxed answer. Does she not understand that Loryn is… she’s in danger and shouldn’t be out dancing and drinking? Especially with men! “Lucas is jealous.”
 
        “I am not jealous!”
 
        “You’re jealous because she’s here and dancing with men and you’re not one of them!”
 
        “She’s what?” I shout, ready to call James to go pick her up for me.
 
        “Dude, chill, I’m joking. She’s not even talking to guys. I swear. She’s totally into you.” This brings me no relief. “I’ve got to go. Speak tomorrow.”
 
    
 
        I have no right to her, I have no claim to her. I just want to see her safe… right? That’s it, that’s all. 
 
        There’s no way I’m going to be able to sleep now! Fuck!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949374]Chapter Ten
 
   Stupid ass women
 
    
 
        As soon as I drop Amelia off at school I drive straight to Loryn’s. She better be in. My heart is racing as I bang on the door. I call her over and over again but I get no answer. Fuck. Where the hell is she? Thoughts of her tangled up with another male come to mind and I instantly feel sick. 
 
        “LORYN!” I shout a few times but she either doesn’t hear me or she’s just not here. Why do I even care? Is this some kind of weird guilt trip because I was a dick to her in my teen years. Christ, I was a dick to everyone. Crystal was no better! She was a bully to anyone different. That’s just the way school was and still is. So why am I so concerned for this god damn female now? Why do I break out in shivers at the picture of her dead in a ditch somewhere? Why am I sick at the thought of her in the arms of another man? Maybe because right now she’s vulnerable, she’s been through a lot and she needs… hell. Fuck if I know what she needs. 
 
    
 
        I’m about to call Marie from my car and head to hers, when a cab pulls up behind me. A rather hung over looking Loryn scrambles out of the back of the yellow cab and starts fumbling through her bag for her keys. I instantly hop out of my car and assess her. Shit, she looks hot, that is definitely one of Maya’s dresses. It’s deep purple, and short at the bottom, I’m sure Maya has worn it before.
 
        Her tits are almost spilling out. She still hasn’t noticed me, fuck she looks good. I grab her elbow, she squeals and brings her hand to her chest to calm her hammering heart I assume.
 
        “Lucas, what are you doing here?” I grab her keys, unlock the store and wait for her to turn off the alarm. Then I lock the door behind us and pull her up the stairs. “Lucas? You’re freaking me out.”
 
        “Why are you coming home now?” I demand and sit her on the sofa. Unfortunately my gentleman side wins the internal battle, I find myself pouring her a glass of water and grabbing her a couple of painkillers. 
 
        “That’s none of your business.” She takes the tablets and gulps down the water. I place the empty glass on the worktop. “Why are you here?”
 
        “I was worried,” I admit and cross my arms over my chest. “Why the fuck are you coming home now?”
 
        “I stayed at Marie’s,” she shrugs. This does not make me feel better at all. “Just Marie and I, we were drunk and crashed at hers.”
 
        “Just you two?”
 
        “Yes,” she laughs and stands before me. “I promise.” The tension in my body releases. I push her towards the bathroom. “Am I allowed to shower now I have your permission?”
 
         “Shut up,” I grumble feeling like an idiot.
 
         “Okay, don’t leave.” Leave? How can I fucking leave? You drive every cell in my body fucking crazy. I don’t say this, I just nod and wait with my dick pressing against my zipper as she showers. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “A little privacy please,” she calls twenty minutes later as the bathroom door opens. I turn quickly and head over to the kettle seeing as she has no coffee maker, I have to do it manually. Must make coffee. I hear her rummaging around in her tiny closet. She’s naked, in here, with me, in nothing but a god damn towel. Shit.
 
        The kettle boils at the same time as my blood, “Fuck the coffee.” I snarl and throw the kettle in the empty sink.  
 
        Upon turning I find a wide eyed Loryn in nothing but a towel just like I assumed, with her damp hair resting on her shoulders. I stomp over to her, grab the back of her head and slam my lips down onto hers. She melts into me instantly, without even a moment’s hesitation and damn it feels good. I pick her up with ease, our lips still attached and throw her on the sofa. Her towel falls open as I rip my shirt over my head. She gasps and tries to cover herself.
 
        “Don’t move,” I demand as my eyes follow every soft curve of her body, her hands drop limply to her sides, from her gorgeous breasts with their pebbled nipples to her naked mound and right down her everlasting legs. So toned and sexy and powerful looking, I want them around my hips so fucking bad. I bite my lower lip and groan low in my throat. “Christ, you’re fucking beautiful Loryn.” She goes to cover herself again. “Don’t ever cover yourself around me.”
 
        She gulps as I drop to my knees in front of her. I press a sweet kiss to her lips and trail more down her jaw, making her skin break out in tiny goose pimples, to her collarbone and over her right breast. She gasps when I suck her nipple into my mouth and tease it with my teeth and tongue. My fingers dig into her back as I slide her further down the sofa, her feet rest on the floor with her legs open either side of me. 
 
        My lips venture further down, to her ribs where I lick and kiss each one individually. I keep on going, circling my tongue around her naval, occasionally nipping at the skin around her waist making her jerk, spasm and moan. She’s so sensitive.
 
        “What are you doing?” she hisses and grabs my hair when my mouth finally reaches her hips, she starts wriggling and trying to push me away. “Don’t do that!” 
 
        I look up at her through my lashes, “Why not?” 
 
        “Because I… I don’t like it. It doesn’t do anything for me.” More like she’s embarrassed.
 
        I laugh and push her hands away. No way am I giving up the chance to taste her sweet core for that stupid fucking reason. Her hands go to my hair again in another attempt to stop me, I sigh and stand up. She instantly covers herself with the towel. I ignore her for now, pad over to the cupboard and pull the bed down. 
 
        “Lucas, what are you doing?”
 
    
 
        I then head back over to Loryn. She jumps up, her arms hugging the towel around her body. 
 
        “Stop being stupid,” I say softly and kiss her lips. She shudders, I take my chance and lift her over my shoulder, she screams. Two steps later I throw her on the bed and grab her hands. She instantly tenses when I pin her hands together with one of mine. “That’s better.” I take note of her wide eyes.
 
        “Lucas, don’t…” I work my way down her body after throwing the towel out of the way as I go. My lips teasing and sucking at every available inch of her skin. “Lucas stop. Don’t, that’s… oh god. Do that again.” 
 
        I smile against her and swirl my tongue around her clit. She smells fucking beautiful, she tastes amazing. I’m back on devour mode, I’ve finally caught my prey.  “Lucas!” she moans as I push my tongue into her tight entrance and play with her nub with my thumb. With my other hand I release my solid length from my jeans, it springs free and I sigh against her at the instant relief. 
 
        She moans and cries out, her back arches off the bed as I continue to tease, lick and suck her. I take pity on her cries for more, she pleads for me to finish her off so I press two fingers into her and up against the soft wall where I know the magic happens. Her already tight wonder tightens even more and pulses around my fingers, she bucks against my face without shame and her legs clamp around my head. I’ve never heard a woman scream my name so loud. Fuck yeah.
 
        “Are you on birth control?” I ask her softly and release her, so I don’t have to double Dutch. A failed helped in the production of Amelia so I don’t take chances. She lies limply on the bed, breathing heavy, her eyes squeezed shut, still shuddering from the aftermath of her orgasm. I watch her nod and don’t wait any longer. I can’t wait any longer. My heat sinking missile is ready to meet its target. After quickly pulling on a condom, I wasn’t being presumptuous or anything I always carry condoms with me, I line myself up with her wet entrance and push it in by just an inch until the head pops inside. Christ she’s tight. I almost come on the spot. Fortunately I have better self-control than that.
 
    
 
        “Lucas,” she mumbles and clenches me. “More.”
 
        “Ok baby,” I say and claim her lips. I kiss her deeply and press in even more, my entire body shakes, my dick feels like it’s on fucking fire it’s that damn sensitive. So warm and wet, I need more. “Gonna fuck you now.”
 
        And then I slam home, she cries out, I think I’ve hurt her a little. I can tell by her sharp gasp but her body is showing signs of pleasure too, the way her insides are quivering and her eyes flutter and the heavy panting breaths that make her chest rise and fall dramatically. Christ she’s beautiful. I pull out slowly, torturously, wanting to take my time, wanting her to come again so I can watch every second of that intense explosion of pleasure pass over her face. Her hands wrap around my back and her nails bite into my skin as I slam into her again. 
 
        “Look at me,” I demand, wanting to see her eyes every second that I’m inside of her. “Please baby.” Her eyelids flutter open and soft browns focus on me. I smile at her and drive into her again. She moans and resists the urge to close her eyes, I’m resisting that same urge. I have to see this. “Fuck, Loryn.” I shudder and thrust in and out of her twice before pressing in deep and circling my hips.
 
        She sighs and clenches my dick as if trying to suck it deeper into her folds, I’m so close to losing it. It feels too good. Every nerve in my body is pulsing, shuddering, my entire body is quivering. I need release but I need to see her find hers first.
 
    
 
         It’s been too long since I had sex.
 
    
 
         I pick up the pace and raise myself onto my knees until I’m sitting back on my heels. Her arms stretch out to the sides, her head goes back as her hands clench the sheets. My eyes can see every inch of her body but what affects me the most is myself disappearing inside of her with each thrust and how deep I’m reaching. My hands grip the soft globes of her ass as I lift her, still driving into her. Releasing one of her perfect ass cheeks I thumb her clit. Her eyes close, her lower lip trembles and her breathing quickens in time with my own. 
 
        “Open. Your. Fucking. Eyes,” I demand with each thrust. 
 
        She looks straight at me, that burning intensifies. Fuck… fuck. And then she screams, and fuck me what a scream it is. It sends me over the edge, my entire body seems to clench, and I can’t hold it anymore. Mesmerized by every whimper and moan that escapes her I watch her face, I watch her eyes roll back in pleasure before I finally collapse on her and pump into her at a frenzied pace. My control completely shot.
 
        My dick throbs and my stomach tightens with my balls, my orgasm tears through me with an intensity I never knew possible, it doesn’t seem to be stopping. “Loryn,” I mumble and collapse in fatigue, I take deep gulps of air and try to calm my erratic heart. 
 
        Realizing I must be crushing her, I roll us over, not ready to leave her warm depths yet. My semi is still buried inside of her and I’m rather comfy so…
 
    
 
        “You ok?” I ask softly as my fingers trail up and down her back. She nods against my chest. “Have a nap. I’ll wake you up in ten.”
 
        “Why ten?” She rests her chin and arms on my chest and looks at me curiously, a little nervously.
 
        I give her a devilish grin, “So we can go again.”
 
        She giggles and collapses back onto me, “Ok. But make it twenty.”
 
        “I’ll wake you up in ten,” I repeat and cup her head so it stays on my chest. “Sleep.”
 
    
 
    
 
        I count every second, and with each second my dick hardens even more. As soon as ten minutes pass I roll her back over onto her back.
 
        “No, ten more minutes,” she mumbles sleepily. 
 
        “You’ll want to be awake for this babe,” I say and lift her up before pressing her against the cold wall. She squeals but her annoyance is soon lost when I start moving inside her again. Fuck yeah. 
 
    
 
    
 
        What time is it? Damn I’m tired. Twelve fifteen, still got time. Loryn is asleep beside me on her front, my leg and arm are thrown over her back, effectively trapping her to the bed. I climb out of bed and head to the bathroom. She stirs a little when I come back and wipe her down with a warm cloth but she doesn’t wake. At least, not until I sink back inside of her and lift her ass in the air. 
 
        “Again?” she asks sleepily but I can hear the excitement in her tone.
 
        “Again.” I confirm and what an again it is. 
 
    
 
    
 
        Shit, my alarm wakes me, time to head to school. I climb out of bed and get dressed. I’ll have to shower later, I like the fact I’m covered in Loryn. It gives me some sort of strange male satisfaction. 
 
        Sitting on the side of the bed I slowly stroke the length of her bare back. She buries her face into the pillow and grumbles. I kiss her shoulder and nibble on her ear. Fuck this woman is irresistible. You’d think I’d be empty by now… hell no. 
 
    
 
        “No, I’m sleeping. No more,” she grumbles with a little smile teasing her lips.
 
        I kiss her nose, “I have to go babe.”
 
        Her eyes spring open, “Where? Why?”
 
        “I’ve got to go do the usual school run.” I explain and roll her onto her back. She grunts and wraps her arms around my neck, trying to stop me in her feeble state, it’s cute. “I’ve seriously got to leave. I’ll call you ok?”
 
        Her eyes narrow a little in distrust, “Ok then. You’ll call me?” I wouldn’t be able to stay away even if I tried. I nod and kiss her lips. She slowly climbs out of bed, “I’ll lock up after you.”
 
        “Okay.” She follows me to the main door so I turn and pull her to me, giving her a deep kiss that will hopefully stay with her until I can see her next. “See you later.” With a little kiss on the end of her nose I leave, and I look back, at least ten times. The smile on my face is ridiculous. I’m a fucking embarrassment but hell I feel like I’m floating.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Don’t leave your apartment.
 
    
 
   Loryn: Yes almighty Lucas.
 
    
 
   Lucas: I prefer the name God but that will do… for now. ;)
 
    
 
   Loryn: Ugh… 
 
    
 
        I laugh and throw my phone on the console. This is going to be a good week. 
 
    
 
        “Helen,” I call and rush over to her as she stands with a large crowd of other waiting parents. “Hey.”
 
        “Oh, hi Lucas, how are you?”
 
        “I’m great,” I grin, I can’t help it. I’m still fucking smiling. “How are you?”
 
        “Really good thank you. That wine is divine. Wesley told me to ask you where you got it.”
 
        I shrug, “I’ll ask my brother. I know nothing of those sort of things. I think it’s from his wife’s, father’s collection.”
 
        “Oh, well then I’m honored to have had a drink.”
 
        The bell rings, students pile out and the parents scatter, Amelia runs over to me with a little pink note in her hand, “Guess what?”
 
        “What?” I ask and wave goodbye to Helen as we pass. She hands me the pink slip. According to this I’m invited to her assembly next week, she’s going to receive a certificate for paying attention in class and for good reading. “That’s awesome Amelia!” I swing her into my arms and kiss her cheeks. “I’m so proud of you.”
 
        “Can we get pizza?”
 
        “No, I have something so much better that a friend of mine made for us,” thoughts of the hotpot swim through my mind, I almost drool. “You’ll like it.”
 
    
 
        And like it she does. As soon as dinner is finished I give Amelia a bath and afterwards we read through her books together. Then I tuck her into bed and check my emails whilst relaxing on the sofa. My phone alerts me to a text. I smile when Loryn’s name flashes on the screen. And then frown when I read her message.
 
    
 
   Loryn: I just want you to know that I don’t expect anything from you now we’ve slept together. No hard feelings.
 
    
 
        Crazy bitch. I press the call button, she doesn’t answer. So I call her again, this time she disconnects the call. I call her again, still nothing. What the fuck is wrong with her now? 
 
    
 
   Lucas: What’s up babe? I was just about to call you x
 
    
 
        She doesn’t respond… fuck!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lucas: I swear down, if you don’t answer me right now I will come over there!
 
    
 
        She still doesn’t answer, although it is the middle of the night. One could say I’m being a little obsessive. Shit. Stupid ass women, what the hell goes through their minds? They seem to convince themselves of stupid shit that isn’t even there! 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Has Loryn texted you?
 
    
 
   Marie: No, why?
 
    
 
   Maya: It’s the middle of the night Lucas! Remind me to slap you when I see you!
 
    
 
   Summer: Sleeping… no messages… go away.
 
    
 
    
 
   Lucas: She’s pissing me off!
 
    
 
   Marie: Want me to call her? 
 
    
 
   Lucas: No! Just leave her, if she wants to be a bitch then let her.
 
    
 
   Marie: Want me to come watch the kid whilst you check on her?
 
    
 
   Lucas: No!
 
    
 
   Marie: I’m on my way! Get some snacks ready! 
 
    
 
        I rush around hastily pulling on clothes and grabbing food from the cupboards. Marie comes twenty minutes later, I answer the door, kiss her on the cheek and rush toward the elevator where I frantically press the button over and over again.
 
        “Thought you didn’t want to check on her,” she laughs. I flip her off which makes her cackle, I then dive into the elevator, exit the elevator when it hits ground and speed all the way to Loryn’s. 
 
    
 
        I bang on the door, I shout her name, and I call her cell over and over. Still no response. So I shout louder, throw pebbles at the upstairs window and call her again. The light finally turns on upstairs. I bounce on the spot, waiting for her to open the door. 
 
    
 
        The door opens, “What the hell Lucas?” I push past her, lock the door grab the female and slam her into the wall, gently of course. “What are you doing?”
 
        “What the hell Loryn? You don’t want this?” I ask and press my body to hers. “Tell me you don’t, tell me right now. But do not, send me a stupid ass text and then ignore me.”
 
        “Who’s got the kids?” she asks. I release her and run my hands through my hair.
 
        “Marie.”
 
        Her eyes narrow in suspicion, “What’s Marie doing at yours at this time?”
 
        “I’m fucking her…” I bite back with an eye roll. “What do you think? I asked, she came so I could check on you!”
 
        “I never asked you to!” she snaps back and shoves at my chest. I grab her wrists and hold them above her head with one hand. “What are you doing?”
 
        I smirk, “Reminding myself why I put up with your inner fucking bitch.” Her mouth drops open in insult. I use this moment to plunge my tongue into her mouth. She clamps her teeth down and bites, it’s not hard but it fucking hurts. “Fuck. Crazy bitch.”
 
        “Lucas,” she shrieks when I release the knot on her sweats and they fall to her feet. “Are you crazy?”
 
        I quirk an eyebrow and smirk, “Have you not figured that out yet?” I quickly unbutton my pants and push them down, her eyes go wide at the sight of my erection. “Wrap your arms around my neck.”
 
        She tugs her wrists free and bends down to pick up her trousers. “Go away!” 
 
        “You’re right babe,” I chuckle and flip her around as she’s bent over. She squeals and presses her hands against the wall, I use this moment to suit my member up with a rubber. “This position is much better.” I sink into her, all reason lost when I feel how fucking wet she is. Any reservations or concerns I just had, now gone completely. She cries out at the same time as I groan. 
 
    
 
    
 
        We’re laid in bed together, Loryn draped over my chest breathing softly. I feel her jaw move as she chews on her lip, her skin quivers as I tickle her back. “Your heart is beating really fast.” She announces into the silence.
 
        “I’m pretty sure I just fucked you in the store, on the stairs and in bed. I’ve pretty much done the sexual version of a fucking marathon. If it wasn’t beating fast I’d be concerned.”
 
        “I’m sorry about before. I just thought… it was late… you hadn’t called… I wanted to make it easier on you. You’ve been so nice, you don’t owe me anything.”
 
        I roll us over so she’s on her back, I gently move her hair from her face, “Loryn. Stop being such a fucking girl. If I wasn’t going to call you I wouldn’t have made such a big deal over the text and I wouldn’t be here now.”
 
        Indecision still remains in her eyes, I lean down and kiss her lips. She returns it and holds me tight. I roll us back over onto my back and pull the covers up to her shoulders. I’ve already spent too much time here, but I’m worried that if I leave, she’ll think I’m just using her for a quick fuck.
 
    
 
   Isn’t that what you are doing?
 
    
 
        Right now, I have no fucking idea what I’m doing. All I know is that right now, I don’t want to let her go. Not yet. So like the coward I am, I wait until she’s asleep and leave a note by her head, telling her I have to go home and I will call her. Then on the way home I text her, just in case.
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’ll pick you up tomorrow on my lunch break be ready at 12:15pm. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949375]Chapter Eleven
 
   Marie the Fucking Genius
 
    
 
        When I get home Marie is still awake, sat on the sofa, watching a movie with junk food spread out all around her. She looks up as I walk in and pats the clear spot next to her. I flop onto the sofa and sigh deeply.
 
        “Get it sorted?” she asks and turns the TV down.
 
        I nod.
 
        She smiles, it’s devious and wide, “You fucked her.”
 
        “Do you have to be so crass? I didn’t fuck her.”
 
        “So why’s your shirt on inside out?” I look down, shit… wait, no it’s not. “See only someone who has recently had sex has that panicked look on their face when asked that question!”
 
         I quirk a brow at her and flick a piece of popcorn at her face, “Or someone who’s worried they’ve been walking around all day with their shirt inside out.”
 
         She throws her head back and laughs, “Yeah. That too. I’m crashing here by the way, no point me going home now.”
 
        “Makes sense.” Pause. “Thanks for coming Marie.”
 
        She pats my thigh once, “No problem. So, you haven’t told her about Crystal and Annie yet have you?” How does she know that? “We went out with her last night remember. She thinks you’re separated.”
 
        My eyes bug out of my head, “What did you tell her?”
 
        “Maya saved your ass and knocked over a drink, Summer then changed the subject.” Marie shrugs but her eyes narrow in suspicion. “Why haven’t you told her?”
 
        “Because.”
 
        “Because what?”
 
        “I don’t want her to know yet,” I frown.
 
        She smiles and pats my thigh again, “Okay then.”
 
        “Wait… that’s it? That’s all you’re saying?” Why don’t I believe that? Oh yeah because this is Marie and Marie doesn’t just leave things.
 
        “Yeah, I get it. It’s early days.” Exactly. “Why should she know yet?”
 
        I breathe a sigh of relief and rub my eyes with my fists, “Thanks Marie, you can take my bed. I’ll have the sofa.”
 
        “Nah, I’m going to be up another hour watching this. Fetch me a blanket will you stud?” 
 
        I roll my eyes with a laugh and do as I’m told.
 
        When I enter the room with my arms full of blankets and pillows Marie hops up and helps me spread them out. “Right I’m going to bed.” I announce and stretch my arms above my head. “Goodnight.”
 
        And just when I reach my door I hear, “But Lucas.” I stop with my hand on my bedroom door handle. “When she does find out, she’ll wonder why you didn’t tell her. And most likely think you were just wanting to fuck her.” 
 
        “Why would she think that after all we’ve helped her with recently?”
 
        “Because she’s a woman and she’s insecure and she will think the worst. I could be wrong, but… I’m pretty sure I’m right.” Shit.
 
    
 
    
 
        Bouncing, who’s bouncing? “Amelia, stop bouncing,” I grumble and bury my head under the covers. Suddenly the covers are ripped back. I peek an eye open and see Marie on her knees beside me, her arms flailing whilst she bounces up and down. Each bounce putting at least two inches of air between her and the mattress. “What are you doing?”
 
        “I’m a genius, I’m a fucking genius,” Marie squeals and dives on me. I cry out when we roll straight off the bed and onto the floor. Ouch. “You wanna know why I’m a god damn genius?” Right now? How is she not fazed by the fall, she’s sat right on my stomach, her hands on my chest, a huge grin on her face. Crazy bitch. “I need your girlfriend now! NOW! Seriously, I’m a fucking genius!”
 
        “What are you talking about?” I grunt and try to sit up but she pins me back down with firm hands on my shoulders.
 
        “Get up, let’s get Amelia to school! Come on!” What time is it? “She’s ready, I got her ready, and she’s had breakfast! Come on Lucas!”
 
    
 
        I shove her off me and slap her hard on the ass which makes her giggle and roll around like a crazy person. “My, my, Maya was right. Look at all those muscles.”
 
        I toss the blanket over her which only makes her laugh harder. Time to get ready. 
 
    
 
        I step into the shower and shut the frosted glass door behind me, I’m in here for all of five minutes when the bathroom door opens. “Hurry up! Using a toothbrush!”
 
        “Marie!” I chastise and cover myself, even though I know she can’t see anything. “Ever heard of privacy?”
 
        “Have you ever heard of Marie the fucking genius?” Can’t say I have. “Hurry up big boy…. And I don’t say that term loosely.”
 
        “You’re a pervert.”
 
        “Nom,” she says and begins brushing her teeth. 
 
    
 
        Not too long later, in the car, “Are you going to tell me this master plan of yours?”
 
        “Marie is a genius,” Amelia responds and Marie nods frantically. I sigh and continue driving. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “You really want to know why I’m a genius don’t you.” Marie teases for the millionth time since leaving Amelia at school. “You really wanna know why I need your girlfriend.” 
 
        “She’s not my girlfriend.”
 
        “Whatever, come on.”
 
        “You do realize I’m supposed to be at work,” I sigh and check my watch, it’s nine fifteen. “Shit.” I’m late.
 
         She waves me off, “I called Maya whilst you were sorting out Amelia. She’s fine with it.”
 
        “She’s not my boss, James is.”
 
        She raises a brow and gives me a look that says, ‘are you stupid?’ “Let’s pretend you didn’t just say that.” Gray. “Are we nearly there yet?”
 
        Groan.
 
    
 
        “LORYN!” Marie shouts and insistently bangs on the door and shutters. Christ.
 
    
 
        I call Loryn again and look up to the top window. I see the curtains twitch, I wave at the tired looking female who smiles at me as if I’m the greatest thing in the world, I expect that look to be wiped away when she realizes Marie is here. She holds up her finger as if to say ‘one minute’.
 
    
 
        Marie bursts through the door, her hands gripping a scared looking Loryn by the shoulders. “I’m a fucking genius!” 
 
        Loryn looks at me before looking back at the bouncing female, “And why’s that?”
 
        “See all this space?” Marie motions to the large empty store with her arms spread wide, she turns a few times. “I have a plan, a brilliant plan!”
 
        “Go on,” Loryn laughs suddenly sharing the bouncing female’s excitement. 
 
    
 
        I sit on the window ledge whilst Marie starts drawing on the white wall in pencil. 
 
        “I want to turn this half of the store into a studio, add a wall here, a small room here for dressing rooms. Take out the kitchen and extend this half into a hair and beauty salon. We could do family shoots, couple shoots, sexy shoots, they can get their hair and makeup done and then come straight through to me. Or it can work as one or the other!” That is actually a really good idea. 
 
        “And how will we get the money for such a venture?” Loryn doesn’t look convinced. “I’m only getting seven and a half grand from my insurance company.” Shit.
 
        “Already figured that part out,” Marie grins and winks at me. “Maya, her company makes makeup and shit. We could ask her for a loan to do up the store and ask her for her products. This could really work.” Considering Marie has never asked Maya for anything I can really see how serious she is about this. She hates asking for money, in fact, I don’t think she ever has asked for money. Maya would easily go for this. “I’ve already got really decent camera equipment, all we’d need is to add some furniture, props, a bed and shit, to the studio area. It would rock. This area can be a full hair and beauty salon. You could turn the apartment upstairs into private rooms for waxing. The possibilities are endless.”
 
        I shut off for the rest, I fetch breakfast whilst the girls squeal and go over ideas and such. Loryn seems to be all for it, if it’s making her happy, I’m all for it too. They are in the middle of their scheming when suddenly Loryn’s hands fly to her mouth.
 
    
 
        “I can’t, not until…” she shakes her head and says one word. “Dana.”
 
        “We can, we’ll install some CCTV, inside and outside, keep it safe,” Marie says and throws her arms around Loryn’s shoulders. “We’ll track Dana down and get this sorted. It’ll take ages to get the building up to scratch, you’ll need sinks, shelves, the wall putting in, special lighting, air con, the list is ridiculously long. By the time anything even begins we could have this shit with Dana sorted.”
 
    
 
        Loryn looks at me, “What do you think Lucas?”
 
        I tug on her braid, “I think it’s a great idea. Marie is right. This Dana shit will be sorted by then.” I’ll make sure of it.
 
        She looks between us both, “You really think this would work? Why would anybody come to this part of town though?”
 
        That’s when I chip in with my sarcasm, “It’s a shame we don’t know any good looking movie stars to get the ball rolling when renovations are done.”
 
        Marie screams and jumps and pulls out her phone, “JACOB STONE!” Poor man. 
 
    
 
        “I’m going to work guys,” I say to them both. “You can handle it from here right?”
 
        Marie nods and steps outside, she’s still on the phone to Jacob. I walk over to Loryn and cup her face in my hands, she smiles when I suck her lower into my mouth. 
 
        “Don’t go,” she whispers and bites on my top lip. I wrap my arms around her waist and bury my face in her neck. “Still coming back for lunch?”
 
        “Babe, it’s almost eleven. I’m late. I won’t get a lunch,” I inhale the sweet scent of cherries as I bury my face in her warm neck and cup her ass with my hands. She sighs and moves her arms to around my neck. “Unless you want to go upstairs. I have ten minutes.”
 
         “I think we’ve proven you need a lot longer than ten minutes.”
 
        “I could make an exception, this once,” I press my lips to hers again and smile wickedly. 
 
        She glances at the door, “Marie is right there.”
 
         I press my hips into hers, my cock instantly hardens, she groans at the same time as me. “I really don’t give a damn.” 
 
         Suddenly I’m yanked back by my collar and being pushed towards the door, “Girls need girl time. You go do man shit.” And the door is slammed on my face. I flip Marie the bird through the window and climb into my car. Women.
 
    
 
    
 
        James is waiting for me in his office, he smiles briefly with a nod when I walk in and continues with his phone call. Once he hangs up, he looks at me. I’m currently sitting on the large sofa facing the huge floor to ceiling window. 
 
        “You’re late and Maya’s vanished with Marie and this Loryn character. I’m wondering if this is linked seeing as my dear wife didn’t say anything other than, ‘Marie is a fucking genius.’” He loosens his tie. “What’s going on?”
 
        I shrug, “Honestly… it’s a long ass story. What’s on the agenda for us today?”
 
        “I happen to have been in contact with an old professor of mine, who is now retired, he has agreed to teach you.” Teach me what? “The business side of things. I don’t have time and this man is a genius. You start classes in two months or so. Until then, I’m unsure where to put you.”
 
        “I’m happy being errand boy. Besides, I have a feeling I have a new project about to come my way.”
 
        “Go on.”
 
        So I tell him about Marie’s ‘fucking’ genius plan, and how I’ll probably get roped into overseeing the renovation side of things. Not that I mind. 
 
        “And you say Maya is putting money into this?”
 
        I shrug, “I assume so.”
 
        “Oh thank god, that means she’ll be gone more,” say what? I watch him run his hands through his hair. “She’s driving me fucking crazy.”
 
        “What’s she done now?”
 
        “That’s the problem, she’s being sweet, kind, attentive and giving me those looks again. You know?” Not really. “The ones where there’s that twinkle of mischief in her eyes that says, ‘I’m going to hurt you.’” He hits his head on the desk. “Why did I fucking retaliate with barbecue sauce in her shampoo bottle?”
 
         I burst out laughing, “That must have been fun to watch.”
 
         He cringes, “She used the shampoo on our daughter first. Evelyn still stinks of barbecue sauce and it’s been a week.”
 
        “What did Maya do?” Poor Evelyn, I can’t help but laugh though. That’s funny shit.
 
        He shrugs, “Nothing, she just laughed it off, patted me on the cheek and said, ‘nice try.’”
 
        “Yeah, she’s going to get you good dude.” And I can’t wait to see it.
 
    
 
    
 
        We work in silence, well, he works I just respond to emails and such that don’t contain big words for him. Man, I miss my hammer and saw. James is extremely focused, how are we related? We are nothing alike in the smarts department. It’s just odd, he’s focused, intelligent, determined and strong willed in the business area, yet completely smitten with his wife and kid to the point where she walks all over him. Fortunately she doesn’t take him for granted and she’s as equally smitten with him, just less intense about it.
 
    
 
        I’m not book smart, although I’m certainly not stupid. And I am no push over, especially not with a woman. Crystal used to try and walk all over me, she would fuck around with me. I never stood for it, I have never in my life let anyone push me around or make me out to be some kind of pussy. But I did grow up moving from home to home, and some of them homes like to use you as their personal cleaner. I remember more often than not I said, I’ll do my share of the work, I’ll tidy up my own shit and I’ll keep my room clean, I’ll also help with the dishes and laundry if needed… but every single day? Not a fucking chance. I still think that’s fair though. They should have been looking after me, not the other way around.
 
    
 
        When the day has ended I’ve done nothing but give people tours of the building, lead people to the correct conference rooms, oversee a couple of deliveries of stationary equipment with the company’s name on them. Oh, I also got coffee at least twenty times for myself, Margie who is Maya’s Personal Assistant and Carlos who is James’ Personal Assistant and twiddled my thumbs for a while.
 
    
 
        “You can leave now,” James says. I’ve only been here four hours. “Go. It’s fine.”
 
        “You sure?”
 
        “Yeah, no problem. I’m out with the guys on Saturday night. You coming?”
 
        I shrug, “May as well.”
 
        “Good, I’ll tell mom to prepare for the kids.”
 
       His mom Sylvia, she’s awesome. Seriously. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
       I pick up Amelia from school, she asks constantly about Marie’s genius idea. So I tell her she’s going to start taking pretty photos of people. This seems to quench her thirst for information luckily. We get home, and just like any other night, I play with her, feed her, cuddle her, and read to her before bed. Now it’s my relax time. 
 
       I check my phone first. No messages. Huh, not sure if I like that.
 
    
 
   Lucas: What are you doing?
 
    
 
   I wait, and wait, and wait… and wait. Before finally, after half an hour of checking my phone every two minutes my phone alerts me to a message. 
 
    
 
   Loryn: Nothing much, Marie just left with Maya. You?
 
    
 
   Lucas: Nothing much.
 
    
 
   Loryn: Have you got the kids?
 
    
 
        Every single time she refers to the fact I have more than one child makes me wince. I play it safe.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Yeah. So I can’t come see you :( 
 
    
 
   Loryn: Want me to come to you? Xoxox
 
    
 
   Fuck, what do I say now?
 
    
 
   Lucas: Not tonight. Come stay Saturday night? I’m out with the boys.
 
    
 
   Loryn: You want me to wait at your home, whilst you go out?
 
    
 
        That sounded so much better in my head. Before I can respond another message comes through.
 
    
 
   Loryn: We can meet up. I’m going out with Maya, Marie and Summer.
 
    
 
   Lucas: I really don’t like the idea of you going out. Especially with everything so fucked up right now.
 
    
 
   Loryn: Do you have to swear all the time? I’m going out… you’re not my keeper.
 
    
 
        I don’t respond, I’m unsure how to respond. She really hates swearing… that’s not what I’m ignoring though, I’m ignoring the fact she’s suddenly bonded with my friends and family which is going to make this really awkward when we end this. The idea for the store is great, I’m happy for her, I just… hell. I don’t know what the fuck is going on in my head right now. There are no fucking answers. I’m also ignoring the fact she’s adamant that she’s going out. I really, really need to find Dana.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Call me if you get this. It’s important.
 
    
 
        As expected, Dana doesn’t reply. She doesn’t reply for the next few days which only makes my attitude towards Loryn going out even worse.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949376]Chapter Twelve
 
   Losing it Lucas
 
    
 
        We hit a club, Kyle and Jeremy already on the hunt for females. James and I are sitting in a booth drinking expensive whiskey and watching the others dance. Why are we here again? 
 
        “Dude, when you said guys’ night I thought you meant beer, pizza, and football or maybe pool or some shit like that, why are we here?” I glance around at the buzz of women and males acting like fucking idiots. “This is shit.”
 
        “I’m only here to keep an eye on Maya,” he says with a slight smile. 
 
        “What a way to show her you trust her.”
 
        He rolls his eyes, “I’m looking out for her. Men are too grabby nowadays.”
 
        “And how do you know she’s going to be here?” 
 
        He shakes his phone, I see a little green dot on a map blinking every second, “GPS on her phone. She’s inside already.”
 
        “Does she know?” I laugh once in disbelief.
 
        He nods, “Yeah, it was her idea, just in case anything were to happen.” Makes sense. “I can see you thinking.” He can see me thinking? That’s great logic.
 
        “I’m wondering if that sort of thing is available where Loryn’s concerned. It’s a good idea with the hell she’s been through.”
 
        “Ah, you like her,” he laughs and slaps me on the back. I roll my eyes and take a sip of my whiskey with a satisfied gasp afterwards. “She’s gorgeous.” Say what? I follow his eyes and see Maya on the dance floor with Loryn and Marie. Summer is probably at the bar. “Fuck… I’m going over there.” I grab his arm and shake my head. I doubt Maya will be happy at him being here.
 
        My entire body is tingling, what the fuck is Loryn wearing? So tight, and revealing… shit.
 
        “Your wife is a bad fucking influence on her.”
 
        “Yep.”
 
    
 
        As if our being in the same room suddenly forms a connection between us Loryn turns, revealing the front of her dress that shows more than I feel comfortable with. I gulp, raise my glass and give her a look that says, ‘I’m watching’. What shocks me even more is the fact she comes over with a huge smile on her face. 
 
        And then walks straight past me, she hasn’t even fucking seen me, that smile wasn’t for me. I turn, James turns. We watch as Loryn rushes into the arms of a waiting male. My vision goes red when they wrap their arms around each other.
 
        “Calm it dude, you don’t know anything yet. I made this mistake once with Maya. Just wait.” So I wait.
 
        They hug for a long fucking time, then Loryn reaches up with her hand and cups the side of his face, he’s about the same size as Loryn in heels. I wouldn’t say he was ugly but he’s hardly great looking. Why do I even care? Because I don’t share… yeah. That’s it.
 
        I watch them talk in the corner for a few minutes, then she leans up, kisses his cheek, grabs his hand and pulls him onto the dance floor. James beckons the others back to the booth where we sit and watch. They already have their females and are currently sucking face. I’m sat with my brother watching the woman whose bed I’ve shared more than once start to dance with this asshole after introducing him to the girls. I clearly see indecision come off Marie when she meets him, thank you Marie. She doesn’t like him… you can tell by the way she keeps watching him and Loryn together. Who the fuck is this prick and what the fuck is going on?
 
        Two more guys join the group, clearly that ass holes friends. I watch as one of them throws his arm around Loryn’s neck and leans in to whisper in her ear. She throws her head back and laughs. Then she turns to Maya and Marie, they exchange a few words. Maya shakes her head, Marie shakes her head and glares openly, Summer then comes over from wherever the fuck she’s been, oblivious to the tension and hops straight into the middle, declaring the need to dance by the look of it. Man, that woman is expressive with her arms. She looks like she’s trying to land a god damn airplane or something.
 
    
 
        I pull out my phone.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Where are you?
 
    
 
        I watch as Loryn pulls her phone from her purse, looks at it, presses something and puts it back in her bag. What the fuck? 
 
    
 
        “I’m going over there,” I announce and practically shove Kyle out of the way. His new girlfriend for the night doesn’t look impressed. James follows me, we try to be sneaky. Unfortunately Maya sees James with a beaming smile announces, “BABY!” before launching her drunken self on her man, and attaching her lips to his. 
 
        I watch Loryn tense and slowly unwind herself from male number two. She turns to face me, wide eyed and gulps, “Lucas. What are you doing here?”
 
        “I was about to ask you the same question.” I glance at the three guys who seem to be watching our exchange with amusement. 
 
        She points to them and says their names like I actually give a fuck, “We used to work together. A couple of years back. They’re part of the backstage crew sort of.”
 
        Male number one who she disappeared to the corner with holds up his hand, “I’m in graphic design. These guys do all the tech shit like set up the scenery.” He holds out his hand. “Nice to meet you man.” I take his hand briefly and slide my arm around Loryn’s waist. Not possessive at all. Just so you know.
 
    
 
        “What are you doing?” Loryn hisses in my ear when I tug her body against mine. “You’re embarrassing me.” 
 
        I squeeze her tighter and slam my lips against hers, not giving a shit who’s watching.
 
        She doesn’t return the kiss, not even a little. She does push me away though, “Lucas!” she wipes her mouth on her arm and I notice an awkward silence has fallen over our group. 
 
        “What?”
 
        “Would you stop?” she hisses and shoots an embarrassed smile to everyone. They don’t seem to notice, apart from male number one, who is openly glaring at me without giving a shit who sees. 
 
        “This is Lucas,” Loryn finishes her introduction. “He’s my…”
 
        “Boyfriend, I’m her boyfriend,” I snap, why the fuck did I say that?
 
        “He is not my boyfriend.”
 
        “Yes I am.”
 
        “No you’re not,” everyone seems to fall into an even more uncomfortable silence than before. If that’s even possible. 
 
        “Fine then,” I look at the men. “We’re just fucking.”
 
        Marie face palms, Maya starts laughing against James who is pretending to look at something in the other direction and Loryn pulls away from me.
 
        “That’s it,” she snaps and prods me in the chest. “I’m leaving.”
 
        “What did I do now?” 
 
        “What is this? Acting… like a damn caveman. It’s embarrassing, and to… to blurt out my private life like that. Treating me like I belong to you.”
 
        I give her a flirtatious grin, “Well you do. I don’t share Loryn.”
 
        She throws her hands up, “Don’t follow me.”     
 
    
 
        “I’ll see you out,” male number one states and glares at me even more. What the fuck did I do? 
 
        “I don’t think so,” I say but James puts his hand on my shoulder. Marie steps forward, “I’ll take her. I’m the DD tonight.” I thank her with my eyes and watch her lead an extremely pissed off Loryn away.
 
        “That went well,” Maya says in a singsong voice. The two guys who were with male number one also fuck off thank god. “Maybe you should go after her.”
 
        “That was pretty shit of you Lucas,” Summer says and pats me on the cheek. “Let her cool down.”
 
        James pulls Maya to him and kisses her temple, “I’d go after Maya.” Because you’re pussy whipped. Fuck that. All I did was… okay, so maybe I claimed her like a damn caveman but I have every right. 
 
        “I’m leaving,” I say because I’m really not enjoying this night anymore. 
 
        “Where?”
 
        “Home.” And home I go after saying my goodbyes. 
 
    
 
   Marie: She’s home, she’s safe. She’s pissed.
 
    
 
   Lucas: She’ll get over it.
 
    
 
   Marie: Are you coming?
 
    
 
   Lucas: Nope. Already in bed. Thanks for sorting her.
 
    
 
   Marie: Now you’re being an ass.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Goodnight Marie.
 
    
 
    
 
        I try and get in touch with Dana repeatedly over the next few days, I get zero response. Amelia got her certificate in class on Monday, which was awesome, Sylvia came with me. We were both very proud. Not much has happened. I haven’t called Loryn and unfortunately she hasn’t called me. I mean… fortunately she hasn’t called me. We’re clearly not each other’s type. If you’re wondering how I came to this conclusion it’s pretty obvious. For a start, I should be able to kiss my girl whenever I want, whether it’s out of jealousy, to claim her or just because I fucking want to.
 
        Apparently I’m the bad guy and acted all cave man. Whatever. 
 
    
 
        Yet every single time I think of her my dick twitches. Especially when Maya and Marie have brought her up, apparently work starts on the store in a few days. So they’re constantly meeting and chatting and telling me about it. Apparently Loryn asked about me, this gave me a real surge of male pride. I must be memorable. 
 
    
 
        It’s not until Saturday, exactly seven days since our fall out that I finally get a message.
 
    
 
   Loryn: OK, I get the message. You don't want to be with me anymore but I hope we can remain friends as I'll probably be seeing more of you due to my partnership with Marie.
 
    
 
        What do I say to that? Just agree Lucas! That’s the plan right? That’s what all of this has been about? Cutting off from her? I don’t even understand the attraction, she’s different to Crystal, like totally different. Damn I miss my wife. But when I’m with Loryn… she’s not in my head, Crystal I mean. She lingers in the background. Not in a bad way… gah. I’m explaining this all fucking wrong. I love Crystal, I’d give anything to have her back but constantly thinking about her isn’t going to help. Loryn helps with that, my attraction for Loryn seems to overtake those thoughts. You know what I mean? 
 
    
 
   My thumb hovers over the on screen keyboard. Ready to type out a message that I have in my head. Just do it Lucas. All of this over some girl you’ve fucked a few times. You’re losing it Lucas. Come on.
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’m here if you need anything.
 
    
 
        Send… shit. Why did I put that? Fuck. 
 
    
 
        I’m hungry. I’m going to eat a damn burger and not think about Loryn. That was a real asshole message to send to her. What the fuck is wrong with me? I could have called, I could have spoken to her face like a man… but then I would have had to see my rejection on her face. That would suck. I hate myself right now.
 
    
 
   There is one thing I can say, Loryn, when I had her to focus on, when she was in my arms. Everything felt okay.
 
    
 
   Marie: Construction starts on Loryn’s store tomorrow, properly. I thought you might want to oversee it.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Maybe. 
 
    
 
   Marie: Sigh… 
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’ll be there
 
    
 
        I don’t trust those ass holes to do it properly, whoever it is they’ve hired. This has nothing to do with Loryn. She’s a friend to Maya and Marie now, I guess I’ll have to tolerate being around her. I just wish she wasn’t so fucking attractive.
 
    
 
    
 
        I dropped Amelia off with Summer who would rather babysit than get all dusty apparently. Now I’m out of my car, and pushing open the door to the store. So much for replacing the window. They’ve already taken that out.
 
        I catch sight of Marie stood with Loryn in the corner, five guys rush back and forth, preparing their areas before beginning. Marie moves out of the way, I smile a little when I see Loryn. She’s in coveralls and has a hardhat on her head. The only one in here wearing one. Should I even ask what that’s about? 
 
    
 
        “Hey,” I say and tap her on her hat. She’s only just noticing me now. “What’s with the hat?”
 
        She shrugs, “Just wanted to wear one.”
 
        Marie hands me a can of soda and rushes over to the men to no doubt bother them whilst they work. Not that they mind. 
 
        “How are you?” Loryn asks, she chews on her lower lip. 
 
        I shrug and catch a guy out of the corner of my eye, about to take a mallet to the wrong wall. Shit. “I’m good.” Fortunately the guy double checks, shakes his head at himself and goes back to their plans. Good fucking job too.
 
    
 
        Click, click.
 
        “Lucas?” Loryn snaps, I look back at her. “I asked what you’re doing here.”
 
        I motion to the mess of a store, “Overseeing this.” I don’t meet her eyes for fear of losing it where my lust is concerned. It’s bad enough being able to see her at all. “I’m gonna get stuck in.”
 
        She startles a little and frowns, “Oh right… yeah. Umm… Me too.”
 
        “Why don’t you go sit down upstairs, it’s going to get messy and dusty. Don’t want you getting sick. Plus there should be someone in soon to plan out the air con.”
 
        Loryn knocks a bit of dust from her jacket and shrugs, “Yeah. Sounds like a good idea.” Her face becomes indifferent. “I’ll be seeing you then.”
 
    
 
        I can’t be affecting her that much… can I? Why does her cool indifference make me want to kiss her, claim her? Show her exactly what she’s missing? “I want this done properly and as quickly as possible.” My fingers find hers but she pulls her hand away from my grasp. “Now go. Let me do man stuff.” She doesn’t even smile at my joke before walking away. 
 
    
 
    
 
        By the end of the day, not much gets done but that’s to be expected. Today was mostly the preparation of the actual renovation. Now everyone knows what they’re doing I can let them get on with it, I’ll just pop in every day. 
 
    
 
        I leave and pick up my daughter. Without saying bye. I really am an asshole.
 
    
 
    
 
   Maya: Dinner at ours this Thursday. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’ll be there.
 
    
 
        One hour later
 
    
 
   Loryn: Wow...I don't even get a goodbye? Screw you Lucas
 
    
 
   Lucas: I was late to pick up my daughter.
 
    
 
        Yep. I’m definitely an asshole.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949377]Chapter Thirteen
 
   The Green Eyed Monster
 
    
 
    
 
        “Auntie Maya!” Amelia squeals as usual when we enter James and Maya’s home. She runs straight to her aunt and hugs her tight. “Me and daddy went to the park today.”
 
        “You did?” Maya grins and kisses me on the cheek. “Loryn’s here.” What?
 
        And then she’s gone, I guess I’ll see myself in. I head through to the room and sit straight on the sofa by James. Where’s Loryn? I hear her laugh come from the kitchen, great. Just great.
 
         She comes into the room about five minutes later, smiles at me like I’m nothing more than a friend and my head hasn’t been between her legs. What’s worse is she is followed by male number one. My blood is fucking boiling. So… she’s dating already. She catches my eyes before sitting at the end of the sofa. Dickhead sits beside her, effectively creating a barrier between myself and her. 
 
        “Hey y’all,” Marie says and walks from the kitchen next. She takes the seat between myself and dickhead. “Hey Lucas. You’ve met Gary right?” Gary? Oh, she means dickhead.
 
        “Yup,” I grumble and snatch a beer from James. He puts a game on. I’m not following it, I’m listening to dickhead reminisce with Loryn. “Is dinner ready yet?” Shit… Amelia… Loryn… Shit.
 
    
 
        Amelia comes running through with two drinks in her hand, she gives them to Loryn and Dickhead. “Daddy, Loryn said she’s going to do my hair.”
 
        “That’s great sweetie,” I say softly and pull her onto my lap. 
 
        “She’s going to do pretty braids and make me look like a princess,” Amelia grins excitedly. “Aren’t you Loryn?”
 
        “If that’s ok with daddy,” Loryn responds weakly. I shrug, I don’t even look at her. This is stupid. So fucking stupid. “Where’s your other little girl?” The room seems to go silent. Everyone seems to stop breathing. “Bring her along too.”
 
        I nod, “Thanks Loryn.” Fuck. 
 
        “I’ll be right back,” she says and stands. I watch her walk to the bathroom and enter. Everyone gets tied up in their conversations. I sulk. Yes, I actually fucking sulk.
 
    
 
        “What’s wrong with you?” Maya hisses as I help her set the dinner table. “You’re acting like a dick.”
 
        “Me?” I scoff. “Why’d you invite her?”
 
        “Why not?”
 
        I narrow my eyes, “You could have fucking told me first.” I snatch a plate from her hands and place it on the table. Lowering my voice I add, “You know exactly what you’re doing.”
 
        “Stop being such an idiot,” she whispers back and rolls her eyes. “If you like her so much, enough to have this reaction then don’t you think you are being an idiot? She likes you. You’ve been the asshole not her.”
 
        “It’d be nice to be able to come to a family dinner without being set up.” I snarl back and slam the plate on the table. “Next time tell me if she’s here and I won’t come.” 
 
        “What’s the big deal Lucas? Scared she’s going to actually touch your heart?” 
 
        “Don’t be ridiculous, she was just sex. That’s it. Nothing more.”
 
        “You’re an ass.” She looks at me in disgust.
 
        “It’s not like she didn’t get anything out of it. She got some great friends and a new store. I’m not the bad guy here.”
 
        Maya laughs angrily and flips me off, “You’re an idiot Lucas. I’ll invite who I want.”
 
        “Well then, maybe next time I’ll invite Paul and not tell you or James.”
 
        “That’s completely different and you know it!” she practically shouts. Why am I arguing with Maya? Christ I’m in a foul mood. 
 
        “What’s so different? I was fucking her for fun, you were fucking him for fun. Same thing, mine just didn’t last as long.” I watch Maya’s eyes go wide.
 
        “She’s stood right behind me isn’t she?” I mutter, my body tenses. Maya shakes her head but it’s not aimed at me. I turn slowly and splash. 
 
        Red fucking wine hits me straight in the face, no doubt ruining my crisp white shirt. I definitely deserve that. After quickly using my fingers to drag the wine from my eyes I look at Loryn, she looks… hurt. I really don’t like this look on her face. Shit. I am most definitely, one hundred percent, an asshole. 
 
    
 
        “Come on,” Gary says and puts his arm around her shoulders. “I’m going to take her home.”
 
        Maya nods and leads them to the door. I fucked up. Really fucking badly. Shit, fuck, shit, fuck and shit. 
 
        “Well, that was interesting,” Marie says and runs her finger down my cheek before sucking it into her mouth. “Tasty.” With an eye roll I turn away from her. “Come on. Let’s go to yours and have a drink.”
 
        I nod, figuring Maya wouldn’t want me here right now anyway.
 
        “Leave Amelia,” Maya practically spits at me. “Go cheer the fuck up. I really, really don’t like you at the moment.”
 
        That hurts more than it should, Maya has never been angry at me before. “Maya…”
 
        “Save it Lucas,” she snaps and holds her hand up. “Go.”
 
        I turn to James who just shrugs, “I’m thinking chocolates and flowers are in order.”
 
    
 
        I’ve succeeded in pissing off almost my entire family. This just sucks. They’re right though. I have been in a foul mood. After five minutes with Amelia I leave her with her aunt and uncle and set off with Marie.
 
    
 
   Step one: Get this fucking female out of my mind.
 
    
 
    
 
        We go straight to mine, Marie automatically pulls out a bottle of Vodka. We drink it straight.
 
    
 
        “Do you think it’s sad that my closest friend is a girl?” I ask, effectively breaking the silence. 
 
        Marie looks at me curiously, “Who? Maya?” She’s so dense sometimes.
 
        “I’m talking about you.”
 
        “I don’t think that’s bad. We have a mutual understanding, you don’t judge me. I don’t judge anybody. Simples.” 
 
        This is true. I sigh, Loryn flitting through my mind, my daughter flitting through my mind.
 
        “You want me to be honest?”
 
        “Not really,” I snort and down my tumbler of Vodka, coughing a little when it burns.
 
        “You’re an idiot and she’s an idiot.” Here we go. “You want her to chase you, she wants you to chase her. You’re jealous as fuck, sexually frustrated and I think you can see a future with her and that’s why you’ve suddenly become pissy. It’s also the reason you don’t want to tell her about Crystal and Annie. Because you feel like if you tell her… you’ll be asking her to replace them. Plus, relationships come with restrictions, marriage, babies… how can you have another kid after what happened to Annie? How can you get remarried after Crystal? So what do you do… rather than let yourself be happy, you run and hope she can convince you to come back.”
 
        I laugh out loud, “That’s such bullshit.”
 
        “Really?”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        “Explain.”
 
        “Loryn isn’t my type, it’s nothing but an extreme sexual attraction. How can anybody get all of that information in their head from just a couple of weeks of knowing a person?”
 
        Marie shrugs, “That’s what happened to James and Maya.” What? “Hasn’t he told you how he and Maya met?” I shake my head. “She was sixteen, he was nineteen. He ignored her completely for three years, he knew she fancied him but knew nothing could come of it. He never thought she’d end up the way she did. She left for Europe and came back a different person.” I make her stop.
 
        “If James wants to tell me he can tell me.”
 
        “Whatever. You should ask him though. It’s horribly romantic.” She starts giggling. “Christ that sounds odd coming from me. Romance… I don’t know the meaning of the word.”
 
        Should I ask? “Why are you the way you… umm… are… with men?” 
 
        “Why do I act like a whore?” she looks up at the ceiling in thought. “I enjoy sex. I don’t enjoy sex with the same person more than a few times. I lose that spark, you know the shivers you get when someone new touches your skin.” I nod. “After a few times the sparks die and I get bored. This is my way of enjoying myself.” I don’t believe her but I leave it at that. 
 
    
 
        “So, are you going to call her and apologize?”
 
        “For telling the truth?” I respond. 
 
        “You’re really adamant that you don’t like her as more than a good lay?” 
 
        I shrug, it’s the truth isn’t it? Just good sex.
 
        She gets a wicked glint in her eye, “Prove it.” What? “If that’s true then prove it.”
 
       “How?” Do I want to know?
 
       “If it’s true, that she’s nothing but sex then you’ll be able to have sex…” pause, her smile deepens. “With me.” Oh hell. “Without any backlash on your feelings.”
 
        I jump up from the floor as if burned, “I can’t sleep with you! Are you crazy? You’re like family or something…”
 
        “Stop being an idiot, I’m female, we’re friends… what is one time going to hurt?” the way she explains it… no… no. Not happening. I’m not sleeping with Marie. That’s just weird. “It’ll be no strings attached. Nobody will ever have to know.”
 
        “Marie,” I say and take a step back. “I don’t think of you like that.”
 
        “I don’t with you either…” she snorts. “Unless you think I’m totally hideous.”
 
        I frown, “You know you’re gorgeous… it’s just weird.” 
 
        “You like Loryn,” she chants over and over. Stupid female. “You like…” I grab her shoulders and press my lips against hers. Wow, this is weird. I feel… nothing. Although my dick doesn’t seem to agree, it’s certainly working itself up. 
 
    
 
        Her tongue seeks entrance against my lips, I open and push my own against hers. The way she’s leading me shows she likes to be in control. I don’t think so. I grab the back of her head and lower us to the sofa. She hums and starts laughing when I kiss her neck. This is so wrong, but I’m right, I know I’m right.
 
    
 
        “Tickles,” she giggles as I move down her collar bone. She pulls my shirt over my head, I let her and watch her eyes scan over my chest and abs. A lazy smile forms on her face, “Nice.” And her lips are back on mine. “Bedroom. More rolling space.” I can’t believe I’m doing this. 
 
    
 
   I must be crazy, why am I doing this? What is wrong with me? 
 
    
 
        Right. I lift her up, her legs around my hips and take her to my room before throwing her on my bed. It’s like I’m experiencing an out of body experience. Nothing about this is right. I’m not giving in though, I don’t feel guilty. I don’t, I won’t, and I can’t. I’m a single man enjoying sex with an attractive female. 
 
    
 
        Then those fucking brown eyes swim through my mind… Loryn. Shit. No, I can’t do this, my dick finally listens and instantly loses its power. Christ. What am I doing? 
 
        I start to pull away when…     “Jesus Lucas!” Marie says and starts giggling. “You’re almost better at kissing than Jacob!”
 
        Oh my god. I laugh, and collapse on top of Marie. She releases her hold on my neck and starts laughing with me. “I can’t believe you’ve kissed Jacob!”
 
        “Shut up, it was a moment of weakness,” she sighs and rubs her eyes. “I’ll be honest… I haven’t slept with anyone since him.” 
 
        “You’ve fucked him?” I practically squeak. How did we not see this happening? They’ve always seemed so indifferent of each other.
 
        “I’m really digging myself a deeper grave here huh?”
 
    
 
        I narrow my eyes and lean on my elbows, remembering what she said a moment ago about not screwing anyone since Jacob. “You said you were with that married guy.”
 
        She shakes her head, “We never fucked, just attempted to fool around. He’s ruined me for all other men. I’m pathetic.” I’m assuming she means Jacob has.
 
        My mouth drops open, “You’re kidding?”
 
        “Nope. That’s why I really need you to do this.” I immediately jump off her and step away from the bed. Not a chance, even if I wanted to I doubt I could. My conscience is really laying it on thick right now. God knows why! I hope Loryn hasn’t ruined me for all other… nah, that’s impossible. “Please… I don’t like him. Not like that. I know I don’t. It was just mind blowing sex.” A dreamy look comes over her face. Wow, how much denial is in that statement?
 
        “When did this happen?” 
 
        “When Maya was pregnant. Not long after he went to that sonogram with us.” She smiles a little and sits next to me. “I’d been after him for so long. He finally did it to appease me I think. Well…” she wags her eyebrows. “He definitely had the hots for me but he hates my lifestyle. So we agreed on one night. We’ve been close friends since…”
 
        Shit. How did we not know this? 
 
    
 
        “So, we can forget the whole sex between friends thing now?” I say and go to button up my trousers. She laughs and nods, “Yeah. Fine. Still friends?”
 
        “Yeah.” I nod. “Definitely.”
 
        And because Marie loves to get the last word in, “Go after her Lucas. Go say sorry.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Loryn: Stop calling, stop sending flowers… Why are you doing this?
 
    
 
        Christ, I’ve officially turned into James, except I’m not in love. Why did I fuck this up? After another long and expensive week I’ve made no progress with Loryn. Everything in my fucking mind right now is about the same fucking woman. I like her, I definitely like her… but can I salvage this? I’ve sent flowers every day this week without fail, I’ve sent candy. Hell, I almost sent one of those guys that sing on your doorstep but James talked me out of it. I’ve sent her text after text, I’ve called her countless times. Doesn’t she understand the fact I’m sorry? 
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’m sorry!
 
    
 
   Loryn: OK! 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Does that mean I have a chance to make it up to you?
 
    
 
   Loryn: Make what up to me? Lucas… its old news. Get over it. I have.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        Shit… am I whipped? I’m sat at home, Amelia is watching some Disney film on TV and I’m sat burying myself in James old college books to get a head start before meeting with this business teacher dude in a couple of months. She won’t forgive me… I’m not worth forgiving. I was a dick, I was jealous, I was fucking mean and now I’ve lost any hope I had of getting her back. 
 
    
 
        Fortunately for me and unfortunately for her… I love a challenge. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        “Daddy,” Amelia asks as we climb out of the car and head towards her class entrance. “When’s it my birthday?”
 
        “Your birthday isn’t until next year now princess.”
 
        She huffs a little, “Okay.”
 
        “Why?”
 
        With a gorgeous little frown and pout she huffs again. “I just really wanted to get a Barbie car.”
 
        “You have a Barbie car,” I chuckle and flick her on the nose. “You have two.”
 
        “Nooooo!” she whines as if I’m stupid and huffs again. “I want the big one, the one I can sit in and drive.”
 
        “We’ll see what Santa brings at Christmas.” I say and kiss her forehead. “Have a good day. Go on.”
 
        Giving her a gentle nudge in the right direction I watch her disappear into her school with a little skip in her step. 
 
    
 
        When I get home, ready to shower and change before heading to Loryn’s I’m shocked to find Loryn on my doorstep. She smiles as I walk down the hall from the elevator towards her.
 
        “Hi.” Smooth Lucas. “What are you doing here?”
 
        “Oh… umm…” she seems to gather herself as I open the door. “Sorry. Should I…?” She points to the elevator with her thumb. I grab her elbow and tug her inside. “Ok then.”
 
        I scan her from head to toe, she looks… like she always looks. Fucking perfect. “Everything ok?”
 
        “Umm… yeah. I came to call a truce.” She shifts nervously, I pull her through to the kitchen, take a swig of OJ from the carton in the refrigerator and put it back before turning to her again. “I just figured…”
 
        “I like your hair,” she’s had it cut, layered and it’s a little darker than before. “Looks good.”
 
        “Thank you. Now… as I was…”
 
        I take her hand in mine and look at her neatly polished, long nails with a white tip. “I like your nails.”
 
        “Thank you…”
 
        “You’re wearing makeup,” I observe and take a step closer. “You look perfect without it you know.”
 
        I can’t resist, just seeing her here, so close, I bury my face in her neck and inhale deeply. She shudders. My hands grip her hips.
 
    
 
   CRACK! Ouch, my face stings. 
 
    
 
        I look up at a shocked Loryn, her hand hovering between us. Flexing my jaw I narrow my eyes and touch the cheek her hand just connected with. 
 
        “You’re such a pig,” her brown eyes narrow to slits. She shoves at me chest. “What is your problem? Do you treat all women like this or just me?” 
 
        “Just you,” I respond automatically and brace myself for another slap. I even close my eyes. It never comes. Peeking an eye open what I see shocks me more than the slap did, tears spilling down her cheeks. “Loryn… I…”
 
        “Just… fuck off!” she bites out, it’s the first time I’ve heard her swear. That’s so hot. She pushes past me. I grab her around the waist. “Stop it Lucas. I came to make friends not this. God. You’re such a… a…”
 
        “Pig?” I finish for her.
 
        “Let go of me,” not a chance. Shit, little Lucas, please stay down… too late. “Lucas! God!”
 
        “I’m sorry okay, I’m sorry. I’m fucking sorry! I didn’t mean what I said to Maya. You were never just a fuck Loryn,” I whisper in her ear not quite believing what I’m saying but knowing I’m feeling it. If that makes sense. Fuck, this is messed up. “Loryn. Stop moving.”
 
        She halts her wriggling and sags in my arms, “Why did you say it then? Why did you stop talking to me?”
 
        “I… I don’t know.”
 
        “Is it… is it because of her?”
 
        “Of who?” 
 
        “Your ex-wife,” here we go. Sigh. “I’ll take that as a yes.”
 
        “It’s complicated Loryn. Just leave it… please.”
 
        “Well, I can’t handle complicated Lucas and… I can’t handle this with you. This ridiculous thing that’s going on between us.” She sighs. No… no, don’t say that. “I trusted you. I get it, I mean I know Crystal, I remember her. Always beautiful. Always pretty. Always damn perfect. You were smitten with her. I could never compete with that.”
 
        She pulls out of my arms as soon as my grip loosens, “Loryn. Stop it.”
 
        “You still have her picture on your nightstand don’t you,” she states and spins to face me. “What am I to you?” The air that I fucking breathe. “Just sex or… do you want more?”
 
        More, more, so much more, I press my forehead against hers, “I want you Loryn. Honestly, I want you.”
 
        “If Crystal came back, right now and told you she made a mistake and wants you back what would you do? Would you choose to further this with me? Or go back to her?” she wipes away her tears angrily. And she has no idea the severity of the question she just asked. I can never answer that. She laughs in disbelief and starts to walk away. “I take back my call for a truce.”
 
        “Loryn,” I groan as she walks away. “Dammit. Loryn, wait.” She doesn’t so I dart after her and stand in the center of the hallway. “Loryn. Please. She’s not coming back.”
 
        “But if she does, then I’m the one left with the broken heart.” She shakes her head. “I really like you Lucas… My life is finally good again thanks to you.”
 
        “She’s not coming back,” I say quietly, it hurts to say it out loud. 
 
        “You’ve pretty much admitted you still want her, how do I know you’re not going to sleep with her? When you pick up the girls?” she snaps. 
 
    
 
        I take a deep shuddering breath, “Because she’s dead.” I lean against the wall and rub my face with my hands.
 
        “What?”
 
        “I said, because she’s fucking dead Loryn.” I hear her gasp. “And so is my daughter.”
 
        “But Amelia…”
 
        “Not Amelia! Annie, Annie, my eldest girl… they’re both dead and they’re not coming back and you are the first woman I have been with,” I inhale a sharp breath and let it out slowly. “Since her. And it scares the shit out of me.”
 
        “Lucas, I’m… I’m so sorry,” she rushes over to me and rests her head on my chest. “I’m so, so sorry.” 
 
        “Can we not… talk about this now?” 
 
        “Of course.” She nods and stands on her tiptoes. Warm lips touch my jaw. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
        “Because.” 
 
        “Because what?”
 
        “Hell,” I pull away from her and stomp into the room. “Because I couldn’t. I don’t fucking know why… You completely make me question every single thing I’ve told myself since she died. I don’t want to move on… but you… you make me need to.”
 
        “What does that even mean?”
 
        “I don’t know,” I shrug and lay back on the sofa. “I don’t know babe. You don’t deserve to be dragged into the mess that is my life. But I want you to be. You make everything feel… good and worthwhile.”
 
         I feel her sit beside me, her fingers stroke through my hair, “I want to be dragged in.” her voice is barely above a whisper and her breath tickles my ear. “Drag me with you Lucas.” That’s all of the clarification I need. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949378]Chapter Fourteen
 
   Meow
 
    
 
        She climbs on top of me and smiles softly. My eyes meet hers. I move in to kiss her, she welcomes it instantly with slightly parted lips. Our tongues dance together, slowly, softly, taking their time savoring the taste of each other. She cradles my face in her hands, pulling me closer, her tongue reaching deeper. My flesh ignites, just like it does every time she touches me, even the briefest of touches sets me on fire. 
 
        I feel her pull away, I miss her warmth instantly, she slides my tee up so I raise my top half and let her pull it away. “Let me,” she murmurs softly. “Let me make you feel good.” 
 
        Just for curiosities sake I nod and then groan when she starts kissing and licking a trail down my chest before clamping down on one of my nipples as her nails graze the other. Her hips softly and slowly circle against me, pressing my dick just enough to make me almost beg for more. 
 
        My breath quickens as she moves lower, her hands working on the buttons of my jeans. Raising my hips, I watch her kiss down my thighs, taking my jeans with her. Fuck. They land in a heap on the floor after a little kicking on my part and giggling on hers. Then she starts teasing the dark trail that leads down to my aching cock.
 
        I buck and groan when the tip of her tongue moves over my skin, around the base of my length and down and over my sack before coming back up the other side. Her hand gripping me with perfect tightness the entire time. 
 
        She licks a trail up the underside of my length and then she stops. What? No!
 
    
 
       “Don’t stop,” my hands go to her head, wanting to push her back down, she pulls away and gives me a shy smile. “What’s wrong?”
 
        “I’ve umm… only done this once before. Well… I was face… fucked…” Man I love it when she swears. “And I’ve never done it since. I couldn’t breathe.” She seems to shudder at the memory. Who the fuck would do that to somebody? That’s just wrong on so many levels. 
 
    
 
        “You wanna stop?” I’m about to become a crying man. Don’t stop! My dick is inches from your lips, I can feel your breath on the tip. Just the thought is enough to make me come. 
 
        She shakes her head, “No. Just don’t force my head down.”
 
        I nod and place my hands under my head, “You set the pace babe, I won’t touch you.”
 
        “Okay, but I might suck… I mean…”
 
        I laugh a little, “I know what you mean. Ok, you can go now.”
 
        Without another second of hesitation she takes me in, dear god. I’ve gone to hea… fuck that hurt. Okay, that’s, that’s better! Wait, not the… ah! Fuck. “Babe, babe,” I say and she releases me with a popping noise. “No teeth, cover your teeth.” 
 
        She groans and leans back on her shins between my legs, “I’m sorry.” I laugh when she buries her face in her hands. “I feel like an idiot.”
 
        “Loryn, it took me over two years just to get…” Crystal, “a female to come using my tongue. You’re doing fine, suck, no teeth, up and down as far as you can go comfortably ok?” Please keep going! 
 
        She nods and starts again. Sigh, that’s fucking good. And then she moans, around my dick. My hands find her head, I tangle my fingers in her silky locks and guide her gently, pushing a little bit more each time. “Babe?” she stops again. “No it’s perfect… take your top off, let me see your tits.” Her mouth drops open in shock, and maybe a little offence. “Please.” 
 
        She does as she’s told, maybe because I asked nicely. I watch her perfect tits spill out a moment later, she leans down again and takes me in her mouth. Her breasts rub against my legs with each bob of the head. Yes. 
 
             Her head comes up, I feel her tongue sweep over the head with perfect pressure, making me growl out in pleasure. That familiar burning returns, I’m going to explode soon if I don’t slow her down. I’m not ready to explode. It’s too soon, self-control, self-control, self-control. 
 
        It’s the way she’s doing it, the tempo, the rhythm, there’s no up and down constantly, no fast paced thrusting like you see on pornos. It’s slow, sensual, and perfect, like she’s savoring a god damn Popsicle rather than my dick. Like she is actually enjoying it and wanting me to as well. The little whimpering noises she makes hit every nerve in my length, the way she skillfully breathes through her nose as she comes up to the head. Each breath cools the moist patches from her mouth on my throbbing cock only for her to instantly heat it up again with her tongue and lips. 
 
        She takes my shaft in her hand and works that slowly, in time with her mouth. Oh fuck. This is too fucking much. I spasm a little, the burning now a fucking wildfire raging to get out. My feet are tingling, my balls tightening to an unbearable state. I pat her on the head. “Baby, I’m gonna blow.”
 
        “You want me to stop?” she asks after lifting her head, her hand still works my dick. “Shall I stop?”
 
        “Not if you don’t want to, but… okay then.”  She’s back on, licking, teasing sucking, moving. “Babe. Shit… oh fuck.” I reach down and cup a breast in my hand. “Keep going.” Any thoughts on sparing her this part are now gone, I need to come in her mouth like I need to take my next breath. “Keep… going. Ah!” I tense, so close, so close. My hips buck a little, I try to control it but my body needs it. She doesn’t seem to mind. Like a god damn volcano I erupt, and fuck me it’s a lot. This woman makes me orgasm like I’ll never orgasm again. It’s never ending yet she manages to swallow every bit I give her without any issue. Then it’s over and I feel so damn relaxed. 
 
    
 
        “How was that?” she asks and climbs on top of me. My breathing still hasn’t stabilized.
 
        “Ask me again when I’m not in space,” and I crash. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “Come on babe,” she grins and swings the car door open. I smile and buckle my little girl into her booster seat. “I’m driving.”
 
        “Give me the damn keys,” I hold out my hand. As usual she ignores me and heads straight for the driver’s side. I get to watch her ass as she goes, I’ll never get tired of that ass. With attitude, I climb into the passenger side. “I still can’t believe you’re making me do this.”
 
        “It’ll be romantic,” she flips her hair over her shoulder. “I’ll give you a blowjob on the way back if you promise not to whine.” How can I resist that? 
 
    
 
    
 
        “Baby, time to wake up,” Loryn’s voice, so far away, so tired. “Babe… wake up.” She’s giggling. I open my heavy eyes and I’m instantly alert when I realized I’m in something, my dick being the thing that is in… Loryn being the something. Fuck me. What a way to wake up. “You’ll want to be awake for this.” My own words used against me.
 
    
 
   I really, really like this girl.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Shit,” the time! Christ, we’ve been in bed for hours. “I have to go get Amelia.”
 
        She sits up and yawns. “Can I come?”
 
        Umm… I don’t see anything wrong with that, “Yeah. Sure. Let’s go.”
 
        “Really? You don’t have to…”
 
        I throw her pants at her and quickly pocket her underwear with a smug grin, “I want to. Let’s go.”
 
        She scrambles to get her clothes on as we head to the door. I decide not to tell her about her top being on the wrong way round, we don’t have time. She can kick me for it later. We both look like we’ve just been fucking, her hair is a nest on the back of her head, mine is slick to my head with sweat, her tee is on back to front and I’ve got no socks on… it’s sexy as hell. Well, she is. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        “Your top’s on the wrong way silly,” is the first thing Amelia says to Loryn when she greets us. My body shakes and trembles as I try to hold it in, the laughter, it just comes and comes. A bit like I did earlier.
 
        “I can’t believe you let me go out like this!” she shrieks as she climbs into the car, I watch her twist her tee round without taking it off as I buckle Amelia into the back. “You’re a mean man Lucas!”
 
        “Yep. So, you want to go for dinner?” 
 
        “Can we go back to mine real quick? There’s something I have to do first, something I think Amelia will enjoy,” she grins with excitement. I shrug and turn the car around. Off to Loryn’s we go.
 
    
 
        The building is ongoing, things are moving along well, I don’t get chance to assess it properly because I’m being dragged up stairs with Amelia beside me. 
 
        “Come on,” she rubs her hands together, opens the door, pushes us in and shuts it swiftly behind us all. 
 
    
 
        “Okay, what’s the surprise?” I ask with narrowed eyes. She starts looking behind the sofa and calling the name, “Velcro!” Velcro? 
 
        Something furry, gray and small darts between my legs and starts rubbing itself up me, CAT! “AAAAARGGGGHHH!” Yes unfortunately that would be me screaming like a girl, startling both Amelia and Loryn.
 
        Fuck this, get it away from me! I dive for the sofa, hit it at an angle, it tips onto its back with me on it. Shaking like a fucking leaf. I really, really don’t like cats. 
 
    
 
        All I hear now is laughter, “Lucas?” that’s Loryn. “Are you okay?”
 
        “Is it gone?” I’m not moving from this spot. 
 
        “I have it, don’t worry.”
 
        “Put it outside,” I say quietly as if the cat can understand what I’m saying.
 
        “I can’t, it’s a rescue cat so I can’t let him out until he’s used to this place.” Her head peers over the sofa a moment later. “Are you okay?”
 
        “Is the cat gone?”
 
        She starts laughing even harder, “I’ve put him in the bathroom with Amelia. Come on.” That thing is near my daughter? “He’s gorgeous Lucas. How can you not like cats?”
 
        The bathroom door opens, I hear the unmistakable sound of a cat’s meow. Shit. I’m so out of here. “Bring her down when you’re done!” I scramble over the sofa, run backwards, trip over a shoe, manage to get the door open before stumbling down four stairs and practically crawling down the rest, through the store and out onto the street. Fucking hate cats.
 
    
 
        “Stop laughing,” I whine at the two females in my car. “Or no dinner.”
 
        “Daddy, are you scared of cats?” Amelia asks, still choking on her giggles.
 
        “No.” Lies.
 
        “You screamed like a girl,” Loryn gasps for air, still howling with laughter. “Oh my god, that was so funny.”
 
        “Shut up.”
 
        “It’s cute. I like its name,” Amelia adds. 
 
        “Who calls a cat Velcro?” I snort and Loryn scowls at me. “Its old owners, I happen to love its name.”
 
        Sigh. “And how is it you managed to come across this cat?”
 
        “Gary’s mom runs an Animal Shelter, she had no space, and Gary already has two dogs and four cats at his place…”
 
        I narrow my eyes, “You’ve been to his place?” We pull up outside of the Playhouse. 
 
        “Well, yeah, he’s a friend. Why shouldn’t I go to his?”
 
        I climb out of the car and help Amelia out, I lead them both inside, get Amelia situated and sit at a table near the back. 
 
        “I asked you a question Lucas.”
 
        After giving Amelia a quick kiss she darts away, I look at Loryn, “I don’t like to share Loryn.”
 
        Her mouth falls open, then it closes and her eyes narrow, “You think I’m sleeping with him?”
 
        “I think he wants you to sleep with him.” 
 
        “You’re being pathetic, you don’t hear me complaining about your time with Marie. You two seem really close.”
 
        I shrug, “that’s different.”
 
        “Oh, really?” she scoffs and rolls her eyes. “How so?”
 
        “Marie doesn’t want to fuck me.”
 
        “And you’re not attracted to her?”
 
        I shake my head and lean forward on my elbows, “Not at all. If I was, I wouldn’t be here with you right now would I?”
 
        “Then the same goes for me where Gary is concerned.”
 
    
 
        “You had him as a date, to my brother’s dinner,” I hiss, my eyes narrowing even more.
 
        She laughs once, “Please! He was there as my friend.”
 
        “That’s why you were touching him and playing with him the whole damn time?”
 
        A grin breaks out over her face, “Are you jealous?”
 
        “No.” Lies.
 
        “There’s only one man I’m interested in Lucas. I promise.” I feel a little reassured. “He’s also the best sex I’ve ever had.” Now I just feel fucking awesome. “Feel better now?”
 
        “I dunno, say something else.” She throws a menu at me, I catch it and laugh. She then pokes her tongue out at me. “Yeah, I’d love it if you’d use that again.”
 
        “You’re such a pig.”
 
        “A loveable pig.”
 
        “Nope, just a pig.”
 
        “Your standards are a little low then.”
 
        She shakes her head, I’ve rendered her speechless. Score.
 
    
 
        We sit and chat, laugh and joke whilst Amelia plays. Then food comes and we enjoy that, why did I stop talking to her? I can’t remember the reason if I’m honest. Of course I feel like a dick, I made her cry, I stopped talking to her. How can she forgive me? 
 
        I sit and watch her as she talks to Amelia whilst eating a slice of pizza, her mouth is so damn sexy. Even sexier now I know where it’s been. She really has no idea just how attractive she is. 
 
        “What?” she asks and pats at her mouth with a napkin. “Do I have sauce around my mouth?”
 
        “You’re beautiful,” I state, my eyes holding hers. She flushes a few shades of red. Yep, she definitely doesn’t know how attractive she is. “Are you coming back to ours? Or do you want to go home?”
 
        “I should go home, I’ve only had Velcro a few days. He needs love and attention to help him settle well.”
 
        “Why didn’t his owners want him?”
 
        She shrugs, “They were mean to him. They had a dog and they used to let it bully him. That’s why his tail is a little on the short side. When Gary’s mom took him, he’d been bitten on the tail and the back of the neck.”
 
        “I may not like cats but that’s just sick. Animal cruelty is disgusting.”
 
        She nods in agreement, “Thanks for this.”
 
        “No problem. Come Amelia, time to go.”
 
        “Aww!” she whines and stomps over to us. I help her with her shoes and lead the women to my car. “Loryn, you wanna watch a movie with me?”
 
        “Loryn has to go home baby.”
 
        Loryn nods and turns in her seat so she can see Amelia, “Sorry kid. Maybe next time.”
 
        “Okay.”
 
    
 
        I walk Loryn to her door and wait for her to enter. She chews on her lower lip and leans in to kiss me. I step back and shake my head, Amelia is watching from the car. 
 
        “When can I see you again?” 
 
        “I’ll be here tomorrow,” and with that reassurance no doubt lingering in her mind she vanishes inside. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: You really are beautiful. 
 
    
 
   Loryn: Is it weird that I miss you already?
 
    
 
   Lucas: You miss me? Or my dick?
 
    
 
   Loryn: You’re a pig.
 
    
 
   Lucas: A loveable pig ;) 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
         “Guess who?”
 
         I groan, “Hi Maya.”
 
         “I have good news, so I spoke to the Senator who spoke to the mayor who spoke to…”
 
        “Get to the point.”
 
        “Sorry, anyway, the Cops who handled the break in have been reprimanded, the leader of said squad has been suspended pending further investigation, they are also paying Loryn something like four grand in compensation. Unless she takes it to the papers. The Chief is furious. She should have been taken to the hospital for shock, the street should have been cleared.” She says quickly and excitedly into her cell. I hear Evelyn and James in the background. “Isn’t that awesome?”
 
        “Maya, you are an amazing woman. Thanks for that.”
 
        “It’s no problem, is she there?”
 
        “Amelia?”
 
        “No, Loryn. I couldn’t get her on her cell.”
 
        I chuckle, “The woman sleeps like the dead.” 
 
        “Ok, well bring her to ours tonight,” she demands and hangs up. I guess I’m going to Maya’s tonight.
 
    
 
        The entire car journey to school, the entire way, Amelia sings I’m a Barbie Girl. She doesn’t stop. I have the CD on and it’s on repeat, so now this stupid song is stuck in my head as well as assaulting my ears. Remind me to kill Sylvia for buying her this song. 
 
    
 
        “You can brush my hair! Undress me anywhere!” Amelia squawks…. Wait… what the fuck? Undress her? “Ah, ah, ah, yeah.” Oh my god. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: What the hell is this CD you got Amelia?
 
    
 
   Sylvia: It’s just a song Lucas.
 
    
 
   Lucas: She’s singing about people undressing her… it just said hanky panky! 
 
    
 
   Sylvia: James used to listen to this song all of the time. It won’t hurt her.
 
    
 
   Lucas: What? He did?
 
    
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’m a Barbie Girl, in a Barbie world. Ring any bells?
 
    
 
   James: What? :/
 
    
 
   Lucas: Nothing… see you at dinner tonight!
 
    
 
    
 
        Oh, this is going to be fun.
 
    
 
        Feeling like Tom Cruise in Mission Impossible I poke my head slowly around the apartment door. I can smell it but I can’t see it.
 
        “Would you stop being stupid?” Loryn laughs and shoves me inside. “I promise, he’s not going to hurt you.” For the sake of not looking like a pussy, no pun intended, I put my brave man pants on and head to the shelf on the wall with my tools in hand. It needs fixing. Something moves on the sofa. I freeze, the cat stares at me, mid lick of its paw. It lowers its paw slowly, yellow eyes on mine. “Velcro.” The cat doesn’t look away from me. 
 
        I gulp, remain brave Lucas, it’s just a cat. It hops down off the sofa, and starts stalking towards me. Meow. It yowls a little and stops a foot from me. Then it starts wagging its tail, like a damn dog! What’s up with that? I lower my screwdriver that I was about to fix the shelf with and take a step back. The cat takes a step forward.
 
        “Loryn,” I hiss, my eyes never leaving the cats. Shit, where’s she gone? “Loryn!” 
 
    
 
       Meow. Fuck. 
 
    
 
        The cat pounces, I scramble backwards, it lands on the broken shelf, the shelf tips, the cat jumps blindly and for some fucking reason I reach out to catch it. After it lands in my arms, in its state of shock it turns and sinks its claws into my chest. 
 
        “LORYN!” Get it off, get it off! I spin, the cat clings on for dear life. “LORYN!”
 
        I look up, she’s laughing her ass off, phone out, as I dance around with a fucking cat on my chest. “Velcro,” she coos and the cat jumps down. “There’s a good boy.” 
 
        I watch as the cat rubs itself up against her, yowling and purring. After lifting up my top I find little red marks where the claws had sunk into my skin. I point at the fur ball, “This isn’t over.”
 
        Loryn slaps me upside the head, “Stop being ridiculous.”
 
        “I don’t like cats.”
 
        “Why not?”
 
        I sigh, “When I was about seven, I was in a foster home, these people had like three dogs. Awesome dogs, absolutely massive. We were walking them between two houses to get to a large opening where they could run, when three cats jumped out of nowhere and started attacking us. I had to have stitches up my right leg and my arm. Fortunately the dogs were there and managed to scare them off.” I shudder a little. “My foster father had to give me up because he lost his sight in his right eye where one had jumped from a garden wall and clawed at his face.”
 
        “That’s awful.”
 
        “Yeah, animal control couldn’t believe it, they’d heard of cat attacks but not three cats. Turns out, one of them had her kittens nearby, they were strays or something. Protecting her litter.”
 
        “Well that makes sense.”
 
        I shrug, “I know, I get it, the animal world and all that shit. Still doesn’t mean I have to like them. Couldn’t you swap it for a dog? They’re more useful.”
 
        As if the fucking cat can understand me, he starts using my leg as a scratch pole. What the fuck? Loryn grabs him before I can kick him off. He’s only about a year old, and not very big, but he seems to love Loryn already. So, I guess I can tolerate him. 
 
    
 
        “Do you need any help?” Loryn asks as I finally get started on the shelf.
 
        “Me man, me use hammer, you woman, you do dishes,” I throw a rag at her, she catches it and hits me around the back of the head. The shelf takes me all of two minutes. “Man want sex now.”
 
        “Are you serious?”
 
        I stomp over to her, wrap my arms around her waist, “Man horny.”
 
        “Why don’t we just watch TV for a little bit,” she suggests as my lips move down her neck. 
 
        I nip her skin and run my palms down her back, making sure to dig my fingers into her skin as they go. “TV later.”
 
        She really does not need much persuasion.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        I’m comfy, why’s something moving on my back? What’s that purring noise? “Loryn? Why are you…? Cat. Loryn get your fucking cat off my back.”
 
       I hear her giggle, “Come on Velcro.” The weight on my back lifts and disappears. Yowl. “Lucas is a meanie isn’t he? Yes he is. Oh yes he is.” Is she really using baby talk? On a cat? 
 
    
 
       There’s banging at the door, the one downstairs. “Yoo-hoo!” A female voice calls.
 
       I climb out of bed and pull my pants on, “I’ll get it.”
 
       “Dammit,” Loryn says and scrambles to pull on her clothes. She throws my shirt at me, it bounces off my chest and hits the floor. “That’s my mother. Why is she here?” 
 
        “LORYN!” the woman shouts. I pull my shirt on, slip my feet into my boots and head downstairs. Wow, I haven’t seen this woman in years. She’s the double of Loryn except this woman has blue eyes. “Oh,” she says as I open the door. She takes note of the mess of a store before eyeing me up and down. “Who might you be?”
 
        “I’m Lucas, Loryn’s boyfriend,” I respond even though I hate that word, it sounds so juvenile. “It’s nice to meet you…”
 
        “Call me Harriet,” she holds out her hand as if expecting me to kiss it. I shake it and head back upstairs where the god damn cat tried to trip me. “Loryn darling.” Harriet rushes straight to her daughter and hugs her tight. 
 
        “Hi mom,” Loryn sighs, not seeming happy about the visit. 
 
        “I’ve missed you my angel.”
 
        “Yeah. What do I owe the pleasure of your visit?” Loryn asks suspiciously and presses herself to my side for support. 
 
        Her mom points to the downstairs, “I just came to check on the progress of my store.”
 
        “It’s not your damn store,” Loryn practically shouts. “Or are you forgetting the fact you abandoned me?”
 
        “Not this again Loryn, I ran the store for ten years, you’ve had it for two.”
 
        “You drove it into the ground with debts and your ridiculous ideas.”
 
        Her mother holds up her hands, “Alright, alright. I was just seeing what your plans were that’s all. I don’t want anything.”
 
        “Yeah right,” Loryn whispers but her mom doesn’t seem to hear her. “Where’s your boyfriend?”
 
        “Oh, he’s at home.”
 
        Loryn turns to me, “She lives in Florida now with her new boyfriend. We speak on the phone once a week.”
 
        “And yet she’s never mentioned you.” Harriet smiles at me. “So, shall we have lunch?”
 
        “Sure,” I say at the same time Loryn says, “No.”
 
        Loryn shoots me a look that doesn’t scream happiness that’s for sure. She relents though, “Where do you want to go.”
 
        “Anywhere darling, I have so much to tell you.” Harriet smiles, she seems happy to see her daughter. Why is Loryn being so hostile? I don’t comment, it’s none of my business. “Shall I drive?”
 
        I shake my head, “If you’ll give us a moment to get dressed. I’ll drive.”
 
        “Of course, such a lovely boy.” She vanishes down the stairs.
 
    
 
        Loryn glares at me, “Well done! Now I have to suffer through that.”
 
        “What did I do?”
 
        She softens, “Nothing. I’m sorry… my mom just… she really rubs me the wrong way.”
 
        I shrug, “At least you have a mom Loryn.”
 
        Her breath catches, “You’re right… I… I’m sorry.”
 
        After placing a kiss on the corner of her mouth I finish getting ready alongside her. She feeds the cat and we head on out. This should be interesting.
 
    
 
        “Such a gentleman,” Harriet grins when I open the car door for her. I send Loryn a smug grin, at least somebody notices my gentleman ways. “And so handsome too. Aren’t you a lucky girl Loryn? What do you do for a living Lucas?”
 
        “He’s a carpenter,” Loryn responds quickly. 
 
        I frown, “I used to be a carpenter.”
 
        “You’re out of work?”
 
        I shake my head, “No. I work alongside my brother. He owns Johnson’s Pharmaceutical Company.”
 
        “So that explains the expensive car. How did you and Loryn meet?”
 
        “I brought clothes in before the store got trashed,” Loryn’s hand squeezes my thigh tighter and tighter. She’s clearly trying to tell me something. “My sister in law buys a lot of clothes and never even wears them.”
 
        “Oh, who’s your sister in law?”
 
        Loryn shakes her head.
 
        “I can see you shaking your head Loryn,” Harriet chastises. “What’s the big deal? Can’t I ask my daughter’s boyfriend questions?”
 
        I respond anyway, “My sister in law is Maya Johnson.”
 
        “I’ve heard of her, the one with the violet eyes.” 
 
        “Yep.”
 
    
 
        Her mom definitely has some kind of hidden agenda, we sit to lunch and Loryn falls deeper and deeper into a bad mood. Why would her mother come all the way from Florida to check on a store? Her questions are quite personal too, I don’t tell her anything though.
 
        “So sweetie, I was wondering if I could stay a while.”
 
        Loryn laughs and shakes her head, “He’s left you hasn’t he!”
 
        “It’s temporary, he’ll come crawling back. So, I need a place to stay.”
 
        “I haven’t got room,” Loryn bites out, Harriet glances at me. “Don’t look at him… he hasn’t got room either.”
 
         Ah shit… stay quiet Lucas. 
 
        “It’s only for a few weeks, just until I get myself established.” Harriet seems a little embarrassed by her situation. “Please.”
 
        “You could always come and stay at mine Loryn,” I suggest with a shrug. “Let your mom have the apartment for a couple of weeks.” Harriet beams at me and then her face falls when I add. “On one condition.”
 
        “Go on.”
 
        “You sign over your rights to the shop so Loryn can live her dream,” if there’s one thing I’ve learned about business deals, it is never break eye contact with the person you’re dealing with. “It seems fair. Seeing as you won’t be sticking around anyway. This way you know your daughter will have security.”
 
        “Is that what you want Loryn?” her mother falters, her eyes sad. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
 
        “Because you’d have said no.” Loryn scoffs in disbelief.
 
        Harriet turns to me, “I’ll do it. It’s in both of our names anyway. Her gramps left it to the both of us.”
 
    
 
        Mission accomplished.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949379]Chapter Fifteen
 
   Fly My Pretty!
 
    
 
        Loryn seems to warm to her mom a little more which is good. Harriet even comes with us to pick up Amelia who as always, charms the pants off her. 
 
        “Can we go back and pack some of my things?” Loryn asks, we didn’t have time to go back to hers after lunch. “I need to pick up Velcro too.” She gives me a smug smile. No way in hell is that fucking cat coming with her. “Mom’s allergic.” Shit. 
 
        “Would you like to join us for dinner at my brothers later?” I ask Harriet. 
 
        “No, no, I wouldn’t want to intrude.” She waves me off.
 
        I laugh once, “You won’t be, I promise.” 
 
        “Well, if you insist.”
 
    
 
        We manage to get the cat in a cat carrier after half an hour of chasing him around Loryn’s tiny apartment. Well, she chased, I screamed and hid in the bathroom. It’s a ridiculous phobia, and I feel like such a pussy, no pun intended. 
 
        She grabs what few bits she has and piles them neatly into a large backpack before we head to mine. 
 
        I wait for her to set up the cat’s food, and litter tray in the hall of my apartment. Gross. Then she lets him out, he makes himself immediately at home on my bed. That’s just great.
 
        “He better not give me fleas,” I grumble and send Amelia to get ready. “Go put your stuff away, I need a shave.” Loryn heads into my room. “Make yourself at home Harriet.”
 
        “Such a sweet boy,” she pats me on the cheek and heads straight to the kitchen. “I’ll make coffee.”
 
        “Sounds great.”
 
    
 
    
 
        Loryn is already stripped down to her underwear when I enter my bedroom. Fuck. My dick hardens like it always does when I see even an inch of her skin. “Are you sure you don’t mind me staying?”
 
        I pull my shirt over my head and drop it on the floor. My hands instantly find her hips and slide up her smooth skin to her waist. My lips suck on the sensitive skin behind her ear. She groans and pushes my hands away, or attempts to.
 
        “My mom is out there.”
 
        “I’ll be quick,” I whisper and press my chest against her back. 
 
        “Lucas,” she giggles and glances at the door as I slowly pull her panties down to her ankles. Then I release her bra and cup her firm breasts before sliding it down her shoulders. “Stop. My mom. Amelia. Are right out there.”
 
        With one hand I free my pants and push them down my hips before stepping out of them. My fingers go straight to her wet folds as my rock hard length slips in between her fucking amazing globes. She sighs but pushes my hand away again. 
 
        “This is so wrong, will you stop?” she takes a step forward, I pull her back into my body and lift one of her legs. “Lucas!” I place her foot on the bed and line myself up with her entrance. “Oh god, that feels…”
 
        “Shhh,” I breathe into her ear and suck on the lobe as I rub the head of my dick against her clit before placing it back at her entrance. “Ready?” She nods, I thrust and yes… I’m in. My hand goes over her mouth to silence her cries, my other wraps around her, just under her breasts, holding her body as tight to mine as physically possible as I move in and out. Fuck this is a great position, a little awkward but amazing non-the-less. Her teeth bite into my hand, I drive in harder, faster, and deeper.
 
        “Say my name baby,” I whisper in her ear and slam into her three more times. “Say it. Tell me to fuck you.” I’m so close. She shakes her head, I slow my pace. “Say the words baby. I want to hear you.”
 
        “Lucas, fuck me,” it’s muffled by my hand but I hear it, and all hope is lost.
 
        “Baby, I need you to come now.”
 
        Her legs tremble, her teeth bite down hard on my palm, she screams silently and her breathing quickens. My dick swells and my balls tighten. I’m gone, with her. We collapse onto the bed. 
 
    
 
   I will never, ever, get enough of this fucking woman. “Shower time.”
 
    
 
    
 
        I enter James’ apartment, and hear a man screaming. James is screaming to be exact. “YOU CRAZY FUCKING BITCH!” Uh-oh. 
 
        Harriet instantly covers Amelia’s ears. 
 
    
 
        “Ah shit,” I sigh as James enters the hall thinking we’re Maya. I burst out laughing, he’s covered in syrup. That’s definitely syrup or caramel. It stinks of sweet, if that’s even a scent, well it is now because I just named it. “What happened?”
 
        He points to a bucket on the ground, “Fucking bitch dumped syrup on my head.”
 
        I look at the string attached to the bucket resting limply on the ground. She must have set it up on some sort of trigger so it would tip when he walked under it. 
 
        Suddenly a door opens to the left of James and all we hear is, “FLY MY PRETTY!” And there’s a poof of white. 
 
        Oh my god. I cackle, I laugh, and I cackle laugh so damn hard. Maya winks at us all before running. Standing before us is a syrup and feather covered James. 
 
        He starts spitting them out of his mouth and growling like an animal. Loryn is howling beside me, Harriet is laughing with Amelia and I’m crying from laughing so hard, I have to bend over to try and catch my breath.
 
    
 
        “You crazy bitch!” James snarls and looks at me. “Stop fucking laughing. It only makes her worse.” As if she’s some sort of toddler.
 
        I watch as Loryn takes pictures. 
 
        “Hey James,” I say between gasps. 
 
        “What?”
 
        “Will you do the chicken dance for me?” I start howling again, Loryn is now filming him. He turns towards me, his face, hair, shoulders, chest and his back completely covered in feathers. I see his eyes narrow. Ah shit. “Brother, I’m kidding. I swear.” Yeah, I’m fucked. I run into the room and jump over the sofa, James follows and slams me to the ground. “You crazy bastard. Get off me!”
 
        We roll around on the floor, I push his face away with my hands as he rubs the sticky feathers all over my face with his shoulder. Laughter fills the room but I’m too busy fighting to pay attention to whom is here. I manage to scramble to my feet before James has me tackled again, fuck he’s strong. Kicking out with my left leg, I manage to get him to loosen his grip, I grab a sofa pillow and smash him round the head with it and then again when we stand. He flies backwards over the coffee table, ouch, and throws a shoe at me. I duck, it misses and hits the wall behind with a thud. Then he charges me, I grab his leg so he has to hop on one foot and tip him onto the floor. He falls onto his stomach, I pull his leg up and wrap my fingers in his hair, I’m unsure how he does it but the slick bastard squirms and elbows me in the gut. 
 
    
 
        SPLASH!
 
    
 
        “WHEN YOU HAVE FINISHED!” Uh-oh, that’s Sylvia. James and I stay in our positions on the ground, I have my hand in his hair pulling his head back, and James’ elbow is still digging into my gut. I suspect we both look like frightened teens caught fighting by their mom… except we are covered in feathers, syrup and now wet to the fucking bone. “You can both clean up this mess!” She hands the bucket to Amelia to take into the kitchen.
 
        “He started it!” we both point at each other then look at each other. A silent conversation passes between us. We both say through clenched teeth, “Maya.”
 
        “Eep,” is all we hear Maya say before she runs into the bathroom and locks the door. Crazy bitch. 
 
    
 
        Three hours later the sofa and room is back to normal, James and I are no longer sticky and covered in feathers, there aren’t any feathers left all over the place and Maya is in the kitchen cooking with Sylvia and getting acquainted with Harriet. This group just keeps getting bigger and bigger. 
 
    
 
   And crazier.
 
    
 
        I slide onto the sofa and pull Loryn onto my lap, she giggles and tries to move away. No way in hell.
 
        James looks over at us and smiles a little, accompanied by an eye roll. He goes back to playing with Evelyn who is on his lap. She was with Sylvia during the whole ‘Fly my pretty,’ incident, fortunately. Loryn has sent the pictures of James, via text message and apparently uploaded the video of us fighting to her Facebook account. Fucking great.
 
        I’ve already had three texts, off Marie, Jacob and Summer all telling me I squeal like a little bitch and fight like a girl. Well excuse me for not wanting to injure my brother! 
 
    
 
        “Your family is crazy,” Loryn whispers in my ear, she’s managed to find another white feather and is touching it gently with her fingertips. Now she’s stroking it against my arm. That tickles. “They’re awesome though.”
 
        “Welcome to my life,” I nibble on her neck and bite her ear. She squeals and pushes me away so I press my lips to hers.
 
        “Guys, really?” James sighs with a quirked brow. 
 
        “Give it five minutes, he’ll be the same with Maya when she comes through,” I whisper against Loryn’s lips, making no move to leave her alone. “I get you again tonight.”
 
        “Seriously? I’m going to need a break, I’m already sore.”
 
        Dammit. 
 
        She laughs and bites my pouting lower lip, “Stop sulking.”
 
    
 
        “How’s the construction coming along Loryn?” James asks and the conversation shifts to things other than sex. That sucks. 
 
        “It’s great,” she gets an excited twinkle in her eye. “Just waiting for everything to fall into place.”
 
        “You studied hair and beauty right?”
 
        “Yeah, she’s doing my hair for me aren’t you Loz?” Marie’s here. When did she get here?
 
        Loryn cringes, “I told you I hate that name.”
 
        “Details,” Marie waves her off. “James looks like he needs a haircut!”
 
        Loryn looks at James who starts looking around for an exit, he does need a haircut. This is true. His hair is at least four inches long. 
 
        “I’ll come do it for you if you want James? I can bring my stuff tomorrow.” Loryn suggests. “Maybe give it a bit of color as well.”
 
        “What’s wrong with my color?”
 
        “Nothing, I swear, just a suggestion.”
 
        “Can you do my hair?” Maya shouts from the kitchen.
 
        “Only if you agree to make pancakes!” Loryn shouts back on a laugh. 
 
        “Sweet, that’s a done deal.”
 
        Marie claps her hands and rubs them together, “Perfect, I’ll come with. Pick me up on the way Lucas. That loaner car is driving me fucking nuts.”
 
        “Loaner car?” James asks and Maya appears in the doorway. “Where’s your car?”
 
        “Uh-oh,” I snort and Marie scowls at me.
 
        “Lucas rear ended it,” she lies. What? “I did not!”
 
        “Loryn was there!” she adds to her lie.
 
        James frowns at me, “How’d you manage that?”
 
        “He was texting whilst parking and smashed into Marie’s car when his foot slipped on the gas.” Loryn says with ease. What the fuck?
 
        “But your car is fine,” Maya says to me clearly not buying the lie. “I’ve already been notified Marie. It was smashed by a crazy lady with a crowbar. The car was still in my name. They had to call me to confirm whether or not I wanted it trashed.”
 
        “Ah shit…” Marie starts cackling and high fives Loryn. “Worth a shot though right?”
 
        “I dislike you both.” I grumble.
 
    
 
        “Lucas is scared of cats,” Loryn says suddenly and everyone looks at me. 
 
        Maya’s mouth falls open, “You’re scared of Velcro?”
 
        “Wait, when have you met Velcro?” I frown.
 
        “Velcro is ace,” Marie chips in. When the fuck did she meet Velcro?
 
        “Yeah, he’s a cute cat,” James shrugs. When the fuck did he meet Velcro?
 
        Loryn laughs out loud, “He freaked out, dove over the couch in my apartment and stayed there until I hid the cat in the bathroom. Then he fell down the stairs in his attempt to escape the demon with claws.” She flicks my nose. “It was awesome. Now Velcro uses his leg as a scratch pole whenever he walks in the room.”
 
        “It’s an evil cat.”
 
        “I love Velcro,” Amelia grins and sits beside us. What’s with all of the Velcro loving? Christ. “Can we get a cat daddy?”
 
        “For dinner?” I suggest and Loryn slaps my chest as Amelia scowls at me. “What?”
 
        “You’re an idiot.”
 
        “A loveable idiot.”
 
        “That too,” she smirks and kisses my nose. I’m pretty sure that’s my thing that I do to her. 
 
        Maya leans on the back of the couch, right by my head. I look up at her, only to find her smiling down at me. “You know?” she begins. “I never thought I’d see the day.”
 
        “What day?”
 
        “The day Lucas starts becoming pussy whipped,” she makes a whipping motion with her hand and darts away giggling. 
 
    
 
    
 
        We drop a happy Harriet off at Loryn’s and head home. Loryn helps me get Amelia ready and even reads her favorite bedtime story with me. As usual Amelia doesn’t make it past page ten. The kid likes to sleep. 
 
        “What now?” Loryn asks as I lead her to the room. “Movie?”
 
        “I was hoping we could make out… but if you want to be boring.”
 
        “Hey,” she laughs and smacks my arm. Her face suddenly gets serious, “Tell me about what happened.”
 
        Good mood gone. I sit up and rub my face with my hands. I sigh, “Loryn.” 
 
        “You don’t have to…”
 
        “I don’t want to Loryn. It’s… not you. It’s too weird.”
 
        “Why?” she inquires with her brows pulled together. “Why’s it weird?”
 
        “Because it should be her with me and not you.” Fuck! Her face falls, I quickly grab her arm before she can move away. “Babe. I didn’t, I don’t mean it like that, I mean… Fuck. What do I mean?” I exhale a long breath and slump backwards. After pulling her feet onto my lap I run my fingers up her shin and lose myself in my thoughts. “I’m sorry. It’s hard. I feel like I’m cheating on her.”
 
    
 
        She nods but I’m still saying the wrong thing, I haven’t appeased her. 
 
        “She was my first love Loryn. I met her in High School. We did everything together, she was my best friend.” My fingers drift up and down her calf. “I asked her to marry me right out of High School. I lost her because I was a fucking idiot. And then when I started college, she was there, we reconnected. It was like I was given a second chance. God plays cruel jokes, we had our daughters, our nice house, our perfect fucking life and then she’s gone again but for good this time and so is my daughter and half of my fucking memories of my time with them.” The loss of memories are due to my head injury. 
 
    
 
        “Lucas,” she says softly. “She’d want you to be happy.”
 
        “I really don’t want to talk about this Loryn. You don’t know what she’d want.” That came out a little snappier than I meant it to. “She was possessive, jealous, and passionate. She’d hate this, she used to check my phone all the time, and I wasn’t even allowed to go out without her. But I didn’t mind, because she made me happy. She was insecure, she grew up in foster care like I did. She was beaten badly by her mom as a child. But she was so beautiful, she cared deeply about everything. She was crazy when it came to recycling, she loved our girls although she was a little lazy with them, she thought every day we decided to stay home was a stay in pajamas day. Everybody who knew Crystal loved her, she was a little bit like Marie minus the whorish tendencies. When she smiled, god… it could stop traffic. She was so charming and mischievous and playful.” She was amazing, she was my life.
 
         I stand up and head into the kitchen. Conversation over, now I just feel irritated.
 
        “I’m sorry,” Loryn says softly and wraps her arms around my waist. “I won’t bring it up again. But maybe… maybe you should talk to someone about it.”
 
        “Leave it,” I grind out and step away from her. “I’m going to bed.”
 
        “I shouldn’t have asked, I had no right.”
 
        “No, you didn’t.” I walk to my room, and shake the blanket to remove the cat. He hops off with an angry hiss. Whatever.
 
    
 
        Crystal, Crystal, Crystal. I touch her face on the picture on the nightstand. I miss you so damn much. Please don’t hate me for this. 
 
        Annie… no, I can’t and won’t think about her. I need to sleep.
 
    
 
        “Come on babe,” she grins and swings the car door open. I smile and buckle my little girl into her booster seat. “I’m driving.”
 
        “Give me the damn keys,” I hold out my hand. As usual she ignores me and heads straight for the driver’s side. I get to watch her ass as she goes, I’ll never get tired of that ass. With attitude, I climb into the passenger side. “I still can’t believe you’re making me do this.”
 
        “It’ll be romantic,” she flips her hair over her shoulder. “I’ll give you a blowjob on the way back if you promise not to whine.” How can I resist that?
 
        “Daddy, daddy?”
 
        I twist in my seat and look at my gorgeous daughter. “What’s up squirt?”
 
        “Can we get a puppy?”
 
        “No.”
 
        “Why?”
 
        “Because I said so,” I reach over the console and take my wife’s hand. “Mommy doesn’t like doggies.”
 
        “And daddy doesn’t like kitties,” she gives me a flirtatious wink as we stop at a stop sign. “But he loves pu…” I cover her mouth and scowl playfully at her. Damn I love her dirty mouth. It’s a huge turn on. 
 
        I watch her smile when I release her face, she’s so beautiful. How did I get so lucky? 
 
       “What?” she giggles and pushes my face away with her hand. “Get a grip will you?”
 
       “I love you,” I whisper and bite her shoulder playfully. 
 
    
 
        Something clings to me, something warm and soft. I sigh and snuggle closer and like a moth to the flame my hands find boobs. Perfect. Sleep claims me again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        Okay, things are tense over breakfast, Loryn is barely making eye contact with me as we eat. She’s apparently taking Amelia to school, so she’s taking the car. Amelia is excited as usual, kid gets excited about everything. Crazy girl.
 
    
 
        “You remember where to take her?” I say softly and wrap my arms around Loryn from behind as she fastens her belt around her hips. My lips find the delicate skin behind her ear. Loryn?”
 
        “Yeah?”
 
        “Are you okay?”
 
        She turns in my arms, “Are you?”
 
        I nod with a shrug, “Why wouldn’t I be?”
 
        “Last night…?” her tone is questioning. 
 
        I rub her arms and smile softly, “It was stupid. Let’s just forget it.”
 
        “Sure,” she doesn’t seem relaxed. “I need to go, or I’m going to be late. Feed Velcro.”
 
        Umm… “Why?” 
 
        “I’m busy,” she snatches her bag from the desk with attitude and opens the door. So, yep, she’s definitely pissed at me.
 
    
 
        I twiddle my thumbs, feeling like shit. I overreacted last night, I seem to be doing that a lot lately. She has every right to ask about Crystal. God, I’m such a dick. What the hell is wrong with me?
 
    
 
        I need to feed the fucking cat. “Just you and me now,” I say to the mewling fluff ball as I grab his food bowls and place them on the side. What do I feed it? Ah-ha! Found the cat bits and the meat. Shit, that stinks. 
 
        Yowl. Meow. Mew. Yowl.
 
        “I’m fucking doing it,” I snap at the cat in disbelief and push him away with my foot. “Stop using my fucking leg as a scratch post.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        “I’m back,” Loryn announces as she walks through the door. She stops in her tracks when she enters the kitchen. “What are you doing?”
 
        “Attempting to make you a…” I read the recipe booklet. “Kiwi, apple, banana and carrot smoothie.”
 
        “You’re naked.”
 
        I look down at the apron covering my front and turn my head to look at my naked back and legs, “Huh… so I am.”
 
        “Why are you naked and making me smoothies?”
 
        “Because, I can’t actually cook properly, so I figured we could make these, let them cool in the fridge, then I’m going to fuck you good and proper before taking you shopping,” I give her a panty dropping grin.
 
        “Why are we going shopping?”
 
        “You need new clothes.”
 
        “I do not need new clothes.”
 
        “Okay then, I want to buy you new clothes. Preferably more skirts like the one you’re wearing,” I put the lid on the blender and face her. “Easy access.”
 
        “I don’t want you to buy me clothes,” she frowns and folds her arms across her chest. “I can buy my own things.”
 
        I roll my eyes, “I’m buying you clothes. But if you really want to earn it.” I place my hands on her shoulders and smile mischievously, “I wouldn’t mind seeing you on your knees.”
 
        “You want to buy me clothes in return for a blowjob?” she scoffs in insult. Ah shit.
 
        I roll my eyes, “Hell woman, you are so fucking sensitive. Whether you give me a damn blowjob or not I’m still going to buy you clothes because I want to!”
 
        “I… I’m sorry.”
 
        “As you should be, now make it up to me,” I go to lift the apron she slaps my hands away and huffs. “Okay, okay, I get the message. No blowjob for Lucas.”
 
        “And I don’t want you to buy me any clothes,” she says with a determined nod. “But thank you for the… what are you doing?” I watch the fabric of her shirt tear down the middle as I grip and rip it with ease. Her gorgeous bra covered breasts now in view. I grab her skirt as she tries to scramble away, I rip that too. “LUCAS! This is my favorite skirt!”
 
        “Oh, would you look at that,” I scratch the back of my head and shrug, “I guess I’ll have to buy you a new one.” I can’t help it, I smirk and it’s smug. Score!
 
        “You… you… gah!” She grips her shirt together at the front with a fist and scrambles to pick up the fabric of her skirt. As she’s bending over to scoop it up I grab the dish towel and flick it on her bare ass cheek. Making her squeal and run, so I chase after her and do it again. “Lucas stop!” she laughs, I pin her on the sofa and start digging my fingers into her ribs. She laughs so hard nothing but air comes out. I laugh with her.
 
    
 
        Brrreeeep. 
 
    
 
        Did she just? I clear my throat to stop myself from laughing it doesn’t work. She just farted. “Stop laughing,” she snaps and buries her face in her hands, her cheeks and neck bright red from embarrassment. “That’s your fault. I hate being tickled.”
 
        “Oh my god, that absolutely stinks. Christ, you fart like a man,” I’m still laughing and laying on top of her. She pushes me off, I fall onto the floor on my back whilst waving my hand in the air to waft the stench away. “You dirty girl.”
 
        “I’m never talking to you again.” She stomps away which only makes me laugh harder. I can still hear her grumbling to herself as she gets dressed. When she comes out she heads to the smoothie maker and switches it on. I love the shorts she’s chosen, they hug her ass like a glove. I’m about to follow her when I see the cat skipping along behind her. It looks at me, stops in the kitchen doorway and starts grooming itself. This cat… knows what it’s doing. I narrow my eyes at it and sit back on the sofa with a huff.
 
    
 
        I hear the front door close and then a curse. What’s going on? The banging begins. “LUCAS!” I hear Loryn shout. HA! She’s locked herself out. “LUCAS!” She continues banging.
 
        I open the door, no one there. Shit. “Loryn?” I step out into the hall, still butt naked apart from the apron. “Loryn?” No sign of her. 
 
        “Hey good looking,” Loryn’s voice comes from behind me. She waves her fingers and slams the door. She did not just lock me out… naked. I lift my hand and bang on the door. 
 
        “Let me in Loryn. I’m warning you.”
 
        “I think not… are you going to stop bossing me around?”
 
        “Probably not.”
 
        “Enjoy your stay in the hall.”
 
        Crazy bitch. “I’m going to get you back for this.” 
 
    
 
        I made smoothies and everything.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949380]Chapter Sixteen
 
   After Light, Comes Darkness
 
    
 
        “You’re not seriously still sulking are you?” Loryn asks as we walk through the park. Hotdog’s in hand and homemade smoothies in the other. “I said I was sorry. You were out there for like five minutes.” Actually I was out there for half an hour when the man from the apartment across from me walked out and winked… 
 
        I shake my head, “No. I’m just relaxing.” Finishing off my dog in one bite I throw my arm around her shoulder. “We have to go do girly hair shit soon.”
 
        “I know. Thanks for the new clothes,” she pulls a leaf from a low hanging tree and twists it between her fingers. “I love them.”
 
        We spent two hours shopping, she was a pain in the ass in the beginning, so I loaded up my arms with items that shouldn’t even be legal they were just that hideous. She soon started changing them for items that fit her perfectly. After half an hour she finally just started throwing stuff at me with a huge grin on her face. See? I knew it was a good idea. Everyone loves being spoilt every now and then. 
 
    
 
        I find a nice spot under a tree and rest against the bark. I then pull Loryn to sit between my legs and lean her back against my chest. Her finger tips tickle my thighs. My lips can’t resist touching the soft skin behind her ear. I love the way she shudders every time I do it. 
 
        “I love watching people,” she says suddenly.
 
        “Let’s pretend that’s not weird…” I laugh and rub her shoulders. 
 
        “Look,” she points to a group of kids kicking a football and then points to a man walking whilst texting. “Every single one of them has their own story. It’s fascinating, wondering what they’re thinking, what their fears are, and their worries. Where they’re going, where they’ve been.” She then points to an old woman walking alongside a younger woman. “I’d love to know her story. I bet she has a lot to say.”
 
         “Back in my day,” I joke in a high pitched voice. “You didn’t get allowance or bikes. You got dirty sticks and you beat your cousins with them for fun.”
 
        “You’re so weird.”
 
        “Coming from the person who likes watching people. There’s the starting episode for Stalkers Are Us.”
 
        “I dislike you,” she jokes and sighs deeply. Suddenly she jolts forward. “Oh my god. Is that Dana?”
 
        I follow her line of sight and sure enough, about to buy a hotdog from the same stand we just purchased ours from, is Dana. We both jump up and stroll casually towards her. Loryn grabs her elbow before she can attempt to run.
 
        “Lucas, Loryn… what a surprise,” Dana says and lets us lead her away from the stand. She takes a bite of her hotdog. “They always forgets the damn onions.” 
 
        “You’re looking healthier,” I comment because it’s true, she’s not as haggard and has put a bit of weight on. She still looks ill but it’s not as bad. “Now. Tell us you’re going to deal with this Daniel shit.”
 
        “Are you crazy? I don’t have that kind of money,” Dana scoffs and tugs her arm free. She takes another bite of her food and wipes her mouth on the napkin. “He’ll get over it.”
 
        I grab her arm, enough to hurt but not enough to bruise, “You do realize that they trashed Loryn’s store, threatened her life, and it cost a hell of a lot more than ten grand to sort out.” 
 
        For a moment I think she actually looks guilty until she says, “Shit. I need to get out of town.”
 
        “Don’t you care at all?” I snarl.
 
        Dana just rolls her eyes, “They aren’t going to do anything else to you. Daniel’s all talk.”
 
    
 
        “So why are you so damn scared?” Loryn barks and shoves her cousin. “That was our gramps’ store! Don’t you care about that?”
 
        Dana looks around as if searching for someone, probably paranoid, “Of course I do. There’s nothing I can do. If I hand myself into Daniel now he’ll kill me. Or worse. I don’t have that kind of money. I can’t even get that kind of money. In reality I only owe him five but his interest rates suck.”
 
        “So you’re going to leave your cousin to be tortured?” Loryn laughs incredulously. “What about your dad? Can’t you get it from him?”
 
        “My dad stopped helping me months ago,” she shrugs and looks at Loryn. “I’m sorry. I can’t help. I have to go. You two could be being followed.” Talk about a bad case of paranoia.
 
        Loryn grabs her bicep before she can get away, I watch her nails dig into the skin, “What am I supposed to do?”
 
        “That’s not my damn problem.”
 
        “Christ Dana, you’re still as big of a bitch as you were in High School.”
 
        “Shut up Lucas. Why are you even with her anyway?”
 
        “That’s none of your business Dana.”
 
        “Oh my god,” Dana laughs loudly, its high pitched and awful. Exactly how I remember it. “Fucking hell. Crystal would flip her lid!” Shut up, shut up, shut up. “Scary Carey? I remember you once said that her face would look better on a chipmunk’s body and how she was always staring at you.” She laughs again. “And now you two are dating? Christ Lucas… you must be desperate!”
 
    
 
         I clench my fists. “I swear, I never said that.”
 
         “Oh you liar!” Dana laughs. “This is good though Loryn. At least now when Daniel comes back Lucas can just ask his new sister for the money.”
 
        “I’m not having my family pay your debts,” I snarl and tug Loryn back to me. “I never said that Loryn.” Why’s she being so silent?
 
        “You will eventually,” Dana finishes her food and throws the napkin on the floor. We watch the breeze carry it away. “Nice talking to you both. Lucas, you should be ashamed… Crystal would never be happy about this.”
 
        “Rot in hell Dana.”
 
        “Already there Lucas.” She lifts her arms to the side and lets them slap back to her thighs. “You know as well as I do that she would hate this.” She winks at Loryn. “He’ll never love you. He’s never loved anyone but her.”
 
        “Is your life that shit that you have to put me down to feel better about yourself?” Loryn scoffs. “What did we ever do to you?”
 
        Dana’s smirk falls, she doesn’t say anything, she just walks away. I take Loryn’s hand in mine and pull her away. “Babe, I swear I never said that.”
 
        “Lucas, I don’t care. It was High School. And I did always used to stare at you whenever I saw you.” 
 
        We smile at each other for a little while as we walk. Throwing my arm around her shoulders I press my lips to her forehead and sigh. “I’m sorry babe. She’s a waste of space.”
 
        “I’m sorry she brought up Crystal.”
 
        “Me too… she was wrong. Crystal wouldn’t think that.”
 
        Loryn mumbles solemnly, “I hope not.”
 
    
 
    
 
        We head to Loryn’s to collect her girl shit for hair. I wait in the car, she says she needs to talk to her mom so I play Angry Birds and kill a few pigs whilst I wait. She’s gone about forty minutes and comes out looking a little flustered and pissed off. 
 
        “God, that, that woman drives me fucking insane!” she growls. I wait for her to continue. “Do you know what she did?” I shake my head in response. “I’ll tell you what she fucking did.” Whoa, timid little Loryn can swear. “I knew she’d do this!” Do what? “God! Let’s go.”
 
        “But you haven’t told me yet,” I put the car in drive and pull away from the curb. “What has she done?”
 
        “Nothing, it doesn’t matter,” she snarls. Whoa there kitty. I nod, accepting her answer for now when she suddenly blurts. “She’s been drinking! Again!”
 
        “Ok.”
 
        “She’s a recovering alcoholic.”
 
        “Maybe she’s lonely,” I suggest. Not really knowing what else to say. 
 
        Loryn rolls her eyes, “Don’t defend her. She knows better.”
 
        “Okay, okay, calm down. I’m just saying.”
 
        “Well don’t.” she grumbles. 
 
        I quirk a brow, “Are you due your monthly cycle?”
 
        “I’m not hormonal!”
 
        “Okay, okay.”
 
        “Stop laughing at me!” 
 
        “Okay, okay.”
 
        She huffs and crosses her arms, “She just stresses me out.”
 
        “Really? I couldn’t tell.”
 
        She gives me the finger.
 
        I laugh again, man she’s fucking cute when she’s angry, like a hissing kitten.  
 
        
 
    
 
        “Oh my god, those pancakes smell amazing,” Loryn is practically drooling, I’m guessing her bad mood is gone. She heads straight to the kitchen as if she’s been here a hundred times before. As usual I get left behind with the bags. I follow my brother into the room. 
 
        “Where’s Marie?” James asks and looks behind me. Oh shit. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: On my way!
 
    
 
   Marie: You bastard! You forgot about me didn’t you!
 
    
 
   Lucas: No! I swear… Loryn’s fault!
 
    
 
   Marie: I’m coming now… asshole… I’ll remember this.
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’ll buy you a bottle of whiskey.
 
    
 
   Marie: The good kind?
 
    
 
   Lucas: The best.
 
    
 
   Marie: What were we just arguing about?
 
    
 
   Lucas: I was just thinking the same thing.
 
    
 
        “Where’s James?” I ask as Loryn and the females laugh and squeal as Loryn does Maya’s hair.
 
        They completely ignore me, “Your hair is gorgeous Maya. I’m so jealous. Don’t ever cut it short.”
 
        “I won’t, I wouldn’t dare,” Maya grins. “Where’s James?” We all scan the room for the other male. “Ah shit. That bastard!” She looks at us all sheepishly. “He hates having his hair cut.”
 
        “That’s ridiculous.” Marie laughs. I completely agree with her.
 
        “No, he hates the feel of it afterwards, you know when the hair is all over you?” Maya gives a small shrug. “Last time he spent three entire days itching and had twelve showers in total.”
 
        I start laughing, “That man is so weird.”
 
        “Coming from the person who is scared of cute little Velcro,” Loryn snorts and throws a black comb at me. 
 
        “That cat is evil! It sits in the doorway so I can’t get out, it uses my leg as a scratch pole and it…”
 
        Marie rolls her eyes, “Just a cat Lucas. Man up.”
 
        “Says you!” Maya laughs in my defense. “Marie is scared of fish.”
 
        “What?” Loryn and I look at each other and start howling.
 
        “You promised you wouldn’t tell anybody!” Marie shrieks and hits Maya on the thigh with a rolled up newspaper. 
 
        Maya sticks her tongue out at a sulking Marie and asks, “So Loryn. What are your fears?”
 
        Loryn shrugs, “Spiders.” Marie hums in agreement. Maya and I shrug, spiders aren’t scary. “And clowns.”
 
        “Those fears are so normal,” Marie grumbles. “Maya isn’t scared of anything.”
 
        Maya beams proudly at this revelation. I look at Marie, “So… if I was to buy you a goldfish?”
 
        “Don’t even think about it Lucas Grant!”
 
        I look at Loryn, “And I was to dress up as a clown…”
 
        Loryn scowls at me, before she can say anything Evelyn starts crying. I stand up, “I’ll sort her. She in her crib?”
 
        “Yeah, she’s finished her nap. She may need a diaper change.” Maya responds.
 
        I wave her off, “I have had kids before.”
 
        “James? Where are you?” Maya snaps into her phone. 
 
    
 
        “Hey there chunky,” I say to the gorgeous little girl as I lift her out of the crib. “Thank god, you’ve only done a pee.” She grabs at my face and gives me openmouthed kisses. I lay her on the changing table. “Aren’t you just gorgeous?” Okay, I’m doing baby talk. Who can resist this little female though? 
 
        Keeping one hand on her stomach so she doesn’t roll off, I use the other to grab a diaper and wipes and things from the shelving unit near the changing station. Once Evelyn is ready, I lift her back up, give her lots of kisses and carry her through to the room. Loryn has almost finished giving Maya’s hair a trim, I watch as she skillfully moves through Maya’s hair with scissors. Her movement almost blurred by the speed. 
 
        She looks up at me and smiles, “I think she wants another kiss.”
 
        I feel Evelyn’s open mouth hit my cheek and start chuckling before showering her with more kisses.
 
    
 
        “She’s a little hussy,” Maya giggles and winks at me. “Or she just knows a good looking man when she sees one.”
 
         Loryn brushes off Maya’s shoulders and neck and removes the cover from her before brushing that down too. She walks over to me, nuzzles her nose into Evelyn’s cheek, making the little chunk giggle. “Mine.” Hell yeah. I like the sound of that. Loryn kisses me on the corner of my mouth, at this moment Evelyn reaches out and smacks her on the cheek. Everyone starts cackling. 
 
        “Little monkey,” Loryn gasps playfully and takes the wriggling girl from my arms. I watch them play for a few minutes as Marie sweeps up the hair and takes her seat. Maya collects her daughter moments later and sits on the couch whilst Loryn gets to work. 
 
    
 
        “I’ll go and find James,” I announce as the girls start babbling about hot movie stars and such. “Give me the kid.” I hold my arms out to Evelyn. Maya questions me with her eyes. “It’s so when I do find him I can dump the kid on him and run. He’ll have to come back then, she’ll be hungry soon.”
 
        Maya laughs once, “Well, Lucas. Who knew you could be so devious?”
 
        “Whatever,” I take Evelyn and grab my cell off the coffee table that has been pushed out of the way for their salon. “See you soon. Any ideas where he could be?”
 
        “Probably at the coffee shop down the street, “Maya shrugs. He’s left his phone at home.”
 
        Off I go. 
 
    
 
        Maya was right, I find James in the coffee shop drinking an iced drink of some sort and hiding behind a newspaper. I plop myself on the seat opposite him, just as he lowers the paper Evelyn squeals, “DADA!” And holds out her hands.
 
        James, completely ignoring me. Takes his daughter with a huge smile, “Finally.” He nuzzles her neck and kisses her mouth. “So, they sent you?”
 
        “Nope.”
 
        “Sell out.”
 
        “Yep. I’m off.”
 
        He frowns, “But… Evelyn.”
 
        I grin, “Take her back yourself.”
 
        “That’s just mean,” he laughs and pulls the newspaper away from Evelyn’s open mouth. She kicks and shakes her legs, purses her lips and makes little grunting noises. Uh-oh, she’s about to cry.
 
         
 
    
 
        So James did get his hair cut, he spent half an hour in the shower afterwards. Maya then spread lotion on his skin, and he went straight back in the shower. Marie, Loryn and I were in stitches over it.
 
        We picked up Amelia from school, came home, and had dinner. Loryn borrowed my car to go and check on her mom once Amelia was in bed. I have to admit, Loryn is great to Amelia. Makes me feel a little more at ease about this whole new relationship thing that we have going on. 
 
    
 
        The next two weeks pass by in a blur, true to her word, Harriet signed over the store to Loryn. That was a weight lifted off Loryn’s shoulders. Harriet hasn’t been drinking to our knowledge and Loryn is giving her half of the insurance money so she can get herself started. It doesn’t look like her partner will be coming back unfortunately for her. 
 
        So, she got an apartment and has got a temporary job at a local library until Loryn and Marie’s salon and studio are up and running, then she apparently wants to begin working there. Loryn is leaving here tomorrow. So is the cat, which I have to admit, I’ve bonded with just a fraction. It likes cheese puffs, I like cheese puffs. We share a common interest and the past few nights I’ve sat on the couch, with cheese puffs. One for the cat, five for me. We have an understanding, and since I started sharing my snacks with him he’s not used my legs as a scratch post. Although he does like to sleep on my neck whilst I sleep which is really fucking annoying.
 
        Loryn insists it’s because he likes me. I know for a fact he does it to piss me off because as soon as I shove him off he winks and walks out.
 
    
 
   True story! He actually fucking winks and struts out of the room most likely to go and sleep with Amelia who has become his closest friend. She’s not happy about Velcro leaving, nor is she happy about Loryn leaving for that matter.
 
    
 
        Another thing I will admit to, the only times we have left our apartment these last two weeks were to take Amelia to school and pick her up and to obviously watch over the construction on the store. There has been a setback where the plumbing is involved. It’s nothing too concerning though. It will only put the developments back by a day, if that. The new windows have been fitted, the wall has been put in, and I have to admit the guys Marie hired are really quite efficient. I haven’t had to bust their asses once through this entire process. 
 
    
 
        “You look lost in thought,” Loryn says softly, I roll her over onto her back, my dick still buried inside of her. This has become one of my favorite resting places. 
 
        I roll my eyes and suck on her lower lip before releasing it. “Why do women always think we’re thinking something?”
 
        “Because you probably are.”
 
        “I’m hungry.”
 
        She giggles and wriggles her hips, her walls clench around my softening member. “For sex or food? I never can tell these days.” Yeah, we have done a lot of both and little of anything else.
 
        “Food then sex,” I chuckle and rub my nose along hers. 
 
        “I want to do something. I feel like…” she takes a shuddering breath. “Let’s go do something.”
 
        “Like what?”
 
        She shrugs, “Anything. I want to celebrate our last night together. Ask someone to come watch Amelia.”
 
        I laugh and roll my eyes, it’s already ten at night. “It’s hardly our last night together. Don’t be such a girl.”
 
        She falls into silence, all I can hear is our heavy breathing and the sound of the cat playing with his toy in the hall. I scan her face, waiting for her to say something. Her face seems to contort as if in pain, “I am still going to see you right?”
 
        “Of course,” I say softly. 
 
    
 
   More silence.
 
    
 
        “Lucas, what am I to you?”
 
        “What do you mean?”
 
        “You know what I mean,” she pushes at my chest so I pull out of her, instantly missing her warm depths and lie on my side facing her. She faces me, her arm bent beneath her head. “What am I to you?” 
 
         God, why now? “Can’t we just leave it as we are? We’re having fun, we’re getting on. I like spending time with you. I like being with you.”
 
        “That doesn’t answer my question.”
 
        “You’re my girl, my woman. You’re mine.” I grin cheekily, praying she laughs and kisses me again or something.
 
    
 
        Instead she huffs and lies flat on her back, that’s apparently the wrong answer.
 
        Oh shit. “You want love,” I state.
 
        She shakes her head but doesn’t look at me, she’s lying.
 
        “Loryn…”
 
        “Is it so wrong to expect? Are we on the right tracks for that?”
 
        “Is this because of what Dana said?” I sigh and stroke her cheek with two fingers before letting them trail down to her neck. Not once did I think what Dana said about me never loving anyone like I love Crystal would affect Loryn in any way.
 
        “No, well, maybe. I just want to know whether… whether I’m taking a plunge that you’re not.”
 
        I don’t love her, how can I? Dana was sort of right. Sure, I care about Loryn and I’d love to give her what she wants but I can’t. “Loryn, you’re asking for something I can’t give.”
 
        “So if I left now, told you it was over, what would you say?” now she’s sounding irritated. “Would you even care?”
 
        Christ, “Yes Loryn, yes I would fucking care. Why? Are you ending… this?” I don’t like the thought.
 
        “Is it worth staying for?”
 
        I shrug, “I can’t answer that for you.”
 
        “Why, why can’t you love me Lucas? Eventually. I think you could.”
 
        “I doubt it.” Ah shit. “I didn’t mean that.”
 
        “You’re such an asshole,” she snaps and goes to climb out of bed. I wrap my arm around her waist and pin her to me. “Get off me.”
 
        “Why are you doing this? You want some kind of false declaration huh? You want me to tell you something I don’t mean?”
 
        “No but…”
 
        “But what Loryn? We’ve been seeing each other a few fucking weeks. Maybe if I was a god damn teenager…”
 
        “Don’t be an ass.”
 
        I release her and push myself out of bed. Spotting my boxers on the floor I pick them up and pull them on, ignoring the condom still on my dick, I’ll sort that out in a minute.
 
        “I’m just asking for something… anything that tells me one day maybe you will get serious about me.”
 
        “What makes you think I’m not? What makes you think I don’t have feelings for you? Because I do care about you Loryn! Too damn much.” I laugh a little in disbelief. How can she even start this stupid fucking argument? “Grow up.”
 
        “What?” she splutters and climbs out of bed. “Grow up?” I watch her pull on her dressing gown. “Because I want to know if one day you will consider maybe moving forward with me? For this I should grow up?”
 
        “You’re asking for a god damn fairytale! I can’t guarantee you anything more than what any other man could guarantee you at this point! Right now, I don’t love you and honestly I don’t think I can. It’s not you, you’re… well perfect. You’re great. I’m lucky to have you but I can’t love you like that.” There’s no space left for you.
 
        “Because you’re in love with her?” she bites out and points to the picture on my bedside table. 
 
        “Yes, because I’m in love with her,” great job Lucas. Fucking perfect. 
 
        Loryn falters, hurt comes across her face, and her eyes instantly fill with tears. Shit, I feel like crap but I don’t know what to tell her, what to say to her. What does she expect?
 
        “You knew what you were getting yourself into Loryn. Don’t pretend like I’m being the bad guy here!” 
 
        “I’m just trying to protect myself.”
 
        “From what? From a relationship that might end after a couple of months? God forbid anyone goes through one of them,” the sarcasm is just pouring out. “For all I know you might never fall in love with me! You could wake up in a few weeks and decide you don’t want me. Where would that leave me huh? Can you guarantee that you’ll still be here a year from now?”
 
        She sighs, her features soften, “I guess not.”
 
        “Then don’t expect me to pull answers out of my ass,” I stomp into the bathroom and slam the door behind me. 
 
    
 
   Nice Lucas, you handled that really fucking well. Whatever.
 
    
 
        I wash my hands and splash water on my face after using the facilities and stare at the sink for a moment. Shit. Turning swiftly I push the door open, ready to apologize but stop when I see Loryn throwing her shit into a bag on the bed. What the fuck is she doing? I ask her as much.
 
        She doesn’t respond so I grab the bag and throw it to the other side of the room. Her clothes fall as it soars through the air and scatter across the bed and floor.
 
    
 
        “What are you doing?” she shrieks and tries to step around me to get to the bag. I side step, cutting her off each time she tries again. “Move Lucas.”
 
        “Where do you think you’re going?”
 
        “Home.” 
 
        “Why?”
 
        “Because this is stupid, this relationship is stupid. All we do is have sex, eat, sleep and have more sex. You aren’t interested in me as a person. Just as your living blow up doll!” 
 
    
 
   How wrong she is.
 
    
 
        “Fine, if that’s what you think? Then go.” I step out of the way and motion to her scattered things with my arm. “If you really think that then go. Go find a perfect fucking guy who looks after you and loves you and wants to help you and takes you in…”
 
        “I never asked for that. I never asked for your help.” She prods me in the chest.
 
        “No, but you fucking needed it Loryn… where was your dad? Your mom? Your friends? Oh that’s right you didn’t fucking have any!” Ah shit, that was a low blow. 
 
    
 
        She doesn’t say anything, she scoops up some pants and pulls them on, followed by a bra and a shirt. I lean against the wall with my arms folded across my chest. Watching her with a blank face. 
 
        “I shouldn’t have said that,” I say softly as she throws her clothes into her bag. “This is becoming one major cluster fuck.”
 
        “Will you pass me another bag please?” she asks with her back still to me. 
 
        “No.”
 
        She spins and glares at me, goes to say something but decides against it and grabs a small suitcase from the cupboard herself. 
 
    
 
   I can’t blame her for ending it. Sure, I don’t want her to but she’s right. She deserves more than… than whatever it is I can give her. 
 
    
 
        “I shouldn’t have said that,” I repeat softly as she zips her bags up. Fuck. “Loryn. Don’t go now.”
 
        She stops, turns and lifts the bags. 
 
        “Loryn, come on.”
 
        “I don’t need you Lucas.” What the fuck is that even supposed to mean? “Move.”
 
        “I’m not letting you leave this fucking late. It’s not safe.” And I can’t go anywhere, I have Amelia.
 
        She rolls her eyes, “Don’t pretend to give a shit.” 
 
        “Loryn,” I argue and pinch the bridge of my nose. “Stop this shit right now. You aren’t leaving.”
 
        She runs her fingers through her hair and shakes her head in disbelief, “Do you know how it feels? Sleeping next to that every night?” She points to the photo of my wife and kids. “Knowing I’ll never mean that much to you. Maya told me to give it a chance, to see it out. I can’t. I can’t see it out. Not while you’re still in love with her.”
 
        “Loryn, don’t…”
 
        “I get it, she’s the love of your life but why? Why the fuck would you mess me around knowing you’ll never love me? That you’ll never move on.”
 
        “Loryn,” I warn, feeling my anger rise. “No one will ever replace her. No one. Just like having another child wouldn’t replace Annie!”
 
        She rolls her eyes and hides her face when a tear falls down her cheek, “You know what I mean!”
 
        “No, I actually fucking don’t. You’re acting like a brat!”
 
        “Stop insulting me!”
 
        My fists clench, “Then stop talking about my fucking wife.”
 
        “Dead wife Lucas! Say it! Dead wife!” she shouts, almost as angry as I am. “Is it her you picture? When you’re with me. Is it?”
 
    
 
        SMASH!
 
    
 
        I lost it, I just lost it. Shit. 
 
    
 
        We both stare at the shattered lamp, sharp shards of glass and ceramic are scattered all over the floor. I lost it, I threw it at the wall. My chest is heaving, my breathing is ragged. Loryn gasps and looks at me with frightened eyes. She swiftly picks up her bags and walks out. And I let her.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949381]Chapter Seventeen
 
   What a Mess
 
    
 
            
 
        As soon as the door closes Amelia walks into my room looking sleepy with a purring Velcro in her arms, “Daddy, what happened?”
 
        “Daddy knocked the lamp off baby,” I run my hand over her head. “Come on, it’s dangerous here. Let’s get you to bed.”
 
        “Where’s Loryn?” she asks around a yawn as I lead her to her bed. I lift her in and pull the blanket to her shoulders. “Where’s Loryn?”
 
        “She had to go back to the store.”
 
        She looks at her window and frowns, “But it’s dark.”
 
        “I know.”
 
        “You told me, never go out in the dark.”
 
        “I know.”
 
        She frowns even further, “Loryn’s naughty.”
 
        “No baby, Loryn’s a big girl. She knows what she’s doing.”
 
        “Okay,” she yawns again. “Goodnight daddy.”
 
        I kiss her forehead and turn off the lamp by her bed.
 
    
 
        After a few seconds deliberating I pick up my phone.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Get your fucking ass back here now.
 
    
 
   Loryn: Fuck you.
 
    
 
   Lucas: If I have to drag my daughter out of bed to chase you down I swear you’ll regret it.
 
    
 
   Loryn: Fuck… YOU
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’m getting Amelia out of bed and I’m coming to find you.
 
    
 
   Loryn: That’s emotional blackmail.
 
    
 
   Lucas: That I will go through with. 
 
    
 
   Loryn: Is violence a common occurrence? Will it happen again? 
 
    
 
   Lucas: NO! Get back here now! Or I swear to god Loryn I will come and get you.
 
    
 
   Loryn: Fine. But I’m not sleeping with you.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Don’t tell lies. 
 
    
 
        There’s a knock at the door only five minutes later, she fortunately didn’t get far. I open it and head back into the bedroom so I can finish cleaning up the mess. I’ll leave a note for the cleaner, letting her know to vacuum twice in here just in case my shit sweeping skills miss any sharp bits. 
 
        “I’m leaving in the morning,” Loryn says and dumps her bags on the floor. “The only reason I came back is because my mom has my key.” That’s bullshit.
 
        “Whatever,” I snap and stomp into the closet. Grabbing a blanket from the top shelf, I wrap it around my arm, steal a pillow from the bed and walk into the living room. Loryn heads to the kitchen, I hear the fridge open as I slide onto the sofa and turn the TV on. 
 
        “You’re really sleeping on the sofa?” she looks at me in disbelief. 
 
        “You really ending this between us?”
 
        Her brows come together, “Yeah. I am.”
 
        “Then I’m sleeping on the sofa.”
 
        “And what happens after tomorrow?”
 
        I shrug, “You seem to be making all of the fucking decisions Loryn. Why don’t you tell me?”
 
        “Is there any point in me saying we should be friends?”
 
        I don’t answer. I don’t want to be her fucking friend. Why is she acting so… so… fucking stupid? You know what? I’m going to ask her. “Why are you acting like this?”
 
       Her eyes go wide, “Haven’t I told you already?”
 
       “No, you actually fucking haven’t told me already. All I’ve heard is bullshit. Why are you ending what we have? Why? I don’t understand what the fuck I did to deserve this bullshit from you.”
 
        “I’m tired,” she begins to walk back to the bedroom so I grab her around the waist and hold her to me. Using my chin to brush her hair away from her neck I whisper in her ear, “Tell me why you’re so worked up. What have I done?”
 
        “I… I don’t know,” she shudders and relaxes back against me. “You drive me crazy. I… I… I’m going to fall in love with you Lucas and I want you to fall with me.” Wait… what? She’s what? 
 
        “Loryn, it’s been…”
 
        “Like three weeks, I know!” Her hands pull mine from around her, I take a step back. “You’re so… nice, Lucas. How can I not feel this way? You’re the guy every girl wants.”
 
         How wrong she is. “You barely know me.”
 
        “I haven’t known you a long time. But I do know you. As a person.”
 
        “I don’t know what to say.” This is so fucked up. Why now? Why can’t she just leave it be and enjoy it while it lasts?  “There’s nothing I can say. I’m sorry.”
 
        She sniffs. “You really don’t feel the same do you…?” I watch her inhale a shuddering breath. “What shall I do? Tell me what to do!”
 
        “Tell you what?” what exactly am I supposed to say to that? 
 
        “Tell me to stay! Tell me not to leave you! Tell me something!”
 
        “Do you want to leave?” This is so fucking confusing. My head hurts.
 
        “Do you want me to?”
 
        I grip my hair in both hands, “This is fucking stupid. I’m going to sleep.”
 
        “With me or on the sofa?” 
 
        “I don’t fucking know! Why don’t you tell me your decision where our fucked up relationship is concerned? And then I can make a decision on where I’m supposed to be fucking sleeping!” This is stupid! Crazy fucking woman. 
 
        She sighs… just answer the damn question. Please. So damn tired. “Okay. Come to bed?”
 
        “So we’re okay?” my heart slows to normal speed. I didn’t even notice it speed up in the first place. 
 
        She smiles sheepishly, “Yeah. We’re okay.”
 
        “Finally,” I walk straight past her and hop into bed. She stands in the doorway for a moment before finally joining me. “Don’t start that shit ever again. My fucking head is killing me.”
 
        She doesn’t respond, I don’t say anything else. I’m worried she’ll change her mind and the fact I feel so much relief at her most recent decision scares me a little. 
 
        So I lay next to her, not touching her, she doesn’t curl into me like she always does which is annoying because right now I’m unsure on what to do. Do I touch her? Will she want me to or will it make this stupid ass situation worse? 
 
        She seems to react via a trigger. Crystal was like that, she’d suddenly flip at nothing, and all of her bottled up crap would spill out and leave me in a fucking daze. 
 
        “Loryn?” I murmur softly and place my hand on her shoulder. “Are you asleep?” She doesn’t respond so with a sigh I turn over and leave her to dream. 
 
    
 
        When I wake up, the bed is empty and Amelia’s also gone. There’s a note on the kitchen counter that reads: Taken Amelia to school xx Sorry about last night.
 
    
 
        Well, that’s a good sign right? Hopefully we’ll make up properly before she goes home today. It has been nice having her here.
 
    
 
   Although I still can’t believe I smashed that damn lamp. I must be fucking crazy. She just pushed all of the wrong buttons. It’s been a long time since I had a reaction like that. My palms were sweaty, my heart hammering, my breathing heavy and erratic, my anger shattered barriers I forgot I’d put up in my mind. This girl really knows how to get on my damn nerves. The worst part is, I love it. I love feeling so alive even if it is confusing. 
 
    
 
        “Hey,” Loryn announces as she walks through the door. “I’ll get my stuff ready. Can you sort out the cat’s bowls and litter tray for me?” Yay, I get the good job… not.
 
        “Sure,” I respond and go to walk past it but her arm comes out to stop me. 
 
        Before I can ask what’s wrong her lips find mine, soft, sweet and delicate. My hands go to her waist, I grip her tight to me as we kiss. 
 
    
 
        When she slowly pulls away our gazes lock, I smile at her softly and touch her cheek tenderly. She turns her face into my palm. “I’m sorry,” she says on a breath and closes her eyes. “I was really out of order last night. I don’t know what came over me.” 
 
        I don’t say anything, what can I say? So instead, I press my lips to hers and let them linger for a few moments before pulling away and heading into the hall. 
 
    
 
        I’m going to miss having her here, it’s been great waking up with someone in my arms, laughing with someone, having decent meals every night. And I don’t mean that in a sexist way, I can’t cook, Loryn can. It’s that simple.
 
        This whole situation feels stupid. We agreed on a couple of weeks, her mom is established and her apartment is ready. I guess part of me wished that her mom would take longer to find a job and a place. 
 
        Half an hour later, all of her stuff is packed and I’m staring at it in the hall whilst she has a quick shower. It feels so daunting, so final. Now I can understand why she asked me all of that shit last night because part of me wants to go in there and demand her to stay. I also think we need a break, it’s too soon in the relationship for us to be spending so much time together, and this is why I think we have argued so damn much. Not anymore, not after last night, I refuse to argue with her now. She’s got a lot on and doesn’t need the stress.
 
    
 
        “Ready?” Loryn asks as she leaves my bedroom, her hair still a bit damp. I nod and lift the bags. “I’m going to miss having all of this floor space.” I’m going to miss you having all of this floor space. “Are you okay?”
 
        “Just tired,” I respond automatically and shift the bags over to one hand so I can hold hers. “Do you want to do something? Before we go back to yours?” She takes the cat carrier in her free hand.
 
        “Like what?”
 
        “Well, it’s a nice day. Let’s go for a walk through the park, go get hotdogs. There should be some sort of band playing, we could go and listen.”
 
        She smiles, it’s fucking beautiful, “Yeah but let’s take Velcro back first. I’d like that.”
 
    
 
    
 
        We walk hand in hand under the warm sun, I was right about the band playing, some kind of Jazz band. They’re actually pretty good. I wrap my arm around her shoulders and kiss the top of her head. We don’t get hotdogs, we do get an ice cream cone each though and laze around under the same tree as the last time we came.
 
        “I can’t wait for the store to be finished,” Loryn says into the silence. “Your phone’s vibrating against my back.” I shift her forward and pull it out of my pocket. 
 
    
 
        “It’s Summer,” I open the text.
 
    
 
   Summer: Check your three o’clock.
 
    
 
        Turning my head to the right I instantly spot the petite female with her partner Chris. I smile and wave them over. 
 
        “Hey you,” I say to Summer and tug on a lock of her hair as she sits beside us. Chris reaches over to shake my hand. “What are you doing here?”
 
        “The same as you I imagine,” Summer responds with a smile and pulls Chris to sit behind her.
 
        “We’ve just been house hunting. We’ve finally found the perfect one,” Chris declares proudly and Summer nods excitedly in agreement. “Oh my god, Lucas it’s absolutely stunning. And in a nice suburban area with low crime rates. The garden is huge and even has a tire swing.”
 
        “Congratulations,” Loryn beams. “Let me know if you need any help moving. We’ll give you a hand. Won’t we Lucas?”
 
        “Sure,” Who you gonna call?
 
        “That would be awesome, we move in two weeks so I’ll let you know. Mostly the removal guys are sorting it but…” Summer trails off and nudges Chris.
 
        He rolls his eyes, “There’s a couple of things that need doing. A couple of doors that need fixing and shelves. If you wouldn’t mind giving me a hand. I’m useless unless it has a remote control.” Call Lucas!
 
        We all laugh at his grumbling. It’s no secret that Chris is obsessed with expensive electrical gadgets. He and Summer are complete opposites, I know they met when they were in college. Chris was into Graphic Design and Summer was into business. Chris is flaky, funny and not very reliable due to a bad memory and as Summer would say, horrendous organization skills. Summer is extremely reliable and unfortunately remembers everything. 
 
    
 
        “Yeah, sure bud. I’ve got no problem with that. I’m not doing much of anything else.” Which is unfortunately true since James took away my job. 
 
        A shadow spills over us, we all look up, “Well, fancy meeting you guys here.” Maya says. She’s here too? How exactly did this happen? The world isn’t that small.
 
    
 
        Summer instantly jumps up and snatches Evelyn. “What y’all doing?”
 
        I motion to the grass and lay on the sarcasm, “Grazing… what do you think we’re doing?”
 
        James flops back onto the grass, apparently exhausted.
 
        “Alright, alright, thanks for the invite,” Maya sniffs, feigning sadness. 
 
        “Stop being dramatic,” Summer giggles and blows a raspberry on Evelyn’s neck. “We just bumped into each other. Chris and I found a house!”
 
        “Finally,” Maya laughs and the women start talking about color designs and patterns and how the rooms are set out. Sigh. “Marie is on her way.”
 
        Of course she is. Loryn leans back tighter against me at the mention of Marie’s name, that’s weird. I kiss the shell of her ear and wrap my arms around her.
 
    
 
        “This is the same band that was playing when I came to the park alone. Because James had ditched me to search for you,” Maya winks and nudges my ankle with her foot. “It’s a good band isn’t it?”
 
        We all hum in agreement and fall into silence for a little longer. 
 
        “Hi!” comes Marie’s high pitched squeal only twenty minutes later. Thank god, she has a cooler with her. “Drink anyone.”
 
        “Yes!” we all practically hiss and reach forward. Sighing with relief, I open my can of ice cold soda and drain half of it in a couple of gulps. “Thanks Marie.”
 
        She grins, “I’m a genius, I know.” Then she rummages through her bag before pulling an unopened letter out and handing it to Loryn. “I popped by the store and the builders said this arrived not too long ago.”
 
       “Thanks Marie,” Loryn rips it open. I read it over her shoulder. “It’s a written apology from the Chief of Police. They are compensating me with five thousand dollars and have suspended three of the cops who were at my store that night. That’s awesome!” I catch Maya’s eyes and smile gratefully, she shrugs in response. “For once everything actually seems to be going well.”
 
        “Yeah,” she’s right, I can’t help but agree. “It does.”
 
    
 
        We stay for another hour, laughing, joking and messing around whilst listening to the music in the background before heading back to Loryn’s store.
 
    
 
    
 
        We say hi to the work crew as we walk through to her apartment. Her mom left the keys behind as expected. 
 
        “Velcro,” Loryn coos and the cat comes pattering over to us. She scoops him up, gives him a couple of kisses and pets before putting him back down. I check the time and curse. “What’s wrong?”
 
        “I have to go in a minute, it’s Amelia’s last day so she finishes early.”
 
        “Sure,” she wraps her arms around my waist and rests her cheek against my chest. “Want to come over tomorrow?”
 
        I shake my head, we need a little bit of space. Just a little. “No, I’ve got some things I need to do. I’ll call you.”
 
       “Right.”
 
       I kiss her nose and her mouth and squeeze her to me, “I’ll call you tomorrow.”
 
       “Okay,” she stretches and yawns. “Marie should be here soon anyway with the color cards.” 
 
        My phone starts to ring, I answer, “Hi Helen. How are you?” 
 
        “Hello, Lucas. I was wondering if you could do me a favor,” Who you gonna call? “My car broke down and I hate getting cabs, could you by any chance pick me up? I really don’t want to miss this year’s field day.”
 
        “Crap, is that today?”
 
        She chuckles a little, I notice Loryn shift uncomfortably, “Yes, it is.”
 
        “Sure, I’ll be there in about fifteen minutes.”
 
        “You’re a life saver.” 
 
        “No problem,” I say and hang up. I turn back to Loryn, “I should go.”
 
        “Who was that?”
 
        “Tegan and Bailey’s mom, it’s field day today, I completely forgot. It starts in about half an hour,” I kiss her swiftly on the lips and pull the door open. She stops me by placing a hand on my shoulder, “Can I come? I want to watch Amelia.”
 
        Shit, “Babe, there’s not going to be enough room in the car.”
 
        “So you’ll take this Helen character and not me?” She scoffs. Here we go. 
 
        I rub my eyes and head down the stairs.
 
        “Lucas!” 
 
        I stop again, “I have to go.”
 
        “Why can you take her and not me?”
 
        “Because she needs a ride, she’s a friend. I’m also good friends with her husband.”
 
        “So why can’t her husband take her?” she scowls. 
 
        I roll my eyes, “I’m leaving. Before we get into another stupid ass argument.”
 
        Her mouth falls open, I don’t wait for her to respond before diving into my car and speeding down the road. What the hell is wrong with her?
 
    
 
        Helen quickly throws the girls’ booster seats in the back and climbs into the front a little breathlessly, “Thank you so much.” 
 
        “It’s no problem,” I smile softly at her. “I can’t believe I forgot!” 
 
        “I texted you about it three days ago…” I vaguely remember that, I think I was mid sex with Loryn. Fucking and texting at the same time takes skill. 
 
        I nod, “Yeah, I’ve had a lot on my mind.”
 
        “Ooh, sounds intriguing.”
 
        “I’ve umm… I’m seeing someone,” and she’s driving me crazy. “She’s a nice girl.”
 
        “That’s great news,” she claps her hands together. “And why isn’t she here?”
 
        Good question, “She’s converting her store from a clothes store of sorts, to a hair and beauty salon and a studio. So she’s busy.” Wow, talk about a lie. Why not just tell her Lucas? Because then she would feel unnecessary guilt. 
 
        “That sounds interesting, what kind of studio?”
 
        So I tell her about Marie’s ‘fucking genius idea’ as we all seem to call it these days. I don’t spare any details, I’m actually proud of them both for this. Loryn and Marie I mean.
 
        “Let me know when it opens, I’ll spread the word and come in for some family photos.” That would be pretty awesome. 
 
    
 
        We arrive at the school and get stuck looking for a parking space. After ten minutes we finally manage to find one and quickly rush to the large field around the back of the huge building where all of the school years and classes are lined up and ready. We find our girls and shuffle our way to the front. I quickly pull out my phone so I can record it. 
 
    
 
        “Lucas!” Sylvia calls and waves us over. “Hello Helen.” They’ve met before, when Sylvia has picked up Amelia for me. “How are you both?”
 
        We make small talk and eventually the races begin. First our group of kids do a small relay. We end up laughing through most of it as most of the five year olds don’t know what to do and end up running without the baton. Amelia, Tegan and Bailey all do pretty well until Amelia falls over half way through a sack race, she comes first in the obstacle race. The kid can run and jump like a chimp.
 
    
 
        At the end, whilst they’re giving out certificates and medals, Helen asks, “Would you like to come over for dinner? My husband should be home soon. He’ll be eager to hear about this and see it.” She motions to my phone.
 
        “Sounds awesome,” I smile and sweep up a squealing Amelia with a medal dangling around her neck. “Baby, I am so damn proud of you.”
 
        “I fell over in the sack race,” she giggles and accepts my kisses. “Hello grandma.”
 
        I hand her over to Sylvia and kneel down the Tegan and Baily, Tegan has a medal for the sack race Baily is upset because she doesn’t have one. “Want to go get some ice cream?”
 
        She instantly perks up. Helen mouths a thank you.
 
    
 
        We head to the closest ice cream store and pick up a couple of cartons before heading over to Helen’s and heading straight to the outdoor pool. The girls eat their ice cream before dressing in cute swimming costumes and jumping into the shallow end of the water with rings around their waists. 
 
        “This is awesome,” I laugh as the girls’ splash and play. “Thanks for this.”
 
        “No worries,” Helen beams and hands me a beer. “So, what have you got planned for the week?”
 
        “It’s Loryn’s birthday next week, on Thursday. Any ideas on what I could do?”
 
        Helen taps her chin in thought, “Take her out for the day and night. What does she like to do?”
 
        Fuck, I genuinely have no idea. “I can’t exactly say our relationship has involved a lot of talking.” I grimace a little and Helen laughs, catching the hidden meaning to my words. “We argue a lot. Is that normal for this early on?”
 
        “From the little of what you told me about her before, it sounds like you’re passionate about her so I’d say yes. My husband and I argued all the time when we first met, we still do. About stupid things.” This brings me a small amount of relief. She leans over and pats me on the hand, “I know it can’t be easy. Considering what has happened with your wife, but give it a chance.”
 
        Slowly I nod in agreement. I will give it a chance.
 
    
 
   Loryn: What are you doing?
 
    
 
   Lucas: Sat watching the girls play in a swimming pool with Helen. Just waiting for her husband Wesley to come home so he can watch the videos of his girls kicking ass at sports.
 
    
 
        She doesn’t respond. Even when Wes arrives half an hour later, still no response.
 
    
 
    
 
        “You said her birthday is on Thursday?” Helen asks as she leads Amelia and me to the door, ready to leave. I nod. She continues, “Bring Amelia round on Thursday morning, I’ll have her for you and Wesley can drop her home the next day.”
 
        “Are you sure?” That would give me chance to do something with Loryn.
 
        She smiles kindly, “Of course. No problem at all. You also asked what you could get her. Think of something she needs rather than something she wants.”
 
        And as if all of the missing pieces click into place I leave feeling elated and with a plan in mind. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: What is Loryn calling the store?
 
    
 
   Marie: L&M’s Hair, Beauty and Photo Studio.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Awesome. Thanks babe.
 
    
 
   Marie: What’s going on?
 
    
 
   Lucas: You’ll find out later. Don’t tell Loryn okay?
 
    
 
   Marie: Ooh, is Lucas doing something special for Loryn’s twenty eighth?
 
    
 
   Lucas: Lucas is! And it’s her twenty seventh isn’t it?
 
    
 
   Marie: Fuck if I know… Let me know if you need anything! 
 
    
 
   Lucas: I shall! :-D 
 
    
 
        “Daddy, where are we going?” Amelia asks.
 
        “Can you keep a secret?” 
 
        “Yes.”
 
        “Good, then I’ll show you.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949382]Chapter Eighteen
 
   Happy Birthday to Loryn
 
    
 
    
 
             Bang, bang, bang. The door finally opens, one of the builders greets me and shuts the door behind me. Wow, they’ve finally started putting the walls up. I carefully start making me way through the place to where the kitchen used to be but is now being transformed into a changing area that will also lead to the studio so people don’t have to walk through the salon in their outfits of choice and head up the stairs to Loryn’s flat. Which is also locked. She answers after the third knock.
 
        “What are you doing here?” shit, she’s been crying. 
 
        I hold out the flowers I brought and the wrapped gift. She doesn’t take them. I thought she’d love red roses? What girl doesn’t?
 
    
 
        “What are you doing here Lucas?” she sniffs but doesn’t move to let me in.
 
        “Happy birthday,” I state with a smile hoping that will cheer her up. It doesn’t. “Babe, you gonna let me in?”
 
        She steps to the side and opens the door a little more. I put the flowers and the small box on the counter and slowly face her. “What’s wrong?”
 
        “I haven’t seen you all fucking week Lucas! Why are you here now?”
 
        “But I have texted you every day,” smiling mischievously I step towards her, she takes a step back. “Dammit Loryn. I’m here aren’t I? I’ve been busy.”
 
        “Doing what?”
 
        “Come on, I have a surprise for you,” okay, now I’m acting like a pussy. “Open your gift!”
 
        She shakes her head, “You can’t just disappear and walk back into my life!”
 
    
 
        Okay, so maybe I’ve been a little bit of a dick, but we needed the space. I think. 
 
    
 
        This is what I was trying to avoid. I have texted her every day, but I’ve refused to see her. So maybe my texts haven’t been very reassuring. I’ve got a lot on my mind, give me a break.
 
    
 
        “Come on,” I stick out my lower lip. “For one day. Just one day, let’s have a good time. I’ve got it all sorted.”
 
        She smiles weakly, sighs and grabs the small wrapped box from the counter. I watch her slowly unwrap it, tug off the lid and frown in confusion, “You got me a key?”
 
        “Yep,” I grin and lift her over my shoulder. “Let’s go.”
 
        She squeals and laughs. “Where are we going?” 
 
        With her hanging limply over my shoulder and her hands gripping my ass, I pad downstairs, past the laughing builders and outside, where I deposit her on the ground facing me. Before she can say anything I swiftly kiss her and spin her around. She instantly gasps.
 
        “Oh my god, Lucas!” she walks towards the small white van with purple and black script on the side. Chosen by Marie as their studio logo. 
 
    
 
   It reads, 
 
    
 
   L&M 
 
    
 
        And underneath has what their store is and their contact details. “This is too much! I can’t believe you did this!” She runs her hand over the white hood and smiles up at me with a little shake of her head. “You’re crazy. This… must have cost you a fortune!”
 
        I throw the keys at her and watch as she unlocks it and climbs in. I slide into the middle, my thigh presses against hers. 
 
        “I figured you’d need something to deliver your prints and such in and to move props around for the studio. I was going to get you a car but Marie convinced me this would be better,” I explain as she starts the engine. Her face falls, “What if Daniel…” I quickly cut her off by raising my hand, “I figured you’d say that so I’ve hired a garage on the next block. You can keep your van in there overnight.”
 
        “You’ve really thought of everything,” her voice is barely above a breath. “Lucas… this is… perfect. Truly. But it’s so much.”
 
        Waving her off I motion for her to start the engine, she does and squeals with glee. We drive up and down the road a few times, she’s not insured at present so she can’t take it anywhere else. 
 
        We swap places after a few minutes, I drive it into the garage and lock it up before handing her the keys. As soon as she pockets them she jumps on me, legs around my waist, arms around my neck and starts kissing me. Eagerly and frantically as if I’m everything to her, or as if she hasn’t seen me in a year. Wow. 
 
        “Get a room!” Someone shouts as they walk by. We laugh and decide to do just that. 
 
    
 
        Unfortunately, we only use her room so she can change, we don’t have time on my schedule to be having sex yet. 
 
        “Where are we going?” She asks as we hop into a waiting car. 
 
        “You’ll see,” I smile and pull her onto my lap. “So, has your mom or dad called?”
 
        She shrugs and looks away. I’ll take that as a no. Christ. That sucks.
 
        “Is that why you were crying?”
 
        She scowls, “I wasn’t crying.” 
 
        I roll my eyes, “Okay then. If you say so.”
 
        Her shoulders sag, she stretches her legs and rests her arms around my neck, “I was crying because…” grunt, “I thought you’d forgotten.”
 
        I affect her that much? My hand instantly cups her cheek, my eyes meet hers so beautiful and full of sadness, “Babe. How many times do I have to tell you I’m not going to let you down?”
 
                     “Umm… actually you haven’t said that yet,” she snorts. 
 
    
 
        I scour my mind, she’s right, I haven’t said that, “When I say you’re mine Loryn. I mean I will look after you. Get that through your head. If you need anything. Just let me know.” Deep breath in now let it out. “I care about you.” And I mean it.
 
        She smiles at me sweetly for a few moments, her eyes glassy. The moment breaks when we hit a pot hole and the driver apologizes. 
 
        She shakes her head a little and continues with a little laugh, “Lucas, when you say I’m yours. You mean I’m your property. There’s a difference.”
 
        “It’s the same thing, I look after my property. If you’re my property I’ll look after you,” I give her a roguish smile. “We’ll talk about all of this another day. We’re here.” The car slows to a stop. Fast journey. If I’d known it was this close I would have walked.
 
        “Paintballing?” she squeals and a huge smile breaks out over her face as she looks at the large warehouse style building, her face practically pressed up against the glass. “Oh my god. This is awesome.”
 
        “Yeah, I figured you were up for this,” I feel instant relief. “Come on.” I climb out of the car, run around to her side and open the door. She takes my hand and smiles weakly. 
 
    
 
        As soon as we step inside my team of super friends jump out, already suited up and ready to go. “SURPRISE!” Maya, James, Marie, Summer and Chris all shout. Loryn starts crying. Ah crap.
 
        I roll my eyes as all the girls start hugging, all except from Marie who stand about a foot away and pats Loryn’s back like a dog. Marie isn’t big on touchy feely crap apparently. The guys stand with me, we watch as Loryn calms herself and starts getting excited. Maya and Summer help her into her coveralls as I pull mine on. 
 
        “Okay, we need teams,” Maya announces and Chris and James instantly pull me backwards to them. 
 
         I shake my head and pull away, my eyes on Loryn, “Loryn’s a shooter. She has good fucking aim. Sorry boys but, I’m with the lady.”
 
        “How’d you know I could shoot?” she narrows her eyes suspiciously.
 
        “Your pee shooting skills are awesome and your throwing arm hits the target every time, I’m not taking my chances against you.” Kissing her nose tenderly I turn to the others. “Birthday girl can decide on teams.”
 
        She purses her lips and scans her eyes over us all. “Girls versus boys.”
 
        “What?” I practically shriek. “But… but… I just made a fucking declaration. And you’re rejecting me?”
 
        She shrugs, “Take it like a man big boy. Now walk away.” 
 
        I grumble all the way over to Chris and James who treat me like I’m a traitor for a few minutes before coming up with a plan on who to get first. We decide on tag teaming Summer before going for Marie and then handling Maya, leaving Loryn for last. Maya apparently took a few shooting courses as a child, according to James. Three versus four is so unfair but that’s what you get when you only have… hold that thought.
 
    
 
        “Sorry I’m late,” comes a familiar male voice as the changing room door opens. And in strolls Jacob stone, millionaire, movie star, playboy with a set loyalty to our group that I could never explain. He goes straight over to Loryn who is gaping, wide eyed and open mouthed, I watch him hand her a gift bag with a smile and a wink. Leaning forward he kisses her cheek and says quietly, “Happy birthday.”
 
    
 
        Thud!
 
    
 
        We all watch as Loryn falls to the ground, fortunately Summer and Maya have caught her and slowly lower her to the ground. “Dude, you just killed my girlfriend,” I say in disbelief. The others burst out laughing, Jacob scratches the back of his head, “I’m sorry. That happens sometimes.”
 
        “Is she okay?” Summer asks around her laughter as I crouch down.
 
        Leaning down by Loryn’s limp form I slap her cheek gently, blow on her face shake her a little. She doesn’t wake. The others are still laughing whilst greeting the star. 
 
        “You’ve still got it,” Maya giggles and pinches Jacob’s cheeks. “I’ve missed you.” They hug for a little longer than necessary before he moves onto Summer who stand to greet him.
 
        “Looking good, loving the hair,” she ruffles his thick locks and kisses his cheek. 
 
        James comes over and flicks Loryn’s ear, “Should we call an ambulance?”
 
        Jacob shrugs, “she’ll be fine. Happens a lot and no one has needed an ambulance yet.”
 
    
 
        I have to watch this, Marie and Jacob, he stops in front of her. Oh my god, she wasn’t lying. There’s definitely something going on there, he pulls her into his chest, everybody seems to stop still when her arms go around him. He kisses the top of her head, it’s almost loving, then releases her and walks over to James who is back beside Chris. 
 
    
 
   Loryn is unfortunately still incapacitated at present.
 
    
 
   Splash. 
 
    
 
        “What the fuck?” Loryn squeals and splutters on the water. She looks at me, before glaring at Maya who has a now empty glass in her hand. “What happened?”
 
        “I happened,” Jacob chuckles and waves his hand in her direction.
 
        Her eyes go wide, “Oh my god.” She looks at me, “Jacob Stone is here.”
 
        “Get used to it, he never leaves us alone,” Maya jokes and links her arm through his. He smiles down at her, a lot like one would smile at a sister. How James can think they’re anything more than platonic is beyond me.
 
        Although his jaw is ticking a little, he’s irritated at the fact Maya isn’t paying him any attention. Surely he doesn’t believe Jacob to be a threat?
 
        Nobody brings up Loryn’s faint attack, knowing she’s embarrassed and probably because it’s her birthday, I’m certain they’ll tear the crap out of her for it tomorrow. 
 
    
 
        “Are you okay? You didn’t hit your head or anything did you?” I murmur into her ear as the owner runs us through gun safety and usage. 
 
        “No, I’m fine,” we click the safety on as soon as our guns are passed to us. “I still can’t believe Jacob Stone is here.”
 
        “He’s just another normal person Loryn.”
 
        “I know, but it’s… he’s Jacob Stone.” She declares quietly as if that explains everything. “I have a poster of him rolled up in my closet!” 
 
        She what? 
 
        “I took it down when Marie told me you guys knew him, I never expected to actually meet him,” a wistful look comes over her face. “Do you think he’ll sign it for me?”
 
        My fists clench, “You attracted to him?”
 
        “Umm… no.” I’ll take that as a yes. “Come on Lucas. I’m just a little star struck. Dammit, it’s Jacob Stone.”
 
        My eyes narrow, “You’ve said.”
 
        “Sorry. If it’s any consolation I’m way more attracted to you.”
 
        Fuck. “You’re attracted to him!” 
 
        She slaps my arm and hisses, “Keep your damn voice down.”
 
    
 
        I don’t respond because we are being separated into our teams. Pulling my mask down I make sure my paint gun is loaded and head into the room where small huts and buildings made out of ply wood and brick stand all over the large area, the ground is covered in tires and empty metal barrels. There are even a few destroyed cars and such. There are so many places to hide.
 
        “Capture the flag is first apparently,” Jacob says and rubs his chin. We formulate a plan, knowing Maya will probably be the mastermind behind the females and we all know how crazy and devious she is. “It’s one shot kill to the chest, head or neck. If we get hit on a limb we can’t use that limb throughout the round.” He knows I wasn’t paying attention, which means he probably heard the conversation between myself and Loryn. As if confirming my thoughts he adds, “Dude. Don’t do a James. She’s not my type and I wouldn’t screw around with my buddy’s girl.” 
 
        “I know you wouldn’t,” I laugh and I mean it. Jacob isn’t like that, he’s not a Paul but that doesn’t mean I like the fact my woman is attracted to another male.
 
        Even if he was in love with Marie and at some point through their fucked up shit, which nobody knows about, I decided to get it on with her, he wouldn’t do what Paul did to James and start pleading with her to leave me. I make a mental note to ask him about Marie and the situation surrounding them, sounds like an interesting story.
 
    
 
   And the game begins.
 
    
 
        We separate around our base, leaving Chris to defend as he’s the smallest and can squeeze under the small hut which is only a few feet from where our flag is tied to a two feet high stick in the ground. Jacob and I go right, James goes left. We weave in and out of all of the buildings, check inside, check behind, check every-fucking-where and find not one female. 
 
        James meets us in the middle, “This shit has Maya all over it. She’s so fucking good at disappearing.” 
 
        “Back to base,” Jacob suggests. We do as we’re told and return to our flag. “They must be moving as we’re moving. Where the hell could they be?” This place is hardly huge but James is right about Maya. She can vanish in their own apartment by silently moving around whilst James does, like some kind of fucking Ninja. “Shit. Where are they?” 
 
    
 
        “What’s going on?” Chris asks and slowly works his way out from under the hut. We all shrug. “Can’t find them?”
 
        “Nope.”
 
        “CHARGE!” We hear Maya scream and we’re suddenly surrounded before we can react. Loryn wags her fingers at me and shoots me right in the eyes. The pellets hit my mask and explode. All I can see is purple. 
 
        I rub at the paint but it only spreads it further, so I start firing blindly as someone starts shooting my ass and back repeatedly. Shit that stings.
 
        “RETREAT!” I hear Chris yelp as the sound of paintballs being fired continues.
 
    
 
        A whistle blows, the shooting stops and male laughter follows. “Oh man, you guys got creamed,” A wet rag is placed in my hand. As I scrub I realize the other guys are doing the same. They all got us in the fucking eyes, those crafty ass bitches.
 
        I look at their black coveralls decorated with the colors, pink, purple, yellow and orange. I notice on Jacob and James there are a few green. Shit. I’m green. I must have hit them when I fired blindly.
 
    
 
        “They’re gone, they took your flag,” another guy laughs and brings our flag back to us. 
 
        The whistle blows again not long after the men leave. Let the games begin. 
 
    
 
        This time Christ stays under the building, we realize that the girls never would have shown themselves if Chris had stayed in hiding. Or they may have done but he could have gotten a few shots in. 
 
    
 
        Our group stays around the base and unfortunately I have been volunteered to go and grab their flag. The others aren’t taking any chances. If I’m hit I’m to scream… yeah right. So, like something you’d only do on a games console dive for cover, hide behind a car before rolling behind a building, checking every angle as I go. 
 
        Something clicks behind me, I spin… nothing. Fuck, this is weird. Something clicks again this time to the left of me. I turn abruptly, my weapon raised. Nothing but a barrel. Keep moving, you’re being paranoid Lucas. 
 
        Then suddenly, like before, I’m surrounded by Marie, Loryn and Maya. Three guns aimed at me. I sigh, thinking they’re going to shoot me, instead, they drop their guns giggle between themselves and dive on me. Taking me straight down to the ground. What the hell? 
 
        “What the fuck are you doing?” I shriek and kick, and writhe beneath them. They just laugh harder and I feel my arms being tied behind my back with some kind of cloth. “You do realize this is just a fucking game right?” No my ankles. What the fuck? “Maya, I’m so going to get you back for this.”
 
        She just sniggers. Now what are they doing? Okay, I’m being lifted. “Jesus he’s heavy.” Marie mumbles. I’m carried past their flag and into the hut behind it where they practically throw me on the floor. “GUYS!” I scream. I know I said I wouldn’t but I’m fucking stuck. Loryn even has the cheek to kiss my head, squeeze my ass and vanish out of sight. What the hell are these women doing to my woman? 
 
    
 
        What feels like hours later, but is actually more like minutes, there’s a thud beside me. I laugh when Chris rolls his eyes. “I can’t believe they’ve done this. This is just psycho on a whole new level.”
 
        “Yup.”
 
        “Who do you reckon they’ll get next?”
 
        “Roll over,” I say quietly and glance towards the door. “Place her hands near mine. I’ll try and untie you.”
 
        He nods and rolls, I do the same, it’s harder than it looks and hurts the shoulder you lean on. Unfortunately, the girls tied the knot close to the back, and my fingers can’t reach around far enough to do it. Clever bitches. Never, ever, bringing Maya back to one of these unless I get to be on the same team. This is fucking humiliating.
 
    
 
        There’s another thud. “Hi James,” Chris laughs. I feel my foot knock against something solid.
 
        “Dude, that’s my head,” James snaps. 
 
        Oops. “Sorry Bro.”
 
        Now we wait… and wait… and wait… and… “Was that…?” James and I shush Chris as we listen to paint pellets being fired. Summer screams and curses. I’m guessing she’s out. Come on Jacob! 
 
    
 
         “Get the fuck off me!” I hear Jacob shout after about five minutes of silence. “JAMES? LUCAS?” He has no qualms with screaming for help.
 
         There’s another thud followed by loud cackling and slapping which I assume to be high fives. 
 
          “Welcome to hell dude,” James sighs. “They’re just going to keep running the flag back and forth now aren’t they?”
 
        “Yep, that’s what Summer was doing when I shot her.” Jacob laughs. “Remind me why the hell I left LA for this shit.”
 
        “To help us kill our women?” I suggest and try to itch my cheek on my shoulder. 
 
    
 
        Twenty minutes, twenty long fucking minutes until the round is over and we are untied. They certainly won at capture the flag. Now it is last man standing. Every man for themselves. I immediately take shelter behind a building at the far end. The guys and I silently communicate before vanishing. We have to get them back. There’s no way in hell we can leave it like this. We’ll never hear the end of it. 
 
        So we take out the leader. Maya, we have to aim for her. No doubt the girls will stick together just like we have done. 
 
    
 
        Unfortunately for Summer I spot her first and shoot her in the back of the head, she screams, curses and pads over to the safe area looking dejected. Creeping around slowly, I peek out, I see nothing. So I dive behind a barrel and scan the area. 
 
        The next person I see, sneaking up on Jacob is Marie. Yes! He’s crouched in a building, I can see the top of his head. The next event shocks me… Marie crouches down too. And the top of their heads come together, then disappear from sight. 
 
        From the corner of my eye I see Maya, she’s also seen the display and looks… pissed. She looks really pissed off. What’s that about? 
 
    
 
        Back in the changing rooms I’m proud to say I won that round, although the celebrations are short lived when Maya gives Marie the cold shoulder. Everybody seems to notice unfortunately and Marie seems a little shocked by it, not to mention upset.
 
        “What’s wrong?” Marie asks Maya quietly. Mara shrugs and pulls her coveralls off and boots. “I asked what’s wrong.”
 
        “Nothing,” Maya responds flippantly and glances at me. 
 
        During the time she was frozen by the display of Marie and Jacob seemingly making out, I shot her in the back of the head to get her attention and gave her a look that said ‘do not comment.’
 
        Marie shrugs and continues getting ready herself. I head over to Loryn and pinch her ass. She squeals and slaps me away with a playful smile on her face joined by an excited twinkle in her beautiful brown eyes. 
 
        “I still can’t believe you won,” she sighs. I go down on one knee, pull her feet over my leg and tie her shoe laces. “Is this special birthday treatment? Or can I expect this all the time?”
 
        Kissing her inner thigh briefly, I smile up at her through my lashes and kneel between her legs. Tilting my head, I teasingly slant my lips over hers. As always, she accepts me with no hesitation and it feels good. Damn I’ve missed her. I lock my arms around her back and pull her closer so our chests are flush together.
 
    
 
        “And why should I tell you?” we immediately break apart when we hear Marie’s screeches. “Why the fuck should I tell you anything?”
 
        “What’s going on?” I ask Chris and Summer who both shrug and watch the argument brewing. 
 
        “Well it seems like something you wouldn’t keep from me,” Maya shouts back, James goes to grab her arm, she spins and glares angrily at him. He reacts like he would to a ready to strike Cobra and lurches back. Although I will admit an angry Maya is a scary Maya. “I mean… what the hell Marie? I thought we were friends.”
 
        “We are! But you were going through your own shit Maya! I tried to tell you but… it just didn’t seem as important,” I hate the defeated look on Marie’s face.
 
        “I’m calling bullshit, it doesn’t matter how fucking busy I am if you need to talk to me, you should fucking talk to me Marie. So I don’t find out like this!”
 
        “Why are you even so bothered? We just fucked, it’s not like we’re getting married, or in love or something.” Jacob shrugs in agreement to Marie’s words. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. By the time I had a chance it didn’t seem a big deal anymore.”
 
        “You’re not keeping anything else from me?” Maya’s eyes narrow. “You swear?”
 
        “Maya, babe there are a lot of things I’m keeping from you, all too dirty for you little mind to comprehend,” Marie sniggers with a wink. Maya feigns offence and slaps her shoulder, Marie slaps her back. They end up having a cat fight, it’s a playful one though so we leave them to it.
 
    
 
        “Does anybody wanna tell me what I’ve missed?” Summer says looking a little annoyed.
 
        Maya shrugs, “Marie and Jacob got funky when I was pregnant and are now pretending they don’t like each other even though I caught them dry humping in a hut ten minutes before the game ended.” She inhales and exhales. “I’m hungry. Anyone hungry?”
 
        Jacob starts laughing, Marie’s mouth drops open, James face palms and Summer looks startled. She looks at Marie, “Why the hell didn’t you tell me?” Here we go again.
 
    
 
        With Jacob wearing a decent disguise we all head to the movie theatre, fortunately no one recognizes him. Except Loryn who sighs every fucking time he talks. We stand in the queue waiting for popcorn when I watch him put his arm around Loryn’s shoulder and whisper in her ear, she immediately starts giggling. Maya, Marie and Summer all watch and start snorting among themselves.
 
        I roll my eyes when Marie mentions, “Looks like Lucas has some competition.”
 
        “I can’t believe he got Loryn a birthday present when he forgot mine,” Summer says and scowls at Jacob who gives her a crooked grin. 
 
        Maya raises her hand, “He forgot mine. He only remembers if he’s on his way.”
 
        “I can hear y’all,” Jacob laughs and releases Loryn to join me in the line. 
 
        “Do I wanna know why your lips were against my girl’s ear?” I ask with a quirked brow and a smirk.
 
        “I only told her to think of me…” I slap him round the head before he finishes that sentence. He jumps forward and starts laughing whilst adjusting his black wig back into position. 
 
        “Ass hole.”
 
    
 
        I sit in between Loryn and Jacob, Marie sits between him and Maya and James sits between Maya and Summer who is next to Chris. All I hear through the first fifteen minutes of the movie is Maya and Marie giggling like little schoolgirls.
 
    
 
        “James. James,” Maya hisses, I roll my eyes. If they get us thrown out I will hurt them. “James.”
 
        “Yes Maya?” James sounds exasperated. “What now?”
 
        The only sound that comes from her mouth is muffled, followed by a little choking. 
 
        James starts laughing, “Thanks Summer.”
 
        “No problem.” I’m assuming she shoved something in Maya’s mouth. Thank god for that. 
 
    
 
        “Puh-lease, I could totally pull that off without a stunt double,” Jacob laughs and motions to the screen where one dude has just jumped from a moving car and onto a van.
 
        “You’re such a liar, your last movie you even had a stunt double to do a rolly poly.” Marie cackles quietly. 
 
        “I can’t do it, I just can’t fucking roll over my head. That’s not my fault!”
 
        “But you think you can jump from one car to another, yet you don’t have the coordination to roll over?” Marie taunts and stretches her legs out. “Just admit it. Even in his prime, Bruce Willis would kick your ass.”
 
        “He would not.”
 
        “I’m certain he would. But I’ll bite, to save your pride,” she snickers. “OUCH! Dude.”
 
        “Ahhh! Get off my balls.”
 
        “I can’t believe you twisted my nipple.”
 
        “Balls. Off the balls,” Jacob chokes out. Loryn starts giggling beside me. “Aaaaaah,” I’m guessing she squeezes harder. Christ, why can’t these people just enjoy the movie? 
 
        Marie finally releases him. She doesn’t stop there, “Yeah… he’s still hotter than you though.”
 
        “Fucking bitch.”
 
        Sigh.
 
    
 
        “You’re crazy Marie, Jacob is way hotter than Bruce Willis,” Maya announces into the silence. “But nowhere near as hot as Channing Tatum.”
 
        “Channing Tatum is hot but Jacob completely outshines him in that department,” Marie scoffs and pats Jacob’s thigh. 
 
        “Yeah, completely agreeing with Marie on that one,” Loryn speaks up with a laugh. “Channing is hot but…”
 
         “Are we suddenly no longer here?” James chips in. “I mean…”
 
        “Baby, be quiet,” Maya leans forward so we can see her. “Jacob, you are the second sexiest man in the world. Happy now? And James, you are the first.”
 
        “I really don’t care, just watch the damn movie.” Jacob laughs and somehow makes Marie squeal again. 
 
    
 
    
 
        We head back to mine and continue our celebrations with a couple of bottles of whiskey and of course a birthday cake. At present, the girls are dancing around the living room with cocktails in their hands whilst I stand in the kitchen attempting to light candles on a fucking cake with James. And not just any cake… a penis cake. Never trust Marie to purchase a god damn birthday cake.
 
    
 
        “YES!” I exclaim in triumph and pick up the now lit cake. The triumphant cheer is because it took me twenty minutes to light the first candle. “Ready?”
 
        And the singing begins. Then laughter follows when they see the cake. Damn you Marie.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949383]Chapter Nineteen
 
   Gags are useful
 
    
 
    
 
        When everyone leaves I walk over to Loryn and press my forehead against hers, “You had fun?”
 
        She nods with a smile, “I can’t believe Maya got me all of this.” She motions to the top of the range hair equipment. “These straighteners alone cost about four hundred dollars. And she got me five of them.”
 
        “She wanted to give you a decent start. Maya is nothing if not generous,” I say softly and suck on her neck. 
 
        “I feel bad though, these people don’t even know me and they’ve accepted me so easily.” She frowns a little solemnly. “I feel like a bum.”
 
        I roll my eyes and kiss her nose, “There’s one more thing I want to do before I fuck you senseless.”
 
        “Oh yeah, what’s that?”
 
        “Come on.” 
 
        Taking her small hand in my own I pull her out of the door and down the hall and into the elevator. Her eyebrows scrunch in confusion when I hit the button for the top floor and we go up. We land on the empty service floor. I lead her straight to the stairs and cover her eyes.
 
        “You’re not planning to push me off the building are you?” she giggles as a blast of cool air hits us as I open the final door and lead her outside. 
 
        Because the building is pointed, there’s only a small secure flat space about the size of an average living room with a four foot high wall. I smile when I see the blanket I sent with James and Maya spread out on the ground, surrounded by tiny candles in cute little glass jars. 
 
        With the stars above and the candles flickering, it gives this experience a surreal feeling to it. I roll up the top of the blanket with my foot and slowly lower Loryn to the ground before releasing her eyes. She gasps and smiles instantly at the view of the city. “Wow.”
 
        I lie down beside her, turning on my side so I can face her as she looks up at the stars. 
 
    
 
        My eyes follow the curve of her neck, down to the swell of her perfect breasts. Leaning on my elbow I reach down with my lips and touch the soft, plump globe closest to me. Her fingers instantly wind through my hair and tug my face up to hers where she kisses me, softly and sweetly on sweetly on my lips. I drink her in, her touches, her scent, the feel of her body against mine, the way she sighs with contentment, the way her tongue massages my own with exquisite slowness. Everything about this woman drives me crazy.
 
    
 
        I hitch her top up to her breasts and lick and kiss the soft skin of her stomach. She groans and rubs my shoulders with delicate fingers. Dammit, I’m hard. So fucking hard. Pushing her top up further I flip the cup down over a breast and take her nipple into my mouth. She gasps sharply and pushes her groin into my hips. 
 
        “Lucas,” her whimper sets me on fire, but this is for her. For her to enjoy. With swift fingers I unbutton her jeans, what shocks me is the fact she lets me. Normally she gets shy or embarrassed when I want to taste her there, right now she’s pushing my head down and fuck if it isn’t hot! “Please.”
 
        “Tell me what you want baby,” I remove her jeans and kiss her inner thighs. “Tell me.”
 
        “You, I need you.”
 
        “How do you need me baby?” my tongue follows the seam of her panties. 
 
        She groans and shudders, her legs clamp around my head. “Do it.”
 
        “Do what?” my hands grip the lace, I rip the panties away and throw the fabric over my shoulder. “Do what baby?”
 
        “Lucas! Please!”
 
        I chuckle and kiss her bare mound right above the spot she wants me to aim for. She pushes her hips up to my face, I blow against her soaking core. Fuck she’s wet, and I’ve done that to her. Hell yes. I don’t make her wait any longer, I instantly swipe my tongue straight up her center, from her core to her clit.
 
        “Oh my god, do that again.” So I do, before focusing on that tiny hood and flick at it. “More. Fingers.” Yes ma’am. With a smile I push two fingers into her. Christ she’s so damn wet. I almost come at the mere feel of her. She tastes fucking beautiful. “Lucas! I’m gonna…” Nu-huh, not yet. No way. I pull my fingers out but keep my tongue flat over her clit until she calms. “You bastard! Don’t stop!” She writhes against me, trying to come on her own. 
 
        I pull her hands away and push two fingers back into her, she sighs and relaxes as I get back to work. After just a few teases of my tongue and flicks of my fingers her body tenses so I pull out again. She practically screams in frustration. With a glistening forehead she leans up and looks at me. I rest my chin on her flat stomach and wink. 
 
        “Lucas! Please,” she falls back again, her chest heaving with each breath. I start again and right when she’s at that peak I stop. “You son of a bitch!” So I do it again, each time bringing her closer until she’s almost sobbing with need. “I really dislike you right now. Please baby. Finish me.”
 
        “No,” I state defiantly. “You’re too damn beautiful when you beg. Why would I make it stop?” 
 
        With an animal like growl she pushes my head back to her folds. That’s more like it. Her walls clench around my fingers, by now she’s so wet it has spread to her thighs. Perfect. I bring her to the edge again, and again. Over and over, completely relentlessly.
 
        “What’s wrong baby?” I ask mischievously when she throws her arm over her eyes and screams in anger. “You okay?”
 
        “I’m never, ever talking to you again if you don’t finish me off this minute!”
 
        “Stop telling lies.”
 
        She pushes my face back down, I push her hands away and kneel between her legs. Seeing her lay here beneath me, so frustrated yet relaxed and responsive to me, watching her beg for me has to be the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my fucking life. I can’t resist any more, my dick is harder than it’s ever been, and I need to feel her.
 
        Once my cock is free I crawl up her body before kissing her lips. She doesn’t seem to mind the fact she’s all over my face. Although she is glaring at me without restraint. 
 
        “I’m gonna fuck you now,” I whisper in her ear. “And you’re going to scream my name.” I kiss her under her jaw and taste her damp flesh. “And you’re going to beg me to fuck you. You’re going to come, again and again. The entire time I fuck you you’re going to beg for more.” I nudge against her opening with the head of my solid erection after quickly slipping on a rubber. “Tell me what you want.”
 
        “I want you.”
 
        “Shit answer.”
 
        She scowls, “Just fuck me Lucas! Fuck me!” 
 
        Christ, “That’s perfect.” I slide into her to the hilt, she feels, fuck she feels good. Her channel so slick and wet yet still fucking tight. “Say it again.”
 
        “Fuck me Lucas.” Thrust. “Fuck me.” Thrust. “Make me come. I need it. Please Lucas.” 
 
        One thrust later she tenses, her nails dig into my back enough to break the skin and by god does she scream! “LUCAS!” her entire body spasms, her orgasm seems to last a life time as her walls clench around me. It takes everything I have, everything, to stop myself from coming with her. 
 
        My thrusts don’t stop, I don’t give her a break to recover and before long she’s crying out again, I slam into her harder and harder each time, feeling my dick hit her cervix with each merciless pound completely destroys my control. She moans and cries, needing that break to recover, I don’t give it to her. I lift her limp body up and rest back on my shins with her sat on my lap. 
 
        “I can’t,” she whimpers as I move her up and down with my hands. “No energy.” 
 
        But she does, somehow she finds that energy and moves with my hands, she slams up and down with my help. My thumb presses her clit down so it rubs against me with every lift and slam. She starts to shake, her legs seem to tremble. 
 
        “No,” she whines and slows. “I can’t. Too tired.”
 
        “Don’t even think about it,” I pant and continue to lift her up and down. “Stop fighting it.”
 
        I lay her down and pound into her, my entire body burns. So fucking close. 
 
        “Again baby, again.”
 
        “No,” she lets out a sob, a sob of pleasure and her legs fall limp. I lift one of them back up with my arm and push into her as deep as possible before grinding into her. She quivers, her eyes roll back and she’s gone with a silent scream. 
 
        What’s even more amazing is I go with her, my orgasm tears through me at exactly the moment hers begins. It’s powerful, explosive, I groan and it’s loud. She whimpers my name, her energy completely depleted. As the last tingles subside from my body she collapses, her eyes close and her breathing evens out. I’ve literally fucked her unconscious. This is one of them moments that I’ll never forget.
 
    
 
        She doesn’t wake up when I wrap her in the blanket, she’s literally a dead weight as I carry her back to the elevator and she still doesn’t wake when I place her in bed. All she does is turn on her side, sigh and curl into the fetal position. I take off her bra and top and take a picture of her with the blanket up to her chin. She’s beautiful. 
 
        Even though I’m pretty damn exhausted I head back up to the roof to gather our things and rush back down. She hasn’t moved at all. I strip off my clothes and climb in behind her. As if comforted by my presence she relaxes as soon as I curl around her. 
 
    
 
        I kiss the back of her neck, she moans and turns into me. Her face now buried under my chin. “I love you Lucas,” she whimpers in her sleep. Shit.
 
    
 
        She’s just emotional, drained, that’s all it is. There’s no way she can mean it. No fucking way at all because then we’d have to end it right? It wouldn’t be fair on her, she’d expect me to say it back eventually and I wouldn’t be able to do that. Of course she’s an awesome woman, she’s beautiful, amazing, special, kind, sweet. The god damn list is endless. She’s just… Loryn. She deserves the best, I can’t give that to her. 
 
        My eyes instantly catch the photo on my nightstand, Crystal’s smiling eyes stare right at me. I touch her face with my index finger and exhale deeply. My exhaustion evaporates and all I want is to get the fuck out of this bed and out of this room. There’s a bottle of whiskey with my name on it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        “Come on babe,” she grins and swings the car door open, I watch as she locks Amelia’s car seat into the back. I smile and buckle my Annie into her booster seat beside Amelia. “I’m driving.”
 
        “Give me the damn keys,” I hold out my hand. As usual she ignores me and heads straight for the driver’s side. I get to watch her ass as she goes, I’ll never get tired of that ass. With attitude, I climb into the passenger side. “I still can’t believe you’re making me do this.”
 
        “It’ll be romantic,” she flips her hair over her shoulder. “I’ll give you a blowjob on the way back if you promise not to whine.” How can I resist that? 
 
    
 
        “Remind me why we’re doing this again,” I grumble as we take a left towards the middle of nowhere. “It’s late, the girls should be in bed.”
 
        “It’s one night Lucas,” she snaps and exhales deeply. “When did you get so boring?”
 
        “I am not boring.”
 
        “Whatever,” she scoffs and I can feel an argument brewing so I remain silent. 
 
        I look out over unfamiliar surroundings, “Where are we?”
 
       “Will you stop fucking moaning?” she practically shouts. “I just want to do this one thing, this one nice thing for my family and all you do is fucking moan!” 
 
       “Crystal,” I sigh but she’s already pulling over and climbing out of the car. I watch her stomp and snarl under her breath as she paces the length of the car. With another sigh I climb out and walk around to her. “Get back in the car. I’m just tired.”
 
        “You’re always fucking tired! We never do anything anymore!” she shrieks.
 
       I laugh in disbelief, “You’re so full of shit.”
 
       “Excuse me?”
 
       “You heard me. I said you are full of shit. It’s not me who doesn’t want to have sex anymore. It’s not me who is always fucking late from work! It’s not me who is always starting shit at home!”
 
        She laughs a little manically, “Oh that’s rich… coming from you. I don’t want to have sex because it’s fucking boring. The same shit every single time.”
 
        “What are you saying?” My heart stammers. “You don’t like having sex with me?” 
 
        Her face softens, “No Lucas. I love having sex with the old you. Not this you.” 
 
        “There’s no fucking difference you crazy bitch! It’s you that’s changed! Forever moaning at me for every fucking thing from forgetting to put the milk back to asking you to make me a drink.”
 
        She rolls her eyes, “Well maybe if you would be more considerate.”
 
       “Considerate? I’m the one that works twelve fucking hours a day and then I come home and look after the girls.” Now I’m really pissed off. “All you care about are your stupid fucking photos and your stupid books.”
 
        “Fuck you Lucas!”
 
        “That’s the problem,” I grip her arms. “You won’t fuck me.”
 
        “So fucking leave me, go find a whore to mess around with. It’s not like you haven’t before.”
 
        I nod and pull the car door open, “Yeah. You’re right. I will.”
 
       Her mouth drops open in horror, “You wouldn’t. Don’t bullshit Lucas. We both know you wouldn’t leave me.”
 
        “Like you’ve said,” I tug my seatbelt across and secure it. “I’ve changed.”
 
        “So you want a divorce?”
 
        I shrug, “Right now, I’m not responding. I’m angry, you’re angry, we’re always fucking angry. I love you but sometimes I really fucking hate you.”
 
        “And right now?”
 
       “Right now I wish you’d just fuck off,” I bite out angrily. Tears instantly fill her eyes and spill down her cheeks. Ah shit. “Babe, don’t cry.” I pull her to me over the console, she sobs into my neck. “Please babe. I’m sorry.”
 
        “Can we just stop arguing? It’s not healthy for the girls,” she sniffs. I nod in agreement. “I’m sorry too.”
 
        “I know,” I whisper. We set off after five minutes more of cuddling. “I love you Crystal.” I kiss her temple and relax back into my seat. “And you’re really sexy when you’re mad.” 
 
       She giggles and it happens. 
 
    
 
        CRUNCH!
 
    
 
        “SHIT!” I shout and sit bolt upright. Vomit immediately fills my throat, I race into the bathroom and splash water on my face. Please don’t hurl. That would suck. After a few moments the feeling vanishes. Shit, why’d I drink that whiskey? “Loryn?”
 
        I step into the bedroom, what’s she doing? 
 
        “Loryn baby, what’s wrong?” I watch as she pulls her shoes on and her jacket. “Loryn?”
 
        “Just don’t,” she wipes away tears from her cheeks I didn’t even realize were there. “God… I wish… I wish I’d fucking left.”
 
         What the hell have I done now? “Loryn,” I snap and grip her arms.
 
        “Let go of me!” she shrieks. I don’t, I’ve never been good at following demands. I pull her to me. “Dammit Lucas. Please.”
 
        “No.”
 
        “At least you got my name right this time,” she hisses. “Do you think of her when you’re with me?”
 
         “Not this again,” I sigh and pinch the bridge of my nose. “Don’t start this Loryn.”
 
         “Don’t you mean Crystal? I mean… that’s what you just called me five minutes ago.”
 
         Ah, shit. “I’m sorry, I was dreaming.” 
 
        “Of her…”
 
        “Yes.”
 
        Her face falls, “You thought I was her.”
 
        “No, I thought Crystal was Crystal.”
 
        “That makes no fucking sense.”
 
        I run my hands through my hair, “I was asleep, in my dream I was arguing with Crystal, we hugged and made up. You must have hugged me at that point or something. I can’t help it if my mind plays fucking tricks can I? This is like me blaming you for punching me in the jaw in your sleep the other week!”
 
        The tension drops from her body, “You’re right… I’m sorry.”
 
        “I’ll give you a ride home.” 
 
        “You’re taking me home?”
 
    
 
        I nod, “I need a break.” And I do, after her revelation last night, her declaration of love my head is so messed up I’m dreaming of the fucking accident. I only dream of it when I’m with Loryn. 
 
        Her face falls, “From me?”
 
        “Just a couple of days,” I sigh and rub my eyes. “It’s nothing personal. We’re just moving too fast.”
 
        “Umm… how exactly are we moving fast? We’re moving at the pace you’ve set. Last night was perfect! Yesterday was perfect! And now… what? You suddenly don’t want me?”
 
        “Don’t be an idiot of course I want you. I just want a break.”
 
        “We just had a break!” she laughs and takes a step back. “You know what? Forget it. Have your fucking break. See if I care.”
 
        “What do you want me to do Loryn? Every single time the going gets tough you run, you fucking run. You asked me last week, if I could ever fall in love with you. Tell me honestly, could you fall in love with someone who constantly walks away from you so fucking easily for the tiniest things? We argue, fine scream at me, shout at me do whatever the hell you want but do NOT walk away from me.” I don’t realize I’m practically shouting in her face until I feel her breath touch my lips. “You drive me crazy. You crazy fucking lady.”
 
        She sags and runs her hands through her hair. “You’re right, you’re right. I’m sorry… I just… Christ Lucas. Look at you! You’re gorgeous, you turn every woman’s head as you pass. Your wife, equally as beautiful as you and then suddenly you’re interested in me.” 
 
        I walk into the kitchen and rummage through the drawers until I find what I’m looking for.
 
        “Are you listening to me?” she asks as she follows me in. 
 
    
 
        There’s a ripping sound as I tear the clean dishtowel in half.
 
    
 
        She stumbles backwards, “Lucas… what are you do…” I cut her off by flipping her around, quickly wrapping the towel so it sinks into her mouth and tie it at the back of her head. “Mph, oomph.”
 
        I kiss her nose, “Much better.” Then I lift her over my shoulder, give her ass a slap and carry her back to the bedroom. “Babe, you’re stunning. Absolutely gorgeous. Don’t ever speak like that again.” 
 
        “Mph, oomph,” she starts trying to untie the cloth. I bat her hands away and pin her to the bed with my body. Her eyes go wide. “Umph, mmph.”
 
        “Will you stop talking?”
 
        She nods. 
 
        “Good,” I kiss her nose and fall onto her. “Let’s nap.”
 
        “Mmph, umph.”
 
        “Shush.” 
 
        She makes a growling noise and huffs but her arms come around me. She mumbles something that sounds suspiciously like the word douchebag. I don’t comment, I do laugh a little though which seems to infuriate her as she growls again like an angry pup. So, effectively crushing her with my weight I snuggle on top of her and fall into a light sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949384]Chapter Twenty
 
   Stubborn Lucas
 
    
 
        Things are genuinely great. There’s no denying it. Even I have nothing to moan about. Loryn and I see each other often, Amelia loves her, and my friends love her. Something is going down with Marie and Jacob but neither of them are opening up about it. And yes, even four weeks later, Jacob is still here. 
 
    
 
        At present I am sat with Loryn, Marie and Jacob whilst Marie and Loryn discuss plans to move in together. Operation turn Loryn’s apartment into a place suitable for private waxing and spray tans is in place so she needs somewhere to live. I’m half tempted to offer my own apartment but realistically that would be moving far too fast too soon. Don’t get me wrong, Loryn is great and she makes me feel good, I’d miss her if she left but I’m not in love with her. 
 
        What makes this whole thing worse is the fact I know she’s in love with me. Yet I’m still stringing her along. I just can’t bring myself to ask her to leave yet. Of course I care about her, I want to move forward and Loryn is amazing. I just can’t. She doesn’t deserve all of my baggage, yet I want her to carry it with me. 
 
        She looks so happy, I don’t want to ruin that. During the times we have hot sex, or go to the park with Amelia, or spend the day monitoring the shit at her store, or argue over the remote, or everything in between I can honestly say I’m happy. She makes me feel… feelings, she just makes all that numb inside vanish.
 
    
 
        “Jacob, Jacob,” Amelia says and climbs up his back like a monkey, he doesn’t mind. The dude has a knack for kids. He flips her over his shoulder and roars whilst tickling and biting her. My daughter unfortunately has a crush on an older man. According to the females of our group of friends and family, it’s adorable. According to her father, meaning me, it makes me want to punch him and lock her away until she’s forty.
 
        He’s great with Evelyn too, but then again he is her godfather, as am I. Marie and Summer are Evelyn’s Godmothers’. That was an awesome Ceremony of Baptism. Especially when James fell in the pool with Evelyn in his arms and Maya, after tending to Evelyn of course, handed the baby to me and proceeded to beat the hell out of James with one of those thin plastic sticks that you stick a balloon on. It was fucking hilarious. Especially when he dove back in the pool to get away from her, still fully clothed. 
 
        According to Sylvia they made up in the bathroom later on. How she found that out I have no idea.
 
    
 
        I hear the unmistakable ringing of Loryn’s cellphone coming from the bedroom where it is no doubt charging. Loryn hasn’t noticed, she’s deep in conversation with Marie, so I stand and head to the bedroom. Nobody bats an eyelash as I leave. Nice to know I’m noticeable.
 
       After looking around the nightstand I realize it’s not there so I pick up her bag and start rummaging through it. Christ she’s got a lot of shit in here. A stick of some sort touches the back of my hand. Probably mascara or some shit like that. Still no phone. So I do what Loryn does on a daily basis and tip her bag out onto the bed. 
 
    
 
   And finally, I find her phone!
 
    
 
         I answer it, “Hello?”
 
        “Hello, is Loryn there?” male, male, male. Alarms go off.
 
        “Who’s calling?”
 
        The male chuckles, “You could just look at the screen.” Shit. “It’s Greg.”
 
        “I’ll get her for you,” I open the door to the bedroom. “LORYN! Phone!”
 
        I wait a minute clicking my tongue like the sound of a clock until she finally pads into the bedroom, frowns at the mess on the bed, frowns at me and then frowns at her phone in my hand. She puts it against her ear. I close the door and lean against it.
 
    
 
        “Hello?” she says with a small smile on her lips. “Just one second Greg.” I hear him say something as she looks at me. “A little privacy would be awesome Lucas.”
 
        “Sure,” I turn around and face the door before winking at her over my shoulder. She huffs with an eye roll but says nothing.
 
        “What’s up Greg? Yeah, no he’s settled fine. No… yes… really? Oh… wow, no that is awesome. I’d love to. When?” When what? I turn back around, I’m not liking the smile Greg has put on her face. “Definitely, I’ll be there!”
 
        Be where? She hangs up and starts throwing her stuff back in her bag, “Who said you could go through my bag?” 
 
        “The same person who told me I could wear these shoes.” She looks confused so I shove my thumb into my chest. “Me.” 
 
         “You’re incorrigible, stay out of my bag.”
 
         “No.”
 
         Her eyes narrow, “Stay off my phone.”
 
         “Nope.”
 
         “Ask me first.”
 
         “Not gonna happen. Hungry?” She inhales deeply, attempting to calm herself. I smile smugly, “What did he want?”
 
         She looks around the room, “Who?”
 
         Sigh, “Greg you dufus.”
 
         “Don’t call me a dufus!”
 
         “Then don’t act like one. Now go make me some lunch woman.” I slap her on the ass and push her towards the kitchen. “We’ll talk about Greg when you come back through. With food.”
 
        “You’re such a douchebag.”
 
         Jacob pops his head around the kitchen door, “I’m starving.”
 
         Loryn smiles sweetly, “Of course. What would you like?” 
 
         To say my mouth drops open would be an understatement, my chin hits the fucking floor, “What the hell! You’ll make him food?”
 
         “I’d love a meat sub,” Jacob pretends to be completely oblivious to our disagreement. “I’m sure Lucas would like one too.”
 
         She giggles and starts pulling things out of the refrigerator. My phone beeps as I head back into the room. It’s from Summer.
 
    
 
   Summer: Can you come tomorrow and give Chris a hand with the stuff that needs doing? We’re finally moved in!
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’ll be there at ten tomorrow. Will you be okay watching Amelia?
 
    
 
   Summer: Do you even have to ask? We’ll play outside on the tire swing! I might even let her have a turn ;)
 
    
 
   Lucas: Sigh… I’m guessing you want me to bring her Barbie dolls? 
 
    
 
   Summer: Nope, I bought some.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Not even gonna ask…
 
    
 
        My friends are weird. 
 
    
 
        Loryn walks back in the room with a tray in her hands, she passes Lucas a meat sub, passes Marie a bowl of fruit and yoghurt, she places a meat sub in her spot and disappears with the tray. Where’s mine? 
 
    
 
        “Catch,” she calls. Instinctively I grab at the air and miss whatever it is she’s thrown. It bounces off my head. Fuck that hurts. “Enjoy.” She sits and bites into her sub.
 
         Whilst I stare at a god damn apple, “What the fuck is this?”
 
        “Your lunch.” 
 
        I narrow my eyes on her and her huge sandwich, “That better be for sharing.” 
 
        “Nope.”
 
        Fucking bitch. “Give me the damn sandwich.”
 
        “Let me think,” she taps her chin, takes another bite and smiles at me. “No.” 
 
    
 
        “Right,” I smirk and roll up my sleeves. “If that’s how you want to play it.” I grab her wrists whilst she’s mid bite, and with the skill of a wolf I sink my teeth into the opposite end of the sub. “Oh my god. Why don’t I have one of these?” I groan, that’s fucking beautiful. “Oh wait… I do have one.” I straddle her stomach and grip her arms in place with ease.
 
        “Get off me,” she giggles, attempting to bite her side of the sub. “Lucas!”
 
        I take another bite and smile at Marie and Jacob who are laughing and… filming this little display. Whatever. “Oh my god. This sandwich is better than sex.”
 
        “Please, nothing is better than sex.”
 
        I shake my head, “No baby, nothing is better than sex with me.” 
 
        “You’re such a pig!”
 
        “An attractive pig with awesome bedroom skills.”
 
        “Too much information!” Marie sniggers climbs to her feet. “That will be Maya with Evelyn no doubt.” She heads to the door. 
 
    
 
        Maya comes through moments later and sits in the armchair with Evelyn bouncing on her knee, “Do I want to know what’s going on here?”
 
        Marie shakes her head, “Probably not.” 
 
        “Daddy, get off Loryn,” Amelia snaps with her hands on her hips.
 
        “Bu[bookmark: _GoBack]t she stole my sandwich.” 
 
        Amelia looks at Loryn, “Stealing is bad.”
 
        “That it is princess,” I chuckle and swoop down for another bite of Loryn’s sandwich. She doesn’t pull away… she fucking pushes and the sandwich, the meat, the sauce hits me in the face and then she rubs. Crazy bitch. I hop off her, ignoring the laughter in the room and wipe my face on my top. “You just wasted a perfectly good sandwich.” I scowl at her as she laughs and scoop my apple off the floor before taking a bite. I then glare at Maya, “You are a bad influence.”
 
        “What did I do?” she chokes out, still laughing as Marie high fives Loryn. 
 
        I stomp into the bathroom and wash my face before stripping off my tee. This is going to be a long day. 
 
   ******
 
    
 
        “I’ll do it,” Loryn kisses me on the top of the head and chases Amelia into her room. Bed time. 
 
        I listen to Amelia’s high pitched squeal as Loryn probably tackles her to the bed and wrestles her into her pajamas. It’s the normal routine for the two of them, it’s one of those small things in life that you often forget to appreciate. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “Right,” I say once she settles beside me. “We’re going to Summer’s new place tomorrow. Gotta do man shit.”
 
        She shifts awkwardly and twists her fingers in her lap, “I can’t. I’m going out with Greg.”
 
        “Umm… no you’re not.” Not a fucking chance.
 
        “You don’t get to tell me what to do.”
 
        “You’re mine Loryn. I don’t want anything that’s mine, anywhere near him.” I lean forward to kiss her, definitely sexy time is needed. She places her hand over my mouth and pushes me away. Dammit. 
 
        Her gorgeous eyes narrow to slits, “I am going out with Greg tomorrow. He’s my friend, we’ve made plans. You don’t get to boss me around like that.”
 
        “You’re coming with me to Summer’s,” I whisper in her ear and suck the lobe into my mouth. “So stop arguing.”
 
        With two hands to my chest she pushes me away. Fuck. 
 
        “Greg is my friend, he’s asked for my help! I will help him! Understand? I’m not moaning about you hanging around with Summer am I?”
 
        I roll my eyes, “Totally different situation.”
 
        “How so?”
 
        “Summer doesn’t want to get in my pants like Greg does yours.”
 
        Hurt comes over her features, “You don’t trust me?” Groan. “Of course I trust you. It’s him I don’t trust.”
 
        Standing from the couch I watch as she stomps into the bedroom and returns moments later fully dressed. I blink incredulously, “You’re running again? Typical.”
 
        “I’m not running, I’m not ending this. I am merely going home because I need a damn break,” she whisper shouts and snatches her bag off the side. “Good night Lucas.”
 
    
 
        Not a chance in hell. I grab her around the waist and throw her over my shoulder.
 
        “Lucas! Stop! Put me down!” her teeth sink into my ass, ouch. “Stop this.”
 
        After throwing her onto my bed I straddle her hips and tug her shoes off her feet. 
 
        “You’re acting like a psycho.”
 
        “And you are acting like a bitch. You’re not leaving.” I work on the button of her jeans and tug them down. This proves to be more difficult than expected as she keeps kicking and clawing at my back. “Stop moving.” I finally tug them off and spin around to face her.
 
        “Get off me!” she practically shouts and wriggles beneath me. I use this moment to rip her sweater over her head leaving her in nothing but panties and a bra. Fuck, I’m hard. “Stop it!”
 
        I lift her again like a ragdoll and throw her onto the bed in the right position. With speed I didn’t know I had I crawl up her body and lay on top of her, effectively pinning her with my weight before pulling the blanket up to my shoulders and burying my face in her hair. Mm, cherries.
 
    
 
        “Lucas!” she screeches and tries to shove at me. Bless her for trying. “Get off me.”
 
        “Comfy,” I grumble and quickly kick off my trousers. That takes skill. Then I whip my tee off and press my bare chest to hers. Her lace bra is in the way so I work that off too. “No wait… still not right.”
 
        “Stop it,” she says but her voice is breathless. I know that voice, that’s her horny voice. With a smug smile I kneel between her legs, keeping one arm clamped over her hips to stop her from scrambling away and pull her panties down. She tries but to no avail. “God. You’re so annoying.”
 
        “Glad to hear you’re finally using the appropriate name for me!” I slide back up her body and lean on my elbows so my face is above hers. 
 
        “What?” she laughs once. “Annoying?”
 
        “No baby. God.” I give her a chaste kiss on the lips and collapse on top of her. And then I push myself between her legs and slide into her wet depths with a groan. “You’re always so wet for me babe.”
 
        “Yeah, you owe me a lot of new underwear,” she starts giggling and wriggles her hips, then stops and moans. After inhaling deeply she murmurs, “I’m still pissed at you.”
 
        I slide out and back in, “I know. Go to sleep.”
 
        “We’re not having sex?”
 
        I shake my head, “No, it’s extra security. If you leave, my dick will get cold and I’ll wake up.”
 
        Her mouth opens, I kiss it. “You’re an ass.”
 
        “Yep. Good night.”
 
        “You’re crushing me.”
 
        “You’ll be fine.”
 
    
 
        And then I sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Remind me why we’re doing this again,” I grumble as we take a left towards the middle of nowhere. “It’s late, the girls should be in bed.”
 
        “It’s one night Lucas,” she snaps and exhales deeply. “When did you get so boring?”
 
        “I am not boring.”
 
        “Whatever,” she scoffs and I can feel an argument brewing so I remain silent. 
 
        I look out over unfamiliar surroundings, “Where are we?”
 
       “Will you stop fucking moaning?” she practically shouts. “I just want to do this one thing, this one nice thing for my family and all you do is fucking moan!” 
 
       “Crystal,” I sigh but she’s already pulling over and climbing out of the car. I watch her stomp and snarl under her breath as she paces the length of the car. With another sigh I climb out and walk around to her. “Get back in the car. I’m just tired.”
 
        “You’re always fucking tired! We never do anything anymore!” she shrieks.
 
       I laugh in disbelief, “You’re so full of shit.”
 
       “Excuse me?”
 
       “You heard me. I said you are full of shit. It’s not me who doesn’t want to have sex anymore. It’s not me who is always fucking late from work! It’s not me who is always starting shit at home!”
 
        She laughs a little manically, “Oh that’s rich… coming from you. I don’t want to have sex because it’s fucking boring. The same shit every single time.”
 
        “What are you saying?” My heart stammers. “You don’t like having sex with me?” 
 
        Her face softens, “No Lucas. I love having sex with the old you. Not this you.” 
 
        “There’s no fucking difference you crazy bitch! It’s you that’s changed! Forever moaning at me for every fucking thing from forgetting to put the milk back to asking you to make me a drink.”
 
        She rolls her eyes, “Well maybe if you would be more considerate.”
 
       “Considerate? I’m the one that works twelve fucking hours a day and then I come home and look after the girls.” Now I’m really pissed off. “All you care about are your stupid fucking photos and your stupid books.”
 
        “Fuck you Lucas!”
 
        “That’s the problem,” I grip her arms. “You won’t fuck me.”
 
        “So fucking leave me, go find a whore to fuck. It’s not like you haven’t before.”
 
        I nod and pull the car door open, “Yeah. You’re right. I will.”
 
       Her mouth drops open in horror, “You wouldn’t. Don’t bullshit Lucas. We both know you wouldn’t leave me.”
 
        “Like you’ve said,” I tug my seatbelt across and secure it. “I’ve changed.”
 
        “So you want a divorce?”
 
        I shrug, “Right now, I’m not responding. I’m angry, you’re angry, we’re always fucking angry. I love you but sometimes I really fucking hate you.”
 
        “And right now?”
 
       “Right now I wish you’d just fuck off,” I bite out angrily. Tears instantly fill her eyes and spill down her cheeks. Ah shit. “Babe, don’t cry.” I pull her to me over the console, she sobs into my neck. “Please babe. I’m sorry.”
 
        “Can we just stop arguing? It’s not healthy for the girls,” she sniffs. I nod in agreement. “I’m sorry too.”
 
        “I know,” I whisper. We set off after five minutes more of cuddling. “I love you Crystal.” I kiss her temple and relax back into my seat. “And you’re really sexy when you’re mad.” 
 
       She giggles and it happens. 
 
    
 
       There’s a flash of lights, I reach for the wheel, it’s too late. Crunch. I watch as Crystal’s head hits the side window on impact, something hits us from behind we’re jolted forward again. Amelia starts wailing, something smashes and hits me on the back of the head. It burns, my entire body fucking hurts. Warm liquid trickles down my neck, everything flashes past the windows in a blur of movement. We are jolted again, there’s a loud bang and the car feels like it has jumped. More movement, fuck, I feel sick. I want to react, respond, grab Crystal and hold her back but nothing works. My body is numb. It’s like I’m not even here, like I’m watching whatever the fuck this is from the side.
 
    
 
       “Annie, Amelia,” I call as soon as the car comes to a stop, Amelia is still wailing. Why’s the blood rushing to my head? Shit. We’re upside down. “Is everyone okay?” I turn to Crystal, with what little strength I have I touch her hand. “Baby. Please.” There’s blood soaking her neck. 
 
    
 
       “Oh my god, oh my god,” I hear someone shrieking. “Sir, do not put your head back.” 
 
       “Help us,” I croak, Amelia falls silent. 
 
       “Sir, we’re gna get the baby out of the car,” someone else says.
 
       “No, don’t move her,” my voice is barely above a whisper. I can smell smoke. Fuck, I can’t breathe! “Don’t… don’t move any of us.”
 
        “I can’t hear him. What’s he saying? Is the ambulance on its way?”
 
        “Dude, we’re going to fucking jail.” 
 
    
 
        I shut out their conversation and look at my wife. Her arms are dangling down, her hair and hands resting on the roof of the car. She gasps, she’s still breathing. 
 
       “Baby?” I say softly and touch her cheek. I wish I hadn’t as she starts spluttering and a flow of blood spills from her lips, over her nose and eyes. No… NO! My heart stops. “Please baby. No. Don’t… don’t leave me.” 
 
    
 
        “NO!” I sit bolt upright, my body is clammy with sweat. “Shit.”
 
        “Lucas?” Loryn calls sleepily. I feel her hand touch my sweaty shoulder. “Jesus Lucas. Are you okay?”
 
        Without answering I stumble from the bed and practically fall into the bathroom before darting into the shower and turning on the cold spray. Nausea overwhelms me, I feel so sick.
 
    
 
        “Lucas?” Loryn calls again. I see her outline through the frosted glass. “Lucas? You’re scaring me.”
 
        “Get out,” I grumble and bury my face in my hands. “I need to be alone.”
 
        “Lucas. Please.”
 
        “Fuck off!” I snarl angrily. I’m not angry at her, I’m angry at myself. I’m angry at the fact I’m alive when I shouldn’t be. I’m angry that I’m finally starting to get the memories back that I wished I never would. “I can’t… deal right now.” 
 
        The shower door opens, she clearly won’t take the hint. Nude Loryn stands before me, normally I’d stare at her beautiful nakedness but right now all I can see in my mind is the blood. So much fucking blood painting my upturned wife’s face red. She can’t breathe, the blood is going into her nose. 
 
        “Shit that’s cold,” Loryn sinks onto her knees in front of me. “Whatever it is… I’m here. I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
        I don’t say anything, I just sit until our lips turn blue. It’s then that she turns the heat up and climbs onto my lap. Her lips touch my neck as the now hot spray hits our bare skin. 
 
        “I love you Lucas, don’t ask me to leave,” she mumbles and kisses my neck once more. “Because I won’t.”
 
        We stay in the shower until our skin wrinkles and can’t take any more moisture. Words are left unspoken, my heavy heart becomes solid stone as we get dressed in the bedroom. All I can see is red, and not because of anger, but because of blood. So much blood. I don’t know how I manage it but somehow I actually fall back to sleep. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949385]Chapter Twenty One
 
   My Woman… Mine
 
    
 
    
 
        We eat breakfast in silence, Amelia has already finished hers and is playing in the living room. Loryn glances at me every so often, I know she wants to ask about last night but I’m grateful that she doesn’t.
 
        “Greg will be here to pick me up soon,” she says quietly.
 
        My hands clench into fists, “You’re coming with me.”
 
        “No I’m not. We’re going to walk the dogs, a couple of them need training before they go to their new homes. I offered my help to his mom.”
 
        “Then go and help his mom, not him.”
 
        She sighs with exasperation. “What the hell is wrong with you?”
 
        “I don’t like him.”
 
        “You don’t even know him.”
 
        “I know he wants to fuck you and that’s enough for me!” I growl and stand abruptly. “Do whatever the fuck you want.”
 
        She shrugs and stands facing me, “I will, don’t worry. Call me when you’ve calmed down.”
 
    
 
    
 
        She leaves not long before I do, I don’t see her out. I’m sulking. I don’t want her to go with Greg. How the fuck am I supposed to look after her when she’s with that douche? Yes, okay, maybe I’m being a little bit obsessive but… she’s mine. Not his. 
 
    
 
   Talk about a toddler claiming a toy! Whatever.
 
    
 
        Well Summer and Chris were right, their house is awesome and huge and so bright. It’s similar to the house Crystal and I owned except this one is bigger. Chris definitely got a raise.
 
    
 
        Summer kisses me on the cheek and immediately takes Amelia to the garden to play on the tire swing as Chris helps me with my tools. 
 
        “Thanks for coming man,” Chris says and leads me through to the huge den. “I need help fixing this.” He pats the wooden design around the open fireplace. Haven’t seen an open fireplace for a few years now. It’s sweet. The wooden frame of sorts has come loose. “If I tried doing it I’d end up wrecking it. Can you handle it?”
 
        I nod, “Yeah, no problem.” We get started. 
 
        Summer comes in after a few minutes with cold drinks for us both on a shiny metal tray, “I feel like a little house wife. This is awesome.”
 
        “Whenever I call you that you tell me I’m a sexist bastard,” Chris scoffs in disbelief. 
 
        “Baby, when you say it you mean it in a sexist way.” She rolls her eyes and looks at me, “He says and I quote. Baby go and get me a beer like a good little housewife.” I start laughing with Chris and high five him which earns us both a slap around the head from Summer. “Men!”
 
    
 
    
 
        Five tiresome hours later I’m happy to report there isn’t a loose bit of wood in this entire house. Summer and Amelia go around with a sweeping brush and a vacuum and clean up the mess we left behind as Chris and I sit on deck chairs in the back garden, completely depleted of energy. 
 
        “Good little house husbands,” Summer says and pats us both on the head. “Hungry?”
 
        “Ung,” we both respond, meaning yes. 
 
        “I’ll go order pizza.”
 
        “Ung,” we both repeat, meaning thank you. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Lucas: Are you staying at mine tonight?
 
    
 
   Loryn: Not tonight. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Why not?
 
    
 
   Loryn: Because I’ve been at yours all week and I need to pack. I’m moving to Marie’s tomorrow! Or have you forgotten?
 
    
 
   Lucas: You have about 5 things to pack.
 
    
 
   Loryn: You are such a fucking ass hole! 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Is Greg there?
 
    
 
        She doesn’t reply, I’m surprised the vice like grip I have on my phone doesn’t shatter it. 
 
    
 
        “What’s up?” Chris asks, clearly sensing my anger rise. 
 
    
 
      “Women.” 
 
    
 
        He nods as if agreeing. No explanation needed.
 
    
 
        “What’s wrong Lucas?” Summer asks, also sensing my anger as she enters the yard with Amelia behind her. They’ve just ordered pizza I’m guessing. “You’re red in the face.”
 
        That’s because my blood is fucking boiling in my veins. “Loryn.”
 
        “Is she okay?”
 
        I grumble under my breath, “Oh yeah, I’m sure Greg is tending to her needs.”
 
    
 
   Lucas: Is Greg there? Answer me!
 
    
 
        “He’s her friend.”
 
        I look at Chris for back up, “Would you let Summer hang around with someone who you know wants to screw her brains out?”
 
        Chris shakes his head and pulls Summer onto his lap, “Not a chance in hell.”
 
        “He’s her friend.” She repeats with an eye roll.
 
        “Why are females so oblivious when it comes to men? It’s so damn obvious sometimes!”
 
       Summer shrugs, “Maybe because you’re reading too much into it.”
 
       “Or maybe Loryn isn’t reading into it enough,” Chris states. Yes, exactly. “I’d be furious. You gonna go check on her?”
 
        I want to but no. “Nope, I’m going to have pizza and chill.” And this is exactly what I do. Well it is until Marie and Jacob arrive with a case of beer, and it is until after a round of Monopoly and shots I get tipsy and Summer puts Marie in a spare room. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Is Greg still there? 
 
    
 
        “Stop texting her,” Marie snorts, Summer has filled her in on the details. “She’s not cheating on you.”
 
        “I’m not worried about that. I’m worried about that asshole putting his hands on my girl.” I gripe and twist my hands in my lap. “What if he attacks her or something?”
 
        “Now you’re just being silly,” Marie snorts and picks up her phone. “Hi Loryn…” my ears instantly perk up. “What are you up to? Huh.” Her face falls. “Well, we’re having a small gathering at Summer’s new place.”
 
        “Hello,” Chris waves his hand as if to say, remember me. “My place too.”
 
        “You coming?” Marie’s phone conversation continues. “Okay then. No… yes he’s here… no of course he didn’t. Yes, he is.  What did you say you were doing? And why’s that? Oh. Is he okay? Right. Yeah sure. Okay, bye.” She hangs up and shakes her head. “Apparently Loryn is at Greg’s house.” Boiling blood. “She’s already at a small gathering with her old college buddies. They’re reconnecting. Also, Greg slipped over and hit his head but he’s okay.” Such a shame. “She told me to tell you she’ll call you tomorrow when you’ve calmed down.”
 
        “I am calm,” I hiss through clenched teeth and suck down another shot. “So very calm. Can’t you see the calm just pouring off me?”
 
        “Talk about possessive, want me to give you a ride?” Marie snickers and Jacob elbows her.
 
        “You would?” I say with raised eyebrows.
 
        Jacob shakes his head, “Don’t even think about it. You’ll push her away.” Dammit. “Come on, let’s have another round of monopoly. I wish Maya was here, I still have yet to beat her.”
 
        “That bitch is crafty,” Summer agrees with a laugh. “She only buys the most expensive on the board and wins every damn time.”
 
        Marie smirks, “I beat her once.”
 
        “How?” Jacob asks.
 
        “I tipped beer over her hotels and screamed, Tsunami! Hope you had insurance,” we all start laughing our asses off, we wouldn’t put it past Marie to do that.
 
    
 
        Summer adds, “Oh my god, I remember that. And then she slapped you around the face with the board. That was when Maya and I weren’t talking. When she hired a gigolo for me because I said that I needed to get laid.”
 
        Oh my god, I’ve heard this story but it still cracks me up every time. “Yeah, back in the days when James was completely smitten with her.” Marie laughs loudly. “He used to send us chocolates and flowers and shit when we were rooming together. Used to beg her to date him.”
 
        “And let me guess,” I laugh a little. “She shot him down every time?”
 
        They both nod, Summer continues, “He was completely in love with her. She was there when his dad died you know? She saved his life. Only for an hour but he got to say goodbye to his family because of Maya.” 
 
    
 
        This is a story I haven’t heard. I nod for her to continue.
 
    
 
        “Well he had a problem with his lungs, when he was younger he had to have some kind of operation because the skin around the lung collapsed. They knew he wouldn’t live past fifty five. Maya was leaving for Europe just a few weeks after this incident,” Summer clears her throat and tucks her legs beneath her. “Her dad apparently asked her to take some files over to James’ parents, which is odd because normally she’d take them to James’ house but I think he was having work done on his apartment so he was staying there at the time.” She claps her hands together. “Anyway… when she got there James wasn’t in but his dad was. Fortunately Maya doesn’t understand personal space and walked into the house uninvited.”
 
        Marie sighs, “Good thing too. Because when she reached the den his dad, I think his name was Phillip or something, was on the floor in the living room blue in the face.” 
 
        “Yeah, she started to do CPR, checking his airways, she called an ambulance and apparently shouted at the dispatcher because they said she needed to stay on the phone but how could she do CPR at the same time? So she hung up the phone and tried to make him breathe but the air wasn’t filling his lungs. His lungs had filled with fluid.”
 
        “Apparently, she got a biro pen case cut his throat and slotted it in with some tape to hold it but that didn’t work. By this time she was frantic and had her own dad on the phone. He told her he was on his way but Phillip was dying she had to act fast. He was pretty much purple, and as bad luck would have it, James walked in, he didn’t have a clue what to do so Maya did the only other thing she could think of. She got another biro pen, and like before took the ink cartridge out, using a sharp knife she cut him between his ribs and slotted the pen into his good lung.”
 
        “Voila, he instantly started breathing. The ambulance didn’t get there for another five minutes, if she hadn’t have acted he would have died right there,” Marie shudders. “James had broken down, he was crying, he was frantic.”
 
        “What did she do?” I ask.
 
        Marie grins mischievously, “She slapped him and kissed him and slapped him again.”
 
    
 
        “This seems like a pretty big story for them to not repeat,” I frown. “I remember James telling me she saved his father but he didn’t elaborate.”
 
        “You know what Maya’s like, she doesn’t think what she did was brave or heroic, James doesn’t bring it up because he watched his father die an hour later. I think it still makes him cry, but yeah, I think that’s when he fell in love with her. All of those emotions, all of that fear and suddenly, the girl you have a huge crush on is snogging your face off and hitting you and doesn’t stop until the ambulance arrives, it’s all horribly romantic,” Marie chuckles and makes a gagging motion with her fingers in her mouth. 
 
    
 
        Wow. “So why did Sylvia dislike her so much?”
 
        “The plot thickens,” Marie giggles and sits on her knees. “Well Maya fucked off to Europe not long after the funeral, which she did attend but stayed only for the service. During the time she spent in Europe Sylvia went to visit her a couple of months later, to thank her personally, she was in France already… anyway. When she got there… you know about Paul?” I nod. “Good, well, Maya had recently flown Paul down for a couple of weeks. The same time Sylvia arrived was the same time Paul and Maya were going at it like rabbits in Maya’s apartment. Sylvia knew James loved Maya. It was obvious, we think Maya was his last attachment to his dad apart from his mom of course. When she asked Maya what she was doing, giving herself so quickly to another man. Maya responded, dude we’re just screwing around. Sylvia instantly called Maya’s father who did nothing.”
 
        “What could he do?” Summer snorts. “Maya was almost twenty, and Paul’s a good man. Her dad wasn’t thrilled about hearing his baby girl was having sex before marriage but what could he say? Maya was independent, she was taking the world by storm. Sylvia didn’t hate her because of this though because she sort of agreed with Maya’s dad. Sylvia hated her after Maya agreed to marry James and she caught Paul and Maya at it… yet again. A few months before the wedding.”
 
        “I thought she hated her because of her sluttiness?” Marie says looking a little perplexed. “I didn’t know this part of the story! How did I not know?” Join the club.
 
    
 
        Summer shrugs, “Nope, and Maya didn’t tell me. I found out because I was seeing Kyle back then and his dad works with Sylvia. It’s an extremely small world.”
 
        “What? Who?” Chris is openly gaping at her.
 
        She giggles and pats his hand, “Don’t worry, it only lasted a few weeks. That guy really annoys me.”
 
        “Oh my god, I remember that,” Marie starts cackling. “You hated him, she used to cringe whenever he touched her.”
 
        “Holy shit,” I snort. “Back to the conversation at hand, why didn’t Sylvia tell James about Maya and Paul?”
 
        “She didn’t want to hurt her son I assume, she did ask him though, what he’d do if he found Maya sleeping around to which James apparently told her about their freedom until marriage agreement,” Marie rubs her hands together. “He was desperate to be with her, we used to think it was because of her money but after a while we realized this dude really cared about her. That girl was no fool, they both signed prenuptial agreements. I think in her weird way she loved him too, she used to absolutely beam when he sent her stuff and would be singing and dancing all day. Used to drive us mad.”
 
         “I just don’t understand why I’ve never been told this before,” I say it seems odd, something so huge yet neither of them told me.
 
         “Did you ask?”
 
    
 
        Well no actually, I never did ask because I’m not psychic and I don’t randomly ask people… did you save someone and fall in love? 
 
    
 
        “You should ask James if you’re that interested,” Jacob smiles. “I asked him why he loved her if she was such a pain in the ass to him. He told me that’s why, because she’s never boring.”
 
    
 
        “Is there a point to all of this story telling?” I laugh. 
 
        Marie shrugs, “Maybe it will show you that even after a huge tragedy, you can still move on and fall in love.” Says the woman with the stone heart.
 
        My face and mood falls, “That’s a completely different situation.”
 
        “It may be different but it’s also the same in some ways Lucas. You should see yourself with Loryn, you’re possessive, happy, and horny all the time,” Marie cackles at her own words. “You love her, and if you don’t love her then you’re on your way to loving her. She’s a nice girl. She deserves a happy ending and so do you. Maybe you can both give it to each other.” I watch her eyes meet Jacob’s for a moment and the room seems to fall silent. 
 
        Jacob smiles at her tenderly before looking away, Marie pretends not to care by plastering a fake smile on her face and looking my way but I can see the hurt in her eyes. Talk about the pot calling the kettle black. 
 
    
 
        As awesome as this story telling has been I still can’t believe Loryn is hanging around with that asshole Greg. She’s mine. If he even touches her I will… I dunno, probably punch him or something. I feel like going to his, beating my hands on my chest and carrying her out for all to see but I know she wouldn’t like that. 
 
    
 
   Unfortunately. 
 
    
 
        “I’m gonna go crash,” I say after another game of monopoly and a huge yawn. So damn tired. “You guys don’t mind do you?”
 
        “Nah, you go on,” Chris says and Summer stands, “I’ll take you to your room.”
 
        “It’s fine, I know the way,” I respond and lean over to kiss Marie on the forehead. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”
 
        Marie’s mouth drops open in fake horror, “But that would be so damn boring.”
 
       “Cheeky,” I laugh and head out of the room. 
 
    
 
        Amelia is fast asleep in a huge bed, unfortunately she’s asleep sideways across the pillows, strange child, so I have to move her before climbing in next to her. That’s one thing I love about Amelia, she’s not ashamed to hug her dad, not yet anyway so I’ll take what I can get whilst I can. As soon as I slip in she reaches out to me and buries her tiny body into my chest. There’s never a time more peaceful in my life than moments like these. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949386]Chapter Twenty Two
 
   Faking It
 
    
 
    
 
       I wake up after a pretty decent night’s sleep, Amelia is gone, probably having breakfast. Shit. It’s eleven. Talk about overstaying your welcome. 
 
       Climbing out of bed I hastily throw on my clothes from the day before and hurry down the stairs and into the den. No-one here, although I smell bacon. Kitchen, they’re definitely in the kitchen. My mouth is watering, damn that smells good.
 
    
 
        “What you cooking for me woman?” I’m guessing Jacob didn’t go home last night. That’s definitely his voice. I stop for a moment when I hear Marie speak, “Stop calling me woman.”
 
        “Okay, sorry man.”
 
        She growls out a curse, I listen for a thud, meaning she’s thrown something but nothing happens but complete silence. And then… “I wish you’d let me touch you.”
 
        “Marie…” Jacob warns and suddenly I don’t feel so good for eaves dropping. 
 
        “Why not? When you’re here for visits. It could be wicked.”
 
        He sighs and then groans, I hear a chair scrape across the tiled floor, “Marie…”
 
        “Stop being boring,” I can almost hear the smirk on her face. “You’re becoming a real pain in my ass Jacob Stone.”
 
        “An adorable pain in the ass.” Hey! That’s my line. “Just stop. Stop.”
 
        “Whatever, I guess I’ll have to get it elsewhere,” Marie sighs dramatically. “There’s this guy down the… hey.” I hear a bang and a grunt and then silence. 
 
    
 
        Creeping slowly backwards I head into the dining room just so I’m not lingering like an idiot, only to be greeted by Summer. Well, not so much greeted by her as she’s busy with the side of her face pressed against the door leading to the kitchen. 
 
        She’s too enthralled in whatever Marie and Jacob are doing to notice me so I sneak up quietly, paying careful attention to my feet before slapping her real hard on the ass. So much so that my hands stings, she screams, it hurts my ears. Then a tiny fraction of a second after my hand connects with her ass, she falls forward through the door.
 
    
 
        “SUMMER!” Marie squeals and there’s a thud. 
 
        “LUCAS!” Summer squeals and rubs her no doubt raw ass. “You bitch. What are you playing at?”
 
        “She was eavesdropping,” I point at Summer and get a look at Marie. Jacob seems to be… is he unconscious. “Shit. Jacob? You alright dude?”
 
        “Oh my god,” Marie shrieks and kneels beside him. “I think I’ve killed him!”
 
        Summer darts over, they decide he must have hit his head when Marie threw him away from her. That must have been the bang.
 
    
 
   I decide he’s faking it because his fingers are twitching and his leg is shaking ever so slightly as if trying to stop himself laughing. Tricky little actor. 
 
    
 
        I grab a glass, fill it with water, stand by his head and before the girls can stop me or call an ambulance I dump it on his face. He lurches forward and splutters a little. “Would you look at that?” I gasp sarcastically. “He’s alive.”
 
        With a growl Jacob lunges for me, I laugh and dart out of the way. He sighs and rubs the back of his head, “Do you think you could stop doing that?”
 
        Marie grins wickedly, “You mean sweeping you off your feet?”
 
        Jacob groans and rolls his eyes, Summer looks fit to burst with excitement and I’m just minding my own business.
 
    
 
        “Where’s my daughter?” I ask after a moment, panic suddenly overwhelming me.
 
        Summer points to the back door, “She’s out there with Chris. He’s pushing her on the swing.” I look out of the window and sure enough there is Amelia, sat in the inner hole of the tire, Chris is pushing her back and forth laughing a little, no doubt she’s said something to amuse him. “He says he doesn’t want kids for another couple of years as they’ll interfere with his gaming time and free time. Yet whenever he’s around kids he acts like a kid himself. He spent the first hour after waking making Amelia breakfast and then teaching her how to play on the Xbox.”
 
        “Hopefully a universal rated game,” I mumble but she ignores me, which most likely means he had her on Black Ops Zombies or something along those lines. With a shake of my head I sit at the breakfast bar and hit my knife and fork on the surface. Jacob joins in.
 
    
 
   Although he takes it too far by slapping Marie on the ass and saying, “Woman. Get my food now.”  So she stomps on his instep and when he leans forward in pain she whips him on the back of the neck with a wet dishcloth. Ouch. “Nice kitty.” He jokes clearly not understanding now is the time to be quiet. 
 
        “Jacob,” Summer warns knowing her friend is about to pop. “Stop it.”
 
        “But she’s so easy,” he covers his face and yelps when the dishrag flies for his face.
 
    
 
        “You… are a god damn cock sucking, ass licking, prick!” Marie bites out. “Let’s not pretend that your statement didn’t have some hidden meaning to it. And let’s be honest… it was you that begged so who’s the easy one?” 
 
        She walks out and slams the door behind her, I frown at Jacob who actually looks as startled as Summer by her outburst, “Whoa… I didn’t mean… shit.” He gets up like any whipped male and follows her out of the room.
 
    
 
       “Woman,” I demand to Summer who quirks her brow at me and her hands go to her hips. I decide to be nice, “I’d love some breakfast please princess. If it’s not too much trouble.”
 
        She smiles smugly, “That’s what I thought.”
 
    
 
       And then a plate is put before me and all is good in the world.
 
    
 
    
 
   ******
 
    
 
       “Daddy, higher, higher,” Amelia squeals as I push her on the tire swing. Because of how long it’s been here I obviously checked its safety. It can hold mine and Chris’ weight together so it should be alright. “Higher!”
 
       Okay, okay! Bossy. “It won’t go any higher,” I practically shout as I push her full force. “Stop kicking your legs.” She goes up a little higher each time, her little legs flail and then she starts to spin. Ah shit! Then she starts to scream. 
 
       I dart left and right, trying to stop the spinning, swinging tire holding a blurred blonde child. Fuck. Jacob starts laughing and comes over, he reaches for the rope… why didn’t I think of that? 
 
    
 
   Bang. 
 
    
 
       Unfortunately Amelia’s flailing leg comes out and kicks him straight in the chin on her way down, he falls backwards and lands on his back. Uh-oh.
 
    
 
        “Jacob!” Marie shrieks with Summer, they run over as I finally stop Amelia’s fight with gravity. It’s then I notice the blood trickling down Jacob’s brow to his temple and the fact he actually looks knocked out cold. 
 
        “Ha, talk about Karma!”
 
        “That’s not funny Lucas, he’s really hurt,” Marie says and shakes him a little. “Baby, wake up. Please wake up.”
 
        I see that twitch in the leg again. Sneaky little actor. 
 
    
 
        I snigger to myself and undo the top button on my jeans, “Here, move back ladies while I pee on him.”
 
        “WHAT!”
 
        “LUCAS!”
 
        My zipper goes down, he definitely hears because he sits up immediately and starts laughing, “You dirty fucker. Can’t you let me have my fun?”
 
        “You’re a shit actor dude,” I state with a shake of my head.
 
        “Tell that to my two Oscar Awards,” he chuckles and Marie punches him in the back of the head and shouts, “You bastard! Stop doing that!”
 
        “Ouch,” he winces and rubs his head. “Dude, am I bleeding?”
 
        Amelia gasps and crawls onto Jacob’s lap, “I’m sorry Jacob.”
 
        “That’s okay. It was an accident.”
 
        “I’ll go get the first aid kit,” Summer disappears into the house.
 
        Marie punches him on the shoulder, which looks like it hurt. “You scared me.”
 
        Jacob smiles, it’s mischievous and smug, “That’s because you’re hopelessly in love with me.” 
 
        “And you’re just hopeless,” Marie snorts.
 
        Jacob smiles softly at her, “You didn’t deny it.”
 
        She gapes at him, “I’m not in love with you.”
 
        “If you admit it I’ll fuck you again,” and I’m leaving this conversation.
 
        Marie grins, a little too broadly, “Really? Then hell yeah baby my heart’s all yours. Now take off those jeans big boy.” 
 
        I grab Amelia and push her towards the house, we pass Summer carrying a first aid kit as we go. She nods towards the now fighting Marie and Jacob and smiles, it’s knowing and it’s damn cute. I wink my agreement. There’s definitely something going on there. It’s just a shame neither of them seem to see it.
 
        “Jacob says naughty words a lot. Like Aunty Maya,” Amelia shakes her head like an annoyed adult. “They should know better and set an example.”
 
        This makes me laugh, a lot. “Baby, you are the funniest little thing ever to roam this planet.”
 
        She grins up at me and skips into the room to grab her Barbie’s I assume. When I follow in I watch Chris hand her an Xbox controller and pull her onto the seat beside him. Amelia’s face turns from giddy to extreme concentration as the game begins. Zombies… I was right. She doesn’t seem to be fazed by it though. Hell, a few months ago I wouldn’t let her watch anything over a Universal rating, I still don’t like her to but I know Maya let her watch Twilight and Harry Potter and a few others I don’t think are majorly appropriate for a five year old but what can I do?
 
        My little girl is growing up and it fucking sucks. 
 
    
 
        As I watch my daughter shoot zombies my phone beeps. Pulling it out of my pocket I open up the text and smile.
 
    
 
   Loryn: I miss you. Can I come and see you tonight?
 
    
 
        And just like that my bad mood where Loryn is concerned has vanished.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Bring the condoms.
 
    
 
   Loryn: Sometimes I wonder why I’m with you.
 
    
 
   Lucas: It’s for my huge dick and my awesome stamina!
 
    
 
   Loryn: Why can’t you ever be serious?
 
    
 
   Lucas: Don’t eat yellow snow… serious enough for you?
 
    
 
   Loryn: Don’t text me… ever again…
 
    
 
   Lucas: My dick says no to that and he’s missing you.
 
    
 
   Loryn: And what about the body attached to the dick?
 
    
 
   Lucas: Nah, he’s just hungry ;)
 
    
 
   Loryn: I hate you.
 
    
 
   Lucas: I can’t help being sexy… it’s how I am.
 
    
 
   Loryn: What?
 
    
 
   Lucas: What?
 
    
 
   Loryn: See you tonight!
 
    
 
   Lucas: Don’t forget the condoms! 
 
    
 
        “Someone looks happy,” when did Summer sit next to me? “She makes you happy.”
 
        “She drives me fucking crazy.”
 
        “You love her?”
 
        “No,” I answer without hesitation. 
 
        She looks at me with pity in her eyes, I hate that, “Because you can’t or because you won’t?”
 
        I shrug, “A little bit of both.”
 
        She pats my hand and nods, seeming to understand, “It’s a shame. She’s a really nice girl and she makes you happy.”
 
        “Yeah,” I agree on all accounts.
 
        “You just seeing where it goes?” 
 
        No, I already know where it’s going. A whole lot of nowhere. But hell if I want that nowhere to come any time soon. Call me selfish if you will but I can’t let her go yet. Not until… when I feel like it I guess. “Something like that.”
 
        “Don’t you break her heart Lucas Grant,” Summer chastises me much like a mother would. 
 
        “Unfortunately I think that’s too late to avoid.”
 
        With a long exhale and a thin lipped smile she stands, brushes her hands on her thighs and walks over to Chris. I watch her wrap her arms around his head from behind and kiss him on top of his head. He smiles up at her, she kisses his lips, her tiny chin touching his nose before ruffling Amelia’s hair and heading back to Marie and Jacob. They’re both still play fighting apparently. 
 
        “Will you two stop? What are you? Children?” is the last thing I hear Summer screech before the door closes behind her. 
 
    
 
         Half an hour later, my eyes are going funny from watching Amelia and Chris play their game, “Get the fan, we need the fan.”
 
         “But I can’t get to it!” Amelia snaps. “Too many bad guys.”
 
         “Ignore the bad guys, I’ve got your back. Go grab the fan.”
 
        “Alright, alright,” I watch her character slowly move forward to the corner where some kind of fan head sits on a strange mannequin. “Got it.”
 
        “Put it in position, quickly, quickly,” Chris’ character starts blasting the zombie’s in the head as Amelia sets things up. Once the strange fan comes to life the door opens and soon enough they’re climbing onto a bus and wooden slats are covering the windows as Zombie’s try to get in. What kind of game is this? 
 
    
 
        “Is this game safe for her to play?” I ask Chris with a frown. 
 
        His eyes don’t leave the screen, “Yeah, yeah. It’s hardly graphic to be honest, there is minimal blood and the Zombies aren’t scary. Sure there are age limits for a reason but Amelia is smart enough to know this isn’t real.”
 
        “Yeah Daddy, I like it,” her eyes don’t leave the screen either. 
 
        “Still, I don’t think she should be playing games like this. It doesn’t seem right.”
 
        Chris just shrugs, “Too late now. The damage is done.”
 
        “You’re a prick.”
 
        He laughs with a glance at me, “Dude, she’ll be fine. I promise. I know my shit. I’ve been playing games since I was her age and I haven’t killed anyone yet.”
 
        “I love how you’ve added the word yet to the end of that.”
 
        “There’s a few on my list that I’d risk jail time for.”
 
        “I hear ya bro.”
 
    
 
    
 
        “But he’s killing me!” 
 
        “Move, move! Quick! AH!”
 
        “I can’t there’s too many of them!”
 
        “Just wait there!”
 
        “I can’t go anywhere!” Amelia actually snorts. “I’m dead. Revive me, you need to revive me!”
 
        “Dude, I’m totally in the middle of something right now!”
 
        “But I’m gonna die!”
 
        “I’ll be there in a second,” Chris says, leaning forward in his seat so his elbows rest on his knees.
 
        “Well done, I’m dead. Happy now?” Amelia drops her controller beside her and crosses her arms over her chest. “Get the chest, get the chest. Quick!”
 
         “I am getting the damn chest!”
 
    
 
        Marie quirks a brow, clearly as enthralled by this as I am, “Why do I feel like I just stepped into geek central?”
 
        “Because you did,” Summer sighs. “Welcome to my life.”
 
        I laugh with Jacob as Amelia and Chris continue their odd conversation. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Loryn: Where are you? I’m at yours now.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Shit, babe sorry I didn’t realize. I’m coming now.
 
    
 
        “Time to go,” I say to Amelia. 
 
        “But I want to play, ten more minutes,” Amelia grumbles.
 
        “Come on, I’m finished now, I have work to do,” Chris pinches her cheek. “High five. Awesome play time kid.”
 
        “Yeah,” Amelia beams at him and hops to her feet. “Thank you for having me Auntie Summer.”
 
        Summer melts, as she always does when Amelia calls her Auntie, she hugs her tight and walks us to the door after I say my goodbyes. “Drive safe.”
 
        “Always do,” I mutter to myself and head to my car. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949387]Chapter Twenty Three
 
   Mine!
 
    
 
    
 
        When we arrive at my apartment I find Loryn sat on the floor leaning against the door, she looks up when we step out of the elevator and smiles, “Hey you.” Amelia rushes over and hugs her. “You okay?”
 
        “Yeah, I killed Zombies.”
 
        I sigh and listen to Amelia fill Loryn in on the joys of gaming as we enter my apartment. Loryn frowns a little and quirks a brow at me, “Should she be playing such a violent game?”
 
        “That’s what I said.”
 
        “How are you?” she pulls Amelia onto her lap after sitting on the sofa and hands her phone over. “You look tired.” She’s talking to me apparently. And what a polite way to say I look like shit.
 
        “You look gorgeous,” and she does, in a low cut long tee and light grey skinny jeans. “You didn’t wear that in front of Greg did you?” I may have to commit murder. 
 
         “No, I wore my sweats and a vest,” dear god, that’s ten times worse, Loryn doesn’t realize the fact she’d look hot in a bin liner. “Why?”
 
        “No reason,” shifting to a comfy position in my seat I clear my throat. “What do you want to do?”
 
         She leans over and rests her head against my shoulder, I’m not instantly assaulted by the scent of cherries like usual, I’m assaulted by the scent of cheap aftershave. It makes me growl a little like a damn animal. 
 
        “Why do you smell like a guy?”
 
        “Oh, I took a shower at Greg’s this morning, had to use his shower gel,” I bet he loved that. “We got dirty whilst walking the dogs. He fell over into a muddy puddle.” I laugh loudly at the image in my mind. “You’re mean. He’s my friend.”
 
        Your friend that wants to fuck you. “My bad babe. Well, go have another shower. With shower gel that smells like me.”
 
        “Cave man.”
 
        I grin mischievously at her and pull Amelia onto my lap, she doesn’t seem to notice, clearly because she’s too focused on her game. “Mine.” And then I grab Loryn’s boob. She giggles and pushes my hand away, Amelia who is apparently annoyed at our play grunts a little, hops off my lap and disappears into her room still staring at Loryn’s phone.
 
    
 
        Loryn glances at me nervously, I stand and drag her up with me before walking her to my bedroom, “What are you doing? We can’t whilst Amelia… I mean… this is just so… why are we in the bathroom?” 
 
        I release her, turn on the shower and hold my fingers under the spray until it reaches the desired heat and turn back to Loryn. Stepping forward I say nothing as I pull her top from her body. 
 
        “What are you doing?” she covers herself, I frown and pull her arms away.
 
        “You’re having a shower.”
 
        “You’re not serious? Because I used his shower gel?”
 
        “You smell like him.”
 
        Her mouth drops open, “Talk about being possessive.” People have been saying that a lot lately.
 
        “I really don’t want to be thinking of your buddy whilst I’m burying my face between your legs. Have a shower,” I tug her jeans down to her ankles and kiss the soft skin of her naval whilst on my knees. She places her hands in my hair and rubs my scalp lightly with her fingernails. Damn that feels good. I rest my forehead against her hip and wrap my arms tightly around her. 
 
        The air shifts and my body tenses as Loryn gulps. I hear her take a breath clearly ready to say something, “Luc…”
 
        Shaking my head against her flat stomach I cut her off abruptly, “Don’t.” my voice is quiet, pleading and soft. “Please Loryn. Just… have a shower.”
 
        A moment passes before she finally responds. “Okay.” 
 
        Tension gone. “Thank you,” I stand up and clear my throat before turning and gripping the door handle ready to open the door.
 
        She inhales again, I wait a moment, she clearly wants to say something and I really don’t want to hear it because I’m afraid it will change everything. “Make a pot of coffee and have a movie ready please. No more Disney.”
 
        “Yeah.” At least I have a couple of tasks to handle. That should keep my mind off things. 
 
    
 
        Okay, so it’s a choice between RED with Bruce Willis or… “I want to watch this,” Loryn says and places a disk into the Blu-ray player. 
 
        “What is it?” 
 
        “Something I picked up earlier, I forgot about it. Just found it in my handbag.”
 
        “Your bag could hide a body Loryn,” I snort. “It’s got that much shit in there.”
 
        She scowls at me, “It has my necessities.”
 
        “Yes, I can see a six month old receipt for hairspray being a necessity.”
 
        “Stop going through my bag,” she gasps and slaps my arm.
 
        I shrug, “I couldn’t find Amelia. I thought maybe she was hiding behind the three empty chewing gum wrappers and the year old bus ticket.”
 
        “You’re an ass.”
 
        “An adorable ass.”
 
        “Shut up and watch the movie…”
 
        “Yes ma’am.”
 
        Amelia cuddles up into my side, Loryn cuddles up into the other. Smiling inwardly I pull them both tighter. This is the life. And then my smile drops. “What the fuck?”
 
        “It’s Jacob!” Amelia squeals excitedly and jumps up to apparently sit closer to the TV. Great.
 
        “I am not watching this, it’s weird.”
 
        “Stop being such a baby,” Loryn laughs. Jacob enters the screen in nothing but boxers and a towel hung loosely around his neck. Oh dear god. Then he leans forward and kisses the shoulder of a naked woman on her front in a bed by a large window. “Damn… he’s so hot.”
 
        “You’re a bitch.”
 
        “Naughty word,” Amelia chastises and comes over to tap my hand. “Don’t never say that to Loryn again.”
 
        “It’s ever.”
 
        She sighs and taps her little foot in frustration, “That’s what I said.”
 
    
 
        “Okay, I’m out,” I say after half an hour when Jacob starts undressing again. Going to stand, Loryn clamps her hand on my thigh and pulls me back down before shoveling more popcorn into her mouth. “This is like sexual harassment because you know him.”
 
        “You’re an idiot.”
 
        “Yeah daddy, you’re an idiot.”
 
        “You shouldn’t even be watching,” I narrow my eyes on her and turn my scowl onto Loryn. “She shouldn’t even be watching.”
 
        “Quiet, naked male on screen. Damn he’s hot.”
 
        “Jacob’s my boyfriend,” Amelia announces into the silence. I blink a few times and shake my head to clear my ears. She did not just say that. I refuse to believe she just said that. “He said he’s gonna marry me.”
 
        “What?”
 
        “Aww, how cute is that?” Loryn giggles and slides onto the floor beside Amelia. “Did he get you a ring and get down on one knee?”
 
        “Yeah, but I ate it,” Amelia grumbles seeming a little embarrassed. “It was made of candy.”
 
         Why don’t I know about this? 
 
         “Can I be a bridesmaid?”
 
        “Sure.”
 
        “You are not getting married,” I laugh once in disbelief. This can’t be happening, how does she even know what this is? 
 
        “Hey daddy?” apparently the conversation is about to change. “Are you and Loryn gonna get married?”
 
         “No,” my reply is instant and a little harsh. Loryn’s face remains impassive, thank god for that.
 
        “But you love each other right?”
 
        Loryn strokes Amelia’s hair and meets her inquisitive eyes, “Honey, your daddy and I are just very good friends.” Well, we’re a little more than that but Amelia doesn’t need to know that.
 
        “But you kiss and stuff and that’s what married people do.”
 
        “We aren’t getting married,” think Lucas think. “But Maya and James are! That will be fun right?”
 
        And finally that subject is dropped.
 
    
 
    
 
        Loryn helps me get Amelia to bed after the “Ten more minutes Daddy!” Argument which lasted twenty… 
 
        “She made it to page thirteen this time,” Loryn whispers and kisses Amelia’s forehead as I place the Fairy tale book back on the shelf. 
 
        I smile warmly at her and stop beside her. She looks up at me with questioning eyes. 
 
        “What’s wrong?” 
 
        I touch her cheek with my fingertips, “You make me happy Loryn.”
 
        A beautiful smile greets me, she touches my hand that is against her cheek and kisses my palm. “You make me happy too.”
 
        “Sucky, sucky?” I joke and laugh when she growls and aims a punch for my balls. Fortunately I dodge it and scoop her up into my arms. Rubbing my nose along hers I kiss her lips and her neck and carry her to my bedroom where I spread her out on the bed and do exactly as I promised earlier. I bury my face between her legs and don’t stop until she’s screaming so loud the windows rattle. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “Where’s my shoe?” a boot flies from the closet, narrowly missing my face. Ducking quickly out of the way I wait for her to finish throwing stuff before I tell her it’s in the hallway. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”
 
        “Because it was fun watching you panic.”
 
        “You’re a bastard.”
 
        “You’re late.”
 
        She gasps and checks the watch on my wrist, “Shit, shit, shit. Give me your keys.”
 
         “No.”
 
         “I’m late!”
 
         I shrug, “I don’t care.”
 
        “LUCAS!”
 
        “Loryn,” I mimic with a whine. “Come on. I’ll drop you off.”
 
        She grunts and heads to the hallway. I follow on her heels, scoop Amelia up and we head on out.
 
    
 
        “You’re going the wrong way,” Loryn snarls and checks my watch again whilst I drive. “Please stop being so damn awkward.”
 
        After turning the radio up a beat, I turn the car in the right direction.
 
        “Left! Left! Here!”
 
        “Oh, would you look at that… I missed the turning,” dramatic sigh. “I guess we’ll have to go round again.”
 
        “Stop being a damn caveman! Greg is expecting me… like an hour ago!”
 
        “Sucks to be him.” 
 
    
 
        We finally make it to the Animal Shelter after another ten minutes of me being awkward. What makes it worse is the fact dickhead… I mean Greg doesn’t look the least bit upset by our tardiness. I was sort of hoping he’d fire her and then I could have her more but no dice.
 
    
 
        “Loryn,” Greg grins and Loryn goes straight to him for a hug. “How are you today?”
 
        I lift Amelia out of her booster seat, she holds my hand tight as Loryn and Greg greet each other like they haven’t seen each other for weeks. It takes everything I have not to punch him in the face when he places his hands on Loryn’s hips, my hips, the hips I grab when I’m driving into her from behind. 
 
        “You remember Lucas right Greg?” 
 
    
 
        I lean forward and shake his hand briefly. 
 
    
 
       “Can I see the bunnies?” Amelia asks and Greg nods eagerly, “Sure, come on in sweetie.”
 
       I use this moment to pull Loryn to my side, she rolls her eyes and tucks her hand into my back pocket.
 
    
 
   Notice my smug smile Greg? Oh yeah, you definitely do. It’s saying… she’s mine! And my ego is doing a little dance around you too and flipping you the finger.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Lordy, lordy, lordy,” a familiar female voice says as we step inside the sterile smelling building. The sound of dogs barking comes from somewhere further in. 
 
        Oh dear god, it’s the woman from the store, when I first asked Loryn out, “Hey Penny.” Loryn hugs the woman known as Penny as she eyes me up and down. 
 
        “My, my, my, you’re even better than how I remember,” she smiles flirtatiously. 
 
    
 
        “Penny,” Greg chastises and rolls his eyes. “This is my aunt. My incorrigible aunt who drives our family crazy.”
 
        “They love me really,” she gives me a wink and chuckles a little. “And who is this gorgeous little girl?”
 
        “I’m Amelia,” my daughter says without hesitation accompanied by a huge welcoming smile on her face. At least she’s not shy. 
 
        “Well aren’t you just adorable.”
 
        “She wants to see the bunnies,” Greg announces and leads us to a door at the end. “Loryn, you coming?”
 
        Loryn glances at me with those doe eyes before shrugging and following him through, leaving me with the fortyish woman and her flirtatious smile. I shift nervously on the spot.
 
    
 
        “So,” she says and smiles. I don’t like this smile, this smile says danger. “Care to show me your abs?” 
 
        “Wait for me,” I shout and push through the doors that Loryn vanished through a moment before. I ignore the cackling coming from Penny. What kind of name is that anyway? She sounds like a British coin.
 
    
 
        Where the hell are they? So many rooms… so many animals.
 
    
 
        I finally find them in a small room with small cages lined against the walls. Each one containing small animals such as rabbits, guinea pigs, mice etc… ewww.
 
    
 
        “Daddy, daddy, can I keep it,” Amelia runs up to me with a small fluffy gray rabbit in her arms. 
 
        “No.”
 
        “But…”
 
        “No.”
 
        “Please Lucas,” Loryn pouts at me, shit, I’m getting ganged up on by two women with puppy dog eyes. 
 
        “No.” Groan, don’t do the lip!
 
        “Please!”
 
        “Dude, rabbits are totally easy,” Greg says and hands me a small booklet. “All you have to do is change their bedding, let them run around a bit, feed them and love them but mostly they’re independent.”
 
        “No.”
 
        “Please!” All three of them are at it now. Jesus Christ.
 
        “Lord help me,” I mumble and pick up the bunny by the scruff of the neck. “What’s wrong with it?”
 
        “Nothing, it’s still a baby,” Loryn snatches it from my hand. “Stop being mean, you’ll hurt it.”
 
        “The answer is still no.” I watch as Loryn hands the rabbit off to Greg and slides up to me. She wraps her arms around my waist and looks up into my eyes. 
 
        “Please?”
 
        “No.”
 
        And then she leans into my ear and begins to whisper… she whispers sweet, sweet promises that make my head spin and my dick thicken in seconds. I’m fucked, totally fucked.
 
        “Okay, but you’re looking after it,” I say to Loryn and turn around so I can adjust myself.
 
    
 
        Suddenly there’s someone hugging my leg and two people hugging my waist and shoulders. Why the fuck is Greg hugging me?
 
        “If you don’t release me right this second, I’ll change my mind,” they all jump away and go do their shit, leaving me alone again. Sigh. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949388]Chapter Twenty Four
 
   Pieces of Me
 
        It’s safe to say I like rabbits, especially this rabbit which Amelia has named Godzilla because I wouldn’t let her name him Floppy. Poor rabbit needs a manly name. Of course I don’t declare my fondness for the furry creature out loud and I only show it affection when everyone is busy. 
 
        At present the fluffy gray fuzz ball is resting beside me on the couch with its legs flat behind him. We’re watching TV, well, the rabbit is watching, I’m just staring at it and not really paying attention.
 
    
 
        “Hi honey, we’re home,” shouts Loryn as she enters our apartment carrying two grocery bags in her arms. Our apartment? I mean my apartment. 
 
        As she walks past towards the kitchen I tilt my head back, she kisses my forehead before disappearing. I smile, sometimes I wonder what I ever did without her. 
 
    
 
        “That’s okay darlin’,” she calls from the kitchen with a thick southern accent. “You just sit your butt right there. I don’t need no help.”
 
        “Okay darlin’, and when you’re finished bring that butt through here and give me some lovin’,” I respond with an equally brilliant southern accent. 
 
        Amelia skips into the room with a sucker in one hand and a strange powdery dip in the other. I kiss her sticky cheek and gag when I lick my lips. Damn that is sour. Amelia smiles and sits herself on the rug on the floor where her toys lay from before she left for the store.
 
        “You hungry darlin’?” Loryn calls through, still using the accent.
 
        “As hungry as a horse,” my belly grumbles to prove it. 
 
        “Your belly sounds like an animal,” Amelia says without turning to look at me. “That’s gross.”
 
        “Tell that woman in our kitchen to feed me then.”
 
        “LORYN!”
 
        “WHAT?” 
 
    
 
   I wince, how loud?
 
    
 
       “FEED MY DADDY!”
 
        “WHAT?”
 
        “I SAID! FEED MY DADDY!”
 
        “NO!”
 
        Amelia then says, without looking at me, “She says no.” Because I’m apparently deaf and unable to hear their screaming conversation. A moment passes. “LORYN!” Oh Christ. 
 
        “WHAT?”
 
        “I’M HUNGRY!”
 
        “OK SWEETIE!” The fuck?
 
        This time Amelia does look at me, with the smuggest little smile known to man. What have I spawned?
 
    
 
        I stand with a sigh and head into the kitchen. My dick throbs as it always does when I catch Loryn bending over, my hips also thrust forward but unlike the first time this happened in her kitchen a couple of months ago, I actually let them touch her. With a throbbing pole in my pants I grip her hips and grind against her, making her squeal and drop whatever it is she was reaching for at the bottom of the refrigerator. 
 
        “Lucas!”
 
        I don’t wait, I can’t wait, so I slam her face first against the door. She squeals and places her palms against it which makes her hips push back against mine. Fuck. 
 
    
 
   This way Amelia can’t walk in on us.
 
    
 
        “What are you doing?”
 
        “We haven’t had sex in… three days. Need it. Horny,” I reach around her front and undo the button on her jeans.
 
        “Amelia could try and get in.”
 
        “Better be quick then.”
 
        “We are not doing it… oh my god,” she hisses through her teeth when my foot kicks at her ankle making her spread her legs more and my fingers slip into her panties before rubbing at the moist clit beneath her folds. “Lucas… don’t… ugh. Please. Wait until later.”
 
        “No.” I seem to be saying this a lot at the moment. 
 
        She makes no move to get away so I hastily tug my dick through the zipper in my pants, it’s a difficult process but I manage it after a painful tug. 
 
        “I can’t believe you’re doing this.”
 
        I slide the head up and down her folds, my chest resting against her back, my sharp exhales making the skin of her neck quiver. My god this feels good. Quickly poising the head at her entrance I slide in a few inches, she’s so tight. Like a fucking glove. I shudder and pull back, she moans loudly at the loss so I place my hand over her mouth and slide in a couple more inches, my entire body tenses. 
 
    
 
   Control, need control. Okay, I’m good. I’ve got it.
 
    
 
        “Lucas?” her voice is muffled because of my hand.
 
        “Yeah baby?” I release her face to let her answer.
 
        “Will you fuck me already? You’ve been still for about a minute.”
 
        “Yeah,” I pull out and push in. My toes burn, my bulls clench, my jaw aches as I grit my teeth, sweat beads on my brow as every cell in my body rushes to the one place I don’t want them to be right now. 
 
        “Lucas?”
 
        “Don’t talk.”
 
        “Why?”
 
        “Because your voice does things to me.”
 
        “But…”
 
        “Shush.” I pull out slowly, she moans, my hand goes back over her mouth as my other frantically plays with her clit. Shit. Come on baby. 
 
    
 
        She grunts as I pull out again, needing to give my cock some cool air hoping that will stop it from blasting before takeoff. It’s a no go, the extra movement puts me closer to the red zone, my control needle right in the orange before meltdown. Fuuuuuucccckkk.
 
        “Baby, remember how I said this was gonna be quick?” I release her and stand up straight.
 
        “Really? Because I’ve been bent here for five minutes admiring the floor tiles.”
 
        “Seriously, your cocky shit is only making this harder.” She clenches me with her soft, warm and wet walls. “Do that again and I’ll blow.”
 
        “Just pull out for a minute,” she wriggles her ass and I grunt. 
 
        “No.”
 
        “Will you stop saying no to me?”
 
        “No.”
 
        “You’re an ass,” she goes to pull away and I’m done. 
 
    
 
        My orgasm tears through me like…. Shit I can’t think coherently. Oh dear god, it won’t stop. I gasp and pump frantically into her, my fingers probably bruising her fucking gorgeous hips as my hips collide with her ass cheeks. 
 
        “Don’t stop,” she whimpers. Shit. I rub her clit frantically and grind into her. Why does it feel this damn good? She whimpers, quivers and clenches. Her orgasm begins as mine slowly dissipates into a slow burning tingle through my abdomen. 
 
    
 
   The last thought as my orgasm vanishes and my dick slowly softens is, I didn’t use a fucking condom. Shit. 
 
    
 
        “Don’t worry,” she says as she quickly cleans herself with a cloth. I tuck myself back into my pants, my mind racing with thoughts I shouldn’t be having concerning a knocked up Loryn. “I’m on the pill.” She’s reading my mind isn’t she?
 
        “Isn’t there a pill you can take? The next morning? To bring on your cycle?”
 
        “Yeah, the morning after pill. Why?”
 
        “Okay, I’ll call my doctor for a prescription.” I state and pull my phone from my pocket.
 
        She laughs a little nervously, “Lucas, I’m on the pill. I’ve been on the pill for years now.”
 
        “Well maybe your body has built up an immunity to it. Hi, Doctor Jones’ office please.” Yeah, he’s now our family doctor after Maya’s pregnancy. “No, I just need a prescription.” Once I’ve dealt with the call my panic lessens, I turn to Loryn only to find she’s no longer in the kitchen. “LORYN?”
 
        “Daddy, do you have to shout?” Amelia snaps from the room. Really? She’s asking me that? “She’s in the bedroom.”
 
    
 
    
 
        “Loryn?” I ask softly as I open the bedroom door and slip into the room. She’s pacing by the window, looking pretty pissed off. She’s angry at me for fucking up isn’t she? “I’m sorry babe. I’ve sorted it, we’ll pick it up in the morning.”
 
        She glares at me, “Are you fucking kidding me?”
 
        “What?”
 
        “You can’t just demand that I take something without discussing it first. This is my damn body.”
 
        “Loryn, it’s just to be safe,” I frown a little. Why’s she angry at me? “Crystal got pregnant with Amelia whilst on the pill.”
 
        “I’m not your wife.”
 
       “Trust me, I know,” I say with an eye roll and then cringe when I see the hurt on her face. Ah shit, I didn’t mean it like that… I just meant… fuck. Loryn, don’t do that thing with your lip that tells me you’re about to cry. “Baby, I…”
 
        “Don’t Lucas, just don’t.” she sighs and her shoulders sag. “I can handle the fact you will never love me like you do her. But I can’t handle it when you bring her up. Please… just don’t bring her up okay?”
 
        I nod and reach for her hand, “I’m sorry. I just really don’t want another kid Loryn. Please take the pill.”
 
        “Ever?” she staggers back a step. “You don’t ever want another kid?”
 
        “No,” I respond without hesitation. 
 
        “And what about marriage. Love? Moving in together? Can I expect any of that?”
 
        Shit. “Loryn, we agreed not to talk about any of this.”
 
        “That was then! This is now!”
 
        “Why are you asking this?”
 
        “Because you seem to be making all of the decisions where our relationship is concerned Lucas! Do you even consider me your girlfriend? I’m here nearly every day!”
 
        “I’m fully aware of how often you’re here and I consider you mine.”
 
        “Yours? What does that even mean?” I open my mouth to respond, she cuts me off. “Don’t answer that.”
 
        “Loryn, we’ve barely gotten started and you already want kids and marriage and to move in together?” I snort, bad move with the snort. “Sorry. I say dumb things when I’m annoyed.”
 
        “When you’re annoyed?”
 
        “I don’t mean…”
 
        “Just answer the damn question,” she practically shrieks in my face.
 
        Uh-oh. “What question?”
 
        “Are you fucking kidding me? The marriage, the kids, the moving in… the list is fucking endless. What are we doing? I thought we were going steady!”
 
        “We are.”
 
        “But steadily into what huh?”
 
        No, this conversation isn’t supposed to happen yet. It’s supposed to happen when I say it’s time. Because this conversation will only lead to one thing. The end. I don’t want it to end yet. I want it to end on my terms. 
 
        “What am I to you?” 
 
        I shake my head and exhale slowly, “It’s over isn’t it?”
 
        Her eyes widen with fear and her breath hits her lungs sharply, “What?”
 
        “Well, you’re going to ask me what I want, we’re going to argue, fight. Probably cry a little and then what? We’ll end it because my answer will remain the same… I care about you Loryn. A lot. Too fucking much sometimes. But it’s not enough. I don’t want to get remarried, I don’t want to have another kid. I like things how they are right now and I don’t want to move in together yet. That last part could be a possibility but I can tell by your eyes and the way you’ve suddenly gone pail that, that answer isn’t enough. That I, just me, like this will never be enough.” I stop my rant for a moment and try to accept the reality of what is happening. Pace twice, stop in front of her, rub my eyes and continue ranting. “You deserve the happy ending Loryn.” She lets out a sob and my heart tingles with pain. “I can’t give you that.”
 
        “So I haven’t changed your mind?” her voice is quiet, weak, and feeble. It slices through me like a warm knife through soft butter. “Not even a little?”
 
        “You can’t babe,” pressing my forehead to hers I kiss her nose and wrap my arms around her. “How can I give you a part of me that died?” At least for once I’m finally putting her first, no matter how much it pains me to do so. 
 
        She presses her face into my chest and grips my shirt with tight fists, “I love you Lucas.” My chest hurts for her and aches at those words because those words are a permanent link in life. When you say those words and you truly feel them you never forget the person you said them too or the person that said them to you. They’re a part of you forever, you move on, you sometimes lose that love but you never forget. Yet part of me is singing at the sound of those words, because she actually means them and there’s something that feels right about that. You can tell by how much emotion is put into each word. “I don’t want this to end.”
 
    
 
   The worst part is, you never forget the person who didn’t say them back. 
 
    
 
        “Then don’t end it,” I’ll get down on my knees if that’s what it takes. “Please.” Stay with me and my fucked up soul. Let me consume you with mindless sex and crazy fights over the TV remote. 
 
        “I don’t want to.” Hope fills me but is crushed when she pulls away and says words that will last a life time in my memories, “But I am.” 
 
        My eyes are burning. Why are my eyes burning? I rub them and flop onto the bed, unfortunately I miss it by a fraction and fall onto the floor instead. Loryn doesn’t laugh, she doesn’t even blink. She just stares blankly out of the window as I stare at her profile from the ground. 
 
        “Tell me you’ll change your mind,” she says and shuts her eyes. “Lie to me. Let me feel ridiculously in love with you for another day. Let me smile whenever I see your name flash on my phone and giggle like a schoolgirl over one of your stupid texts.” A tear slides down her cheek, she leaves it, lets it reach her chin before dripping onto the floor. “Tell me a lie Lucas.” 
 
        Part of me wants to. “But what kind of person would that make me?”
 
        She doesn’t respond, “I’m sorry I wasn’t enough.” Wait what? “I’m…”
 
        Jumping from the floor I quickly slam my lips against hers. They’re unresponsive. “Don’t say that. It’s not true and you know it. Hell woman, you’re too fucking good for me. I don’t deserve you.”
 
        “I need to go.”
 
        “I don’t want you to,” Yet I find myself stepping back, this time my ass hits the bed. 
 
        “Do you love me?” she looks at me with swollen eyes. 
 
        I really don’t want to answer this, “Babe…”
 
        “Just answer the fucking question.”
 
        “I…”
 
        “Yes or no! Do you love me?”
 
        “No,” I wish I’d looked away when this passed my lips, because watching her face go from being blank to looking like I’ve just tugged her heart through her ribs with my fingers and stomped on it… it sucks. “Loryn…”
 
        “I’m fine,” she sobs and buries her face in her hands. “I feel so stupid! You warned me, you told me…” her eyes meet mine and her hands slap against her thighs. “Yet here I am. In pieces on your fancy wood floors and in your fancy fucking apartment and I knew this would happen!”
 
        “Baby…” I don’t stand. I don’t know what to say or do. 
 
        “I need to go,” she stands up, brushes herself down and wipes her face on her sleeve angrily. “Now. I need to go now.” 
 
        This time I do stand, but I don’t move from the side of the bed.
 
        “If you could sort out my things I’ll collect them later in the week.”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        She opens the door and steps out, I watch her close it behind her. I hear her speaking to Amelia for a moment before the entrance door opens and closes. And then she’s gone. 
 
    
 
   And the piece of me that I gave to her, just left with her.
 
    
 
    
 
        I’m an idiot, I really am an idiot. How could I think for one second that this would end well? Am I that stupid? I should never have been so selfish. That girl… she deserves the fucking world and all I’ve done is destroy hers. Of course the pain is only temporary, she’ll get over it. She’ll move on with someone like Greg and have the happy life and the two point five kids and I’ll still be here, alone, watching my daughter grow old before me and wishing her mom was here to watch it with me. 
 
    
 
        “Daddy, I’m hungry,” Amelia says as she slowly pushes the bedroom door open. “Are you okay?”
 
        I nod, “Yeah. I just fell asleep. I’ll be through in a minute.”
 
        “But…”
 
        “I said I’ll be through in a minute!” I snap, my stresses getting the better of me. Her little lip quivers, she runs down the hall leaving me feeling like the world’s biggest asshole. “Amelia, wait baby. I’m sorry.” 
 
         She looks up at me from the couch and sniffs, her teddy wrapped tightly in her arms, “Why’d you shout at me?”
 
         “Sometimes adults can be stupid and mean,” my arms slide around her and pull her to my chest. “I’m just stressed and I shouldn’t have taken it out on you.” We sit like this for a few more minutes before she finally speaks, “I’m hungry.”
 
         I chuckle, deposit her on the couch and head to the kitchen, “I think we still have leftover soup that Loryn made. That good with you?”
 
        “Yum.”
 
        I’ll take that as a yes. 
 
        “Want to watch a movie afterwards?”
 
        “Yes! Can we watch Monsters Inc.?” she asks whilst bouncing on the spot. “Please?”
 
        “Sure, why don’t you get that ready? And I’ll make the soup?”
 
        “Yay!”
 
    
 
        When the soup is simmering at the right heat I serve it into two bowls and remove the warm bread from the oven. I place them on the table and call Amelia through whilst checking my phone for the hundredth time, I’m not sure what I’m expecting but whenever I see the blank screen my heart plummets a little more. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949389]Chapter Twenty Five
 
   Losing Her
 
    
 
    
 
         A whole week passes, a week full of sleepless nights and a stressful mind. A week full of finding Loryn’s things, seeing as she’s moved to Marie’s now she’ll most likely want all of these back. 
 
        Why do I feel like I’ve made the biggest mistake of my life? Probably because I have right? I fucking miss her, I won’t deny it. I miss her so damn much. 
 
    
 
   Marie: Is Loryn’s stuff ready?
 
    
 
   I want to say no, just to be awkward. I want to drop them off myself so I can see her again. But I don’t, because that would be selfish. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Yeah.
 
    
 
        I throw the last item of her clothing into a bag after holding it to my face and inhaling deeply. Fucking Cherries. 
 
    
 
   Marie: On my way.
 
    
 
        She arrives a mere ten minutes later… alone. “Hey,” she hugs me briefly and walks into the room. “Where’s Amelia?”
 
        “Swimming lesson.”
 
        “How are you?” her eyes scan my face with concern. “You’ve barely spoken to anyone all week. Are you okay?”
 
         I shrug, “I’m fine. I just feel like a dick.”
 
         She lets out a breath and pats me on the shoulder, “Loryn is just as torn up as you seem. You sure this is what you want?”
 
        “Of course it’s not what I want but it’s the right thing to do.”
 
        “I think you’re an idiot, but I can see you don’t need to hear that right now so I’m keeping my mouth shut,” she gives a small nod and grabs the bag from the floor by the door. “We’re having a house party in a couple of weeks. You better be there.”
 
        “I’ll try.”
 
        She glances at her watch, “I should go. The store is almost finished. Loryn is watching over the finishing touches as we speak.”
 
        “Right,” I kiss her cheek. “Call me if you need anything.”
 
        “Yeah, yeah. See ya.”
 
    
 
        My phone rings about five minutes later. It’s Maya. “Get dressed, we’re going for a jog. I’ll be there in five.”
 
        “A jog?” but she’s already hung up. I don’t want to go for a jog. Yes, I actually whined that last part. Unfortunately, I know Maya and I know I better do as I’m told. Sigh.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Hurry up,” Maya shouts, she arrived ten minutes ago, dragged me from my apartment and now we’re at the park, midafternoon, in work out gear, jogging. Well, she’s jogging. I’m dying.
 
         “Remind me again,” gasp. “Why we are doing this.” Heave. “Because.” Can’t breathe, I grip my knees. “I hate running.”
 
        “Stop being a baby, we’re doing this because you need to clear your head and I need a jogging buddy.” 
 
        After another minute I stand up straight and pick up the pace, “Why is it I need to clear my head?”
 
        “Just lose yourself in the running Lucas. Maybe you can figure out why I think you’re being such a fucking idiot asshole.”
 
         “Nice to know that I’m loved.”
 
        She frowns and jogs a full circle around me, “If I didn’t love you Lucas I wouldn’t be bothered. As it is, I am bothered and here I am. Let’s go.”
 
        Fine. I move, my feet hit the soft grass as I go. Clear my mind, think clearly. Don’t I have to stop thinking for this to happen? Loryn would laugh, she knew how much I hated physical exertion unless it was sex. Damn I miss having sex with her, the way she’d tremble beneath me as she…
 
        “Here,” I catch the water and take a swig before throwing it back. “You’re doing well. Steady breaths.” 
 
        Sure. If you say so. 
 
    
 
        “Loryn is good, she’s doing better.” I didn’t ask but there’s the answer I didn’t want to hear. “Did you know Greg wants her?” Yes, unfortunately I do know this. “I think Marie has almost talked her into going on a date with him. Personally I think it’s a little soon but Marie thinks it’s just what Loryn needs.” My fists clench, I really don’t want to hear this. “Apparently he’s asked her out to see a movie tomorrow.”
 
        “Stop talking,” I gripe and pick up the pace, hoping to lose her. She speeds up and runs beside me seemingly oblivious to my irritation towards her. 
 
        “She and Greg would make a cute couple. He’d be able to love her that’s for sure. I’m certain he wants kids one day.” She runs around me again, much like a shark circling its kill. “What’s wrong Lucas? You’re looking a little pissed.”
 
        I roll my eyes and choose to ignore her. That is until she says, “And we all know Marie, she thinks sex is the best form of therapy for anything. Loryn will probably bag him on the first date.”
 
        My heart hammers at the images flitting through my mind. Jealous overwhelms me, I stop and punch a tree, startling a couple of old women nearby. Maya slaps me on the back as I try to catch my breath. “You okay Lucas?”
 
        “No,” I respond honest whilst shaking my head. “I don’t think I am.”
 
        “Then stop this stupidity, go get your girl and pray she forgives you.”
 
        “She’s not my girl Maya. Just because I get pissed off at the thought of that dickhead’s hands all over her…” my jaw clenches as I rest my forehead against the arm that is leaning on the bark of the tree. “Doesn’t mean I’m right for her.” 
 
        “I’m calling bullshit, but whatever.”
 
        My eyes narrow on the annoying female, “What’s that supposed to mean?”
 
        “It means open your eyes Lucas. You love her, you want her and you’re being fucking stupid.”
 
         “I do not love her.” I don’t, I’d know if I did. “I love…”
 
         “Loved, you loved Crystal. Now you hold her memory in your heart and nothing more. You need to get past this.”
 
        “What, like you did with your dad?” 
 
        Her eyebrow raises, “I did didn’t I? I’ve moved on from that.”
 
        “Just stop.”
 
        “Why haven’t you visited their graves Lucas? They’re not coming back,” Maya hisses, I’ve never seen her act so… mean towards anyone before. “They’re dead. Go lay some flowers on their graves, lay them to rest and get on with your fucking life. You were given a second chance so use it!”
 
        I laugh humorlessly and raise my arms, “You think this is a second chance? No. This is a god damn punishment. Being the one to survive when the love of your life and your first born child is in the ground rotting away!” My head falls, my eyes close. “Whilst I live with no memories, only a few photos and no trinkets from our time together. This is my second chance?” 
 
        “Yes. It’s a shit one but it still is one.”
 
        “I love her Maya, I love her. You don’t know her, she wouldn’t want me to move on. And how can I have another child after Annie?” How can I replace them? What kind of person would that make me?
 
        “You can’t,” she states and swigs her water. “You’re right. You can’t move on Lucas… because you won’t let yourself. But that’s fine. We’ll drop it now and let you do what you want to do.” She closes her water and glares at me. “But when you realize what an idiot you’re being where Loryn is concerned I hope for your sake it won’t be too late.”
 
        “Realize what Maya?”
 
        “That you love her.”
 
        “I don’t love her.”
 
        “Then you have nothing to worry about.” Her frown turns into a full smile, “Hungry?”
 
        “Are you going to keep shouting at me?”
 
        “I wasn’t shouting.”
 
        “Ha!” I scoff and head back to the path. 
 
        She sighs, “Fine, I promise I won’t bring this up again.”
 
        “Good, let’s go, I’m starving.” Then a weight starts climbing up my back and pats me on the head, “Giddy up horsey.” 
 
        “You’re a freak.”
 
        “Now, now Lucas. Horsies don’t talk, they neigh.” You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. 
 
    
 
        As it happens, I actually end up carrying her about a mile until we find a place that does food. My back hurts. Fucking woman. 
 
        “Bacon,” Is the only thing I say when a plate of food appears before me. “Need bacon.” So I shovel some into my mouth.
 
        Her phone starts ringing, she winces a little, “Hey Loryn.” I tense and her eyes glance at me before she turns a little. “Yeah, I’m okay. No. I’m just with Lucas. We’re having a late lunch.” She laughs. What’s so funny? “No, that’s okay. Sure. Of course, no problem. Tomorrow?” Maya checks her watch. “Definitely. See you there.”
 
        “What was that about?” I ask with a frown, my jealousy spiking again. “Did she ask about me?”
 
        “No.” she eats in silence for a moment until I press her for answers. “You sure you want to know?” I nod slowly, I’m not sure but I’ll say I am because I think I need to hear this. “As predicted, Loryn is going to see a movie tomorrow with Greg.” 
 
        I drop my fork as images flood my brain. Greg with his arm around her, whispering in her ear and nuzzling her neck before making his move on her in the theatre.
 
        “She asked me if I wanted to go out afterwards. Apparently there’s a band playing down at Club One and Marie is going too so I said I would,” she gives a small shrug. “Greg is taking her there too. I wonder if they’ll get drunk, those two and alcohol seems like a pretty good way to break the ice don’t you think?”
 
        I remain indifferent even though I feel fucking sick, “Yeah. Can I come?”
 
        “Sure, James is going.” 
 
        “Awesome.” No it isn’t awesome at all. But at least if I go I’ll know she’s safe. I really don’t trust Greg, at all. Loryn deserves better than him. “Shit, I have to go. Amelia will be home soon and I promised her we’d go to the playhouse.”
 
        Maya remains in her seat, “Have fun!” 
 
        I kiss her cheek and dash out of the restaurant before racing back home just in time for Sylvia to arrive.
 
    
 
   ******
 
    
 
    
 
        “Dude, chill out, we’re meeting them in there and all will be fine. You’ll see,” James reassures me as we climb into the waiting car. “Although I haven’t heard great things about this supposedly awesome band. It’ll be nice to have my brother there… not moping about a female.”
 
        I roll my eyes, “You owe me from all the crying and drunk nights you spent pining over Maya. So suck it up.”
 
        “Good point,” he nods slowly. “But I’m in love with Maya. Big difference. And no starting shit or Maya will have my balls.”
 
        “She already has your balls,” I snort earning me a punch on the arm. Rubbing the sore spot I smile wickedly at my brother and open my mouth to continue but he punches me again. Bastard.
 
    
 
        We sit at the bar as the club fills up and the band takes the stage, my eyes never leave the doorway. I’m waiting, watching and waiting for them to arrive. Double on the waiting because I’m being impatient.
 
    
 
       So far no show, so I nurse my beer and make conversation with James who is actually being really funny tonight and has started talking a little bit like Maya, so I’ve noticed. Her crazy has rubbed off on him. 
 
        I catch sight of Summer and Chris coming through the doors and wave them over. She smiles and rushes over to hug us both, we give Chris the manly hug back slaps. 
 
    
 
        I watch the crowd thicken with people, the dance floor by the stage becomes a mass of bodies and heads squealing and bouncing around. It doesn’t take long for the place to start stinking of sweat, alcohol and cigarette smoke even though it’s illegal to smoke inside. I’ve seen a few people sparking up cigarettes before the bouncers escort them outside.
 
    
 
        “Your hair is looking great,” I say to Summer. When we first met I remember it being in a bleach blonde pixie crop, it was thin and wispy from using bleach. She unfortunately had to cut it all off. Now it’s a nice shade of natural red and cut mid neck in layers. It’s finally thickening a little too. 
 
        “Thanks, Loryn has been treating it for me every few days. It’s really helping.”
 
        Chris smiles fondly at his wife, “I missed your natural color. It’s one of the many things that made me fall in love with you.” Summer melts into a puddle at his feet, a cute smile stretching her face. 
 
        As if connected to her telepathically, my head, heart, knees and neck tingles as Loryn finally walks through the door with Greg’s arm around her neck. She looks… gulp… stunning. In tight black shorts that shimmer in the lights and a backless top. She’s not wearing a damn bra! 
 
        My fists clench on my thighs as she laughs at something the asshole says. I quickly turn, I can’t see this. My beer is drained in seconds, I order two more followed by a shot of tequila. 
 
        “Slow down,” James laughs and snatches the fourth beer from my hand. “It’ll be fine.”
 
        I shake myself to relieve the aching in my chest and the jealousy caused by the fact, that dickhead is with her and I’m not. He’ll be the one buried between her thighs tonight and the mere thought sickens me to my core. 
 
    
 
        “Baby,” Maya squeals and jumps on James. She claims his mouth in a rather steamy kiss, a little too steamy for public. Summer pulls her away when James lifts her to straddle his lap on the stool. 
 
        “No, bad Maya. Naughty,” Summer chastises her like she would a dog. Maya just pouts and whines. Sigh. 
 
        “Go have fun,” James laughs and slaps her ass. She grins wickedly at him, her eyes promising him a good later I assume. I chuckle and lean back against the bar, deciding to face the club rather than act like the pussy I’m becoming. 
 
         Loryn stands awkwardly to the side, this gives me a great time to peruse her, my eyes follow her soft curves, the delicate skin of her waist disappearing into those shorts that hug her snuggly. Then my eyes zone in on the dickhead’s hand on her bare waist. He laughs at something Marie has said, his arm around my girl… my ex girl I mean. 
 
         I look up and find Loryn staring at my face, I give her a polite nod and a thin lipped smile. She frowns but says nothing, although I love the fact she feels uncomfortable when Greg pulls her closer and whispers something in her ear. At least she did seem uncomfortable until she just started giggling. Why the fuck is his face still in her hair? I bet his lips are touching her ear. 
 
        His other hand plays with the fingers of her right hand so he’s almost pressing her against his body. She smiles up at him, it’s a real smile. Fuck. I can’t watch this. I’m going to go crazy. 
 
        “Come on!” Maya groans and tugs at Summer and Marie. “Come dance!” And they do, I watch them clear a spot on the floor and dance around and with each other. The men join them even though the music is a bag of shit. Now I’m on my own and my eyes don’t leave her as she dances with Greg. I’ve never danced with Loryn, not like that. She’s really putting on a fucking show. 
 
        After three more songs the group come back and order drinks, by this point my eyes are spinning, or the floor is. Either way I’m drunk I think. Shouldn’t have had that last tequila. 
 
        “You’re swaying a bit there bro,” James laughs and wipes his face on his shirt. “You look miserable.”
 
        “I am fucking miserable,” I mumble but he doesn’t hear me as Maya is wrapped around him again. “Get a fucking room,” Marie laughs and pushes them out of the way. “How you doing there Lucas?”
 
        “Fine,” she doesn’t wait for my answer as she’s whisked away by Summer. Leaving me alone with Loryn and the dickhead. 
 
        He takes her hand, she glances at me but follows him onto the dance floor. Fucking asshole. He’s doing this on purpose. 
 
        His hands grab her ass as they move, I see red. No fucking way is he touching her. I start to head towards them when somebody touches my arm, definitely female. “Where you going?”
 
        I look back at her and give her a quick once over, she’s hot, but mostly fake, “Wanna dance?”
 
        She nods and smiles before waving over to her friends who start cheering for her. I roll my eyes and tug her close. Two can play at this game Loryn. 
 
        “What’s your name?” I ask her over the music.
 
        “Charlotte.”
 
         “I’m Lucas.”
 
         “Great name.” Umm, thanks? “You live around here?”
 
         “Yeah.”
 
        “I’m just in the city for the week. Visiting friends.”
 
        “Awesome,” I feign interest and pull her closer. “Are we going to dance?”
 
        A smile lights up her twenty something face, “Hell yeah.” And dance we do. She grinds her ass into my hips as I grind up behind her, she warps her arms round my neck, sways her ass and moves fluidly and gracefully to the beat. She’s not a bad dancer but it’s not her that holds my interest. It’s the female now gaping open mouthed at me from across the dance floor. 
 
        “Who’s your friend?” Maya shouts as she dances with James. I introduce them quickly and return my attention onto the beauty in my arms. Sure she’s gorgeous, nobody can deny that, but she’s not Loryn. 
 
    
 
        We dance through two songs before I be my usual gentleman self and buy her and her three friends a drink. They pull me to sit down with them and shower me with compliments, lifting my shirt and telling me to flex. It’s fun for my ego, he’s definitely having a good time receiving all of this attention from beautiful women. 
 
        “We’re going,” Maya says as she comes over. “James and myself. The others are staying I think.”
 
        “You coming bro?” James asks, I glance at the four females awaiting my reply and shake my head, “Nah, I’m happy here.” 
 
        “Don’t do anything stupid,” Maya whispers in my ear. 
 
        “I won’t,” I think. They leave as I down another beer. This kind of reckless drinking is stupid but fuck if it doesn’t make me feel numb, and numb is exactly how I want to feel right now. 
 
        “So what’s a good looking guy like you doing unmarried?” one of the females asks me as her friend returns to the table with more drinks. 
 
        I shrug and avoid the question by complimenting her on her eye color. They all seem to swoon, that’s not new. According to Loryn I’m swoon worthy and hell if I aint playing on that right now. 
 
        Summer comes over and asks if I want to dance with her, Chris is moaning about his feet. I decline and suck down another shot. That one was the killer. I’m completely fucked. The worst part is, I have no idea where Loryn is. 
 
        Charlotte’s hand rests on my thigh as she leans in to whisper in my ear, “Want to get out of here?” Do I? 
 
        I blink, look around quickly and then shake my head, “I better not.” 
 
        “And why’s that,” she looks a little embarrassed at my rejection and a little pissed. 
 
        “The night’s still young, let’s wait a while. I’m just going to the men’s.” I throw thirty dollars on the table. “Why don’t you get another round in?”
 
    
 
        I climb out of my seat and stagger walk to the toilets. As I enter two men leave laughing to themselves. Huh. When I open the door the room is empty so I quickly relieve myself and go to wash my hands. My eyes are so fucking unfocused it’s unreal.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Stop,” I hear female giggling come from one of the cubicles. “I can’t do it if you don’t stop moving.” That’s… no it’s not… it’s not Loryn. She’s not like that. She wouldn’t. Not in the men’s toilets.
 
        “Would you hurry,” I hear Greg laugh. “Ah.” He hisses through his teeth. “You’ve got it, Jesus.” My vision focuses but slowly turns red. “Move your leg.”
 
        “There’s not enough room,” she snorts and they both start laughing. 
 
        Before I can stop myself my foot connects with the flimsy cubicle door. My eyes adjust to the scene before me, Loryn sat on the toilet, all I can see is her legs between Greg’s who is standing in front of her. 
 
        “Ah shit,” he says with wide eyes. “Loryn.”
 
        “He’s standing right there isn’t he,” she whispers and looks around his leg at me. “Lucas this isn’t…” Thwack. My fist connects with Greg’s jaw, I don’t give him chance to fall as I grab him by the neck and bring my knee up into his nose.
 
        “You fucking bastard, she isn’t a god damn whore!” I shout and throw him to the ground, somehow Loryn falls with him. He scrambles backwards and cups his clearly broken nose with his hand. I reach for Loryn but she’s already back on her feet.
 
        “LUCAS!” Loryn screams and shoves me backwards. Of course she’d defend him! “What the fuck are you doing?”
 
        “You let him use you… here?” I shout in her face, my own face no doubt a bright shade of angry red. 
 
        “It’s not…”
 
        “Save it. I thought you were better than that. And you…” I point my finger in Greg’s face. “Are a god damn ass hole.”
 
        Greg stands and glares at me, his lips and chin covered in red fluid, “You’re a crazy piece of shit that doesn’t deserve her.”
 
        “I don’t deserve her?” I laugh once. “At least I haven’t dragged her into the men’s for a god damn quickie.” Someone walks in I glare at the man. “Fuck off. Now!” He nods and retreats.
 
        “Come on,” Loryn says softly to Greg. 
 
        “I hope you enjoy jail time Lucas,” Greg sneers at me. “And for your fucking information. Her hair was stuck in my zipper! She leaned over to sort her shoe strap out and when she stood up her hair got tangled. We couldn’t fucking see anything in the club and the ladies have a queue a mile long!”
 
         Uh-oh.
 
         He cups his bleeding nose again as Loryn dabs at it with a ball of tissue.  “She’s not even yours, she’s not a damn toy. You’ve made your choice, you lost out. I take care of my friends, and Loryn is just that, a friend.” I notice the look he gives her that clearly ends that sentence with a silent, “For now.” She doesn’t notice, she looks to be on the verge of tears. Her soft voice mumbles apologies to him over and over again.
 
         “She’s not…” I start but Loryn places her hand over my mouth, “You were right Lucas. We are completely wrong for each other. And I take back what I said… I don’t love you. I only love the idea of you.”
 
         Wait… what? What does that even mean?
 
         “Loryn…”
 
         “Just go.” She says with a disappointed shake of her head. “And don’t bother coming back.”
 
         “Asshole,” Greg snaps as they both walk past me and out of the door. I’m stood there for three minutes when two bouncers are handling me, practically carrying me through the club before throwing me onto the sidewalk like the piece of trash that I am. 
 
        I climb into a cab and head home feeling like a fool. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’m sorry. Please believe me. Tell Greg I’m sorry.
 
    
 
        She doesn’t reply. Not that I expected her too. I’ve really fucked up. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949390]Chapter Twenty Six
 
   Bringing it All Back
 
    
 
       “Daddy,” Amelia asks me sweetly as I tuck her into bed. “Where’s Loryn?” 
 
       It’s been four weeks since I saw her in the club, four weeks since I got arrested for assaulting Greg and three weeks since he dropped the charges. Thanks to Loryn. Of course I thanked him and apologized, it was the right thing to do. He punched me in the nose and I’ll admit I deserved it. But he didn’t punch me because of what I did to him. He punched me for what I’ve done to Loryn. Sweet Loryn who won’t take my calls, won’t respond to my emails and texts and won’t acknowledge me when we cross paths which we have done twice now. 
 
        “She’s busy sweetie,” I pick up the rabbit from the ground and place him in bed beside my daughter who giggles when he starts running up and down her body. 
 
        “Doesn’t she like you anymore?”
 
        I smile and kiss her forehead, “Sometimes adults argue baby. It’s the way things are. We’ll make friends again soon.”
 
        “Maybe you should buy her a present,” I’ve tried honey, she’s rejected all of them. “Or tell her you miss her and you love her?”
 
        “Good idea princess. Now go to sleep.” 
 
        “I love you daddy.”
 
        “I love you too baby. So much. You know that right?”
 
        She grins and nods, “Yeah… Hey daddy?”
 
        “What?”
 
        “Will you tell me about when I was a baby?”
 
        My smile falters, I touch her cheek and sigh softly, “I don’t remember sweetheart. Daddy hit his head and some things he just can’t remember.”
 
        “You remember my mommy though right?” she looks panicked.
 
        I laugh. “Yes, of course I do. I remember your mommy and your big sister I just don’t remember everything. I remember you being inside your mommy’s tummy.”
 
        “Yuck.” Her little face scrunches up in disgust. This makes me smile.
 
        “She had to keep you in there like Maya did with Evelyn.”
 
        “Didn’t I sucfate?”
 
        “It’s suffocate Princess and no, you didn’t suffocate otherwise you wouldn’t be here now would you?” she giggles when I dig my fingers into her ribs. The rabbit starts going crazy again. “You were a big baby. I remember your mommy struggled to get you out for a little while and daddy got so scared. Then you were born fifteen minutes later.”
 
        “How do they get babies out?”
 
        “With magic powder, now go to sleep,” I kiss her again and turn out the light. “Goodnight Princess.”
 
        “Goodnight.” 
 
    
 
        My phone rings, what time is it? Shit, four in the morning, I must have fallen asleep on the couch again, “Hello?”
 
        “Lucas, it’s Marie,” why does she sound like she’s crying?
 
        “What’s wrong?”
 
        “It’s Loryn,” she lets out a shaky breath. “Something’s happened.”
 
    
 
        Her next sentences don’t seem to register as I pull Amelia out of bed, get her dressed, take her to the car and drive straight to the one place I really don’t want to visit. Amelia sensing my distress remains calm and quiet as I lift her out of the car and head into the hospital. Marie waits for me in AE reception. She takes Amelia and points the way to the recovery ward. Why the fuck is Loryn in recovery? She’s okay right? 
 
        My legs carry me to the room after numbly asking the receptionist where Loryn is, they escort me to her bedside. It’s times like this I’m thankful Maya has connections, I’m not family so I wouldn’t have been able to get in if I didn’t have that extra push. 
 
        A doctor follows me in and says something, I don’t hear him. All I hear is my heart hammering in my chest and the gentle beep from the machine as hers beats. She doesn’t look right. 
 
        “Lucas, Lucas?” Marie says and clicks her fingers in front of my face. “Sylvia has just picked up Amelia. James and Maya are outside now dealing with the doctor.” How long have I been stood here? “About half an hour, just staring at her. You said that out loud.” She pulls a chair over and motions for me to sit. “You look ready to throw up… or collapse or something.”
 
        “What… what happened?” All I know is… Loryn’s in hospital, you need to come now.
 
    
 
        “Loryn didn’t come home from the studio.” Her eyes fill with tears. “I thought she was with Greg or something…” 
 
        “What happened?”
 
        “I don’t know.” She shakes her head in disbelief. “She just collapsed. Her mom called an ambulance, god knows where that bitch has gone. Pathetic excuse of a woman. I tried to wake Loryn up but she just kept shaking.”
 
        “So why is she here? I don’t get it? Has she been attacked? Has she fallen?” I need fucking answers!
 
        “She’s… she made me promise not to say anything yet,” her voice is barely above a whisper.
 
         “Say anything about what?” I grip her shoulders and shake her a little. “Just fucking tell me.”
 
        “She’s pregnant Lucas,” Maya sighs from the doorway. My entire body tenses, pregnant? That can’t be right.
 
        This doesn’t seem real, this can’t be real. It’s not happening.
 
    
 
        “Is she okay?” I ask the doctor who must have walked into the room at some point during our conversation.
 
        The older man remains calm and turns away from Loryn’s vitals, “For now she’s stable but… we’ll just have to wait and see. The baby is fine, its heart is beating although I’m a little concerned about its position.”
 
        “Wait, when did this fucking happen? What’s going on, why is she like this?” I practically shout. Why won’t anyone just give me a straight answer?
 
        “It happened about an hour ago,” Marie says softly and places her hand on my arm. I shrug her off and start pacing. “I called you as soon as I could.”
 
        “We’re taking her in for another scan. I think the pregnancy may be ectopic,” the doctor says and runs his finger over the clipboard resting on his arm. “We just have to wait to see if the medication kicks in. Right now her vitals are fine, she has no infections or such. Her body has gone into shock, we’ll know more soon.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        I shut out their conversation and look at my wife. Her arms are dangling down, her hair and hands resting on the roof of the car. She gasps, she’s still breathing. 
 
       “Baby?” I say softly and touch her cheek. I wish I hadn’t as she starts spluttering and a flow of blood spills from her lips, over her nose and eyes. No… NO! My heart stops. “Please baby. No. Don’t… don’t leave me.”
 
       There’s a high pitched wailing sound, my little Amelia, I’d know that cry anywhere. She’s hurt. I have to get to her. 
 
        “Sir, don’t move,” someone says and I feel a hand touch my arm. “Please sir.” But I do move and I do look as ambulances sound in the distance I watch in horror at the scene unfolding before my eyes. 
 
    
 
        The beeps suddenly start blaring like an alarm system attached to Loryn’s body. Marie gasps and pulls me back as doctors and nurses rush into the room. They start talking, shouting over each other, it’s all nonsense to my ears. I’m dragged out of the room by my brother. I don’t put up a fight as they take Loryn and wheel her away. There’s no fight left in me.
 
        “What’s happening?” Maya practically shrieks at one of them. Tears soak her face. 
 
        “I don’t know, but the sooner you let me go the sooner I can find out.” The doctor pulls himself free of her grasp and races down the hall after Loryn. Maya starts sobbing against Marie who looks as numb as I feel. 
 
        Summer runs into the hall where we stand, her hair in curlers and wrapped in foil. Chris follows behind her. James releases me to handle his wife, Marie throws herself at me and buries her face in my chest. I don’t hug her, I can’t hug her. Stepping away, I turn on my heel and run, I need to get out of here. The smell, the taste, the feel of death on my skin. I need air. No, I don’t need air. I need Crystal. 
 
    
 
   “LUCAS!” James calls but I don’t look back.
 
    
 
    
 
        My fist hits the steering wheel as I speed down the quiet streets of the city. Two, three, four more times and my eyes begin to burn. Why is this happening again? 
 
        I don’t park my car, I leave it in the middle of the small parking zone, throw the door open and vomit all over the gravel. My throat burns with each heave, my chest aches with each gag. I don’t stop, I slam my door closed, kick my car a few times but it does little to relieve the images in my mind. Sick, twisted images that one should never have to see. 
 
        My legs propel me forward, I know where they are even though I’ve only been once and that was the day of the burial. 
 
    
 
   I see them, the two graves side by side, one large shaped like a heart and a smaller one beside it.
 
    
 
        I drop to my knees in front of my wife. “Why is this happening?” I croak and rip my hair with my hands. “Why? Why are you gone dammit?” That burning behind my eyes comes forward until my vision is blurred by unfamiliar liquid. “It should’ve been me.” I whisper and a sob tears through me. “It should have been me. Why you? Why?” A tear falls down my cheek, tickling the shadow of my beard as it goes. “Do something. If this, if it’s supposed to be my second chance then I’m begging you Crystal. Wherever the fuck you are, do something. Don’t… don’t let her die.” My chest heaves, I slump forward and slam my hands onto the ground. “I can’t… I won’t survive this again. I need you baby. Why did you leave me?” My entire body shakes as more tears fall, I wipe them away angrily. “Why couldn’t you have stayed? Then I wouldn’t be in this mess!” I’m shouting, I don’t care. My heart hurts, can you die from this pain? It feels like it. Part of me wishes for it. “I wouldn’t be feeling this, if you were still here I’d still love you not… Loryn. I wouldn’t be in love with Loryn and then I wouldn’t know her when this happens. I’d be blissfully fucking unaware and probably watching your shitty TV programs in return for a god damn blowjob!” Sob. “Why didn’t you let me drive? Why did you have to take those stupid pictures by the lake? Who cares about the fucking memories or the romance? I don’t… it wasn’t worth losing you. Or Annie.” My forehead hits the grass. “Why baby? Why’d you die? I begged you to stay.” After a few calming breaths I sit up and I stop the tears. “You have to help Loryn. For me. Don’t let her die… I… I love her. And I’m an idiot, and she’ll probably never forgive me. Just do this, for me. Do something.” 
 
    
 
   A realization hits me, my own words sink in. Mainly because I mean them and here I am, admitting it to the one person whose memory stopped me from recognizing the difference between love and lust in the first place. I love Loryn… no, let me correct that. I’m in love with Loryn and I think I have been for a while. And I’m going to lose her, without getting a chance to tell her.
 
    
 
        “Lucas.” The wind seems to whisper. I turn abruptly and rub my eyes. There’s no one here. I’m going crazy. Something touches my hair, I’m definitely going crazy. 
 
    
 
    
 
   It’s just the breeze, I’m emotional and scared and feeling fucking helpless. My mind is playing tricks on me. I don’t stop myself from touching my hair where it tingles, as if somebodies fingertips are teasing the ends, praying I’ll find my wife’s hand there. Praying I’ll feel her soft lips on mine just one last time. Praying I’ll look up and see my daughter, in her favorite blue dress with her little black sandals on her tiny feet, twirling in circles to make the bottom float out. 
 
        None of this happens, I’m alone and I’ll always be alone. I always have been fucking alone. But this time, it’s because of my own doing.
 
    
 
        I sit and stare at the grave until the sun rises. I lean back and let the soft orange glow warm my cold, damp skin. My eyes catch sight of… no fucking way. She looks over at me from her fifty or so foot away, smiles softly at me, lays the colorful flowers on the grave, kisses her fingers and presses it to the stone before walking back the way she came. Oh shit.
 
    
 
    
 
        My phone rings twenty eight times over the next half an hour. I don’t answer. I’m being a coward, I’m too scared to hear that Loryn is gone. Christ I’ve been such a fucking idiot. 
 
    
 
        “Now not one person believed me when I said you’d be here,” James says softly from behind me. “She’s going to be okay Lucas.”
 
        “How do you know?”
 
        He slaps me on the back and helps me up, “Because you’ve got two people up there looking out for you.” He touches Annie’s stone tenderly. “So this is where my niece is buried.”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        “Come on, you need to go back.”
 
        “I can’t.”
 
        “You need to Lucas. She needs you and you clearly need her.”
 
        “Stop being such a sap. This isn’t a fucking love story,” I don’t mean to take my anger out on him but I do. It doesn’t faze him, he just shrugs and dangles my keys in front of my face. Shit, must have left them in the ignition. 
 
         “Well, seeing as I have the keys, you’ve got to follow me.”
 
         “I said no!” I practically bellow and rub my eyes. “I can’t go there James. It’s not fucking happening.”
 
        He frowns, “Why the hell not? You’re being stupid.”
 
        “I can’t watch her die!” 
 
        “You’re not going to watch her die!”
 
        I laugh once and shove him, “And you can promise that? You can guarantee her survival?” he opens his mouth but closes it again. “I didn’t think so. Just back off.”
 
        “She needs you Lucas. When she wakes up…”
 
        “If…”
 
        “WHEN she wakes up and she will fucking wake up, do you really think she’s going to forgive you if you’re not there?” he shoves me back. “You’re fucking this up for yourself and Amelia. That girl in hospital right now, fighting for her damn life loves you. She loves you, you have a family who aren’t letting you do this alone who LOVE you! Get your head out of your ass and go back to the hospital.”
 
        “I can’t.”
 
        “Why not?”
 
        “Because I watched my wife die… I watched her take her last fucking breath as they tried to cut us from the fucking car and I can’t… I can’t do that again,” we stand and stare at each other for a moment longer. I snatch the keys from his hand.
 
        “I thought you didn’t remember.”
 
        “I didn’t, until two hours ago when I listened to Loryn’s failing heart,” I mumble and head back to my car. “I can’t go back there James and you can’t make me.”
 
        He sighs and follows behind me, “You’re going to regret this.”
 
        “It’ll only add to the list of all the other fucking things I regret,” I laugh once. “That list is already longer than my god damn arm. What’s one more thing going to hurt?”
 
        He doesn’t respond, he watches me climb into my car and drive away. Where I’m driving? I have no idea. But I need to do something. 
 
    
 
    
 
   “I don’t love you. I just love the idea of you.”
 
    
 
   She was mad and hurting, she didn’t mean it. I won’t let that be one of the last things she said to me. 
 
    
 
   “I love you Lucas,” 
 
    
 
   She said this in her sleep and I ignored it like the asshole I am. Such an idiot… I felt guilty, how could I forget? I felt fucking guilty when she said this, I remember thinking how easy it would be to just slip those words right off my tongue. Easy because part of me knew I meant them. 
 
    
 
   “Hi honey, we’re home.”
 
    
 
   She was right, she was home. She was always home and she was my fucking home. 
 
    
 
   I am such an idiot.
 
    
 
        If she doesn’t wake up and I’m not there… will I regret it? Will it eat me alive every day for the rest of my life? What about if she does survive… will she regret me? Will she still want me? 
 
    
 
   There’s only one way to find out.
 
    
 
        I make a U-turn and drive back the way I came. Praying that the person who completes me and my family will still be alive in ten years’ time. I pray she’ll still be alive in ten hours’ time. And the fact that she’s pregnant… shit. I have a whole lot of shit to make up for.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949391]Chapter Twenty Seven
 
   Anything You Want. Just Name it.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Lucas,” James looks relieved as I walk down the hall. “The others are in there.” He watches me warily. “Greg is here too.” I really could give a shit about that shit stain right now. “I was just about to come outside and call you.”
 
        It’s eight in the morning, I switched my phone off when I left the Cemetery so his call would have been useless. “Where is she?”
 
        “She’s uh… she’s out of surgery.” Surgery? I really don’t like that look on his face. “The damage is extensive but they’ve got it under control.” Pause. “Lucas?” his tone is wary. 
 
        “Hit me with it.”
 
        “They had to remove one of her ovaries, it was too damaged,” his voice is quiet as if he doesn’t want anyone to overhear. “Her chance of survival is a lot better than before. Her temperature is back to almost normal and her body is slowly coming out of shock.”
 
        “You’re not making sense.”
 
        “The doctor was right, it was an ectopic pregnancy. Her fallopian tube ruptured causing internal bleeding. They’ve had to remove it, and her ovary. Her chances of future conception have been cut in half.”
 
        She’s going to be heart broken. “I need to see her.”
 
        “You can’t, she’s not back yet.”
 
        “Where the fuck is she?” I ignore the nurses gasping and clucking at my language. I could give a shit right now. “Where is she?”
 
        “She’s in recovery. Let them do their jobs, they need to double check her for any more complications.”
 
        “Christ,” Shit. “And the baby?”
 
        “Do you know what ectopic pregnancy means? She lost the baby Lucas. There is no baby. It grew in her fallopian tube.” Although his words seem harsh he just looks sad. For me? For Loryn? For the unborn… baby? Who knows? Right now I don’t need to know so I don’t ask. 
 
    
 
        My heart plummets, my eyes burn at the thought of every single ounce of pain Loryn will feel emotionally and physically because of this. I remain strong, I need to. I don’t have any right to be sad about this, Loryn needs me to be strong right now. Part of me still hasn’t come to terms with the fact she lied to me, she didn’t tell me she was pregnant and now suddenly that’s been ripped away. I barely even get to entertain the idea of having another child. How do I deal with that?
 
    
 
        At the cemetery I thought I’d have time to come to grips with it, the feeling wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be if I ended up getting her pregnant. But the shock was enough to numb my emotions for a while. My thoughts are entirely fucked up right now, I’m unsure how to think, how to feel, and even what to say.
 
    
 
        “Right.” And that’s my response to my brother’s announcement. What a fucking douche am I?
 
    
 
    
 
        It’s another hour before Loryn is brought back to her room. Everyone pays a short visit before leaving me alone with her. I’m not moving from this bedside and my hand isn’t leaving hers. I’m not leaving her. 
 
    
 
       “I brought you a coffee,” Maya says and takes the seat beside me. I sip the hot drink and thank her. “Are you okay?”
 
        I shake my head, “I’ve done nothing but fuck this up.”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        “Thanks.”
 
        She raises her hands in surrender, “I’m not gonna lie. You have been a complete tit throughout your relationship. You’ve been lovely and sweet and then as mean as a grumpy old man with a thorn up his ass.” I open my mouth but she interrupts. “But…” Always a, ‘but.’ “Now you’ve finally removed that thorn you’re going to have the rest of your lives to make it up to her. Properly.” I notice how she just said lives rather than life. This helps ease my worries just a little bit where Loryn’s health is concerned.
 
        “Why does it always take something huge and fucked up to make someone realize what it is they’re losing?”
 
        Maya shrugs, “Nobody blames you for holding back. We get it, we understand. Loryn understood, you just never listened for long enough to hear her telling you.”
 
        “Yeah, I know she did… does. She doesn’t have to anymore. I’m not leaving her again.” 
 
        “Then you make sure you tell her that. She may not be able to talk back but she might be able to hear you.”
 
        “Thanks Maya,” I kiss her hand and hug her tight. “For everything.”
 
        “We’re right out here if you need us. I’m gonna go sort out Evelyn soon but James and Marie are staying. There will always be somebody here for you Lucas. Don’t ever think you’re alone,” what is it with these people and being able to read my mind so well? “You have a family now. Remember that.” 
 
    
 
        She leaves me alone, I grip Loryn’s hand tighter and wipe my eyes. I may be a crier right now but I’m not crying in front of anyone. “I’m so sorry.”
 
    
 
    
 
        .I hate it, I hate the fact she won’t open her eyes and I’m scared that even though she’s out of the red area… she might not recover emotionally from this huge blow 
 
        Amelia understands why I’m here to a certain extent and wants to see Loryn but I’m worried the sight of her will be too much for Amelia’s innocent little mind to handle. It’s almost too much for me to handle.
 
    
 
        It feels like days have passed but in reality it’s only been a few hours. I’ve spent this time talking to Loryn, the Vampire Diaries TV series came on, and I actually described it to her sleeping form hoping she’d wake up. Marie joined in my commentary and has actually had me laughing a few times which is definitely an accomplishment. 
 
    
 
   Why didn’t I listen to them? Why did I have to be so fucking stubborn? 
 
    
 
             Loryn is moved to a great private room that is currently covered in fresh flowers and gifts. The doctor smiles at her overcrowded room when he enters and ushers us out so he can check on his patient. 
 
    
 
   Another lifetime passes as we wait for the all clear.
 
    
 
        “You can all come back through now, please push this button as soon as she wakes,” he motions to the orange button on the wall. 
 
        “I’m so excited,” Marie grins and rubs her hands together. “She’s going to be okay.”
 
        “No she’s not,” sighing a little I sit on the side of the bed and take her hand in mine. “Not when she finds out what she’s lost.”
 
        Loryn loves kids, she loves them so damn much and I know she’s eager to have her own. This will destroy her, and when it destroys her I have no doubt that will destroy me. Of course her chances are only halved but that’s still a big half and it doesn’t help the fact that the child… the fetus I impregnated her with almost fucking killed her and didn’t grow right. I feel like shit. This is my fault and she will probably see it that way too.
 
    
 
        It’s only half an hour later when her eyelids start fluttering and her hands twitch. She winces in pain so I take the liberty of pressing the button so a little more morphine will release into her system. 
 
       My hand strokes her forehead, I kiss her cheek, her nose her lips. “Hi,” her voice is raspy. I move back an inch so I can stare into her still focusing eyes. 
 
        I smile, my heart soars I feel instantly relieved, “Hey baby.”
 
        She smiles back and opens her mouth in disgust, “Water.”
 
        “Of course dear,” the nurse practically throws me out of the way and holds a cup of water with a straw in it to Loryn’s lips. She drinks it eagerly. “How are you feeling? Is there a lot of pain?”
 
        “A little, in my stomach.”
 
        “I’ll go and call for the doctor,” she waddles out of the room and the others instantly rush to Loryn’s side. I watch a beautiful smile stretch across her face at the sight of us all, fuck I’ve missed that. 
 
        “What happened?” the question we’ve all been dreading and drew straws for. I lost, but I can’t do it. My throat turns dry and words don’t come as I stare into her wide and frightened brown eyes.
 
        All the while I keep my hand in hers thankful that she doesn’t push me away. 
 
    
 
        “Lucas?” she murmurs and yawns. I lean closer and press my lips to her hand. 
 
        Loryn coughs and tries to sit up a little. “What day is it?”
 
        “It’s Wednesday. You’ve been out about eight hours.” James answers and bites into a banana. He’s eating? In here? At this time? “Don’t look at me like that. Stuff like this makes me nervous.”
 
        “And when he’s nervous he eats,” Marie chuckles and pinches his cheek. 
 
    
 
        Everyone steps outside when the doctor comes in, everyone but me. I remain by Loryn’s side, there’s no way in hell I’m going to let her go through this alone. 
 
    
 
        As if suddenly realizing exactly why she’s here Loryn glances at me nervously before blurting, “The baby?” With tense shoulders I lean forward and press my forehead against her shoulder. “Lucas? What’s happened?” 
 
        The doctor looks at me, expecting me to tell her. How can I tell her? He sighs and nods for me to just say it, his eyes shimmer with empathy for my situation. “Loryn,” gulp. My breath hitches a little as I raise my face to meet hers. She shakes her head and a tear spills down her cheek. She mouths the word ‘no’ and her face crumples in pain. “I’m sorry baby.”
 
    
 
        My heart breaks for her when the doctor tells her the damage done. He saves the ovary part until last and it’s not good. Her face falls, her body shakes and she sobs. She doesn’t just sob she screams and pushes me away with what little strength she has. The doctor tries to calm her but it doesn’t happen. She shuts down and her sobs turn to sniffles and soft whimpers.
 
        “Loryn,” I murmur and place my hand over hers. She pulls it away and looks everywhere but at me. “We’ll get through this.”
 
        “We?” she throws me a look that says if she wasn’t too weak to move she’d be on top of me right now and scratching my eyes out. “We? Since when are we suddenly a we?”
 
        I don’t respond, I’m unsure on how to respond if I’m honest. “I’m sorry.” That sucks, it’s weak, it’s feeble but it’s the truth. “I am so damn sorry Loryn.”
 
        “Oh don’t pretend to care!” she shouts as the doctor backs out of the room. “You made it very clear where you stood with this.”
 
        “No,” I try to find my words, I try to deny it but then I’d be lying. “I said I wanted to prevent having children. Not that I’d hate it if you did…”
 
        “Well you must be relieved,” her voice comes out like a hiss, I’ve never seen such anger in her eyes before. Such hate. It slices through me. “You got what you want without even having to lift a finger.”
 
         Ouch. “That’s not fair.”
 
         “No,” she laughs once and growls a little. “This isn’t fair.” 
 
         “Loryn.”
 
         “You’re not fair.”
 
         “Loryn please…”
 
         “Look at me! You’ve done this!” 
 
         “Baby, don’t say that.”
 
         “Don’t say what? That this is your fault?”
 
         She pushes my hand away when I reach for her.
 
        “If I hadn’t have… if you’d… I was…” she starts sobbing again, my arms open ready to accept her but she shoves me away and hard. “DON’T touch me! I don’t want you to touch me!”
 
        “I’m so sorry Loryn.”
 
    
 
        “For what? Is that why you’re here now? You know I won’t be able to procreate? What better than a woman who can’t conceive for you to play with?”
 
        I wince, I deserve that. “Loryn. Look at me.”
 
        “Would you be here if I was still pregnant?”
 
        “For fuck sake Loryn let me…”
 
        She throws the TV remote at me, I duck and it clatters against the wall behind my head, “Fuck you! You didn’t want the baby.” She throws the plastic cup at me, it hits me on the shoulder, and this time I don’t move out of the way. 
 
        “You never gave me a chance to…”
 
        “We both know if I told you, you’d have marched me down here for a different reason.” 
 
        My mouth drops open, “That… that’s what you think?” Shit. She really thinks I’m that much of a monster? That I’d force her to terminate the…
 
        “Just go away Lucas. I don’t want you here.”
 
        “Look at me.”
 
        “Just go away.”
 
        Stubborn woman, “Please baby. Look at me. I need to talk to you.”
 
        “You need to talk to me? Right now?” she rolls her eyes and shakes her head in disgust. “You’re playing these games here? Of all places.”
 
        “I’m here because…”
 
        “Don’t say it. Don’t give me your stupid excuses or lies another second. Right now I want to be sad, I want to mourn and I want to fucking ignore you. Leave me alone.” 
 
        “Babe.”
 
    
 
        We stare at each other for a few moments. Her chest heaves, her eyes pool with unshed tears. They sparkle with hatred and accusations and blame. She needs time.
 
        “I’m sorry.”
 
        “You’ve said.”
 
        “I’ll just be outside okay?” I place my lips against her forehead, she pushes my face away with a trembling hand. “I’m not going anywhere.”
 
        “You’re wasting your time.”
 
        “No I’m not.” Not a minute spent with Loryn during the good or bad is a waste, nor will it ever be. I hastily send Maya and Marie in so I can sulk and lick my wounds. Rejection sucks but I deserve it and if she needs someone to be angry at then I want that person to be me. Anger is still an emotion.
 
    
 
        Six hours later I’m still sat in the family lounge and she still doesn’t want to see me. It sucks. I want to force her hand, force my way in there and sit by her side until she relents but the last thing she needs right now is extra stress.
 
        “She’ll come around,” Marie says as she hugs me goodbye. She has to go feed the cat. “I’ll be back in the morning. Maybe you should go home have a shave and a shower and come back tomorrow.” Her eyes glance at the room. “She’ll come around.”
 
        “Yeah,” it sounds like a good idea. “I might as well.” Give her some time to cool off. 
 
        A warm hand grips my wrist before I take another step. “It’s not your fault Lucas.”
 
        “Really?” my eyes close briefly, to put a stop to whatever it is burning a path to my lashes. “It feels like it.”
 
        I step into Loryn’s room, only to find her asleep. She looks so peaceful and beautiful. There’s no way I can resist such a temptation, so I lean forward and press my lips to hers. She sighs softly in her sleep. My lips kiss every inch of her face before leaving her be. I write her a quick note telling her I’ll be back in the morning and place it in her hand before heading home.
 
    
 
        I shave, I shower I get changed, I even eat but my mind isn’t on it. She’s right, I’m an idiot. I’ve played with her from the beginning, I kept telling myself to end it but I wouldn’t even though I was convinced I would never love her. 
 
    
 
   Lucas the asshole Grant should be my new fucking name. 
 
    
 
        She’s right though, she has no reason to think anything I say is anything other than a moronic trick to keep her by my side. I’ll just have to prove it, she deserves more than words. Actions, she deserves and needs actions and proof. I’ll just have to prove it to her and pray that she’ll forgive me. If this week has taught me anything it’s that a life without Loryn is a life without color. I need my splash of color. Amelia needs her splash of color and I want Loryn to find that with us. 
 
        So how do you tell someone who probably hates you, who is heartbroken from the recent events, that you love them? Perseverance? Although that didn’t work for James with Maya. It just pushed her away, but then again, Loryn isn’t Maya. Loryn likes romance, hearts, flowers and the sweet gestures. So for the time being I will keep at it. I’ll keep on texting, calling, sending her notes and flowers and such.
 
    
 
   Until she’s ready to see me.
 
    
 
   My phone rings when I pick it up ready to send my first text, “Hello?”
 
        It’s Maya. “She’s been crying for the past twenty minutes… what do I do?”
 
        “What do you mean what do you do?” Shouldn’t she be directing me?
 
        “She’s distraught Lucas.”
 
        “Yeah.” I know.
 
        “That doesn’t help at all.”
 
        “I don’t know Maya. I don’t know. She doesn’t want to see me right now.”
 
        I hear her exhale deeply.
 
        “Okay? I’ll be back soon. Let her get it out of her system.”
 
        “Are you okay Lucas?”
 
        “Not really,” I hang up and grip my phone in my hand. Hearts and flowers. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: I miss you.
 
    
 
        Well that just sucks. Well done Lucas! Gah, I’m useless. 
 
    
 
        Maybe I should just put away the whole romance theory for now and have a nap first. Yes. That sounds like a good idea.
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   Time Doesn’t Fly.
 
    
 
        “What do you mean she refuses to see me?” I shout in the middle of the hall at my brother. “Are you fucking kidding me?”
 
        “Lucas, calm down, there are other sick patients on this ward.”
 
        I narrow my eyes and lower my voice, “How the hell am I supposed to prove myself to her if I can’t fucking see her?”
 
        “Maya will talk to her. Wait until she calms down. She needs to rest, she’s been through a lot. Why don’t I get those to her…” he takes the huge teddy from my arms and the large box of candy. “And you go and calm down, take Amelia to the park or something.”
 
        I relent, but only because I have no other choice and I miss my daughter like crazy, “Fine. Tell her to call me.”
 
        “I will.”
 
        And with that I stomp off and collect my little angel from Sylvia’s. We play on the park until we’re both exhausted and gasping for air. At least the burning in my lungs has numbed the pain in my chest.
 
    
 
    
 
   September 1st 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Did I ever tell you that you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met, inside and out? Well I mean it. You really are. Please call me.
 
    
 
   September 2nd
 
    
 
   Lucas: Did you get my messages yesterday? Can I come and see you?
 
    
 
   Lucas: When are you getting discharged from the hospital? Are you feeling okay? Please let me know. I miss you.
 
    
 
   September 3rd
 
    
 
   Lucas: Is it wrong that I’m jealous of my daughter? That she got to see you this morning and I didn’t? How are you feeling? She tells me you look beautiful even though you’re poorly. You always look beautiful Loryn. You take my breath away.
 
    
 
   September 4th
 
    
 
   Lucas: The rabbit chewed through the wire of your hairdryer that I forgot to return to you. I’m sorry… I’ve bought you a new one. Maya said it’s the best but I’ll let you be the judge seeing as you know about all of that stuff. Who would have thought a little rabbit could be so devious?
 
    
 
   September 5th
 
    
 
   Lucas: Still waiting on your call. It feels like forever since we spoke. I came to the hospital today but you still won’t see me. So instead I’ve got to continue filling up your inbox with these messages. I miss you. Call me. Even if it’s to shout at me.
 
    
 
   September 6th
 
    
 
   Loryn, 
 
        You aren’t answering my texts so I decided to write to you instead. I miss you, please take pity on me and let me see you. You plague my every thought, my every waking moment and even my sleep time. You’re in every dream, your image is burned on my brain so when I shut my eyes I see you, when I open them I see you. Everything reminds me of you and I won’t deny the fact that I love it at the same time as I hate it. A life without you is... words can’t even explain how lonely I feel without you. Please call me. 
 
    
 
   September 7th
 
    
 
    
 
   James says I’m turning into him. Apparently you haven’t mentioned me and you shut down when anyone does. Do I really cause you that much pain? Christ babe. That tears me up, I want to be associated with your happy times. I don’t want to be in your mind like this. Like a nuisance that you have to hear about because you’re friends with my relatives. I miss you. Just call me, shout at me, and slap me if it will make you feel better.
 
        I went to the park with Amelia again today. We’ve been going there a lot recently. It helps me take my mind off you. Only a little bit but just enough to function. Because that’s what you do to me. You consume me to the point where I have to drag myself out of bed in the morning. 
 
        Amelia misses you, can I bring her to see you? 
 
    
 
   September 8th
 
    
 
   Lucas: Unfortunately I haven’t seen anyone today other than Amelia so I couldn’t get your newest note to you. You are getting them right? And the flowers? And the candy? And all of the other stuff? Just respond yes or no. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Wow. Not even a yes or a no? That sucks. But I know I deserve it. I’m not trying to make you feel sorry for me baby. I’ve been a dick, I’m sorry. Let me show you just how sorry I am.
 
    
 
   September 9th
 
    
 
    
 
   Loryn, 
 
        I went to the park again today, this time with Maya, James, Evelyn and Amelia. They said you’re getting released tomorrow. They also said you told them to tell me to stop messaging you. That’s not going to happen. I get it, you want it over, I deserve it. But I’m not letting you go. I’d be an idiot to let you go. So it’s not going to happen, not unless you tell me to my face, that you really don’t love me anymore then I’m not giving up.
 
        I’ll be waiting for you tomorrow at Marie’s and I don’t plan on leaving anytime soon. You’re mine to look after, mine to protect, I already failed at that once. I definitely won’t be failing again anytime soon. This I swear. 
 
        How are you feeling? Are you well enough to be coming home? I wish home was here, with me but I fucked that up. Sorry, I shouldn’t have sworn.
 
                          ^MESSED
 
    
 
        Please call me. 
 
    
 
    
 
         I stand in the hall outside of Marie and Loryn’s apartment. The door opens and Marie greets me with a sad smile and a shake of her head, “She doesn’t want to see you Lucas.”
 
        My heart plummets like it has done every single day I didn’t get a reply. “Please Marie…”
 
        She looks up at the ceiling and taps her chin in thought, “You’re a big guy, and I’m just a weak feeble female.” She swings the door open with a bang. “LUCAS I SAID DON’T COME IN HERE!”
 
        “Crafty lady,” I chuckle as I pass her and her dramatically flailing form. “Thanks Marie.”
 
        “I’ll be in the kitchen, make it quick.”
 
    
 
        I’ve been here once before so I remember my way to the spare room which is now Loryn’s. “Go away,” ouch. I enter the room after a small knock and head straight to the talking lump on the bed. “Lucas I’m not in the mood.”
 
        “Yeah, I know,” I sit on the side of the large bed and place my hand over the blanket on her knee. I’m too scared to touch anywhere else in case I hurt her. She looks so beautiful, curled up on her side, her hair fanning out behind her, the blanket tucked up to her chin. “I’m sorry.”
 
        “Don’t.” I hate the finality behind that word.
 
        “Loryn…”
 
        She glares at me and slowly shifts herself up, I help her get comfy much to her annoyance.
 
        “Are you thirsty? Hungry? Do you need anything?”
 
        “I need you to leave.”
 
        “Not going to happen.”
 
        “You’ll have to leave eventually, for Amelia.”
 
        “Yep. And then I’ll just come straight back,” I’m being stubborn because I’m worried that the more time I give her the less chance I’ll have of being able to make her see just how sorry I am. “Don’t cry.”
 
        She wipes at her eyes and winces a little.
 
        “Do you need a pain killer?”
 
        “Had plenty thanks,” her voice is low, annoyed and her eyes are so damn sexy when she’s pissed off. “Can you just leave?”
 
        I eye the room, mainly so I don’t have to watch her glare. It does things to me; I’m ashamed to admit. “Shall we watch a movie?”
 
        “Amelia?”
 
        “She went back to school yesterday.”
 
        “Right.” Her bottom lip vanishes beneath her top row of teeth. “Lucas. I really think you should just leave.” I watch it ping back out when she talks and shudder a little. Why this affects me I have no idea and I feel like beating my thickening cock for being bad but that would be painful. “Are you listening?” What is wrong with me? The girl I love is wounded and vulnerable and I’m fantasizing about her amazing fucking lips. I need help.
 
    
 
        “Yes. You’re just not saying anything I want to hear.” She’s crying again. “Baby, what’s wrong?” Reaching over I place my hand on her cheek. She throws it away.
 
        “You don’t get it do you. You didn’t want me, you didn’t need me. You just used me Lucas.”
 
        “That’s not true!”
 
        “If you hadn’t been such a fucking asshole I would have been with you and I wouldn’t have lost it and I wouldn’t be sat here worried about whether I’ll ever be able to have kids!” Ouch.
 
        “Baby…”
 
        “God!” she growls and slams her hands on the bed, tears falling down her cheeks. “If you had just… If we’d… and then…” a sob makes her body tense and her hands cover her face. “I can’t deal with this. With the letters, the texts, the flowers, the fucking candy and everything else! The music, the… the… dammit Lucas I just need to forget. I can’t forgive you. You hurt me. You broke my heart and now here you are…”
 
        “Because…”
 
        “No!” she practically screams. “No because, no buts, no fucking anything anymore. I’ve heard it, I won’t be that woman that falls for it over and over again. I don’t know why you’re here and I don’t want to know! If I hadn’t lost it would you even be here now? Is it pity?” she gasps for air and continues. “Don’t tell me anything. I can’t, I won’t, I refuse to hear it!”
 
        Resting my hand on hers I don’t blame her when she pulls away and looks away from me, “Loryn, I’m so sorry baby. Please believe me.”
 
        “Good, you’re sorry. Tell me how the fuck that helps me?” Umm. “It doesn’t change a thing, it doesn’t change my body, it doesn’t heal me and it doesn’t help. And it doesn’t bring my baby back!” Fuck. “You don’t help. I just really, really need you to leave!”
 
         I shake my head, refusing to believe she means what she says. She’s just angry right? “Please don’t make me leave.”
 
        “What’s it going to take to get you to leave?”
 
        The admittance that will destroy me. Dare I ask? I’m scared of the answer. “Tell me you don’t love me. Tell me there’s no chance and I’ll leave.”
 
        What hurts worse? The fact she looks me dead in the eye without a seconds hesitation and hisses, “I don’t love you. I was stupid to think I did.” Or the fact she then proceeds to wave me off with her hand as if I’m nothing more than a pesky fly buzzing around her?
 
    
 
        With a solemn nod I stand and lean forward to hopefully entice her with a kiss, she turns her face. My lips meet the soft pink flesh of her cheek. I run my nose along her cheekbone and press my forehead against her temple, my hand runs gently down her arm until I find her fingers and grip them tight. Leaning back a little I find her red rimmed eyes and search them for anything. A sign of a lie, a sign of love, a sign that she doesn’t want me to go. All I find in her gorgeous browns is nothing. They’re blank, emotionless like the rest of her face. 
 
        “Okay,” my voice is just lower than a whisper. I’m afraid to talk for fear I’ll cry or worse, beg. I should beg, but now isn’t the time. My girl is hurting, and I’m adding to that. So I kiss her cheek one last time and head to her bedroom door. As soon as I open it Marie falls through onto her knees, she blinks up in surprise and smiles apologetically for no doubt eavesdropping. Stepping over her I hastily make my way towards the exit without looking back because I know that if I do, I won’t leave. She needs time. I’ll give her time, but I won’t stop my relentless pursuit of her heart. 
 
    
 
   It belongs to me, I just need to remind her of that.
 
    
 
    
 
        Shit. I’ve really messed up. Why aren’t time machines available yet? Why has nobody invented one? I could go back, make sure to put on a condom, or go back and tell her I love her properly. I want to say it but I want her to hear it, right now she won’t hear anything but the sound of her woes swimming through her mind. And what woes they are. 
 
    
 
        What do I do now? 
 
    
 
   September 11th
 
    
 
   Lucas: When you’re ready baby. Just call me. Until then I’ll wait for you. I swear to you, if you need anything. Anything at all, just let me know.
 
    
 
    
 
   September 20th
 
    
 
   Lucas: I know I said I’d wait but I spoke to Maya yesterday and she said you’re a lot better and getting your life back on track. I wish I could be there to see you smile. I’ve done nothing recently. My business classes start in four weeks. I’m sort of excited. I bet you can’t wait for your salon to finally open now the renovations are complete. How’s your recovery coming along? Are you feeling good physically? Damn I wish I could hear your voice. Will you call me? 
 
    
 
    
 
   September 21st
 
    
 
   Lucas: James invited me out next weekend, he said you’re all going to dinner. He also said you don’t mind if I’m there but I just wanted to double check. 
 
    
 
   Loryn: The table is long enough for us to sit on either end without incident Lucas.
 
    
 
        My heart hammers when I see her response. Am I failing? I must be, this is the only reply I’ve had from her for weeks. I’m morbid, I miss her and I’m acting like a damn pussy which is driving me around the fucking bend. When will I feel happy again? I hope it’s soon because there’s only so much more of this I can take before I lose control.
 
    
 
   At least I get to see her tomorrow. Fingers crossed she’ll be a little more tolerant of me than she was the last time we saw each other. That day really sucked ass.
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   Forgiveness.
 
    
 
    
 
        I’m not even sure where I am, all I know is that I’m supposed to wear a suit and tie. Check. And I’m supposed to be escorted by a waitress, hostess, whatever you call her, to a private room at the back. Check. 
 
        “Lucas,” Maya greets me rather formally and kisses both of my cheeks. I feel like I just stepped into an episode of… of… hell I can’t even think of anything that measures up to this level of elegance. Maybe the Titanic? Are us big boys going for Brandy afterwards? 
 
    
 
        James shakes my hand and leads me over to the long table, there are a few people I don’t know sat at the far end. Maya and James take their seats up top. Marie waves me over to the other end and I instantly spot Loryn. 
 
    
 
   Dear Santa, thank you so… so… so much. 
 
    
 
        Her breasts are the first thing I notice, the way the black lacy dress pushes them up just slightly. My tongue itches to trace the plump swell with its tip. 
 
        “What’s going on?” I ask quietly as Marie sits me beside her, Loryn is in a deep conversation with Summer on the other side of Marie and has yet to look up. My eyes follow the soft slope of her neck where a few tendrils of brown hair hang in waves, tickling her pale flesh that I’m eager to touch with my fingers and lips. Shit, Marie is talking. “Sorry?”
 
        She rolls her eyes and kicks my shin under the table, “I said Maya has an announcement to make.”
 
        “So what’s with the formalities? And who are the dude’s in suits?”
 
        “They’re James’ cousins that run the Seattle branches.” Summer answers for her right as I feel a certain someone’s eyes burning into the side of my face. “That guy there.” The one with the pink shirt I think she means. “I have no idea who he is.” 
 
        “He’s a wedding planner,” Loryn interjects and we all look at her. She shrugs. “I’ve met him before, a long time ago. Very briefly, he came in to pick up some samples from my mentor in the Hollywood world. And you’re wrong, that guy there to James’ left is Kevin Stanford. He owns an island resort not too far from Hawaii. It’s five star, secluded and absolutely stunning.”
 
        Marie and Summer look at each other with smirks on their faces. “Well,” Marie says with a grin. “Looks like we’re all going on a free holiday.” 
 
    
 
        Maya stands and clears her throat she then makes introductions before announcing, “So, I have my three maids of honor.” She points at Marie, Summer and Loryn whose mouth falls open. 
 
        “I have my best man,” James motions to me and I can’t help but feel my heart swell a little with pride. He tips his drink at me, I do the same. 
 
        Maya sits after five minutes of squealing with the women. James forces me over to his side even though I want to stay with Loryn I still have a perfectly good view of her from here.
 
    
 
        The conversation is dull and long and boring. It’s all about where the ceremony will be held. Who will do the music and what color schemes would look best. Marie is currently obsessing over the hen party. I’ve promised James I’ll sort his stag do and what a do it will be.
 
    
 
        Loryn’s eyes catch mine a few times, every time they slice through me with a blank emotionless gaze. I don’t let it affect me, I’ll speak with her later and beg her to let me take her out. 
 
    
 
        “So I was thinking of getting a tattoo,” James says to Chris and I. “Of Evelyn, on my chest and Maya somewhere. What do you think?”
 
        I shrug, “never had one, never wanted one so I don’t know what to tell you.”
 
        “I have…” Chris looks up as he counts in his mind. “Eight.”
 
        “Nine,” Summer corrects without even looking our way. “He has nine.”
 
        Chris just shrugs and sips his drink with an admiring smile aimed at the back of his woman’s head. “What she said.”
 
        “As if you don’t remember how many tattoos you have,” James joins in my laughter. “That’s just crazy.”
 
        “I got my first tattoo when I was seventeen,” he points to his arm. “I barely remember getting any of the others.” 
 
        “I remember the last three as clearly as if they happened five minutes ago. He insists on using this tattoo artist who is an alcoholic with shaky hands,” Summer sighs and I cringe a little at the thought. “The guy actually goes to the bar a few blocks down from his store and has a shot of whiskey to top himself up in the middle of the day. To help him focus on his work. Yet Chris still uses him. That’s just madness.” Agreed.
 
    
 
        “The dude is a legend, he is amazing.” He shakes his head in awe. “That guy could tattoo a person without his sight, I guarantee it.”
 
        “Well, remind me not to go to that one,” James whispers to me and we both snigger a little under our breath. Chris clearly hears us but only scowls good naturedly. 
 
    
 
        Finally dinner is over and it’s almost time to leave. Marie and Loryn came together so I’m hoping Loryn will let me drive her back. 
 
    
 
        As I walk over to her she looks around for an escape, I pick up the pace not wanting her to find it. “Hi,” my voice is breathless so I inhale deeply and catch the familiar scent of cherries. Fuck. “How are you?”
 
        “I’m good,” she responds and glances over my shoulder at someone. “What do you need?”
 
        Taking a step closer to her so I can feel her body heat on mine I look her directly in the eyes and say quietly but strongly, “You.” 
 
        Her breath hitches, she clears her throat. I clearly still affect her which is a huge relief, “Lucas.”
 
        “Let me drive you home.”
 
        “I…”
 
        “Please.” I beg, desperation showing in my eyes. She notices and I watch her relax a fraction before giving a little nod. “Straight home though Lucas.”
 
        I smile triumphantly and bring her hand to my lips, “Straight home. I swear.” And then I walk away, hoping she’ll suddenly remember everything it is she loved about me and hoping that she’ll feel it again before I get her into my car.
 
    
 
    
 
   ******
 
    
 
    
 
        My fingers grip the cool frame of the passenger side door as Loryn slips in. I close it and jog around to my side before turning off the radio and putting my foot down. 
 
        “Hi,” I smile at her. “So, how have you been?”
 
        “I’m okay now.”
 
        “Good.”
 
        “You?”
 
        “Other than missing you… I’ve been okay.”
 
        “Lucas.”
 
        “Why the warning tone? I’m just being honest,” I glance at her as I drive, keeping one eye on the road at all times. “I miss you, I won’t deny just how much.”
 
        She nods but says nothing.
 
        “So… are you dating anyone?” I ask the question I’ve been asking Marie since Loryn was released. 
 
         “After what happened?” she scoffs in disbelief. “Are you stupid?”
 
         Apparently so. “I don’t mean to make you angry. Sorry. It was a stupid question.”
 
         “Yes it was.”
 
         “What are you plans for tomorrow?”
 
         “None of your business.”
 
         “So, if I asked you out for dinner you’d say...?”
 
         “Nope.”
 
         “Well I don’t like that answer,” not even a little bit.
 
         “Tough.”
 
         “Please? I’ve done this all wrong, I know that. Let me make it up to you. We can date again, properly this time.”
 
          She eyes me curiously, “Why? Why do you suddenly want to date me properly?” 
 
        Because I love you and I need you. “Because I miss you.” 
 
        “No. I’m not interested in dating.”
 
        “As friends then?” my tone is pleading.
 
        “We can’t be friends.”
 
        “Of course we can. We can be anything we want.”
 
        “And I don’t want to be your friend. Where are we going?”
 
        I grip the steering wheel tight in my hands and pull over, her eyes flicker with anger. Before she can object I turn to face her and scan her face for a moment. “I know I fucked up. Give me another chance.”
 
        “You’ve had one of those already.”
 
        “Okay, then give me time. Let me take you out, let me show you just how good we can be together.” Please, please, please.
 
        “No.” 
 
        Shit. “Loryn, I swear to you… you won’t regret it if you do.”
 
        “I already do regret it Lucas.” Ouch. 
 
        I’m at a loss for words. What do I say to that? “You really hate me?”
 
        She shakes her head, “I don’t hate you and it's not that I think that I’m better than you. It's that I believe I'm worth more than what you can give me.” Now if I wasn’t in pain before… I am now.
 
        “I can give you so much more than what I gave you before. Let me prove it to you.”
 
        “I gave you the chance to prove it to me. You didn’t.” Shit, that sounds far too final for my liking. “I’d like to go home now.”
 
        My fists open and close on the wheel before I give a small nod, “Sure.” Even I can admit defeat… for tonight at least. “But you can expect to see more of me Loryn. I’m not giving up.”
 
        “You should.” Yeah right. 
 
    
 
        We drive in silence until I pull up outside her and Marie’s apartment building. She doesn’t wait for me to open the door for her before stepping out into the cool night air. I follow her up the three steps leading to the entrance door of her building. She stops and looks at me.
 
    
 
        “Goodnight.”
 
        I take the chance and kiss her, she turns her face and gives me her cheek. I’ll accept it for now. “Goodnight.” And then she disappears inside leaving me feeling dejected with my tail between my legs on the steps. With a sigh I head home. My life officially sucks.
 
    
 
    
 
   ******
 
    
 
    
 
   Lucas: I need your help.
 
    
 
   Maya: Oooh, I’m intrigued. Do tell.
 
    
 
   Marie: Spill it.
 
    
 
   Lucas: She’s still not responding to my messages since the night we went out. I need to see her. Please, please, please, set us up somehow.
 
    
 
   Marie: I’ll call Maya.
 
    
 
   Maya: I’m on it.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Thanks.
 
    
 
        Now I wait. Like I have been doing all week. There has to be some way I can get through to her. Loryn I mean.
 
    
 
   Lucas: I miss you.
 
    
 
        And as usual there is no response so I sip my coffee and watch the clock hoping above all hopes that she’ll call, or text, or email, or something.
 
    
 
   Maya: Spoken to Marie, Summer and Loryn. Come to mine later. I have it all planned.
 
    
 
   Lucas: What time?
 
    
 
   Maya: At seven. Bring Amelia.
 
    
 
        Now I’m the one who’s intrigued. Time can’t pass quick enough.
 
    
 
        “Auntie Maya!” Amelia squeals as soon as we walk into the apartment. “We brought cake.”
 
        “Aww, that’s great,” Maya smiles and takes the plate from my hands. She gives me a little wink and nods to the room. Loryn is through there I’m assuming. In I go.
 
    
 
        The female in question is sat on the sofa with a wriggling Evelyn in her arms. Marie is sat beside her laughing at something James has said. “Hey dude,” Marie smiles and shifts herself up the couch so I can sit between her and Loryn. Loryn gives her a wide eyed look but says nothing.
 
        “Hi Lucas,” she murmurs and goes back to playing with the baby.
 
        “Hi,” I sit as close as possible to her without making her uncomfortable and lean forward to kiss my niece on the cheek. As usual she swings for me with her tiny little fist. “Monkey.”
 
        “You tell him,” Loryn coos at the little girl. “Next time don’t miss.”
 
        Evelyn just gurgles and claps her little hands.
 
    
 
        Marie suddenly stands, “Shit. I completely forgot, I’m supposed to be helping Summer with this baking thing she’s insisting on entering.” Summer doesn’t start that until tomorrow, I spoke to her last night. What’s Marie up to? “Can you give Loryn a lift home James?”
 
        James shrugs and looks at Loryn for confirmation, “sure. No problem.”
 
        “I can get a cab it’s…” Loryn begins to say but James gives her a look that tells her not to argue. “Okay, thanks. I thought you said that was tomorrow?”
 
        Marie shrugs, “You must have misheard me. See you later.”
 
        Loryn sighs but says nothing, she just continues playing with the baby. Maya joins us in the room with Amelia on her back. She places Amelia on the couch as her phone rings. I don’t catch much of the conversation as she leaves the room. 
 
    
 
        “James!” Maya shouts as she reenters the room. I’m getting whiplash from following all of this movement with my head. “James!”
 
        “What?”
 
        “You know that huge shipment we were supposed to receive before midnight? There’s been a problem and a huge spill in the warehouse.” She shakes her head and stamps her foot on the ground. “This is going to cost a fortune.” She starts pulling her jacket on. 
 
        “I’ll go,” James stands and places his hand on her arm. “You relax here.”
 
        “Like I’m going to trust you with that by yourself.” Uh-oh, this is about to get nasty. 
 
        “Are you kidding me? I could handle this better than you!” James scoffs and glares at his woman whilst pulling his jacket on. 
 
        “Please, you can’t even handle Evelyn, let alone a half a million dollars’ worth of chemicals.”
 
        “They’re organic Maya, hardly chemicals.”
 
        “Now you’re just being argumentative.” They head to the hall still shouting. “LORYN! WATCH THE BABY!” James mumbles something and I hear the front door click open. “You’re and idiot James, I did not say that.”
 
        “And you fell over that crate.” And then the front door closes.
 
    
 
        “Did they just leave?” Loryn asks around a little laugh.
 
         I nod, “Yep.”
 
         She sighs and shakes her head, “What a crazy couple.”
 
        “Yep.”
 
        “Where’s Auntie Maya gone?” Amelia asks and stares at the door that leads to the hall. I shrug and glance at Loryn who has just placed Evelyn in her bouncer and is now heading to the coat closet. 
 
        “Where are you going?”
 
        “Home. You can handle the girls.” She doesn’t meet my eyes. I dash from the couch and place my hand on her arm, she tenses. “You don’t need me here.”
 
        “Maya clearly stated that you were to look after Evelyn. Not me.”
 
        “She probably forgot you were here.”
 
        I shrug, “I’ll go if you want me to.” Lies.
 
        “Okay, good.”
 
        “But Amelia would be heartbroken,” now I’m using emotional blackmail. Talk about sinking low Lucas!
 
         Loryn scowls at me and stomps back to the couch. With a triumphant smile I follow and fall next to her, “Was this all done on purpose for your sake?”
 
         “If it was?” 
 
        “Then I’d need to slap a few people.”
 
        “No, I don’t think it was.”
 
        “It all seems a little too coincidental if I’m honest.”
 
        “I’m agreeing with you,” I shift closer, she moves away. So I move closer again and she moves again until finally she’s pressed against the arm and my thigh is against hers.
 
        “Do you mind?” she hisses and glares at me. 
 
        I turn on some cartoons for Amelia and shake my head, “No, I’m great thanks. Do you mind?”
 
        “Yes actually. I do.” 
 
        “Would you like me to move up?”
 
        “That would be awesome.”
 
        “Well tough.” I grin mischievously at her and place my arm along the back of the couch so it’s only inches from the back of her head. Then I lean in so my side is pressed against her completely. She tenses and sits forward so her elbows are resting on her knees. My eyes catch the sight of a lacy pink thong poking over the top of her jeans. I reach down and run my finger over the edge. “These are new.”
 
        “You ripped most of my others remember.” Though she doesn’t sound annoyed, only a little out of breath. What’s amazing is the fact she doesn’t pull away. 
 
        My lips touch her ear, “yeah, I remember.” My finger continues to follow the edge of her thong. Back and forth, back and forth again and again until I hear her physically gulp and watch her body shiver. “I’d love to rip these too.” And I just ruined it. 
 
        She goes to stand but I capture her waist with my free arm and tug her back down, “You’re an ass.”
 
        “You’re right. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that,” I sigh and slip to the floor so I can kneel in front of her. “I’m sorry. Forgive me?”
 
        “No.”
 
        My eyes meet hers after a few seconds of waiting for her to look at me rather than everywhere else, “I’m sorry.”
 
        “Okay, you can get up now.”
 
        “We need to talk. Will you listen?”
 
        Her jaw clenches but she relents. My entire body loosens with relief. 
 
        “Thank you.” Now where to begin. “I wouldn’t have forced you to terminate the pregnancy Loryn.” She stiffens and tries to move away. “You could have told me.”
 
        “And you wouldn’t have been mad?”
 
        “I would have been furious, I would have been sad, angry, messed up and confused but I would have accepted it.”
 
         “And you know this for a fact?” She doesn’t believe me. I don’t blame her.
 
         “Yes.”
 
         “What’s done is done. It’s gone now.”
 
         “I know,” it’s a harsh reality, but she’s right. It’s gone now. “And I’m so sorry for that.”
 
         Her lower lip trembles and her eyes drop to look at her laced fingers, “It’s not your fault Lucas.” 
 
         “No, I can’t control your insides but I should never have left you,” dipping my head I search for her eyes once more. “I should never have let you walk out that night.”
 
         “Don’t, it was inevitable. We both knew it was going to happen sooner or later.”
 
         “It shouldn’t have happened. I’m a stubborn man, I kept convincing myself that I didn’t want anything from you, that we were just two adults having fun.”
 
         “What do you mean?” I wipe away her tears with my thumbs and slowly lean closer.
 
         “I mean I…” A loud screeching sound cuts me off. We both look at Evelyn who appears distressed… and then the pungent smell of poop fills our nostrils. “I’ll let you get that.”
 
         “Nuh-uh,” Loryn laughs and darts away. “She’s your niece.”
 
         “You’re really going to make me do it aren’t you?” This woman has no sympathy for a man with a fear of poop. It wasn’t so bad when she was tiny because it didn’t smell as bad. Now the kid is on solids it’s like sloppy adult poop and by god it fucking stinks. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949394]Chapter Thirty
 
   Being a Gentleman
 
    
 
        I drop Amelia off at school and pick up my phone, the last few days me and Loryn have been texting. It’s a huge improvement and for once, since all of this bullshit life crap happened I actually feel hopeful for a brighter future. 
 
    
 
   Lucas: Breakfast?
 
    
 
        Please say yes!
 
    
 
   Loryn: That actually sounds really good. I’ll meet you at the place Marie goes. I’m addicted to their chocolate chip pancakes.
 
    
 
   Lucas: Great! See you in fifteen.
 
    
 
        My smile doesn’t leave my face as I drive through the busy city. I feel emotionally invincible. Nothing can bring me down right now. 
 
    
 
        When I walk into the diner Loryn stands and waves me over, I smile and pull her in for a tight hug before giving her a chance to talk, “Hi.”
 
        “Hello,” she says softly and clears her throat when I release her. “You look great.”
 
        “I feel great,” I sit beside her.
 
        “Aren’t you going to sit opposite me?” 
 
        I glance at the empty looking bench and then back at her, “Nah.”
 
        The waitress comes over, I order two plates of chocolate chip pancakes with cream and sauce. “Lucas, it’d be easier to have a conversation if I could see your face.”
 
        I turn my body so she can see me, “Loryn. I haven’t sat this close to you in ages…”
 
        “Three days to be exact.”
 
        “Whatever, I like being next to you. Stop moaning.”
 
        She suddenly becomes tense and her eyes become soft, “I heard you umm…”
 
        She doesn’t continue, I wait a moment before prompting, “Go on.”
 
        “You remember the accident.” 
 
        Good mood gone. “Loryn…”
 
        “I shouldn’t say anything and I’m not asking about it but I just want you to know that you can talk to me about it… if you want to. No pressure.” 
 
        I lean forward and press my lips to her forehead, “I’m trying not to think about it and the night in question is still a little hazy but I will tell you… one day.”
 
        “Okay.” She smiles reassuringly and places her hand over mine, I turn my hand so my palm faces up and lace our fingers. “When you’re ready.”
 
        “Thank you,” she stares at our hands and gives my fingers a gentle and reassuring squeeze. I smile and bring her hand up to my lips before our food is placed in front of us.
 
        “So, Maya has asked me to do her hair and makeup for the wedding. Isn’t that awesome?”
 
        I nod, “Yeah babe. That’s brilliant.”
 
        “She wanted to pay me but she’s paying for my ticket, my accommodation, and my dress so I told her no. We’re still arguing over it. Marie finds it hilarious.”
 
         My eyes roll of their own accord, “Marie finds everything hilarious.”
 
         “She’s apparently considering going to see Jacob soon. He’s offered to send her a ticket. He’s filming in London for the next couple of months, how awesome is that?”
 
        “Those two need to get their shit together,” I say with affection in my voice. “There’s no sky is up with those two. They seem to be on their own planet.”
 
        “Agreed, but I can see it from both sides I guess.”
 
        Taking a bite of my food, I chew and swallow. “My god this is fantastic.”
 
        “Better than sex?”
 
        “Never better than sex with you,” I wag my eyebrows playfully, she slaps my arm and laughs a little. “Thanks for coming today. It means a lot.” I wonder if she realizes just how much.
 
        “Yeah, I’m sorry for what I said after the… incident.” Meaning her time in hospital I assume. “It’s not your fault.” This is a relief to hear.
 
        “How are you? After all of that?” It’s difficult to word such a tragedy. I don’t want to trigger anything and upset her but at the same time I want her to know that I’m here just like she did with me only moments ago.
 
        “It’s hard but… I’m getting there.” Her face falls, that beautiful smile I adore suddenly replaced with a look of pure anguish. “It’s stupid. Women miscarry all the time. I shouldn’t act like I’m the only one who has experienced it.”
 
        “Hey,” I move closer and place my arm around her. “It was a part of you. You be as sad as you need to be Loryn.”
 
        “What about you? Are you okay?”
 
        “I won’t lie, it hurts. I wish you’d told me. I didn’t get a chance to really experience the whole thing before it was taken away.”
 
        She shakes her head, “Now I just feel worse.”
 
        “No, baby. I don’t mean to make you feel like shit. I get why you didn’t tell me. Truly I do. I just wish you had. But what’s done is done. I’m here for you if you need me.” I wait a moment, there’s something I do in fact need to know. “Can I ask?”
 
        “Sure,” her large brown eyes search my face.
 
        “How did you umm… I mean, when Crystal got pregnant with Amelia the pill failed because it was a bad batch.”
 
        She places her fork down and frowns a little, “You want to know how it happened?”
 
        I nod.
 
        “I was sick a little bit. When I was helping Greg out at the shelter a couple of days before we umm…”
 
        “Failed to use a condom.”
 
        “I’m guessing I threw up my pill.”
 
        “It doesn’t matter. I just wanted to know. What’s done is done. And I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you.”
 
        “What’s done is done. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you.”
 
             
 
    
 
        We finish eating in silence, there’s not much left to be said. When we finish I walk her to her van, it’s the first time I’ve seen her drive it and my heart swells with pride. “So.”
 
        “So,” she repeats and hooks her thumbs through her belt loops. “I’ll see you around.”
 
        “I’m going to the Playhouse with Amelia tonight. Do you want to come?”
 
         Her face lights up a little and then falls again, “Shit. I can’t. I already have plans.”
 
         I don’t like this. “What plans?”
 
         “I’m going to Greg’s for dinner. His mom is coming over too.”
 
         Remain calm and impassive Lucas, “Tomorrow then?”
 
         She opens the door to her van, “I’ll text you.”
 
    
 
         Shit.
 
    
 
    
 
         Apparently my mood wasn’t as indestructible as I thought. With a sigh I head home.
 
    
 
        Time to up my game. 
 
    
 
    
 
       I’m on my own all night, apart from Amelia of course but she’s been busy doing her own thing. We went to the Playhouse for a little while, that was fun for her. I was bored out of my mind. Helen got in touch a couple of hours ago, she’s doing well. I told her about everything that had happened, she was very sympathetic about it. Unfortunately it triggered a memory, one I should have told James but completely forgot. 
 
    
 
   So I texted him and told him to meet me for lunch tomorrow. He’s agreed so here I am, sat in the same place I sat yesterday with Loryn. Except I let James sit opposite me.
 
    
 
        “I know who keeps taking those flowers to Maya’s, dad’s grave.” Is the first thing I say when he sits and his eyes go wide, “Who?”
 
        “Her mom.”
 
        “Yeah right. You must have seen someone else.”
 
        Frown. “I’m not kidding, I know what her mom looks like.”
 
        “Even I don’t know what her mom looks like. How do you?” he sits back and his eyes narrow.
 
        “When she moved into her dad’s place. When you two weren’t together I helped her decorate and such. Under her bed in the room that’s now Evelyn’s is a trapdoor with a tiny cubby hole in the floor. There’s a shoebox filled with pictures of Maya’s mom before she had Maya. I’m surprised she didn’t tell you,” I’ve really landed myself in it now. I can tell by how angry he looks, “She never fucking tells me anything.” He shakes his head in disbelief. “This is just great. You’re sure it’s her?”
 
        “Yup. I know it’s her, she was only about fifty feet away, and I had a perfect view of her face.”
 
        He sighs and shrugs, “Well, I guess I’ll have to tell her and hope it doesn’t bother her.”
 
        “Why do you think the woman is leaving flowers and shit now? When she had no contact all of Maya’s life?”
 
        “I don’t know but it’s something I want to find out.”
 
        “Well if you need me…” 
 
        He waves me off and sips his coffee, “Thanks for telling me first.”
 
        “No problem.”
 
        We lapse into silence for a brief moment, “I didn’t know she was pregnant. Maya never told me. If she had… I would have told you. You know that right?”
 
        “Yeah, I know.”
 
        “Maya is worried you’re angry with her. She said you’ve been a bit standoffish as of late.”
 
        “Not at all, I don’t blame anyone but myself in this case. I’ve just been all over the place.”
 
        “Yeah, I know what you mean. How are things going with Loryn?”
 
        Shit, crap, garbage… “Okay. For now. I’m stuck, still trying to get her to acknowledge me.”
 
        “I thought you said you were both talking again?”
 
        “We are, we even met for breakfast yesterday but I haven’t been able to talk to her properly. Whenever I ask her out she’s always busy. With Greg, or Marie, or Maya or the salon. She just doesn’t have time for me… either that or she doesn’t want to make time for me. It sucks.”
 
        He hums a little and leans back in his seat, “Why don’t you just turn up?”
 
        “Because she doesn’t want me to.”
 
        He raises an eyebrow, “She’s female. They all love being chased.”
 
        “And how did that work out for you and Maya?” he blanches a little and I start sniggering. “So remind me again why I should take relationship advice from you.”
 
        “Point taken.” Pause. “But I still think you should just show up. Don’t let her forget about you. Keep forcing the issue until you get a chance to address it properly.”
 
        “You know what?” I place my cup on the table. “I think that is a good idea and for once I will in fact follow your advice.”
 
        We bump knuckles and head our separate ways. I have an invasion to plan.
 
    
 
    
 
   ******
 
    
 
        “Lucas, what are you doing here?” Marie asks a little breathlessly. What has she been doing? “Everything okay?”
 
        I raise the bags I’m carrying and step past her, “I come baring gifts.”
 
        “Where’s Amelia?”
 
        “She’s at Helen’s for the night.” I empty the contents of the bags onto the kitchen worktop. Marie bursts out laughing, “Please don’t tell me you’re going to attempt to cook. Especially after last time.” The night Marie, Maya and I decided to make curry and I told them I could do it to prove a point that bad cooking skills did not run in the family. Seeing as James is a terrible cook. Unfortunately I only proved their point rather than my own. The curry tasted awful. And for some reason it looked green when it should have been brown.
 
        “That’s why I need you,” I stick out my lower lip. “Just a couple of steaks and some potatoes. Please? Please? Please? Please?”
 
        “Fine, fine.”
 
        “I also need you to disappear when it’s done until about,” I look at my watch. “Eight thirty?”
 
        “Cheeky bastard. Fine. Alright, but you owe me.”
 
        I grab her, kiss her cheek and skip into Loryn’s room with the other bag.
 
        “What are you doing now?”
 
        “Nothing.” 
 
        “You sounded just like Amelia sounds when she’s doing something naughty.”
 
        I smile to myself and get to work. “Just get cooking bitch!”
 
        “I dislike you… very much.”
 
        “The feeling is mutual. Is that food ready yet?”
 
        “Asshole.”
 
        “Slut.”
 
        I ignore her cackling and begin the transformation of Loryn’s bedroom. 
 
    
 
    
 
        Marie left half an hour ago, the food is on plates in the dining room and I’m sat sipping red wine like it’s a normal thing for me to do whilst staring at the flickering candles I’ve spread around the room. The door opens and closes, Loryn’s sweet voice floats through the area, “Hmm, Marie something smells… Lucas?” 
 
        Smiling sweetly at her gaping at the candles, the food, the table and myself, I stand and help her remove her coat.
 
        “What’s going on?” she narrows her eyes in suspicion. “What is all this?”
 
        “I told you I wanted to date you.”
 
        “And I told you I was busy.”
 
        “Exactly why I brought the date to you.”
 
        She sighs but allows me to pull her chair out and help her sit. “You cooked this?”
 
        “How was your day?” I sit opposite her and run my foot up the inside of her shin slowly. She shifts away from me, I remain impassive.
 
        “Busy, very busy. Yours?”
 
        “Well I spent the day wondering how I could get my girl,” I ignore the dangerous look she gives me and continue. “To accept a date from me. I came up with this.” 
 
        “Okay. The food looks great.” It really does so I have to agree with her. She sips her wine and takes a bite of the steak, “This is perfect. Seriously. Wow. Who’s been giving you cooking classes?”
 
        “Enough about me, what are your plans for tomorrow?”
 
        “Helping out at the shelter again.”
 
        Fucking asshole Greg. “What about afterwards?”
 
        She sips her wine again and swallows the food in her mouth, her throat bobs slightly with the motion. Christ. 
 
        “You look radiant,” I eye her face and chest greedily. “I’ve missed looking at you.”
 
        She only smiles in response. “Can I smell fudge cake?”
 
        “Brownies, chocolate fudge brownies to be exact. Close guess though.”
 
        “You’re spoiling me.” She shakes her head and peeks up at me through her thick lashes. “So. How’s Amelia?”
 
        “She’s great. She’s at Helen’s for the night.”
 
    
 
        I put the dishes in the kitchen after we finish desert. “Now for the surprise.”
 
        “Another one?” she snorts and follows me into the bedroom. “Wow.”
 
        Her room is littered with candles, rose petals… yellow rose petals to be exact. She gasps when she sees what’s on the TV opposite her bed.
 
        “Season four?”
 
        I nod, “Yep, the entire season. And I’m going to stay up all night, feeding you these.” I point to the candy and chips and variations of fruit on the tray on the bed. “Whilst we watch this together.”
 
        “This is… perfect. It’s a shame you only want to watch these with me now we’ve broken up,” she picks up the Vampire Diaries box set and smiles sweetly at me. “Why are you undressing?”
 
        I hold up my pajamas and smile when she starts laughing. “Pajama party.”
 
        “Just a pajama party?”
 
        “Scouts honor.”
 
        “You were never a scout.”
 
        My mouth falls open in mock insult, “Yes I was. For two whole years. It was awesome.” I quickly get changed and turn around as she does the same. Forever being the gentleman. “You ready?” 
 
        “Yep,” I hear the bed squeak as she sits. I follow suit and before she can protest I pull her into my side and press play on the DVD. She doesn’t pull away, she only sighs with contentment. Much like I’m doing right now. This is perfect. 
 
    
 
   I kiss her hair and squeeze her even tighter to me. 
 
    
 
        We watch two episodes before I need a bathroom break. When I reenter the bedroom I lay back on the bed and move the remote away so she can’t press play. 
 
        “What’s wrong?” 
 
        Taking a deep breath I think of the words I want to say. I decide to start out small. “I want you back Loryn.” Her entire body tenses and her mouth opens but I keep talking before she can interrupt. “I know I fucked up.” I sit up on my knees and take her hands in mine. “I know that I fucked up really bad. I want my color back.”
 
        “What?”
 
        “You’re… you’re my color. You’re Amelia’s color. You make everything better.”
 
        “You’re not making sense.”
 
        I growls in frustration, “Man I suck at this.”
 
        “Just say whatever it is you need to say Lucas.”
 
        My eyes roam over her face before settling on her lips, “You’re so damn beautiful. I don’t deserve you.”
 
        “Lucas…”
 
        “Just hear me out okay. I want to deserve you. I want to make you happy… I can make you happy. I fucked up before. Every moment I spent with you just brought me guilt. Remember the other day you asked me what I remember?”
 
        “You don’t have to tell me.”
 
        Yeah. “I know. But I want to.”
 
        “Okay,” her voice is soft, like a gentle caress. 
 
        “We’d been fighting, me and Crystal. We always fought. She wanted to go down to the river and take pictures of us all. She was a brilliant photographer and I never took that seriously. It was her passion,” deep breath. “I was moaning, I wanted to go home and go to bed. She pulled over, we got into it, we made up and she pulled out onto the street. Neither of us noticed the car coming up behind us at a hundred kilometers an hour, full of drunk idiots.” Shudder. Loryn’s hands tighten in mine. “It hit us on the back right corner, we span, we flipped a couple of times before landing upside down.”
 
        She gasps, “Lucas…”
 
        “Amelia was fine, she had a broken collarbone from the harness straps of her car seat. Crystal, the umm… a piece of glass from the windshield had sliced through her neck. There was so much blood.”
 
        “Babe…”
 
        “She was still breathing. I remember begging her to be okay. I couldn’t move. Amelia was crying but Annie was completely silent. I’ve never been so scared in my life.” My eyes burn a little so I take another gulp of air to try and relieve the pressure off my chest. “The guys that crashed into us were okay. They got Amelia out but couldn’t get to the rest of us. The fire brigade came and… they cut Annie out first.” 
 
        “You don’t have to tell me Lucas.”
 
        “She was already dead Loryn. The back of the car crushed her. The other car smashed into her side and the car landed on the back end when it flipped.” My voice is a murmur, my heart breaks as if I’m back there all over again. “They carried her lifeless body to the road side right in my line of view but the Paramedics couldn’t revive her.” I try, I squeeze my eyes shut but the tears come, shit. “Crystal, she tried to talk, tried to cry but there was too much blood. It was just flowing from her mouth like a fucking waterfall. She saw Annie, it was the last thing she saw before she closed her eyes and her heart stopped. My wife dying was the last thing I saw before I closed my eyes and woke up fuck knows how many days or weeks later.”
 
        I feel a soft hands caress my face, “I’m so sorry Lucas.”
 
        “That’s not why I told you. Not to make you feel guilty. To sort of explain my actions.”
 
        “Okay baby, I’m listening.”
 
        “The reason I failed you and thought I could never move on was because of how many memories I lost. I had nothing to go on. No sort of clarification of the events. So I couldn’t let it rest because in my mind it was all so…”
 
        “Unfinished?”
 
        “Yeah. I knew she was dead but how can I accept something I don’t recall? I’ve only just gotten to say goodbye to her.”
 
        “I get that.”
 
        My chest rattles when I breathe in and say the words I’ve longed to say since Loryn was rushed to surgery, “I’m ready to move on. I’m ready to live. I don’t want to just exist anymore I want my color Loryn. You are my color. I want to exist with you.”
 
        “Why me?” a good question. 
 
        “Because…” knock, knock, knock. “Are you fucking kidding me?” 
 
        “Hold that thought,” Loryn says with a slight frown. “I’ll be right back.”
 
        A male’s voice follows Loryn’s when the door opens. It’s Greg, definitely Greg. The possessive part of me forces me from the bed and into the hall.
 
        “Come on it’ll be fun?” he sounds like a whiny little bitch.
 
        “I’m busy,” Loryn responds on a laugh. “Tomorrow remember?”
 
        So that’s what she’s doing tomorrow. Fuck. 
 
        “If this is about yesterday, I am sorry. I shouldn’t have…” I hear him curse. “He’s here isn’t he?”
 
        “What?”
 
        “Those are his shoes.”
 
        “Yeah,” she admits. 
 
        “And she lets him in again… are you stupid?” he scoffs. “Are you just asking to be hurt or something?” 
 
        I make myself known at this point and scowl at the ass, “Back off.”
 
        “I dare you to hit me again. This time I won’t drop the charges.”
 
        “Stop it,” Loryn snaps but at him. “Greg…”
 
        “You’re defending him? After everything?” The disgust on Greg’s face is almost comical. I’m glad I have such a bad effect on him. 
 
        “What Loryn does or doesn’t do has nothing to do with you,” I argue and step closer to her. 
 
        He laughs a little maniacally, “Really?”
 
        “Greg…” Loryn warns and glances at me.
 
        “Why are you even here?” he snarls at me.
 
        “We’re on a date,” can’t you tell?
 
        His eyes narrow on Loryn, “You’re dating him?”
 
        “He just showed up…”
 
        “But you didn’t say no.”
 
        What the fuck is he talking about?
 
        “You’ll date him, you’ll be with him… after everything he’s done? I don’t get it.”
 
        Loryn, who is starting to look a little annoyed throws her arms up and snaps, “You don’t have to get it. This is my life. I’ll date who I want.”
 
        “Is there a point to this argument? I’d kind of like to get back to the Vampire Diaries.”
 
        “Fuck you asshole,” Greg almost shouts. “Fuck this. But a little parting gift for you.” A smug smile overcomes his features. “When you slip into her bed tonight. Remember it was mine she was in last night.” My stomach convulses as he leaves making sure to slam the door behind him. Jealousy and irritation take over my thoughts. All I can see is her… wrapped around him. Laid there talking about what an idiot I am.
 
        “Lucas, it’s not what you think.”
 
        She’s single, she’s single and free and can do as she pleases. But she’s mine. She told me she loved me, if that was true wouldn’t she refrain from fucking other men?
 
        “He’s making it sound worse than it is.” 
 
        “Did you fuck him?” I bite out and her mouth falls open. “I asked you a question.”
 
        “Not that it’s any of your business but no… I did not ‘fuck him’ or have any sort of contact with him like that.” I watch her clearly irritated frown for a moment, she’s telling the truth. “I stayed in his bed. That’s all.”
 
        “With him?” She hesitates a beat before shaking her head, “No, not with him. He stayed on the couch. What is wrong with you?”
 
        “You’re still mine Loryn, the thought of him… or any man for that matter… touching you makes my skin crawl.”
 
        Her mouth falls open, “I’m not yours. You broke up with me remember.”
 
        “Yes, and I’m rectifying that… remember?” 
 
        “You’re such an ass.”
 
        “Have you been with anyone else?” I bite out feeling my anger rise further at her lack of answers. “Have you?”
 
        She laughs once, looking a little insulted. “And how exactly is that your business when you broke up with me?”
 
        “Have you fucked someone?”
 
        “And if I have, what exactly are you going to do?”
 
        My eyes narrow, “do not play with me Loryn. I’m serious. Have you fucked someone?”
 
        “I think you should leave.”
 
        My arms immediately fold across my chest, “Not leaving. Have you or have you not slept with another man?”
 
        “NO!” she almost screams and throws her hands in the air. “I haven’t!”
 
        “Really?”
 
        “Yes!” she sounds exasperated, my anger slowly vanishes when I see the truth in her eyes.
 
         “Thank god,” I smile at her but have to duck when my shoe comes flying at my head. “What are you…?” followed by my other shoe. “Loryn…” I follow her into the bedroom, she scoops up my clothes and slams them into my chest. “Umm… what are you doing?”
 
        “I need you to leave.”
 
        I drop my clothes on the ground and catch the bedroom door before it shuts. My eyes narrowed on my target, “You want me to leave?”
 
        “Yep. And this time don’t come back,” she starts knocking the petals from the bed to the floor. “Get out.”
 
        Crossing my arms over my chest, I raise my chin, and state a defiant, “No.”
 
        “I said get out.”
 
        “Nope.”
 
        “Lucas, I’m warning you.”
 
        I smirk and shake my head, “No.”
 
        “Get. Out.” She’s visibly shaking with anger. I step closer so our noses are almost touching, “N… O. No.” The last word is said on a whisper.
 
        She screams and hits me on the chest. “You god damn ass hole. Just leave! I don’t want you here.”
 
        “I’m not fucking leaving.”
 
        “Fine then,” she snarls and grabs her clothes and keys. “Then I’ll leave.”
 
        Before she can take a step out of the door I scoop her up and throw her on the bed ignoring her startled cry. 
 
        “I hate you!” Now she’s really trying to hurt me. “Just go. I don’t want you here.”
 
        I pull her pajama bottoms off with one swift yank, “I’m not leaving and neither are you Loryn. You’re staying and we’re going to sort this out.”
 
        “Just stop! STOP!” she demands as I cover her body with mine. “Why are you doing this? Why are you fucking with me like this? Greg’s right…” She pounds my chest with clenched fists and tries to push me away. “You’re only going to hurt me. I’ll never be enough for you.”
 
        “You’ll always be enough for me Loryn,” I try to get her top off but her thrashing doesn’t stop. 
 
        “Why do you keep doing this? If you have any respect for me at all you’ll just leave me the fuck alone. You don’t trust me, you don’t care about how I feel,” she shrieks until her voice is hoarse and angry tears are soaking her face. “I hate you.”
 
         “Baby.”
 
         “Fuck off!”
 
         “NO!”
 
         “Get off me!”
 
         I grab her wrists with each hand and pin them above her head. “I love you, you crazy bitch!” my nose is inches from hers, my temper rising once more. My need for her to understand why I am the way I am with her is overriding my senses. Her face softens. “I love you. And I’m sorry I haven’t said it sooner, but you’re not leaving and I’m not leaving because we’re going to sort our shit out! Okay?” she nods a little in response. 
 
        “Are you just saying that?” she murmurs and scans my face. “You love me?”
 
        I don’t respond, I finish what I started by tearing her vest from her body, leaving her nude and stripping myself off. After a few seconds I sink into her warm, wet depths with a groan and collapse on her as I did the last time I did this.
 
        “What about everything you don’t want, kids, marriage…”
 
        Good question. “Anything you want baby. It’s yours. I promise.” And I mean it.
 
        “But…”
 
        “Go to sleep.”
 
        “You love me?”
 
        Peppering kisses along her neck I reach her mouth and hover a centimeter above them. “I love you.” My eyes remain locked on hers, I watch a range of emotions flit through hers before finally settling on one. Love. Love is reflected back at me and the breath I was holding is finally free. “Please tell me it’s not too late.”
 
        “How do I know you’re not just saying this?”
 
        “You don’t. But I’m telling you the truth. I’ve always been honest with you from the beginning.”
 
        “You say three words and you expect me to just fall back into your arms?”
 
        Tears streak her cheeks. “Babe…”
 
        “You can’t just do this. It’s not fair on me. I can’t handle it right now. I’m already broken Lucas.”
 
        “Then let me fix you. Give me that chance. I’m sorry. Please, just tell me it’s not too late.”
 
    
 
        She inhales a shaky breath and smiles softly, “It’s not. It’s never too late.”
 
        I bury my face in her neck and laugh a little, thank god for that. 
 
        “Lucas?”
 
        “Yeah baby?”
 
        “Fuck me,” groan. “Now.”
 
        “No baby. Not this time.”
 
        “But…”
 
        I press my mouth against hers and thrust my tongue between her teeth until I find hers. Her arms wrap around me as I push my aching dick in to the hilt. “This time I want to make love to you. Properly. The way you deserve.”
 
        She instantly melts beneath me and I melt right here with her. Every moan every shiver, every whimper she makes seems to heal every single worry and stress I hold in me.
 
        I can’t help but stare as I sit between her knees and allow my hands to smooth over every inch of her body. Barely touching the places that make her truly squirm. There’s just something about the way she moans and breathes that captures me completely. It makes me want to give her more pleasure than her body can handle. Like watching an erotic movie, desperate to feel but at the same time desperate to see the ending.
 
        I lean down so my chest is against hers and claim her mouth like a man possessed. She doesn’t object, she’s as greedy as I and I fucking love it. In one smooth thrust I bury myself in her again but I don’t move my hips, much to her frustration, I’m only giving her another taster of what will come soon. 
 
        My lips and tongue flick at the skin of her neck, my nose inhaling deeply. Fucking cherries. Always fucking cherries and I love that too. 
 
    
 
        “Lucas, don’t tease me.”
 
    
 
         I smile wickedly before getting back to work, each inch I move down her body, kissing every inch of her skin, my dick slips out a little more until it finally pops out. She shudders, I shiver at the loss of warmth and continue my torturous kisses down her body.
 
        “Please,” she begs and I almost give in. Eager to take her as I always do. But not tonight, tonight I want to come home properly, tonight I’m going to take my time. 
 
        She gasps when I finally reach her sensitive nub which is glistening with her juices. I dive in without hesitation, teasing her with slow licks and sucks before plunging my tongue into her as far as I can reach before pulling back and starting again.
 
    
 
        “Lucas,” her legs tremble against my head. She’s tensing.
 
    
 
        “Stop tensing. Relax.”
 
    
 
         “I can’t.”
 
    
 
         So I stop and work on her thigh instead. She groans and relaxes, I work my way back up. There’s nothing in this world that tastes better than Loryn does. She’s amazing, and she’s mine. I smile against her at the realization that she hasn’t rejected me. After everything I did, after all the heartache I was still redeemable. And now I need to show her that she won’t regret her decision. 
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Chapter Thirty One
 
   Bad Feeling
 
    
 
    
 
        I wake slowly and smile when I yawn and get a mouthful of dark brown hair. My face at present is buried in Loryn’s thick locks and I’ve never been happier to choke.
 
        “Morning,” I mumble but all I hear in response is soft breathing. Nibbling her neck I pull her slowly so she’s laying on her back, she remains unresponsive. I nibble along her neck to her jaw until I find her bottom lip with my teeth. Mm.
 
        Her brown eyes slowly blink open until they focus on mine, she tries to smile but soon realizes I have her hooked. “Again?”
 
        I press into her and nod, “Oh yeah.” And what an again it is.
 
    
 
    
 
        Sometime later…
 
        “Hungry?”
 
        “Uh-huh,” she grumbles into the pillow. “I’ll make you something in a minute. Just five more minutes and I’ll get up.”
 
        “I’ll do it,” I kiss her shoulder, pull on my boxers and climb out of bed. “Fruit and yogurt?”
 
        “Yeah but no…”
 
        “Kiwi because it makes you constipated… got it.”
 
        “That’s embarrassing, how do you know that?”
 
        I shrug, wink and pad into the room. Marie looks up with a devilish smile on her face from her perch on the sofa. A bowl of colorful cereal in her hands. “So it was one of those dates huh?”
 
        “Shut up,” I laugh and slap her hand away when she pinches my ass on my way passed her. 
 
        Five minutes later I have Loryn’s breakfast and two coffees in my hands and I’m carrying them back through. Marie is still sat on the couch with her legs crossed, her bowl in her hands whilst watching the News. I don’t know why she insists on watching it, she cries when anything major happens which is usually every day. Although she tends to cover up her tears with the excuse, ‘my eyes water a lot in the mornings.’ I’m calling bullshit.
 
    
 
        “Tell Loryn I’ll be in, in five. I really fancy screaming as loud as she did last night,” I ignore her cackling and continue forward. “LUCAAAAAS! OH MY GOD! NO! WAIT… DO THAT AGAIN!” I slam the door which only makes her laugh louder.
 
        Loryn is red faced and humiliated. I just feel a smug sense of male satisfaction. 
 
        “You’re so much sexier when you scream, she just sounds like a hyena giving birth.”
 
        “I heard that!” Marie calls but she’s still cackling.
 
    
 
        Loryn just sighs and snatches the coffee from me, “When do you have to get Amelia?”
 
        “In a couple of hours.”
 
        “Awesome, I’d offer to come with you but we’re opening in two weeks and have a huge shipment coming in today. We need to organize and there’s a problem with two of the sockets that we need to use for straighteners and such.”
 
        I kiss her temple, “No problem. I thought you were going to the shelter like yesterday?”
 
        She shakes her head, “I don’t want to speak to Greg after last night. Maybe when I’m not so pissed off.”
 
        “Yeah,” Inside I’m dancing. Outside I’m pretending to be sad for her.
 
        She laughs, “Don’t pretend to care. I bet you’re laughing on the inside.”
 
        “More like victory dancing.” Yeah, she knows me well. “Did I tell you that I love you?” I say and smile when her breath hitches. “Didn’t think so.” I kiss her lips and suck a tiny splatter of yogurt from the edge of her mouth. “I love you.”
 
        “I love you too.”
 
    
 
        And then I leave her an hour later as she and Marie have important things to be getting on with and I have a daughter to collect.
 
    
 
    
 
        Helen greets me at the door with a huge smile, “Lucas. Sorry I didn’t stay long yesterday.”
 
        She means when she picked Amelia up. They had a movie to see. “Don’t apologize. Has she been good?”
 
        “She’s been fine, although I found her at about eight last night playing on a games console with Wesley.”
 
         “She kicked my ass too,” I hear Wes laugh from somewhere in their humongous house. 
 
         “Yeah, her Uncle Chris is to blame for that.”
 
         “Ah, that’s okay then. I was worried you’d be angry,” I follow her in and to the kitchen where Wesley is sat at the bar using his IPad. “It’s either those bloody consoles or this.”
 
         I laugh and shrug, “I can’t get the hang of them if I’m honest. My eyes go weird after a while.”
 
        “Daddy!” Amelia climbs up me and hugs me tight. “I went to see Monsters Inc.”
 
        “You did?” I smile and kiss her nose. “How was it?”
 
        “Awesome!” Tegan and Bailey announce together. “It was really good.” Now that’s just freaky.
 
        Wesley looks at his kids and blinks before shaking his head on a sigh and looking back at his IPad, “That’s just plain weird. Give them blonde hair and white eyes and we have those freaky children that kill their parents.” I laugh quietly with them, Helen rolls her eyes at us both before ushering the girls out of the room. 
 
        “Lunch?”
 
        I shrug, “As long as I’m not intruding.”
 
        She rolls her eyes again and starts pulling stuff from the refrigerator. 
 
    
 
    
 
        By the time we get home it’s two in the afternoon and I’ve texted Loryn twice with no response. I’ve put it down to the fact she’s busy, we made no official plans for the day. I guess I just kind of hoped that when she was done she’d get in touch. Maybe I’m being a whiny bitch but I have a really bad feeling. I’m probably just scared she’ll change her mind about me. 
 
        When it reaches eight at night I really start to worry. I call her twice but get no answer so I text her again.
 
    
 
   Loryn: Are you getting my texts? I’m worried about you xxx
 
    
 
        I get no response, so I text Marie. She doesn’t respond either. So of course I call Maya and she insists she hasn’t heard from them either. My heart rate skyrockets, no doubt my blood pressure would be off the charts. Something just isn’t right. I just don’t know what.
 
    
 
        Summer tells me I’m being stupid when I call her and ask her to come over. I insist, she relents with a deep sigh and reminds me again how stupid I’m being but when the sun sets I know something is wrong. Even Summer seems worried when she comes in.
 
        “Marie always answers her phone,” because the silly female has it practically glued to her hand. “Jacob hasn’t heard from her since one in the afternoon. Do you think they’ve left their phones at home?”
 
        “Both of them? I’ve tried calling the store but there’s no answer. I’m just going to their flat and the store, if I can’t find them then…” I don’t know what I’ll do. “Call Greg. I know Loryn had plans with him this evening. She cancelled but may have changed her mind and Marie could have joined her.” I’m actually praying for this to be the case but my gut is telling me different.
 
    
 
        The drive is long and torturous, but as soon as I reach their apartment I bang on the entrance door until someone buzzes me in and then proceed to bang on the apartment door. My body becomes clammy with sweat, I feel nauseous. Something is horribly wrong. 
 
        My legs carry me back to my car, I slip in and put my foot to the floor in an attempt to get to the store fast enough. Please be okay, everything is okay. I’m being paranoid, I’m going to find them doing each other’s hair whilst getting drunk on wine. Yep. That’s what I’m going to find.
 
    
 
        The car door echoes in the deserted street. The first thing I notice is the fact the newly installed metal shutters are up and the store is dark. Loryn would never leave that open.
 
    
 
        I slowly creep to the door and try the handle. It easily clicks open and the alarm doesn’t go off. Fuck. I should have brought a baseball bat. My heart begins to hammer in my chest, my palms become sweaty. Something isn’t right.
 
    
 
        “WHERE THE FUCK IS IT?” I jump at the bellowing screech coming from the back room. Dana. I’d know that voice anywhere. 
 
        “I don’t have it!” Loryn, she’s okay. 
 
        What do I do? Is this some kind of feud or is she in real…? SLAM. What the fuck was that? The noise is followed by glass breaking. And then Loryn screams. I don’t waste another second before going in there completely unarmed.
 
        “Lucas!” Loryn gasps. I look her up and down quickly, both she and Marie seem unharmed. Dana is to my right, her hands trembling and gripping a gun, a large man is stood beside her with his own pistol held in steadier hands. “Get out of here!”
 
        I don’t have a chance before Dana turns the gun on me. My hands instantly go up.
 
        “What the fuck is he doing here?” she shrieks at Loryn but her eyes don’t leave me. Red liquid pools around the edge of a changing cubicle. Holy shit. 
 
        Marie remains calm and pressed up against the wall, seemingly unaffected. I meet her eyes, she even smiles a little. Crazy bitch. What’s going on? 
 
        “Dana I told you, I lied to get you safe,” Loryn tries to explain calmly. “I never had the money. I just said I did.”
 
        What’s going on? I just want to go over to the women, make sure they’re okay but that bitch still has the gun trained on me and fuck if I don’t feel like kicking her in the face. Unfortunately she looks too unstable for me to dare make a move, she’d set that thing off by accident at this rate. 
 
        I keep my eyes on the girls, Loryn’s face is pail and shiny with tears. Marie gives me a signal, her eyes slightly widen and then she glances to my left. The beige floor tiles are speckled with the blood of whoever is in that cubicle bleeding to death or… shudder… already dead. Why is she making me look here? But then I see it and quickly look away. I give her a quick blink to show her I know what she’s trying to tell me.
 
        “But I can get it,” Loryn adds. “You know I can. If you need it I’ll give you it like I always do.”
 
        “If I let you go now you’ll call the police,” Dana starts sobbing. “This is so fucked up.”
 
        The huge black haired guy beside her keeps his gun on Marie but finally talks, “Dana. You better sort this shit out right now. There’s no way I’m going to prison for this.”
 
        “What do you expect me to do?” she shouts hysterically and waves her gun at Loryn. “This bitch doesn’t have it! She won’t get it… I’m not stupid!”
 
        The guy nods to me, his eyes deep blue and dangerous looking. He doesn’t notice me edging along the wall to the changing cubicles. 
 
        Dana’s eyes light up, “That’s it. You genius.” He didn’t say anything but she clearly knew what he was saying.
 
        “No, don’t bring him into it. Please.” Loryn begs and her eyes find mine, she mimes the word ‘sorry’ and more tears fall down her cheeks.
 
        “Tell me… how is she going to get the money when all of the banks are shut?” Marie sighs nonchalant as if she’s getting her hair done rather than on the verge of death. 
 
        “Fuck,” Dana hisses, her bubble clearly burst. “Fuck.”
 
    
 
        “Shut the fuck up you stupid bitch,” Loryn shouts at Marie startling us both. “Christ. Will one of you just shut her the fuck up?”
 
        Marie’s mouth drops open, she glares at Loryn, “Way to sell me out buddy.”
 
        “Go fuck yourself. You’ve done nothing but antagonize them since they came in. That guy wouldn’t be dead if you’d kept your damn mouth shut!” Loryn is really distressed. Both Dana’s and the dude’s eyes are on them. Crafty, I sure hope this is for display and Loryn isn’t actually selling Marie out. 
 
        “Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!” Dana pleads and grips her hair with her hands, even the one with the gun in it. “I can’t think.” She’s going through withdrawal, I’ve seen her like this before. Looks like she did unfortunately get back into drugs. There’ll be no compromising with her in this state so I remain quiet hoping they’ll forget I’m here so I can act. If I do anything stupid right now I’ll probably die before I can help the girls and this scares the shit out of me.
 
        “When have you ever been able to think?” Marie snorts and crosses her arms over her chest. 
 
        This is it, this is my chance. I lean down and snatch the cool metal in my hands. Nobody notices. 
 
    
 
        Marie moves and shit it’s fast, she grabs the wrist of the guy, pulls it back and slams her elbow into his nose, he grunts at the same time there’s a cracking noise. Dana shrieks and jumps back when Marie manages to pry the gun from his fingers. He grabs her by the knee, she falls back onto the ground. Loryn gasps and jumps on his back to help Marie. I move, Dana aims, and her shaking hands manage to point at Loryn’s back. I aim and shoot, the fucking gun clicks. Empty barrel. No. 
 
        This must be why I got a second chance, this must be why I survived the crash. So I could save Loryn, right now I’m clinging to that so my daughter forgives me for giving my life for another. Amelia and Loryn are everything to me, I just pray I told them both enough.
 
    
 
   My last thought echoes through my mind as I throw myself in front of the woman I love, I won’t fail this time. I will save her.
 
    
 
   BANG! BANG! BANG! 
 
    
 
   Everything goes black.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Toc364949396]Epilogue
 
   My Name is Loryn
 
    
 
    
 
        Tears shouldn’t soak my face but they do. I promised myself I wouldn’t cry but how can I not? 
 
        Everyone crowds around the deep hole as the Priest says a few words and the coffin is lowered into the ground. My heart breaks with each inch that it sinks. 
 
    
 
    
 
       “Are you okay?” Marie asks softly and wraps her arm around me. I nod and wipe at my eyes. “It’s okay to cry you know.”
 
        I shake my head, “I promised Lucas I wouldn’t.”
 
        She nods and keeps me tucked to her side. We throw the dirt onto the coffin followed by a few roses. My heart continues cracking, my eyes burn and my body tingles with remorse. Maybe there was something I could have done… but I can’t keep letting myself think that. I promised Lucas I wouldn’t. 
 
    
 
   Lucas… he saved my life.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Come on,” Summer says softly.
 
    
 
        Even though I said my goodbyes and made my promises and my peace I’ve still cried. “I need a drink.”
 
        “Yeah,” Marie and I agree at the same time.
 
    
 
        She’s a god damn warrior. Even at gunpoint this woman stayed calm and collected. She battled with a man for a gun for crying out loud. Every chance she got she instructed me on what to do, she knew someone would come and so we made that stupid plan. To argue and distract to give whoever it was the time to grab the gun that Daniel had dropped when his buddy turned on him to run off into the sunset with Dana. They thought I’d bring the hundred thousand dollars they asked for in return for my cousin. I didn’t. Marie had a plan for that too. She was going to grab Dana and run, we had it all mapped out, but then Dana and that asshole turned on Daniel last minute. He’s not dead, even though he got shot four times in the chest by Dana’s fuck buddy, who is now awaiting a sentence. 
 
    
 
        Another wave of tears flow freely down my cheeks and even a sob escapes me. The girls are on me in an instant, soothing me, telling me it’s okay and we’ll get through it. But there’s only one person I want to see, Lucas, and he’s not here. 
 
    
 
        “Are you okay?” Summer asks.
 
        “There’s one more promise I need to make,” I say softly and step away from everyone. “I need a moment.”
 
        “I’ll wait here,” Summer nods to the others to leave, they do, Chris stays by her side. “Thank you,” I mumble weakly and head back in the direction I came. I continue past the fresh grave and follow the path around until I catch sight of the two identical headstones, both heart shaped but one is bigger than the other. 
 
        I stop and kneel before the larger one. “I’ll never try and replace you.” I clear my throat, my voice is a little raspy and my throat is sore. “You’ll always be Lucas’ first love, his wife, the woman he grew up with. You’ll always be Amelia’s mom. I’ll remind her of that every chance I get, I promise. And I’ll look after them both and I’ll love them both until they both decide they don’t want me anymore. Because there’s no way I’ll ever get enough of them. You should be proud, your daughter is a beautiful, strong and amazing little girl. I’m grateful for the chance to be a part of her life. I’m just sorry you’re not here to see it and I’m sorry I never got to meet Annie.” The tiny grave saddens me greatly. Just the thought of a child’s lifeless body in a box in the ground. That poor little girl, to have lost her life so young. I touch the headstone and let the tears fall. My chest aches for Lucas, how it must have felt waking up with no daughter and no memory of how he lost her. I’ve seen his love for Amelia, I’ve experienced the intensity of it and I have no doubt that love was exactly the same as what he had for Annie and to have that ripped away… he’s the bravest man I know.
 
    
 
        With a nod I climb back to my feet and return to Summer and Chris.
 
        “You ready?” Summer asks and links her arm through mine.
 
        “I just need to go home,” I sniff and look at everyone heading to the wake. Maya and James have gone ahead and are probably already by the bar. They really don’t like funerals but they insisted on being here for me. “Can you take me home?”
 
        Chris steps forward then and removes me from Summers’ grasp, “I’ll take her. You guys go and see to everyone.” 
 
        “Thanks Chris,” I sniff and cling onto his arm. He takes me to his car and hands me tissues every five minutes as we drive home. His silence is comforting, he’s not trying to convince me that everything will be okay, he’s just there.
 
    
 
        “Do you need help up? Are you okay?” 
 
        I hug Chris goodbye, “I’ll be fine.”
 
        He nods and watches me head into the apartment building. Time to go home.
 
    
 
    
 
         I step into my bedroom and stand in the doorway. Yep it’s my bedroom now, I finally moved in to Lucas’ apartment. 
 
        “I knew you loved that damn rabbit really,” I snigger and the most gorgeous green eyes I’ve ever seen look straight into mine. He smiles and opens his arms to me, “he just won’t leave me alone.” He nudges Godzilla to the ground.
 
        I climb onto the bed beside him, careful not to knock his leg which is suspended a foot or so off the bed. It’s a horrendous sight but that’s understandable when you get shot in the hip twice. “I cried.”
 
        “I know.”
 
        “I’m sorry, after what she’s done…” he places his finger over my lips and pulls me tighter to him, “baby, don’t. She was still your cousin. You grew up together and whether she was a bitch or not she was still a part of who you are.”
 
        I nod and bury my face in his chest, “Where’s the nurse?”
 
        “She’s in the bathroom. Amelia is in her room. Can you fix her something to eat?”
 
    
 
        “Yeah,” I kiss his jaw and sigh a little when he winces. He’s in pain because he chose to save me. Someone gave their life for mine. It’s surreal. When he told me he loved me of course I believed him… but to the extent that he’d throw himself over me to protect me from bullets, never in a million years could I imagine he felt so strongly for me. How will I ever repay him?
 
    
 
        “You’re thinking about it again…” his tone is warning. I rest my chin on his chest and look up at him. “Stop thinking about it.”
 
        “I’m not thinking about it.”
 
        He smiles and I swear his smile literally oozes sex. I’m not even sure what that means, all I know is that it gets me wet in places I shouldn’t be thinking about now. 
 
        “You’re a terrible liar.”
 
        “I just…?”
 
        “Loryn, I love you. Get that into your head.”
 
        “You almost died.”
 
        He grips my chin with his hand and presses his soft lips to mine. Hmm. Heaven. “But I didn’t.”
 
        “But you could have done.” I shudder at the thought of him on the ground, his eyes closed, his chest rising and falling with each weak breath as blood oozed from twin holes in his side. The bullets almost completely shattered the bone. He now has pins holding it together and a metal brace going down his thigh bone. “Your leg…”
 
        “Will heal.”
 
        “Lucas…”
 
        “Loryn. Forget it, stop thanking me, stop fussing over me.”
 
        “Why’d you do it?”
 
        He chuckles a little, “Why’d I protect you?”
 
        “Yeah. Most people wouldn’t have done.”
 
        “That’s because most people haven’t found their color,” he kisses my forehead and smiles softly, his fingers start tickling my arms softly. “I couldn’t imagine life without you. You’re my color, my girl. I love you even if you come with a little bit of trouble.”
 
    
 
        “Yeah, I love you too, even if you’re a possessive, jealous, male idiot.”
 
    
 
        He holds his hands up in surrender and kisses my forehead before running his fingers through my hair, I love it when he does this. So relaxing. “When I can get out of this bed I’m going to fuck you in that salon and you’re going to call me God again.”
 
        “I didn’t call you God, it was a figure of speech.”
 
        “Such a bad liar.” He bites my nose. His expression suddenly gets thoughtful, when this happens it means he’s about to share something with me so I listen intently, “You are happy right babe? With me and Amelia I mean.”
 
        Am I happy? That’s a good question. I look around the room and notice Amelia lingering in the doorway, I open my arms to her, she smiles and rushes to me. 
 
    
 
       Am I happy? I lost a child and that was hard, it still eats away at me. I lost half of the equipment I need to make a child and that thought makes my chest ache but... I lost Lucas, and then I lost him again and again and Amelia and I’ve never felt more miserable. Not even when my ex screwed me over and ruined my life, not even when my mom vanished time and time again when I was younger. The last time I lost Lucas I thought he was going to die. That was the worst time of my life.
 
        Am I happy? I list things off in my mind, all of my happy moments come to the surface of my memories and there isn’t one moment that doesn’t include Lucas or this little girl right here who is snuggled in my arms. So yes, I can honestly say I am happy. I could very well be the happiest person in the world. For the first half of my life I grew up with a mom that loved me but showed it very little, I was let down time and time again. Bullied and shunned by my own family because of my mom. Now I have this, this group that have accepted me and have shown me love and respect more than anyone else. 
 
        Lucas sacrificed himself to save me. He loves me, I love him. I love Amelia too.
 
    
 
        “I’ve never been happier,” my words come out on a whisper. 
 
    
 
        He sighs and closes his eyes, a peaceful look comes over his features and his body relaxes. “Me too.” 
 
        “Come on, let’s feed you,” I say to Amelia and lift her off my lap.
 
        “And then we can go to the park?” she grins and bounces a little on the spot.
 
        “We’ll see. Go wash your hands and face please.” She darts off without arguing. Such a good kid.
 
    
 
        Lucas remains silent until she leaves. And then… “Can I get a blowjob now?” 
 
        “The doctor said not until he removes the pins from your hip.”
 
        “What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”
 
        “No but it will hurt you!” I slap his chest, he only laughs. “Get some rest.” 
 
        “Stay here with me for a little while?” 
 
        I grin, “Like I’d go anywhere else.” 
 
    
 
        Lucas saved my life, and Marie saved his. If Lucas hadn’t have protected me I’d be dead and if Marie hadn’t shot at Dana over the guys shoulder Lucas would be dead. I don’t blame her for killing my cousin, it was kill or be killed. Dana wasn’t a person I recognized any longer, she was nothing but a shell of the woman she once was. It’s sad really, she was always mean but she never had an easy life. 
 
        We all handle things differently though I suppose. My mom turns to alcohol and runs away after making a hundred promises, I haven’t seen her since the day before I ended up in hospital and Dana turned to drugs.
 
        I turn to the people I love for support but when I didn’t have all of these people I turned to my books and escaped reality until my mind could see nothing but the images that the printed words described. 
 
        We were all worried about Marie over the past few weeks but she’s shown little signs of distress over her actions. Jacob is here and that has helped a lot. Marie really lights up around him. 
 
    
 
        When Lucas seemingly falls asleep I head into the kitchen to make some food and check my phone. I have too many calls and texts to respond to so I throw it back down and grab a bar of candy from the side instead whilst pulling items from the refrigerator.
 
        I smile when I see the unopened packet of pamphlets for Marie’s and my salon and studio. We’ve pushed the date back a few weeks, until Lucas can get out of bed. Only two more weeks and we’ll officially be open for business. How exciting. It’s amazing how different my life is now in comparison to a year ago. I never would have believed that I’d be sat here in the home of the man I love, making lunch for him and his daughter. It makes me feel even worse for Dana, if anyone deserved a happy ending it was her, she had a rough life. I pray that she finds it wherever she is now. 
 
    
 
        I’m sat down at the bar for ten minutes listening to the sausages sizzle under the grill when I get another text through to my phone… from Lucas.
 
    
 
   I open it and blink twice at the short video before me, it’s of Lucas’ hand wrapped around his length pumping away into one of MY socks. After the climax a message flashes across the screen that reads, ‘Look What You Made Me Do.’ I laugh, a lot and it feels good. 
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   Thank you so much for reading, I’d be eternally grateful if you would please leave a review. Good or bad. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   This book is part of the Little Bits series.
 
    
 
   A Little Bit of Crazy (Part One)  
 
   A Little Bit of Us (Part Two)
 
    
 
   A Lit[bookmark: _Toc359349465]tle Bit of Trouble (Lucas’ story)
 
    
 
   A Little Bit of …. (Marie’s Story Coming soon, title undecided)
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   I'm 22 and I’ve been writing since I could hold a pen in my hand! I love to write, it’s my passion, and I never stop.  In fact I love to write so much I have started over one hundred and fifty different books before finally completing my first ever novel 'A Little Bit of Crazy' which I published in May 2013. I was grateful when I received feedback as it helps me be a better writer.
 
    
 
   When I'm not writing, I love spending time with my family and when I get some spare time (not easy with young children!) It’s either reading or listening to music. You won’t find me without a book or my Kindle in my hand. I read whilst I’m cooking, cleaning, talking, walking… you could say reading is my other passion!  
 
    
 
   Although I based my first few books in America I am in fact a British author (I live in the north East of England). I chose to set my books in America as although I love England, I also love all things American and I have read a lot of American novels and as I love a challenge, I decided to write in an American voice! Studying the differences between Britain and America has been fascinating to say the least, even something as simple as remembering our chips are their fries and our crisps are their chips was a challenge! I’m pretty sure you’ll still find some Britishisms in my book and if you do, drop me a line (contact details below) to correct me!
 
    
 
   Thank you for taking the time to read my book. I appreciate any kind of feedback be it good or bad. This has been a huge learning curve for me and I'm happy to receive any advice/criticism...praise?! That you wish to provide. Don’t be shy.
 
   Thank you,
 
   Love Alex 
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   To get in touch with me please use the following.
 
    
 
   https://www.facebook.com/alexandra.murphy.522066
 
    
 
   a.e.murphy@hotmail.com
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   Winter’s Island
 
   by
 
   Lillian MacKenzie Rhine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Saint Angeles
 
   ~~~
 
    
 
   ~ Cay Winters ~
 
    
 
   Stretched out on the back windshield of her Camry somewhere in the desert lands of Arizona, soaking in ultraviolet inspiration, Cay did a small inventory of her life before she moved on to her current plains. Cay Winters was an adventurous 23 year old artist who specialized in sketches and character design. She had spent the last few years of her emerging adulthood venturing to different areas in California, seeking encouragement for new projects. Her last few months were spent traveling over the road from coast to coast, slumming it with strangers, finding refuge with distant relatives, or bunking solo in her early model Camry was her life that thrilled her to no end. Cay not only lived in the moment; she was the moment.
 
   She did not have much in the ways of an anchored home. Her mother, an ambitious painter and singer, allowed her plight to succeed in the all-watchful eye of the  world to swallow her up at a young age. She became an abuser of everything addictive from sex to heroin. These poisons eventually overtook reason to live, causing her to perish due to an overdose when Cay was three years old. Cay never doubted her mother’s love for her, but her resentment was unwavering. Cay refused to mirror the same lifestyle that her mother lived; it was her driving motivation in life. In her mind, her mother was simply another weak woman.
 
   Soon after the death of her mother, Cay was adopted by her mother’s younger sister, Lucinda Winters, who Cay affectionately refers to as Lulu. Her aunt Lulu worked hard gaining all the esteem needed to be a notable estate attorney residing in Los Angeles, California. Cay found her aunt to be her ultimate inspiration based on the fact that Lulu finished college while raising her own son Malcolm plus taking in a stray in Cay. Yes they had nights of Top Ramen and cold cuts, but now Lulu was a partner in one of the largest firms in California.
 
   Even with all that success and wealth available to her, Cay found herself to be a wanderer like her disappointment of a mother. She graduated with honors from a well-respected art institute with the goal of being free like a bird to soar to the highest mountains. Her aunt begged her to stay put in Los Angeles, offering the luxury of her own private studio and loft apartment but those perks did not appeal to Cay’s creed. She believed she was one with the Earth and there was a lot of land undiscovered to her envisioned eyes. With the grace of a ripple in a lake, she kissed Lulu and Malcolm goodbye, leaving to explore her virgin land. This left Lulu so hurt by her absence, using every excuse to contact her, pleading for her return due to one pressing matter or another.
 
   She heard her aunt’s assigned ring-tone blaring for the fifth time that morning disturbing her daydreams of the flatland desert. She wanted badly to avoid the conversation but realized it might be emergent. 
 
   “Hey chica! What’s going on?” Lulu inquired with the spunk of a teenager on homecoming night. 
 
   “Just seeing the sights Lulu.” This was Cay’s typical response. She found that over the years, her family, in particular Lulu, had a silent concern for her well being in which she found it difficult to understand. Why was it so strange to live by the seat of your pants, she constantly wondered.
 
   As Cay leaned back against the warm glass, she fanned her toes in the Phoenix sun. Her aunt remained silent with bated breath waiting on her niece’s response. “What is it Lulu? Is there an emergency or something? I can hear your wheels turning so spit it out.”
 
   Lulu sighed, “Cay I have been calling you for days. Where are you?” Cay knew and loved her aunt dearly; she was her second mom. But Cay was a feather in the wind who hated to be flicked. “Lulu, I am in Phoenix if you must know my exact location.”
 
   “Phoenix? Where in Phoenix?”
 
   “On some dirt road getting inspired by the sunshine melanizing my pores.” 
 
   Another sigh, “Cay? Look, I know you do not like to be disturbed, but I have a request of you. I desperately need a favor.” A warm breeze kissed the peach sundress from the knees of the liberal woman. She found herself distracted, peeking at the spectrum of hues her perspiration beaded upon her breasts.
 
   “Cay?”
 
   “Yes? I heard you. A request.”
 
   “About the request. Your cousin, Malcolm, is starting college a few weeks early this summer.” 
 
   Cay skated her fingertips across her mocha-dipped chest, creating designs like ribbons at play while her aunt muttered on about summer sessions and finances.
 
   “Cay? Pay attention girl,” her aunt exhaled. “You definitely are your mother’s child.”
 
   Cay winced at the mention of her being likened to her mother. Her aunt had a terrible habit of comparing the two. In Cay’s mind, she would never in her natural born life use substances that would alter her unchained presence to creativity. Before she could rebut the vicious comment, her aunt continued, “I’m sorry for the comparison. You know she was not all that bad Cay. She was an artist-.”
 
   “Your request Lulu?” Cay muttered changing the subject, wanting to end the call that was getting out of control.
 
   “Okay, okay, so Malcolm is heading to school in two weeks. The thing is he was accepted to the University of the Virgin Islands for the Marine Biology Program which is great. The problem is the resident facilities were over capacity. The administration took the initiative to reach out to some of the parents, providing information on alternative living arrangements. I was hoping you would be able to take time out of your schedule to accompany Malcolm to Saint Thomas until next school year where he will hopefully be able to live in the dorms.”
 
   Cay sat up, drawing her heels into her rear. Her silken hazelnut locks were dampened from her misted brow. She pushed her newly cut, bob-length waves behind her lobes riddled with metaled piercings. A swirl of dust was serenading the wind in the distance depositing, wisps of heat cooling her exposed thighs as she reflected on the information received.
 
   “University of the Virgin Islands? Where exactly would we be staying again?”
 
   “So I am hoping that is a yes? As far as the location, a liaison from the campus will meet you two at the airport to present your accommodations. You know your cousin loves you and is looking forward to you joining him. Plus, I know you will look after my baby.”
 
   “My car? What about my Camry and my materials?” Cay questioned rubbing on the automobile for effect.
 
   “Just make your way back home and we will talk over the details. Oh, and Cay, thank you for this.”
 
   “Okay Lulu. Give me a day or so to reach Los Angeles.”
 
   Her aunt agreed to the estimated time of her arrival and they disconnected the line. Cay laid her phone down on the weather-worn hood. She fingered the metal curling her lips in a grin. To Cay, her car was her first and only love. She sold a lot of meaningful artwork at low rates in order to buy her Camry from a small family five years prior. Her baby had seen a lot of horizons and sunsets since their union. Cay felt so attached to her car that she refused to let any filthy mechanic molest her mobile companion consequently making her a self-proclaimed grease monkey, willing to get oily to make her baby healthy again. 
 
   With the realization that she needed to get on the road to L.A. soon, she slumped over, resting her head on her knees already exhausted from the trek. “Phoenix, you are a hot son of a bitch. But it’s been real. Time to venture from the desert to the tropics.”
 
   Cay arrived in Los Angeles in record time only stopping to relieve herself and wink at a sunset or two. It had been almost two months since she had left for her explorations, and she was sure that Lulu would take notice of her physical changes. Her thinner, toned body was something unheard of for Cay, but her thickened thighs that she like to think of as her baby fat had disappeared due to all the walking around she was doing. Lulu would have a fit over that, she knew. Lulu would probably sign her up for some type of eating disorder camp; even though, eating was not an issue for Cay who ate like a grown man. But the biggest change to her look, was the long, straight, milk chocolate strands that cascaded down her back was chopped off, shortened to ear length. Cay’s mother had hair that fell to her lower back, so her aunt loved to see the image of Cay growing her hair out which was the reason Cay cut it off as soon as she got out of the city limits on the journey to discover who she was outside of her family.
 
   Just as expected, Lulu was livid, pinching at Cay’s thin thighs, speaking on cooking hefty meals that Cay was sure to devour happily. But the look on her face when she circled Cay to see her hair gone was heartbreaking. Lulu had to excuse herself to her room for a few hours making Cay feel a slight guilt to her motives for relieving herself of someone else’s memory. 
 
   After she gathered herself, Lulu returned to go over the arrangements for the trip. Her aunt had everything prepared exceeding the baseline level of normalcy, because in her eyes money was for the living to live. She spared no expense making cushy arrangements for her only son and wildflower of a niece. Cay got lost in the details itching to get out of the city life. She found it annoying living in the metropolitan city of angels. It just did not speak to her nature. When younger, she would imagine that she was born to a group of Gypsies who stowed her away in a basket, dropping her at her mother’s doorstep.
 
   Her aunt promised that while they were away, she would take Cay’s car for a spin every Saturday to see The Hills - the only place Cay found peace amongst the glitz, noise, and crime of L.A. When it came to packing, Lulu turned her nose up at Cay’s sack of dingy sundresses and pieced together sandals, but Cay refused to leave without her personal items she had collected over the years. It was bad enough she was leaving her codependent metal roommate, moving her to tears with every thought. Knowing Cay’s independent personality, Lulu assured Cay that an adequate vehicle would be provided for her exclusive use in Saint Thomas, lessening the sting of leaving her car behind. After hours of protest, she did agree to the weekly stipend offered as well. Cay was not positive of the quality of drawing materials or their price so she would allocate her allowance to the purchase of an easel, pencils, pads, and a camera.
 
   Leaving Lulu to construct some emails, Cay went to check on her cousin. Malcolm was a brilliant kid, graduating high school one year early as the valedictorian. There was no question in Cay’s mind that she would travel with her pseudo kid brother. Malcolm was just as excited as his mom to be leaving the stateside. He was overjoyed that his big sis was joining him too. Cay and Malcolm talked every single night while she traveled. Him being only a few years her junior fueled their bond even more. They had an agreement that each week she would send him a small trinket from the city she was visiting at the moment in exchange for keeping Lulu off of her back.
 
   Cay stepped in his room to chat, astonished at the sight of poker chips from Vegas, a red cardinal feather from St. Louis, a Statue of Liberty figurine from New York, and many more souvenirs sitting on his bed. “What are you doing with those kiddo?” She asked looking at his pile of novelty items.
 
   Buried deep in his closet, he found the object of his search. Malcolm surfaced from the depths with a Louis Vuitton carry-on bag. “Oh. Those? I am taking them with me. Found this bag just big enough. I do not plan on checking those bad boys at baggage claim just for them to be ruined on the flight over.”
 
   Cay laughed at his notion. “Kiddo, you should leave those here in L.A. In your room.”
 
   “Are you psycho. I am not leaving these. My most valuable possessions? Um, no,” he argued.
 
   “A shot glass from Atlantic City is not really a thing of value.”
 
   “It is to me,” he said shaking his head at her.
 
   “Since these things are so important, why take them? Leave them here kiddo for your mom to look after and clean like the mad woman that she is. You see I am not taking my car, and if I can leave the Camry, you can leave these treasures.”
 
   “These things, Cay, are part of me. I like to look at them everyday. They remind me of you.”
 
   “Aw kiddo. I know you miss me and all that, but remember I will be there everyday with you. Okay? So the reminders will remain here. You can pack the real Cay away in your luggage. It might save some money on airfare.” She joked expanding her arms out welcoming Malcolm into an embrace. He chuckled hugging her back, “Save money on a ticket? You know how much mom likes to spend cash. I saw her adding photocopies of the travel receipts to the family album.”
 
   Cay held her cousin at arm’s length, “Seriously?” 
 
   He nodded ‘yes’, and they both fell out laughing.
 
   “I know you both are not laughing at my expense.”
 
   The two jokesters turned to see Lulu standing in the doorway. “Well it depends on if Malcolm’s last statement was true. So, Lulu, did you truly photocopy the travel arrangement receipts and affix them into the photo album,” Cay inquired.
 
   Lulu shook her head, shooting a glance of death in Malcolm’s direction. “Hell yes I copied those receipts. Those tickets cost a pretty penny and you cannot blame me for being proud of the fact that I can afford the cost.” Cay reached out a hand for Lulu to take. “Lulu, it has been ages since we were financially destitute. You have sent us on plenty of trips before with no problem.”
 
   Looking into Cay’s eyes, she kissed her niece’s brow. There was a time where Lucinda Winters was on the bus line with a rambunctious five year old and a newborn, heading to drop them at daycare while she attended class or worked as a legal aid. “I know we have been well off for quite some time, but this trip represents a milestone of my babies growing up and leaving my nest.” Her eyes glistened with tears. 
 
   “Oh mom, don’t cry. Cay and I will both promise to do well by you. And, as a bonus, Cay promises to provide daily video conference updates. So no worries.”
 
   Cay nudged Malcolm in the side. “I will most definitely call you every night with a video chat every two weeks. It is important for Malcolm to cut the cord and find his independence don’t you agree?” Lulu smiled and nodded.
 
   “Speaking of cords, Cay may I talk with you alone for a second?”
 
   The two left Malcolm to finish his packing while they chatted over ginger tea. Lulu swooped her salt and pepper hair back into a clip, sitting down at the oak kitchen table. Cay blew the steam from her mug, “So what’s up?” 
 
   “I want to let you know that I am upset that you cut your pretty hair. We had been doing a lot to it over the years to keep it long and healthy.” Cay could see the disappointment in her eyes, but she did not understand the issue of keeping her hair long. It was hot and she wanted to cut it off, so she did just that.
 
   “It is just hair Lulu; it will grow back. Is that what you wanted to talk to me about?” Cay said with an almost flippant tone.
 
   “Well, I want to thank you again for going with Malcolm to Saint Thomas. You know he is still impressionable, and it might be a little overwhelming for him being so far away from family.”
 
   “He will do fine Lulu. He might not have many street smarts, but kiddo is mature beyond his years. I know you want to mommy him forever but he has worked hard to have his pick in life.”
 
   “I know and I appreciate your words of insight. But I want to talk to you about your mother - my sister.” Cay rolled her eyes needing a strategy for ending the conversation. “Now don’t you roll your eyes at me little girl.” Cay knew then, there was no way out of the discussion. Lulu continued on, “Since you guys are leaving the city for so long, and you have been on the road for months, I think it is important that you visit your mom before you go.”
 
   Cay gasped, “Visit my mom? You always talk about her as if she is alive. She is dead Lulu. Dead. I have not been to her burial plot since the funeral, and I planned on keeping that tradition. It just isn’t my thing.”
 
   With a direct tone, Lulu stated, “I am well aware that you have never visited her. And yes I talk as if she is alive because she lives in my heart. I remember my sister singing to me as a child, braiding up my hair, making iron-grilled cheese sandwiches with tomato soup. But I also remember seeing her strung out, riding around with different men, stealing. But you have to know while my mother - your grandmother - slaved away cleaning homes at night and teaching third graders during the day to put food on the table, my big sister was my parental figure. I owe a lot of my accomplishments to her raising me. When she had you, she was such a compassionate mother even being addicted to the fast life. I am not asking you but telling you to visit her and that’s the end of it.” Cay watched Lulu collect her mug, kiss her on the forehead and leave the kitchen. Cay released all the tension she was holding in her neck, sinking down into her chair. 
 
   She turned in for the night soon after the talk with Lulu. Cay planned on getting a few maintenance items for her car early in the morning; then, she would venture to the cemetery after lunch. 
 
   That night Cay dreamed of a little girl running in a field of marigolds, laughing and playing with an adult male and female. The interesting part was the two adults had no faces; they were blurred. The faceless expressions did not take away from the child’s glee and peaceful joy though.
 
   The next morning after Cay finished her errands, she drove in a trance to the grounds where her mother’s plot was, parking on the road just a few feet off from the site. Her sunglasses formed almost a barrier between her and the inevitable. Even though she had not seen the site since childhood, oddly enough she remembered the exact location. The sight of the deceased woman’s name ‘Jasmine Nicole Winters’ made her face twitch. Cay looked away shutting out the surfacing feelings she had bottled away for decades. 
 
   Needing to regain a sound mind, she spotted a grove of trees nearby with a bench underneath for her to gather her thoughts. She gazed at her mother’s final resting place with fire coursing through her veins. She hated her so much for being the shell of a dream with blank insides. They were nothing alike she thought. Cay was filled with so much anger, dripping like acid, that she did not notice the breeze stirring around her.
 
   Her mother’s gravesite was the last place she wanted to be in the world. The thought of being so close in proximity made her stomach tighten, fueled with hatred. The faint breeze became stronger and cooler, finding its way to her spine, sending chills down her arms. She was not one to believe in spirits, but she glared at the tombstone wondering if she aroused the dead. Not waiting to receive an answer to her morbid question, she rose, walking briskly to her car. It was something about the touch of the coolness that let her know that it might have been deliberately created for her acknowledgement. Slamming her car door shut, Cay took one last look at the site refusing to ever return. No matter the guilt trip her aunt placed on her, no matter the threat, Cay was not going to enter through those iron gates again.
 
   When she arrived home her aunt could not part her lips to talk about Cay’s day before Cay stalked down the hallway slamming and locking her bedroom door. She was not one to scare easily, but it was something about feeling her mother’s presence that made her uneasy inside. That evening Cay did not eat dinner, choosing to go to bed early resting up for the long flight in a couple of days. The next morning she woke up relaxed and subdued having yet another dream filled with a child running in a field of flowers.
 
   Over the next day Cay finished packing with the day of the departure arriving in a flash. She had been distracted for the good part of her brief stay in Los Angeles but the move to Saint Thomas was an intriguing welcome. Her skin prickled with goosebumps tantalized by the thought of interesting adventures in new haunts. Of course Cay would never know that her whimsical premonition would soon bite her in the ass, literally.
 
   ~~~
 
    
 
    ~ William Gatling ~
 
    
 
   William flanked himself on the roof of his home thinking on his current situation. His routine was to complete the same reflection of his life everyday for an hour since he was a child. He thought of how his mother would scream at him to get off the top of the house, but he could not help but to wake up every morning during the early A.M. hours to scale the wall of his domain, greeting the dawn light. William always found pleasure in the contradictory habit of what ignorant persons believed of creatures like him. Lately, after laying in the confines of a humid bedroom with numerous willing victims and supporters to his habits, he yearned to feel the expanse of the pre-dawn air sweep the beads of sweat from his reclining form while the golden ball spied through the trees. Tropical flight patterns ready for retreat, dew drenched leaves called to him every morning. He was a lethal creature of beauty absorbing every nanometer of his enthralled environment.
 
   “Hey. Are you returning to bed?” An angelic voice sang in the distance. Just another nuisance that he drew in to play around with then discard.
 
   The fiery star continued to rise creating new forming patterns on his bare chest. He yawned reaching his hands above his head releasing every tense fiber of his being. Boredom was an unwelcome roommate and it was time for an eviction.
 
   “William?” Again sang the angel. He uprighted himself, shaken from something hitting him like a ton of bricks. A revelation had changed his course. A scent of something sweet, something new, not of his norm was on the horizon and it gave way to tingles over his body.
 
   “William?” Nuisances made his skin crawl and that was the last thing he needed before his desire would behold his presence. It was time to answer the bad taste that she put into his mouth.
 
   “Gather your things and leave please. I am done with your services.” Even though his baritone utterance was direct, he knew suspicion and confusion would soon follow.
 
   “Why would I leave? Are you kicking me out? I thought we had a connection. William?” She was a whining little speck.
 
   “I am about done with my morning meditation. There is coffee on the stove but you must leave before I return inside.” Before she could respond, he continued, “No arguments are needed. I am sure you are a thing of gloriousness and I am grateful for your time, but I have received what I needed and I am done with your offerings.” With that final statement he closed himself off to all human words only listening to nature calls and looking to the north. Something had his hairs standing on end and he was ready for her soul to dance with his.
 
   Shaking off his excitement, William dropped down from his area of deep thought. He felt refreshed with the soil soft under his feet from a rain bath that happened a few days prior. The softness of the earth always made William feel alive and one with nature. He had an obsession with wet things like the ocean, the mud, and women, but soon his obsession would be focused on something of more importance. Her.
 
   His overnight guest was wise to follow his instructions because he was not in the mood to repeat himself. William under most days was a mild-mannered man who found positivity in every situation. But of late, he was on edge with agitation. He did not know how to remedy his annoyance with his living habits but if something did not change and soon things would make a dire turn for the worse. William retrieved a mug of coffee heading to his room to start his day. He had to prepare like an animal answering a mating call. The shift in flow was approaching and it was exactly what he needed to survive. This gift would surpass all the nourishment he could ever fit in his body at one time, because his fulfilment would be due to other important substances.
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