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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance, for
the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. And because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job, and a family
I love spending time with, at this time, I’m afraid it would be
very hard for me to maintain a multitude of social media sites.
However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social
media coordinates:

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


 Email

 


 


Newsletter


Dedication

 For Amy
(who emailed me requesting Vicky’s story) –

You’ll never know what it meant to me to read your
email. To know that someone enjoyed my book so much that they felt
compelled to personally contact me means so, so much! I know I’m
not the best writer (editor, proofreader, storyteller, publisher)
out there, but your email made me feel like one. Thank you
for all your kind words and I hope I
did this story justice in your eyes.


Prologue


Victoria – (Five-Years-Old)~

I don’t like the boy.

The boy with the black hair always looks
mean. He looks mean, but he’s very pretty for a boy. He has black
hair and crazy green eyes. I’ve never seen green eyes before. I’ve
seen brown eyes. I’ve seen blue eyes. I’ve even seen dark black
eyes.

But never green ones.

I’m still sitting in the reading circle
because Miss Julie let me have one more book to read when she
picked up all the other books. I like books. I couldn’t read very
well yet because school just started, but I love all the stories
Miss Julie reads from the books.

I like make-believe.

I saw my new friend, Fiona, grabbing the
crayons and color books and I felt funny watching her walk over to
the black-haired boy.

I don’t think he’s nice.

Fiona’s nice. She’s really pretty, too. She
has dark brown hair and nice brown eyes. My mom would call them
kind eyes. She said I should make friends with kids who have kind
eyes and nice smiles. She told me to stay away from the mean
kids.

But how can I stay away from the mean kids
if my new friend, Fiona, is going to be friends with them? If
they’re her friends, then that means they’re my friends, too,
right?

I set my book down and watched as Fiona
placed the crayons and books in front of the mean boy. Miss Julie
said his name was Damien, but I called him Mean Boy in my head.
Maybe he wasn’t mean, but he didn’t play with us during recess and
playtime. Maybe he’s shy. Momma says sometimes when people don’t
talk to you it’s because they’re shy.

Watching Fiona trying to color with him made
me want to try to be his friend, too. He was just shy. That’s all.
He was just shy.

But then when I saw him walking away from
Fiona, leaving her alone with the crayon bucket and color books, I
ran over to where she was because I could see her body shaking.
When my body shook it was because I was laughing or crying, and I
didn’t think Mean Boy made her laugh.

Fiona was on her knees, gathering the color
books when I got to her. I got on my knees to help her when I heard
her say, “Stupid boy.”

“Fiona…”

She looked up at me and I could see she was
crying. “Why did he have to be so mean to me?”

Daddy always tells me I’m not supposed to
fight with people because fighting is wrong. But, right now, I
wanted to beat up the mean boy for making my best friend cry. “What
did he say?”

“I told him I wanted to be his friend, and
he said he didn’t like me because I made him feel weird,” she
cried.

“How do you make him feel weird?” I’ve never
had someone tell me that before, so I didn’t understand what that
meant.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But he said I
make him feel like the bad guys on Halloween. Do you think that
means he thinks I’m ugly?”

No way.

No way was Fiona ugly. She was so pretty
with her hair like the chocolate bars Momma says I can’t eat before
dinner. Fiona was pretty. She doesn’t have ugly orange hair with
freckles the way I do.

“You’re not ugly, Fiona,” I told her. “He’s
just dumb.”

We stood up together, and she had the bucket
of crayons while I had all the coloring books. “If I’m not ugly,
then why doesn’t he want to be my friend?”

I was sad.

I was sad because I didn’t have an answer
for her. I didn’t know why Damien didn’t want to be her friend. “Do
you want me to push him off the swing at recess?” I couldn’t make
him be friends with her, but I could show him that he’s not
nice.

Fiona shook her head. “No,” she said. “I
don’t want you to get in trouble with Miss Julie.”

I shook my head. “I won’t get caught. I
promise.”

“Maybe if he’s mean to me again, okay?”

I nodded. Hopefully, he’s not mean to her
anymore.


Chapter 1


Jerks!

 


Victoria –
(Ten-Years-Old)~

The second that I spotted Damien blocking Fiona’s
path, I started running.

She saw me and smiled, but I had those
butterflies in my tummy whenever I saw Damien around her.

Ever since kindergarten, Damien Greystone
has made it his personal mission to be mean to Fiona, and we didn’t
know why. It didn’t matter, though. There was no excuse for how
mean he was to Fiona.

I was almost to her when I watched in horror
as Damien pulled a blue bag out of her arms.

What a jerk!

And his stupid friends just stood there and
let him. I’ve never seen William Creston or Jake Everol be mean to
Fiona, but they never stopped Damien from being mean to her, so
that made them jerks in my book.

I got there just in time to hear Fiona beg,
“Damien, pl…please, give me back my bag. Please.” Her eyes
already filled with tears.

Damien looked at his friends. “Awe…she wants
her bag back. What do you guys think? Should I give her the
bag?”

I was so mad. “I’m going to tell the teacher
if you don’t give Fiona back her bag, Damien!” I yelled at him. I
knew he was scary, but I wasn’t going to let him pick on Fiona
without a fight.

Damien gave me the ugliest look. He looked
at me like I wasn’t good enough to even be talking to him. “Sure
thing, Vicky.”

I watched in horror as Fiona reached out to
grab her bag, but at the same time, Damien took both his hands and
tugged down the seams of the bag, ripping it in half. “That’s what
happens when your mom buys you cheap things, Halloween. They fall
apart.”

The bell for class rang and everyone around
us scattered to get to class while I stood there watching Fiona
crying over her ruined bag.

I wrapped my arm around her and wished I
could take it all away. “I’m sorry, Fee,” I said. “He’s such a
jerk.”

“I just don’t understand why, Vee,” she said
crying. “What did I ever do to him? And what did I ever do to Will
and Jake that…that they don’t care that Damien’s mean to me?”

I let my arm drop and walked around to look
at her sad face. “William Creston and Jake Everol are jerks, Fiona,
just like Damien. And jerks don’t need a reason to be mean to
people. They do it because they’re-”

“-jerks. I get it,” she mumbled.

We stood there not worrying about class when
I finally asked, “What was the blue bag for?”

Her eyes were still watery, but she had
stopped crying. “My mom bought me a new art bag, and I was so
excited to show you, I forgot to look out for Damien.”

That sucked.

“Maybe…maybe, she can-”

Fiona began shaking her head. “No, Vee. I
don’t want my mom to know about the bag.”

“What are you going to do when she asks
about it?”

“I’ll just tell her I’m saving it in my
locker, so I don’t lose it on the bus.” She looked up at me hopeful
that her lie was a believable one. “I...I think she’ll believe me,
right?”

I wrapped her arm in mine and walked us
towards our classroom. “I think you should tell on Damien,” I told
her. “He shouldn’t be able to treat you like this. It’s bullying,
and we’re not supposed to bully people. The teachers say so.”

“Look how he treats me when I’ve never done
anything to him, Vee,” she yelped. “Can you imagine what he’d do to
me if I did get him in trouble?”

She had a point.

We got to class without another word about
Damien, but I couldn’t just let it go. Fiona was a good person. I
was not going to let them treat her this way.

At lunch, I had told Fiona to meet me in the
library during last recess because I wanted to show her an art book
that I had discovered last week. That part was true, but I also
wanted to help my friend.

I waited near the backside of the cafeteria
where the basketball courts were because I knew Damien and Jake
liked to hang out on the benches, but Will liked to play
basketball. He always played it during one of our recesses and I
didn’t see him playing during this morning’s recess, so I knew he’d
be playing during this one.

There’s no way I’d talk to him in front of
Damien.

Will came around the corner and I grabbed
his arm, then yanked him behind the cafeteria. “What the-”

He was standing in front of me, his words
cut off by his surprise at seeing me. I put my hands on my hips
like my mom does when she’s yelling at me and said, “You better
listen to me, Will Creston, or…or, or I don’t know what, but you
better tell Damien to leave Fiona alone.”

Will leaned back on his feet and gave me an
ugly smile. He twirled the basketball in his hands. “What Damien
does with Fiona is none of my business.”

What. A. Jerk.

“How can you say that?” He was making me so
mad. “How can you just stand there and let him be mean to her? What
has Fiona ever done to you?”

“What did she do to make Damien hate her?”
he asked me. “She must have done something to make him hate
her.”

Where me, Fiona, and Damien have been going
to school together since kindergarten, William Creston had moved to
Smithtown two years ago. Jake Everol moved here this summer, and he
made friends with Damien and Will during football sign-ups. Now
they were Damien’s jerk friends.

“She’s never done anything to him,” I
answered. “Tell him to quit being mean to her.”

“I’m friends with Damien, not Fiona,” he
said.

I could see Will wasn’t going to help me. He
really didn’t care if Damien was mean to Fiona or not. As long as
he got to be popular like Damien, he didn’t care. “You’re such a
jerk, William Creston!”

I moved to march past him when he said,
“Hey, Vicky?”

I stopped at looked at him. “What?”

He stepped towards me until we were really,
really close. I wasn’t tall for a girl, and Will was way taller
than me, so he had to look down at me as he said, “Leave Damien and
Fiona alone, Vicky.” He said it like he was telling me a big
secret. “Damien…well, Dame won’t like it if you cause problems for
them.”

My eyes got big like they did when I was
surprised. “I’m not causing problem for them. I’m trying to get him
to leave my friend alone.”

Will shook his head. “Leave it alone,
Vicky,” he said again before he took off towards the basketball
courts.

I wanted to run after him, but I knew it
wouldn’t do me any good. He was right. Damien was his friend, not
Fiona.

I ran towards the library, and as soon as I
got inside, I saw Fiona waiting at one of the tables for me. I
looked at my friend and felt sad for her.

Bad things shouldn’t happen to good
people.

Her pretty face looked up, and when she
noticed me, she started waving her arm for me to go over there. I
smiled and quietly made my way through the library. When I reached
the table, I sat down. “Hey,” I whispered.

“Hey,” she whispered back. “Everything
okay?”

I wanted to tell her about talking to Will,
but I didn’t want to make her feel bad because I hadn’t fixed
anything. “Yeah,” I said. “I just had to stop and go pee really
quick.”

Fiona smiled, and I wanted to beat up Damien
Greystone. Only, this time, I wanted to beat up Will Creston and
Jake Everol up, too.

“So, do you want to show me the book?” she
asked.

I nodded. “How about we check it out for the
weekend?” I liked drawing and making up things, but Fiona was the
one who really knew how to draw. I loved all her pictures. “I can
ask Momma if you can stay the night Friday, and we can use the book
to help draw new things.”

Fiona looked excited and that’s when I knew
what I had to do as her best friend. I couldn’t stop the boys from
being mean to her, but I could try to make her happy every time
they made her cry, right? If I could make her laugh…well, then, she
could forget all about stupid Damien Greystone.

“Oh, that sounds like fun,” she
whisper-yelled. “When I go home on Saturday, I could even pretend
to my mom that I left my art bag at your house. I could tell her
that I’m keeping it there for when I stay the night at your
house.”

And just like that, I was mad at Damien,
Will, and Jake all over again.

But I had to make my friend laugh. I
couldn’t let those jerks make her sad. “That sounds like a great
idea, Fee,” I said. “She’ll never know and…and maybe we can save up
our allowance money to buy you a new one.” I didn’t get a big
allowance because I didn’t do a lot of chores, but I would start
now.

For my friend.


Chapter 2

 It was just a
dance.

 


Victoria –
(Thirteen-Years-Old)~

I was so nervous.

I was trying to act cool, but this was our
first dance, and I was fairly sure Tommy Granger was going to ask
me to be his girlfriend tonight.

After Christmas break, he started talking to
me more, walking me to my classes, things like that. We even texted
after school sometimes.

He was also extremely cute and tall. I was
only five-foot-two, so to me he was tall. He was blonde with blue
eyes, and he was just so cute. He was really smart and played
football. And I’ve seen him play soccer, sometimes, when he wasn’t
playing football.

“How do I look?” I asked Fiona for the
bazillionth time. I was really nervous about possibly having my
first real boyfriend.

“You look gorgeous, Vee,” she said, but I
knew she’d say that, even if I looked bad. She was my best friend;
she had to say things like that.

Fiona and I were the same height, but while
she had beautiful chocolate-colored hair with bright brown eyes, I
had dark red hair. My mom called it auburn, but I called it red.
And with my hazel eyes and freckles, I was officially a Ginger, no
matter how much Fiona said I wasn’t.

I played soccer and basketball which kept me
skinny, but I secretly wished I had the neat boobs Fiona already
had. Fiona looked like a pretty girl while I looked like a Ginger
tomboy.

I even tried to dress girly tonight. I
picked a green summer dress with tan strap-wrapping sandals. My red
hair was loose around my shoulders, but I didn’t have any makeup
on. My mom said I couldn’t wear any yet. I had to wait at least one
more year.

Fiona was dressed in a light blue,
short-sleeved blouse that fit loosely around her body. I think she
did it to hide her shape, even though she didn’t need to. She had
matched it to a light pair of jeans and a pair of sneakers. Her
hair was up in a fancy clip with loose curls all around. She wasn’t
allowed to wear makeup either, but she didn’t need it. Fiona didn’t
have freckles she needed to hide.

We picked one of the tables closest to the
gym exit. It was close to the restrooms and not right up next to
the DJ. Sarah and Juanita were sitting with us, and they were both
nice girls, so I knew we were going to have a good time.

“What’s wrong, Vee?” Fiona asked, so only I
could hear her.

I leaned into her. “I think Tommy might try
to kiss me tonight.”

Her eyes widened. Fiona knew if he did kiss
me that it would be my very first kiss “Oh, my God, what makes you
think that?”

I shrugged my shoulder. “I don’t know. It’s
just a feeling. He’s been getting more affectionate lately. I don’t
know.” And I really wasn’t sure. Maybe he wasn’t going to kiss me
tonight, and I was just feeling hopeful. It would be my first
kiss.

We were thirteen-years-old and neither of us
have had a boyfriend yet. Boys talked to me, but it only ever
seemed like friends. No boys ever spoke to Fiona though, and I
couldn’t understand why. Fiona was so pretty, and she just kept
getting prettier the older we got.

And now she had boobs.

Why wouldn’t the boys want to talk to
her?

“Wow. That’s just…wow,” she said
surprised.

“I’m so anxious, Fee,” I admitted. “What if
I’m a bad kisser? Or what if it’s a boring first kiss? Ugh.”
I couldn’t believe how nervous I was.

“No way, Vee. You’re going to be an awesome
kisser. You’re good at everything you do, this will be no
different.” She reached over and squeezed my arm. “I promise.”

I was about to make her promise me again
when a shadow covered our table. We both looked up to see Phillip
Jansen standing next to Fiona’s chair. “Hey, Fiona,” he said, then
darted a look over at me. “Vic.”

Phillip had always been nice to us, but
sometimes he came across as too serious. He needed to loosen up in
my opinion. “Hey, Phillip,” Fiona said.

He started tapping his feet like he was
nervous or something. “Yeah, I was just…uh, wondering if you’d like
to dance, Fee?”

I could see Fiona start to panic. Well,
maybe not panic, so much as I’d bet that she was surprised. No boys
ever spoke to her, so I bet she was feeling nervous that Phillip
asked her to dance. Phillip was a cutie, too. I’d dance with him if
he asked.

She was just staring at him like a weirdo,
so I kicked her under the table and gave her a look. She jumped up
and took his hand. “Yes…uh, yeah…yup. I mean…” Yep, she was
panicking. “Yes, Phillip, I’d love to dance with you.”

I had the biggest smile on my face as I
watched my best friend walking out onto the dance floor for her
very first dance. I knew once Phillip got to know her, he’d want to
be her boyfriend. I mean, I knew it was just a dance, but if he
took the time to get to know Fiona, he’d fall in love with her. She
was such a beautiful person, inside and out.

“Hey, Vicky.”

I looked away from the dance floor and up
into the cute face of Tommy Granger.

Oh, my God.

He looked so cute in his green button-up
shirt with dark blue jeans. Tonight, he wasn’t wearing his baseball
cap like he always did. No. He looked like he styled his blonde
hair to look nice and neat. I even noticed his dark sneakers;
that’s how bad I was crushing on him.

“Hey, Tommy,” I greeted back. “Ho…have you
been here long?” Ugh. I was stuttering.

“Not long,” he replied. “Can I sit down?” I
nodded, and he said hi to Juanita and Sarah as he took a seat. “How
long have you been here?”

I shrugged a shoulder, trying to act cool.
“Not long,” I answered, too.

His swiveled around. “Where’s Fiona?”

“Dancing with Phillip Jansen,” I said, a
huge smile on my face.

Tommy looked behind him and his brows
snapped inward. “Uh, Vicky…”

I turned in my chair just in time to see
Damien Greystone dragging Fiona out of the gym. Tommy forgotten, I
jumped up out of my seat and ran across the dance floor. It was the
first time I’ve ever seen Damien put his hands on Fiona, and I was
not having it.

Halfway across the dance floor, I was
suddenly grabbed around my waist and yanked towards the back of the
bleachers. Once I was underneath the bleachers, I went full-blown
ninja. I started kicking and punching and giving my captor
everything that I had. I didn’t care if I was wearing a dress.

“Goddamn it, would you stop?!”

I knew that voice.

“Get your hands off me, William Creston, or
I swear I will kick you in your nuts!”

“Jesus, Stems, calm the hell down,” he
muttered.

I stopped struggling, but I was still mad as
hell. “Where is he taking her, Will?”

Even though I stopped struggling, he hadn’t
let go of me completely. He had his hand wrapped around my arm,
pinning me against the wall. His intense brown eyes stared me down.
“She shouldn’t have been dancing with Phillip, Vicky,” he said, and
I had no clue what the heck he meant by that.

“Fiona can dance with whoever she wants,
Will,” I argued.

Will shook his head. “No, she can’t,
Vee.”

My eyes narrowed. “Don’t call me Vee,” I
spat. “We’re not friends, Will.”

He pressed his lips together and I knew he
was trying to hold on to his temper, but I didn’t care. I was too
worried about Fiona to care about whether or not Will Creston was
mad at me. “Look, Stems,” he started, “friends or not, if you go
after Fiona right now while Damien is pissed, it’s not going to end
well for you.”

“Why is he pissed?” I asked. “He can’t stand
her, Will. Why does he care if she’s dancing with someone or
not?”

Will shook his head again. “I can’t answer
that, Vicky. All I know is there’s no rhyme or reason where those
two are concerned. I’m just trying to keep you from making a big
mistake.” He shrugged a shoulder. “Besides, Damien won’t hurt
her.”

I laughed. “What are you talking about? He
hurts her all the damn time.”

“I mean, physically, hurt her,” he
clarified.

“Let me go,” I said through my clenched
teeth.

“If you-”

I didn’t let him finish. I had to make him
believe I wouldn’t go after Fiona. “I need to get back to Tommy,” I
told him.

I saw a small tick in his jaw. His eyes
narrowed. “Tommy Granger?” I nodded. “Stay away from Tommy, Stems.
He’s not a good dude.”

“Takes a jerk to know a jerk, is that it?” I
didn’t wait around for his answer. I shook his hand off my arm and
went looking for Fiona.


Chapter 3

 Why does this remind me of the dance?

 


Victoria –
(Sixteen-Years-Old)~

I knew this party was a bad idea. I also knew the
only reason Fiona came with me tonight was because she knew how
hard I was crushing on Ben Lester.

Fiona and I rarely attended any school
parties because we both knew there’d be a good chance Damien and
his brood would be there. His bullying hadn’t eased up in all these
years, so there was no telling what he’d get up to if he ran into
Fiona at an unchaperoned party. Normally, I never would have asked
her to come to this party with me, but I really liked Ben and I had
heard that Damien wasn’t going to be here. Ryland Oberman didn’t
run around with Damien, so it made sense that he wouldn’t be
here.

I looked over at Fiona, and she looked like
she wanted to throw up. “Are you sure you’re okay with being here,
Fee?”

She waved away my concerns. “Yeah, Vee.
We’re juniors in high school. We need to start doing things like
this more often.”

I grabbed her arms and jumped up and down
using them as leverage. I was so glad that she was willing to try,
even if I knew it was causing her some serious anxiety. “Yay! Let’s
mingle and see if he’s here yet.”

We wandered through the house, stopping here
and there to talk to the few people we knew. Sure, I had the hots
for Ben, but I didn’t want to seem uber desperate for his
attentions. But once we made it through the house and to the
backyard, I saw Ben hanging out by the pool with a few friends.

Suddenly, I felt nervous. I had Ben in a few
of my classes, so it wasn’t like we’ve never spoken. But lately,
he’s been overly familiar, giving me hope that he’s interested in a
little bit more than just casual friendship. “Okay, he’s here.
Let’s go over and talk to him.”

Fiona gave me a sly smile. “You go ahead. I
need to find a bathroom in this place.”

I eyed her. She was saying all the right
things, but I knew she had to be feeling out of sorts. Even if
Damien wasn’t in the picture, we didn’t go to parties. Of course,
she’d be a little anxious. “Are you sure? We can find the bathroom
first, and then go talk to Ben.”

She shook her head. “I’ll be fine, Vee,” she
said, smacking me on my ass. “Go get your man.”

I hesitated for a few seconds, but if Fiona
really wasn’t nervous about being here, well, then, I didn’t want
to start making her feel nervous with my paranoia.

After finally choosing to believe her, I
headed over to where Ben and his friends were and did my best to
act like I wasn’t a stage-five clinger and stalking him at Ryland’s
party. “Hey, Ben,” I said when I stopped right in front of him. And
then remembering that I was trying to ditch the stage-five clinger
look, I looked over at his friends and said hello to them, too.
“Hey, Charles, Brett. Hi, Ellen.”

Everyone said hello back, but I wasn’t
really paying attention to everyone else. My mind was too consumed
with the smile that broke out on Ben’s face. The fact that the
turned from his friends to face me had me convinced we were going
to date, get married, and have a million little babies. “Hey,
Vicky.”

Now, while Ben was cute and popular, he
wasn’t in Damien’s league as far as looks went. Damien Greystone,
Will Creston, Jake Everol, Earl Ming, and Darius Holmes ruled the
school. They were top classmen, top athletes, and top ladies’ men.
While they were all pricks, no one could deny they were a
hot-looking group of pricks.

Ben, on the other hand, played soccer (a
sport I still played), was in drama, and volunteered a lot for his
electives. He was smart, charming, and cute. He wore his brown hair
loose around his neck, but never did those awful man-bun things.
His hair was always down underneath his baseball caps. He had blue
eyes that made me forget how to speak sometimes. He wasn’t very
tall compared to the other boys in our class, but he was taller
than I was, so that was good enough for me.

“Did you just get here?” Ellen asked. She
was a pretty blonde who never had a bad thing to say about
anyone.

“Yeah,” I told her. “We got here just a few
minutes ago.”

Charles chuckled. “I was just about to ask
where Fiona was. You two are never apart.”

I smiled. He wasn’t lying. “She had to run
to the restroom really quick.”

Ben bit his bottom lip. “Just so you know,
Vicky, Damien and his crew are here.”

“Shit,” I mumbled.

“Shit is right,” Brett agreed. “If Damien
finds out Fiona is here, it won’t be pretty.”

It was so crazy how everyone knew how
fixated Damien was on Fiona, yet no one helped her when he was
torturing her. They all just stood back and let him do his thing.
Some people argued that Damien was crazy in love with her while
others argued he was simply crazy. “Maybe I should-”

We all turned our heads towards the
direction of the house when we heard someone scream out
‘fight’.

Fiona.

Ignoring my unchecked teenage lust for Ben,
I took off running towards the house. I knew there’d be no way
Fiona was actually engaging in a fistfight, but I still didn’t like
the idea of something like a fight going down and she was in the
house without me. Fiona wasn’t weak, she was just cautious.
Unfortunately, some people viewed that as soft. It didn’t help that
everyone has seen Damien bully her at one point or another and
she’s never slapped him sideways.

I ran into the house, and I noticed everyone
looking upward towards the banister. I looked up, and I could make
out a hunched back raining down hits on some poor unsuspecting fool
on the floor.

I stood there wondering where Fiona was when
I noticed Will and Jake moving to pull the punching machine off
whoever was on the floor. And the second Jake stepped away, I
noticed Fiona plastered against the wall, looking scared out of her
mind.

I didn’t think.

I took those stairs two at a time and
elbowed the hell out of anyone who got in my way.

If Fiona were anywhere near Will and Jake,
that could only mean Damien was the one beating someone to a bloody
pulp.

Will and Jake were doing their best to pull
Damien off a guy I couldn’t even recognize because he was so
bloody.

“Dame, dude…” Will said when they finally
managed to pull Damien off a guy I still couldn’t recognize
because there was so much blood. Damien ignored him and grabbed
Fiona, pulling her into the first bedroom door he saw.

Oh, hell no.

I ran towards the door, only to have Will
grab me by my waist, then haul me up against him. “Don’t even think
about it, Stems.”

“Let me go, Will! He’s got Fiona!” I
screamed as if he hadn’t just witnessed the same thing that I did.
“He’s going to-”

Will tightened his hold on me, his breath in
my ear. “Relax, Vicky,” he instructed. “Damien’s not going to hurt
h-”

“Fuck you, Will Creston!” I didn’t care what
he said. This was Fiona and Damien we were talking about. “Let
me-”

“Sonofabitch,” he grumbled right before he
dragged me into the corner of the landing. He slammed my back
against the wall and caged me in with his hands on either side of
my face.

I almost kicked him in the balls.

“I’m not going to sa-”

Will glared down at me, trying to intimidate
me with his height. “I don’t care what you think you are or aren’t
going to do,” he growled, cutting me off. “I’m telling you what
you’re not going to do, and that’s go into that room.”

Who does this fool think he is?

“Will, you don’t under-”

This jackass just wouldn’t let me speak. “I
understand that Damien is one misstep away from murdering someone,
but that someone is not Fiona. Do not interrupt whatever is
going on in that bedroom-”

“Nothing is going on in that bedroom because
I won’t let him!” I yelled in his face. “Now let me fucking go,
Will!”

“Let her go, Will.”

Will’s entire body stilled, and I could see
him going from irritated with my antics to pissed off at Ben’s
interruption. He turned to face Ben and snarled, “Be careful who
you’re talking to like that, Lester.”

Whoooooooooooooaaaaaaaa…

This was a Will Creston I’ve never seen
before. Damien’s hair-triggered temper, sure…but never Will. And
for some reason, the unknown made me seek to diffuse the situation.
But before I could get a word out, both Will and Ben were muscled
behind Damien. Damien stared down at me, and I had to agree with
Will on this. He looked murderous.

“Take Fiona home,” he snapped. “Take her
home, and I swear to God, Vicky, if you ever leave her on her own
at a party again, I’ll-” He stopped himself, and I had a feeling he
was barely restraining himself from killing us all. “Get the fuck
home and I better not see either of you again tonight.”

For once, I didn’t fight back.

Damien was serious, and all I could do was
nod my head. When he turned his back on me, Will following, I
ignored Ben and ran after Fiona.


Chapter 4

 Who does he think he is, anyway?

 


Victoria –
(Eighteen-Years-Old)~

I was such a loser. It was graduation night, and it
was supposed to be one of the greatest nights of my life, but it
wasn’t turning out that way.

It had all started when Damien, Will, and
Jake arrived at Ben’s party, and Damien had Heather fucking Winston
on his arm. It wasn’t anything new, though. For the past couple of
years, girls have been hanging all over Damien, Will, Jake, Earl,
and Darius. Admittedly, I’ve never seen Damien do anything other
than let the girls just hang on him, but I knew it bothered
Fiona.

Will, Jake, Earl, and Darius, on the other
hand, were total man-whores. Their reputations were horrible, and
it didn’t seem to bother them in the least. And if it wasn’t bad
enough that Damien and Heather ran Fiona off, Ben was acting like a
world-class asshole.

The week after Damien had beaten the crap
out of Dennis Franks for kissing Fiona, Ben had asked me out, and I
had said yes. For months before he asked me out, I had thought he
was the perfect boy; smart, gorgeous, kind, athletic, popular. But
over the past two years, I’ve replaced some of those adjectives to
Ben Lester’s personality.

Cocky replaced popular.

Arrogant replaced smart.

Manipulative replaced kind.

Yeah, he was still gorgeous and athletic,
but those seemed like his only good traits these days.

We even started having sex a couple of
months ago because I foolishly believed-like most stupid teenage
girls-that sex would make things better.

Newsflash: It didn’t and doesn’t.

Yeah, it felt great, and he was good at it.
But a part of me thought he put in the effort, so that he’d get
good reviews and not necessarily because he was sensitive to my
sexual needs.

The last two years had been
on-again-off-again with us because some days I just couldn’t take
his bullshit. He wasn’t exactly mean to me, just…mean-ish.

And he could be a manipulating bastard,
too.

Every girl was just a friend. Or it wasn’t
what it looked like. Or I was overreacting. Or I was just too
insecure.

The truth was that I was just a goddamn
idiot.

I foolishly gave my virginity to a boy after
rationalizing that two years was an appropriate length of time to
not be labeled a slut if I slept with my boyfriend. I also stayed
with the jackass for that same reason.

I hadn’t wanted to be labeled as easy.

And now I was rushing to leave this
fucked-up party because, once again, I caught Ben acting way too
familiar with Mitzi Drumell, a girl I knew he dated before me.

That’s one crossing over the line too
many.

I made it down the stairs, and I was about
to turn the corner to storm through the living room and out the
front door, when I was grabbed around my waist and hauled up
against a strong, hard chest that shouldn’t belong on an
eighteen-year-old boy.

The jacked-up thing was that I automatically
knew who that chest belonged to.

Will fucking Creston.

He had a bad habit of using this tactic
whenever he wanted to grab my attention.

The dick.

“Whoa, Stems,” he chuckled. “Where you going
in such a rush?”

“Screw you, Will,” I replied like I
always did.

He let me go, but grabbed my hand, dragging
me underneath the stairs. And I was so pissed off at Ben that I let
him.

Now, don’t get me wrong. William Creston was
stupid gorgeous, and it wasn’t a hardship to have to look at the
guy. He wasn’t quite as…captivating as Damien, but he was hot,
nonetheless.

Will had dark blonde hair with warm brown
eyes that glowed when he had that cocky grin on his face. He was at
least six-feet tall with a hard body honed from years of playing
sports. Describing him you’d think he looked like a cliché
California surfer, but he wasn’t.

He was the shark in the water, not the
surfer.

I looked up into his beautiful brown eyes
and asked what I always asked. “What do you want, Will?”

The edge of his lip lifted in a smirk I
wanted to smack off his face because I was man-hating right now.
“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you, Stems.”

Games.

That’s all this was.

Some sort of twisted game he learned how to
play from Damien.

“Where’s your latest piece of ass, Will?” I
asked, my voice full of contempt. “Shouldn’t you be balls-deep in
your latest plaything?”

His right hand came up and his fingers
started dancing across my bare collarbone. I couldn’t conceal the
goosebumps that broke out over my skin. “You seem overly interested
in who I’m fucking, Vicky,” he replied, his voice deep and rough.
“If you’re not careful, I’ll start to think you might be
jealous.”

Even though I was mad at Ben and had just
broken up with him for good, I didn’t want Will Creston thinking I
would ever be in line to be one of his disposable sluts.

“It’s only jealousy if you have something I
want, Will,” I retorted. “I’m not suffering in that department,
thank you very much.”

Will leaned in closer, and as much as I
disliked the jerk, I couldn’t deny the buzz of excitement that
danced down my spine when I got a whiff of his cologne. “From what
I hear, there aren’t many girls who are suffering in that
department when it comes to your boyfriend, Stems.”

I wanted to slap the shit out of him, but I
knew deep down that he was right. I was just the stupid girlfriend
who wanted to matter to the boy who she’d given her virginity
to.

“Ben and I are none of your business, Will,”
I clarified for him.

I stopped breathing when Will nuzzled his
face in the crook of my neck, his right hand now resting on my hip.
I could feel his breath on my ear, and I hated that my body was
becoming heated as a result of his intimate proximity. “You’re too
good for him, Stems,” he whispered, and his words were louder than
the noise and music all around us. “Oh, I’m sure he got you off,
but has he ever made you soaked before he had his dick in
you?” My chest was heaving, and Will was so close that I knew he
felt it every time my chest rubbed up against his. “Lester might be
the only one who’s ever gotten between those thighs of yours,
Stems, but I bet you he’s never known what to really do with
you.”

I tried for aloofness. “Oh, but you’re so
sure you would? I mean, you do have all that practice, right?”

Will chuckled and I wanted to stab him. “Let
me take you upstairs and prove it to you.”

Holy shit.

Will Creston did not just ask me to
go fuck.

I did my best to act as if he wasn’t
affecting me, but rejection was a motherfucker, and I was feeling
horribly rejected by Ben and his arrogant, cheating ways. Will
would be the perfect revenge.

If I were that type of girl.

“As romantic as that offer is, Will-and it’s
super romantic-I’m going to have to pass,” I huffed. “I don’t sleep
around, no matter what you might have heard.”

Will’s hand slid upward until his hand was
underneath my shirt with his thumb caressing my skin in a lazy back
and forth motion.

I couldn’t lie. It felt good.

“I’ve heard the same thing everyone else
has,” he replied. “That it’s such a shame the hot redhead gave her
virginity to an asshole who doesn’t deserve it.”

Suddenly, my eyes watered because his words
had hit a raw nerve. He was right. Ben has been a horrible
boyfriend and I was too stupid and desperate to admit it. “Will…”
The emotion in my voice was unmistakable.

His head jerked up and his brown gaze was
boring into my hazel one. “Don’t do that, Vicky,” he growled. “That
motherfucker does not deserve anything from you. Least of
all, your tears.”

Will’s words only succeeded in making me
feel worse. “Don’t act like you give a shit about me or my
feelings, Will,” I snapped. “I know better.”

His jaw ticked and he looked pissed. “And
don’t presume to act like you know me, Vicky, when you don’t know
shit about me.”

I was so hurt, mad, confused, and full of
teenage angst that I called his bluff. “Well, then, put your money
where your mouth is and let’s go upstairs.”

His eyes flicked down towards my lips, and I
really thought he was going to kiss me. But I couldn’t let him kiss
me. He was the enemy. When his eyes returned to mine, he
said, “I want nothing more than to take you upstairs and fuck you
so hard and deep that you’ll believe it was me who took your
fucking virginity.” I gasped at the seriousness in his tone. “But
whether or not you believe me, I do care about you, Stems.”

He straightened to his full height before
walking away, leaving me a confused mess.


Chapter 5

 A real friend plans the murder with you.

 


Victoria –
(Ten Years Later)~

It was getting harder and harder to finish my latest
project, and not because I was overly distracted or
uninspired.

It was
because every time I finished
a project I had to head up into San Francisco for a final review
with the web-based design firm I worked for, Creating Emages. The
company’s founder thought the E would be a cute play on words since
everything online was e-something or other.

And I knew I
shouldn’t really complain. I was able to make a living off doing something I loved and doing it
from home, for the most part. I didn’t even have to hustle my
clients. Creating Emages’ marketing team fetched the clients, and
then distributed the work amongst the web designers based on our
strengths and what the client wanted.

The job had
fallen in my lap three months
after graduating from high school. Fiona and I had always had a
love for art, and we had submitted our art projects into a
country-wide competition during our last semester of senior year
for fun. It wasn’t as if we really thought we’d win or anything
would come of it, but we had. Or, I should say, I had.

Fiona
had submitted a beautiful drawing of
a broken swan while I had gone the route of technology and had put
together a web page design. I always suspected the reason Fiona
hadn’t won one of the prizes was because, while her swan was
stunning, it had been super dark. It wasn’t a secret to me where
she had gotten the inspiration for her lovely, broken swan, but I
think it had just been too much for such a commercial contest. At
the time, I hadn’t thought my web design any more special than all
the others that had been submitted, so I had forgotten about the
contest as I had contemplated what to do with the rest of my
life.

I had gotten
good grades during school, but
they hadn’t been outstanding. They had been just enough to get me
through graduation and not label me an intellectual idiot. My
parents couldn’t afford to send me to college, but I had known that
early on in life. We lived in Smithtown, California, and there
wasn’t much here in the way of careers. My dad worked as a bank
manager in one of the only three banks in the town, and my mom
worked part-time at one of the elementary schools. Smithtown
Textiles was the biggest employer in town, but almost everyone who
lived and worked in Smithtown was just your Average Joe, living an
Average Joe life.

When Future
Visions had reached out to me
after graduation, informing me that I was one of the winners of
their national contest, it had blown my mind. I remember me and
Fiona celebrating how I wasn’t going to be a lost loser all my life
anymore. Fiona had spent those early years putting herself through
college while I was getting my career off the ground. And ten years
later, Fiona owned her own coffee shop, and I was one of the top
web designers for Creating Emages.

The only
thing I hated was having to
make the trek to the Bay Area whenever I was finished with a
design. While I had nothing against San Francisco personally,
coming from a small town, big city traffic tended to turn me into a
raving lunatic.

Plus, now that Damien
Greystone’s come back into Fiona’s life, I kind of wanted to be on
standby in case we needed to bury his body.

I couldn’t
help but think back on our childhood school years
with Damien back in Fiona’s life.
Those years had been agonizing, and they had left their mark. My
tender years hadn’t been as painful as Fiona’s, but I had wasted
two years and my virginity on a boy who had been a cheating
asshole. And for as horrible as Damien had been to Fiona, at least
he never made her any promises he hadn’t kept.

I had to
laugh at the memory of how I
thought I was so in love with Ben Lester that I would have done
anything to turn him into the perfect boyfriend. Hell, I actually
did. I had given him my virginity, stupidly believing that would
make him faithful.

Boy, was I ever wrong.

It’s funny
how when you look back on your
life, some things you can remember clear as day, but others have
been erased from your mind completely.

 For instance,
Ben had been my boyfriend for two years, and I had liked him way
before he had officially become my boyfriend, but I couldn’t recall
most of our times together. I remembered big things like
graduation, prom, but most everything else, not so much. Hell, even
the night I gave Ben my virginity was a dull and hazy memory in the
back of my mind. I mostly just remembered it being awkward and me
thinking he better quit cheating on me after that.

I had
supposedly been in love with
this boy as only a teenage girl could be, but I hardly remembered
anything about him ten years later.

I remember
clearly how much I wanted to
murder Damien Greystone, Will Creston, and Jake Everol, though. I
remember that clear as day.

Damien
Greystone, Will Creston, and Jake
Everol had been arrogant, bullying terrors in school. And as much
as I hated Damien all those years for the way he treated Fiona, I
meant what I said when I told her she needed to take this
opportunity to exorcise her demons with the man and move on with
her life.

Sure, the man
was blackmailing her into being his sex slave for
six months, but it wasn’t the
worst thing the man’s ever done to her. That honor went to how he
had taken her virginity on graduation night.

Graduation
night.

Admittedly, I
haven’t thought about Will
Creston for years, but with Damien coming back to the scene of the
crime, I couldn’t help but think of the sexy, cocky, blonde-haired,
brown-eyed boy who had been a complete asshole but had affected me
in ways I couldn’t admit when I’d had a boyfriend back
then.

Had I not been
so hung up on the opinions of others, I might have seriously taken Will up on his offer to have
sex that night. While I had called his bluff, I would have never
gone through with it. Will Creston had been a certified man-whore
and there was no way I would have given him the opportunity to tell
the entire town that he had banged me.

 Besides, he had been the enemy; still was as far as I was concerned. Until that
asshole and Jake Everol-wherever he was-apologized to Fiona for
treating her so horribly, they’d forever be assholes in my
eyes.

Hell, the
only reason I knew what Will
was up to these days was because I had internet-stalked Damien when
Fiona had told me he was back and blackmailing her into a
relationship. When I had pulled up G&C Industries, Inc. on the
world-wide-web, I’d seen that Will and Damien were equal partners
in the firm with Will heading up their East Coast location and now
Damien was heading up their newly opened West Coast
location.

I had always
known that they had gone off
to college together, but I had never kept tabs on them after
school. Fiona and I had been too worried with work and school to
give the bullies of Smithtown any more thought.

I
shook off my adolescent memories and
stared at the screen in front of me. I needed to get a jump on this
project, especially since Fiona’s informed me that I was going to a
meet-and-greet for G&C in San Francisco this Saturday. Her
attendance was part of her blackmail-girlfriend duties and I had
been surprised when she had called me and told me she had insisted
on my attending.

So, the plan
was for me to drive to San
Francisco on Friday to meet with Creating Emages approval team,
stay the night in whatever janky hotel I could afford because-San
Francisco, duh-meet with Fiona Saturday morning at The Four
Seasons, then settle in before we began our day of primping and
polishing, all on Damien’s dime.

 Even with my immense dislike for Damien, I still had to admit it wasn’t a
bad way to spend a Saturday. Plus, I was all for whatever would
make Fiona either fall in love with the psychopath or move on from
him. Still, even if their crazy train ended up wrecking in the end,
I just wanted Fiona to be happy. That’s all I’ve ever wanted for
her.

My phone rang
and I grabbed it knowing who
was on the other end by the ringtone. “Hey, Mom,” I
answered.

Ignoring basic
telephonic manners, she dove
right in. “I know you’re busy this weekend and won’t be able to
start on anything until Monday, but next Wednesday is the job fair
for Clarence Elementary, and I was hoping that you and Fiona could
set up booths or something.”

“I’m
not sure about Fee-”
Because she could be
being held hostage by a lunatic. “-but I definitely can.”

“Okay, well,
I’ll text the girl and see
what she says,” my mother replied, and I smiled. My mother was a
horrible texter. Oh, she was hip and happening and with the times,
but she was an absolutely horrible texter. Adelaide McGrath was not
as techno savvy as she wished she were.

“Is Dad
setting up a booth?”

“Yeah,” she
gushed, still so in love with
my father after all these years. “He’s calling it Banking with
Ensel Confidence.”

I laughed. My
parents were weirdos.

“Okay, Mom, I gotta go,” I
said. “I gotta finish up a project.”

“Okay,” she cooed. “Love
you, honey.”

“Love you,
too,” I replied because I really did love the nutcase.

Still,
Mom was awesome.


Chapter 6

 When everything works out the way you hope it
will…maybe…

 


William~

Looking out at the New
York skyline, it was a sight I didn’t think I’d ever get tired
of.

It was
stunning.

I loved
looking out at the expanse of
the city and seeing random lights on in offices all over the city,
knowing people were working around the clock to make their dreams a
success. That had been me and Damien once upon a time.

Though
we had partied like college
kids often did when they had no governor, we had also worked our
asses off in school to be able to graduate with top-notch grades
and accolades. I realized it was something we needed to do once
Damien had unveiled his lifelong plan to me.

We had hustled around the
clock to make our start-up a success, and after Damien had
systematically ruined his own father, word had quickly gotten
around about how ruthless he was, and suddenly, everyone wanted
Damien Greystone making money for them. Now, while I wasn’t a
slouch, I also didn’t have the reputation of destroying everything
my father had spent his entire life building. Unlike Damien’s
parents, my parents were good people and still together.

Admittedly,
I have never fully grasped
Damien’s obsessive love for Fiona, but I’ll never forget the day he
kicked my ass and had almost killed me when I had made that
flippant comment about what did it matter who popped Fiona’s cherry
after Damien had beat the fuck out of Dennis Franks when we were
sixteen-years-old.

Damien had
lost his mind and had beaten
me like we hadn’t been best friends for years. He had been
psychotic in his thoughts about anyone else having Fiona. That’s
when I realized how deep his obsession with her went. Yeah, he had
tortured the poor girl for years, but most of the time I had
thought it was for entertainment purposes only. But witnessing him
almost kill Dennis, and then almost kill me the next day, had me
seriously reevaluating what that girl meant to him.

 When we were sophomores in college and I had suggested we go into business
together, he had divulged his life’s plan to me and had suggested I
go down a different path because there was nothing in the world
that would steer him away from his goal.

I
had jumped in feet first.

I had
nothing against his plan, and
because I knew Damien, I knew it would happen just like he had
predicted.

And it
had.

We
had run ourselves ragged for ten
years to make G&C the financial powerhouse it was today. And
we’d done it all without bribes, compromising our integrity, or
becoming anyone’s little bitch. And now with Damien on the West
Coast, I was solely responsible for how we operated on the East
Coast.

It felt like
everything I have ever wanted
in life was mine for the taking.

We
had made it.

I had
more money than I’d ever be
able to spend. I had a fabulous apartment in New York. I had access
to all the best places to eat and party. I had women for my every
want, and who were happy to be sent on their way once I was
finished with them.

I had fucking
everything I’ve ever
wanted.

And even if
this thing with Damien and
Fiona went south and I had to harbor a fugitive from the law if he
were forced to kidnap her, I would still have more than most
people.

My reputation
was solid, so I’d always be able to make money if I lost it all because Damien was unstable.
But even then, Damien had made business and financial concessions
to make sure I didn’t crash and burn with him if Fiona sent him to
prison.

And
Fiona was probably going to send him to prison.

My phone
pinged with an incoming text,
and that’s when I noticed it was almost midnight and I was still at
the office. It wasn’t often that I worked this late anymore now
that G&C had a stable reputation, but I loved my job. Some days
I worked into all hours of the night because I just loved to
work.

 


Sondra:
I’m waiting.

 


Sondra.

She
was my latest flavor of the
week, and I had promised her a visit tonight. However, I wasn’t
really feeling it tonight. I wasn’t feeling her.

Sondra was an
aspiring model with blonde hair so light, it looked almost white. She had big blue eyes, a
face her plastic surgeon should use for advertisement, and a body
that was slim and lacked curves, but the bitch could suck cock like
a two-dollar whore.

Sondra was
filthy, and she didn’t care
where or how you gave it to her, just as long as you gave it to her
in the dirtiest way possible.

 


Me:
Raincheck.
Busy.

 


I really
wasn’t busy, and I knew she’d
wait up for me until the sun came up if I asked her to, but my
desire for her has run its course. It was time to move
on.

I
stuck my phone back in my
pocket and tried not to read too much into the fact that I had
started losing interest in Sondra right around the same time that I
had gotten a call from Damien to tell me that a certain redhead
from our childhood needed to be my plus-one, so that Fiona could
have a good time at the G&C West Coast opening
meet-and-greet.

Victoria
McGrath.

Vicky.

My
family had moved to Smithtown when I
was eight-years-old because my father had been offered a surgical
position at their town hospital, and they had agreed to create a
position for my mother who had been a surgical nurse at the time. I
had been fortunate enough to meet Damian Greystone, Jake Everol,
and a few other boys during that summer, so my transition to school
had been fairly painless.

 And on my first
day of school, one of the first things I learned was that Fiona
Eldstead belonged to Damien Greystone. Even at the young age of
eight, I’d known there was something serious between
them.

I
also learned who her best
friend was. Where Fiona had been a shy brunette with bright brown
eyes, Vicky had been a redhead with expressive hazel eyes. I
remember Fiona being curvy where Vicky had been athletic. Oh, Vicky
had rocked some curves in high school, but Fiona had developed the
body of a woman early in her teen years, much to Damien’s
dismay.

I also
remember Vicky catching my eye
on more than one occasion, but I had known there was no way she’d
make a play for me. I had been the enemy. As long as Damien and I
were friends there was no way Vicky would have ever looked at me as
anything other than the enemy.

I
couldn’t blame her, though.
While I never harassed Fiona, I never stopped Damien from making
her life a living hell, either. Of course, I knew better than most
that Damien would have killed me had I ever tried to rescue Fiona
from his torment. I wasn’t excusing how I did nothing, but
loyalties were tough in high school.

My phone dinged
again, and I almost groaned in irritation.

 


Sondra:
But I already had the
handcuffs out.

 


I knew
this thing with Sondra was over the
second my mind automatically went to wondering if Vicky liked a
sturdy pair of handcuffs in the bedroom and nowhere near anything
that had to do with Sondra, naked and waiting for me.

 


Me:
It was nice while it
lasted, darling.

 


I
hadn’t expected a response
because Sondra knew the score going in, but I got one
anyway.

 


Sondra:
Ur an asshole!

 


I
deleted her number and stuck
my phone back in pocket.

Fucking women.

I
already knew I was an asshole, so her
text hadn’t tugged on my heartstrings because I had no remorse
about our situation. Nothing irritated me more than a woman who
played like she was on the same page, but then acted victimized
when you reminded her of your arrangement.

My mind
quickly dismissed Sondra and
her text and went back to wondering about Vicky. If she was going
to be my plus-one, then that had to mean she was single, right? And
if she was dating another douchebag like Ben Lester, well, then,
that didn’t count. Any man who would let another man who wasn’t
family escort his girl was a pussy, so I had no qualms about trying
to impress my Saturday night date.

I
briefly wondered what it took to
impress Victoria McGrath these days.


Chapter 7

 Sometimes you just have to pimp your friends
out.

 


Victoria~

Being set up at The Four Seasons on someone else’s
dime was awesome.

While being a pampered society wife had
never been a goal of mine, I could totally understand how someone
could get wrapped up in a rich husband.

Damien had set me up at The Four Seasons,
but his executive assistant, Rachel, was the one who had set up the
over-the-top spa day for me and Fiona, and what a wonderful job she
did.

“Why aren’t you removing your birth control
and trapping that man into marriage, Fee? These spa treatments
alone are worth going to confession every Saturday for the rest of
your life.” I asked letting out a satisfied moan as my masseuse
performed more of her magic on my neglected feet.

“As Housewives of Beverly Hills as that
sounds, I think I’ll pass. I was kind of hoping that the father of
my children would love their mother, ya know.”

I rolled my eyes at her ridiculous
statement. “Pfft, puhleeeease, Fee. No man, who looks like that and
has money like he does, blackmails a woman unless he loves her.”
After everything Fiona’s been telling me about grownup Damien, I
was convinced that the man was in love with her. I was convinced
that he’s always been in love with her.

“That makes no sense at all. Like, none at
all, Vee,” she retorted.

“All I’m saying is don’t be so quick to
dismiss the possibility that he has feelings for you. He doesn’t
need to resort to extortion or driving an hour back and forth from
anywhere to get balls-deep in some pussy. He’s extorting you
and he was driving an hour back and forth for your pussy,
even before he knew the sex was going to be red-hot.” One thing was
certain, Damien Greystone grew up to be hot as fuck.

“The people around us didn’t all of a sudden
lose their hearing, you know.” she pointed out.

I snorted. “The people around us have heard
worse, I’m sure.”

Not sure which one since my eyes were closed
but one of the spa employees piped up with a, “We have”.

“It’s only been a week, Vee. Can we hold off
trapping him into marriage until maybe month three?” she
suggested.

“Ugh, fine. But I want to go on the record
that I think you’re wasting valuable time with that plan. You could
be knocking out beautiful little Greystones with black hair and
green eyes already.” God, the woman was stubborn, but she
laughed.

“Well, be that as it may, three months
really won’t make a huge difference in the scheme of things.
Besides, why can’t our babies have brown hair and brown eyes?”

I tsk’ed at her moronic question before
answering, “Because the world needs more hot black-haired,
green-eyed gods. Quit being stingy, Fee.” Fiona and Damien would
make beautiful babies, I was sure of it.

After we were done being all polished up
like brand-new pennies, we made it back to the hotel around six.
Damien had agreed to let Fiona get ready with me at the hotel as
long as it was understood that she’d be going home with him at the
end of the night as if that had ever been in question.

The spa perks hadn’t ended at the salon.
They had sent over stylists to fix our hair and makeup, so all we
really had left to do was put on our dresses. I donned a black baby
doll strapless dress that showed off my toned legs. I wore a silver
raindrop pendant with matching earrings that complimented my silver
strapped heels. I had pinned my auburn hair up high on top of my
head and let random curls cascade over my neck. I had to admit I
didn’t look too shabby.

As for Fiona, she had chosen a jade green
dress that hugged her body to perfection. It flowed down to the
tips of her pedicured green toes. The dress was held up by two poor
excuses for straps and plunged low enough to show the public that
Fiona was all woman. It tapered in at her waist and flared out
around her hips, and then loosely fell the rest of the length. She
looked so stunning that she didn’t even need jewelry.

“Christ on a pogo-stick, Fee. You are going
to become a YouTube viral video star tonight when Damien can’t take
it anymore and finally mounts you at this party in front of God and
everyone.”

She raised my brows at me. “I doubt it.
Everyone will be too busy looking at you in that dress to even
notice what Damien’s doing to me.”

“Ahh, so you admit there’s a chance of said
mounting happening, huh?” I teased.

She laughed. “Will you be serious for
once?”

I shook her head. “Never,” I announced as I
went to stand next to her in front of the mirror that adorned the
vanity room. Taking in our appearance, I added, “Fuck that, Fee. We
both look gorgeous. Fuck those uptight, gold-digging, rich
bitches. We’re going to walk in there proud of who we are, and
ghetto or not, I will throat punch a bitch with a quickness if any
of them come at us sideways.”

“YouTube here we come,” she laughed as a
knock sounded at the door.

I followed Fiona and stood behind her as she
answered the door to a very stunning and breathtaking Damien
Greystone. He was dressed in a customary tux, but it looked amazing
on him. Fiona was about to shut the door when a very grownup and
hot as hell blonde-haired, brown-eyed William Creston followed in
behind Damien.

What the hell?

Stunned, I watched as Will smiled down at
Fiona, kissed her cheek, then said, “Fiona, it’s such a pleasure to
see you again.” He ran his eyes down the length of her body and
back up again. “You look absolutely stunning.”

My girl didn’t disappoint, though. “Well, I
wish I could say the same about you. I mean, while you do look
handsome in your tux, it’s not all that much of a pleasure to see
you again.”

He shot a look at Damien before facing Fiona
again, and Damien’s voice boomed across the room. “That’s enough,
Fiona.”

“No, Dame…she’s right,” Will said,
surprising me. “Walking in here after all these years and greeting
her as if I never had anything to apologize for was an asshole
thing to do. I’m sorry, Fiona. I’m sorry for a lot of things, but
right now I’m mostly sorry for treating you as if you’re still the
weak girl we treated you as in school.”

I waited to see what Fiona would do, but as
gracious as always, she replied, “I accept your apology,
William.”

His smile was sincere and beautiful. “Thank
you, Fiona.”

Damien shattered the moment with his
abruptness. “You ladies ready?”

“Yeah, we just have to get our bags and
shawls. But-”

I finally snapped out of my stupor. “Wait a
sec, what’s he doing here?” I asked pointing at Will.

Will turned towards me and his smile was
positively lethal “I’m your date, Vic.”

Uhm, excuse me? “My date? What the
hell do you mean my date?”

“When Dame told me that you were attending
with Fiona, I told him you would be my plus-one.”

Oh, the arrogance. “Oh, did you now.
And the both of you thought this would be a fine idea without
running it by anyone first? The ‘anyone’ being me.”

Will snorted at me as if I were an annoying
gnat. “Asking you would imply that you had a choice, Stems, and you
don’t. You are my date for this evening, and if you act nice, I may
even kiss you at the end of the night.”

Damien got to me before I could turn Will
into a eunuch. “I’ll show you what you can kiss, you pompous jerk!”
Will Creston was every bit the arrogant jerk he had been when we
were kids.

Damien held me immobile as he said, “Calm
the fuck down, Vicky. It’s simple…either you attend with Will, or
you don’t attend at all.”

“Dame-” Fiona’s voice didn’t help the
situation.

“What’s it going to be, Halloween?” he
snapped at her.

I was fuming. Absolutely fuming. But
I wasn’t going to let him take my behavior out on Fiona. “Fine! No
need to threaten Fee, Damien.”

Damien let me go and I had to grind my teeth
at Will’s cheerfulness. “Great. Can we get going before our guests
start to wonder where the G and C of G&C are?”

Too bad looks couldn’t kill, or else Will
would be on the floor right now. He held out his arm for me, and I
wrapped my arm around his so hard that the jerk started laughing. I
let him escort me to the elevator not saying a word.

Once we hit the lobby, Will leaned over, and
nuzzling my neck as if ten years hadn’t gone by, he said, “Awe,
come on, Stems. You know you missed me.”

Falling back into the pattern of things, I
ignored him as we waited for Fiona and Damien. A few minutes later,
they were exiting the elevators, and soon, the men were guiding us
into the limo.

Looking over at Fiona, I could tell she was
nervous, but I watched as Damien grabbed her hand as he spoke with
Will. It was a comforting gesture, even though he wasn’t even
addressing her.

“I love you,” I mouthed because I did. I
wouldn’t be here if I didn’t. Fiona deserved to be happy, and if I
had to suffer through a night with Will fucking Creston to make
that happen, well…hopefully, I didn’t kill him when it was all said
and done.


Chapter 8

 A successful night or a bloodbath? It’s anyone’s
guess.

 


William~

We reached the third floor of our building, and I
could tell Fiona was nervous, whereas Vicky looked ready to spit
nails. I knew she was still spitting mad about being ambushed, but
I didn’t care. Grownup Vicky was hot as fuck and there was no way
she was getting away from me tonight.

I wasn’t sure what I had expected but being
hit with knee-weakening attraction hadn’t been it. When I had
walked in and first saw Fiona, I hadn’t been surprised at how
lovely she looked. The PI Damien had on her had kept him updated on
Fiona throughout the years, so I knew she had grown into a
beautiful woman.

But Vicky?

Motherfucker, I hadn’t been prepared for how
stunning she turned out to be.

Murmurs had begun the second that we had
walked in the room, so I knew we were going to have to get this
shindig going. “Alright, let’s do this,” I chuckled.

“I have a question. Where’s the bar?”

Fiona looked at Vicky. “Ooohh, good
question.”

Vicky shrugged a bare, smooth shoulder. “I
thought so.”

I laughed. “There’ll be cocktail waitresses
floating about with-”

“Tequila?” Vicky asked. “Because if they’re
not floating around here with tequila, then I need to know where
the bar is, Will.”

I could tell Damien was losing his patience
with Vicky, so praying she wouldn’t deck me, I wrapped my arm
around Vicky’s waist. “Tonight’s going to be great,” I announced
before telling Damien and Fiona, “See you guys around and
about.”

While Vicky might have changed in age and
maturity, her personality was still the same. “Where in the fuck
are you taking me,” she hissed. “I’m supposed to be here to keep
Fiona company, Will.”

I snorted. “You’re here to ensure Fiona
would be here, Stems. Damien’s not going to let Fiona leave his
side.”

She untangled her body from my hold, and
when she turned towards me, it was the first time tonight that I
was able to finally appreciate her appearance. Vicky’s hair had
darkened over the years and was now more of an auburn color than
outright red. Her face was still the perfection it had been back in
school with her arched brows, hazel eyes, freckle-splattered perk
nose, and plump lips.

Her dress was classy and stylish, but it
left little to the imagination and I could tell she put time and
effort in keeping herself trim. Vicky had perfect handful-sized
breasts, a small waist, wide hips, and the same sleek, toned stems
she had in high school.

I might have never had the chance to
experience her ten years ago, but I had every intention of
experiencing her tonight.

“Let’s be clear about something, Will,” she
whisper-yelled. “I do not want to be here with you. I had hoped to
attend with Fiona. I figured once Damien was finished with his
hosting duties and they left, I could find me someone to occupy the
rest of my night. I had absolutely no plans on having my time
monopolized by you.”

Not sure what happened because…well, usually
I was the easy-going one, but something about Vicky walking in as
my date, but telling me she was game to go home with any guy who
caught her eye had me seeing red.

Fucking red.

I snatched her up by her arm and yanked her
towards me. To everyone else it might have looked like an
affectionate gesture, however, it was anything but. “Now, let me be
clear about something, Stems,” I growled. “I don’t give a fuck what
your original plans for the night were. You’re here with me
now, and you will act befitting my fucking date. Do you understand
me?”

Her beautiful hazel eyes widened, and I knew
she wanted to deck the shit out of me. “You sonof-”

“William,” came a voice from behind me,
effectively cutting off whatever Vicky was about to spew.

I turned around and came face-to-face with
Harold Kramer and his wife, Ida. Harold was a long-time investor,
and they were both good people. “Harold,” I greeted as I reached
for his hand. After we shook, I greeted Ida, as well, kissing her
on the back of her hand. “I’m so glad you guys could make it.”

“Oh, well, we wouldn’t have missed it for
the world,” Ida exclaimed before looking over at Vicky and asking,
“And who is this?”

I wrapped my arm around Vicky’s shoulders
and introduced her. “Harold, Ida, this is my date, Victoria
McGrath. Vicky, meet Harold and Ida Cramer, long time clients of
G&C.” I watch in awe as Vicky switched personalities and went
from a hissing viper to the perfect date.

After a few minutes of chitchat, Harold and
his wife made their way over to greet Damien. As soon as they were
out of earshot, I turned towards Vicky. “Look, can we just call a
truce for a few hours?”

Vicky eyed me and I could tell she was
giving it some serious thought. “You’re not a good memory, Will,”
she said, surprising the fuck out of me with her candidness.

“Tough shit,” I snapped. Something about
Vicky was making me on edge and I couldn’t pinpoint what it was
exactly. I hadn’t seen her in ten years, so our reunion shouldn’t
be this hostile. I understood that she had warranted dislike for
me, but to hate me with this much hostility all these years
later?

She looked like she wanted to rage a bit,
but instead, she relented. “Fine. Let’s just get this goddamn night
over with.”

She took a step to turn from me, but a quick
thought occurred to me, and I needed to clear things up a bit. I
grabbed her by her arm and pulled her towards me again. Peering
down at her precious face, I said, “You’re walking out those front
doors with me at the end of the night, Stems.”

She scoffed and I wanted to strangle her for
it. “You think so, Will?”

God, it was going to feel like Heaven to
break her.

“I know so,” I stated. “There’s no
way I’m going to spend all evening introducing you to people as my
date only to have you leave with someone else.”

Vicky looked at me and I could tell she
wanted to argue with me just for the sake of arguing. Old habits
did die hard. However, she surprised me when she said, “Fine. I’ll
leave with you, but that doesn’t mean we’re ending up at the same
place at the end of the night, Will. I’m pretty sure I still don’t
like you ten years later.”

I didn’t believe her.

“Bullshit, Stems,” I replied. “I think you
like me just fine.”

Vicky cocked her head at me, and I didn’t
miss the taunting lift of her lip. “You think so, huh?”

Before I could prove it by just kissing the
fuck out of her in front of everyone, I caught notice of Bernard
Willis coming out of the band area, and he wasn’t alone. He was
with his gold-digging daughter, Crystal, and that wasn’t good.
Crystal’s been after Damien’s dick for years now and the woman did
not know how to take a hint. I needed to warn Dame.

I grabbed Vicky by her arm and started
dragging her behind me. “Come on.”

“What the hell, Will?” she hissed. “I can
walk, you know.”

“Just come on, Stems,” I hissed back.

“And quit calling me Stems,” she bit out.
“It’s ridiculous.”

This made me stop to look at her. Before she
could smack me, I leaned in and kissed her temple. “I can’t help
it, Vicky,” I told her. “I saw you in that dress when we were
thirteen-years-old, got a look at those legs, and that’s what I
think of when I think of you.”

Her face blushed, but she shook it off and
rolled her eyes. “Whatever,” she mumbled, however, she stopped
fighting me when I started dragging her behind me again.

The journey to find Damien had been a rough
one, what with clients calling to me left and right, wanting to
talk, but I finally found him and Fiona near the restrooms outside
the bar area. I glanced around the room to see where Bernard and
Crystal had made off to, but I couldn’t see them.

I walked up and eyed Damien. “Hey, Dame,” I
said, then glancing at Fiona really quickly. “I just ran into
Bernard Willis,” I lied, but I wanted Damien to know that Bernard
was indeed here. “He’s hoping to congratulate you on our West Coast
success.” Bernard Willis has been a long-time client of ours, and
we respected him professionally, no doubt. But personally, the man
left a lot to be desired. He wasn’t outright sleazy, but he left a
trail of slime behind sometimes. I wanted to prepare Damien because
Bernard was no help where his daughter was concerned.

“I have to go to the restroom and I’m taking
Fee with me,” Vicky announced. I just stood there as she grabbed
Fiona, and off they went.

Now, Damien was my best friend and business
partner, but my warning was for me just as much as it was for him.
I wanted Vicky in my bed tonight and Crystal hitting on Damien
could ruin that for me.

Oh, I knew Vicky was claiming that she
wasn’t interested, but I’d bet my left nut that she was. We had
unfinished high school business to get to. I had wanted her in high
school, but she had been in love with Ben Lester and would never
have cheated on him.

Well, she’s not in love with the fucker
now.


Chapter 9

 Can you say déjà
vu?

 


Victoria~

I was going to strangle Will Creston.

Or mount him.

I wasn’t exactly sure yet.

When I had agreed to come to this thing with
Fiona, I had no idea that I’d be seeing Will Creston again. The man
hasn’t been on my radar for years. If he was ever on my mind, it
was in a fleeting thought when I thought about my school years. I
never thought about the man he had become.

And what a fucking man did that boy
become.

I also wasn’t so clueless as to realize that
I was side-stepping him because I wasn’t sure if he and Damien were
still the enemy or not. If Fiona ended up murdering Damien in his
sleep, it would be totally inappropriate for me to date his best
friend. There was such thing as proper friend etiquette.

I side-eyed Fiona as she was fixing her hair
and makeup and blurted out, “I’m lacking some serious willpower,
Fee. I never expected to see Will here, and I sure as hell never
expected him to turn out to look like that.”

Fiona laughed and turned towards me. “He
does clean up nicely,” she grinned.

I turned and leaned up against the sink
counter. “How horrible a best friend would I be if I went back to
his hotel with him tonight?”

Fiona’s pretty head reared back in surprise.
She blinked her pretty eyes at me and said, “Are you serious?”

I was officially the worst best friend
ever.

“I’m sorry, Fee,” I mumbled. “I won’t-”

Fiona surprised me with a laugh. “Oh, God,
Vicky,” she chuckled. “I didn’t mean it like that.” She shook her
head. “I meant…do you seriously want to sleep with Will Creston? If
memory serves me correctly, you hated him in school just about as
much as I hated Damien.”

I shrugged a shoulder and turned back around
to face the mirror. “I did,” I agreed. “He still kind of gets on my
nerves. However, he’s hot as hell, and it’s been a while.”

“Vee, I don’t care if you use Will as your
own personal blow-up doll tonight,” she chuckled. “I really don’t.
You and Will have nothing to do with what Damien’s doing.”

“Speaking of, how are things going?”

Fiona gave herself a long, quiet stare in
the mirror and let out a deep breath. “I have no idea,” she
admitted, and my heart hurt for her.

I hooked my arm in hers. “C’mon,” I said.
“Let’s finish this night out like champs.”

She smiled, and we walked out of the
bathroom and onto a scene that gave me flashbacks to a time when
Damien and Will were always surrounded by pussy. It took me back to
some pretty vicious feelings I hadn’t realized I still had. Maybe
seeing Will and Damien together took me back to a time when Ben
Lester had cheated on me, and the entire school had known it. Maybe
seeing them together took me back to a time when Fiona would leave
the room because Damien was draped in his latest teenage slut.

Whatever it was, I saw red.

Damien currently had a tall, built blonde
pressed up against him whispering in his ear. We stood there
watching her pat him on the chest like a good little boy, and then
we were walking towards them.

I threw a nod towards the blonde walking
away and said, “If you hurry, you can still get at that, Will. My
tits are natural and normal sized, so I can’t, nor would I,
compete with that.”

Will grabbed me by my arm and yanked me
forwards, surprising the shit out of me. “Don’t get it twisted,
Stems,” he snarled down at me. “If I wanted that, I’d have that.
She’s not all that difficult to get.” I scoffed because that was
probably true. “I’m here with you, and I haven’t said or done
anything to give you the impression that I want to be here with
anyone else. So, knock your shit off now.”

I yanked my arm out of his hold, and as God
as my witness, I wanted to slap the shit out of him and spread my
legs for him all at the same time. A grownup Will Creston was
something else.

Instead, I looked over at Fiona and said, “I
need a drink and not a classy glass of sophistication you got these
servers offering. I’m going to the bar and I’m going to get a real
drink. You coming, Fee?”

Fiona laughed, and I wonder if Damien’s
finally made her crazy. “Of course.” She looked over at Damien and
added, “I’m just going to make sure she doesn’t do anything stupid.
You guys go mingle and make your millions.” She walked to stand
next to me. “We’ll be fine.” Looking over at Will, she said, “I
promise I won’t let her embarrass you amongst your friends and
business associates, Will.”

Will looked like he wanted to say something,
but we headed towards the bar before he got the chance. As soon as
we sat down, I signaled the bartender for a shot of tequila.

“Let’s fucking kill them,” I fumed.

“Trust me,” Fiona grimaced, “I’d like
nothing more, but I can’t, Vee. I’m tired of Damien making me look
and feel like a fool. There’s no way I’m going to give him the
satisfaction of letting him know that seeing him with that woman
bothered me.”

The bartender set the shots of tequila down
in front of us, and as I lifted my glass, I looked at her and said,
“To pride?”

Fiona nodded. “To pride,” she agreed,
raising her glass. The shots when down smoothly, and soon, we had
another round.

Things were going well when two very
good-looking guys came to sit down with us. “Are these seats
taken?” asked the guy with dark brown hair.

“Not at all,” I answered knowing I was
possibly going to start a brawl, but I didn’t care.

Fuck Damien Greystone and fuck Will
Creston.

“I’m Gareth and this is my business
associate and friend, Martin,” he introduced as they took the seats
next to us, Martin on my other side and Gareth on Fiona’s.

“I’m Vicky and this is Fiona,” I greeted
back.

Martin’s brows shot up. “Tequila?”

I turned and smiled at him. “Hell, yeah.”
From there on, we were taking shots and having a great time. That
is, until Damien’s evil cast a shadow over us.

“Having a good time, ladies?” There was no
mistaking it. Damien was seething and the guys sitting next to us
knew it. We all felt the shift in the air.

I looked up at him-still pissed-and replied,
“Absolutely, Mr. Greystone.” I gestured towards Gareth and Martin
and smiled. “We’ve even managed to make new friends.”

Damien turned to Gareth first and stuck out
his hand, then did the same with Martin. “Damien Greystone. And who
might you two gentlemen be?”

They each shook his hand as they shared a
nervous look. “Mr. Greystone, I’m-” Gareth was cut off.

Damien waved away whatever he had been about
to say. “Actually, I really don’t give a fuck who you are,
so much as I give a fuck about what you’re doing.”

“Dami-”

He ignored Fiona and proceeded to piss a
circle around her. “Innocent or not, stay away from my girlfriend,
fellas. Trust me when I tell you that you’ll be healthier for
it.”

Gareth threw his hands up in surrender while
Martin murmured, “Sure thing.”

I jumped up off the barstool. “You had
no-”

The look he shot me was lethal. “Vicky, I am
not the one and now is not the time.”

Ooookayyyyy.

I looked over at Fiona and I couldn’t read
her. So, when Damien grabbed her by the arm to drag her with him, I
followed because I wasn’t sure what was going to happen now. Would
he kick us out and leave us to fend for ourselves? I wouldn’t put
anything past the man.

As soon as we found Will, Damien gave him a
quick rundown about the guys at the bar, and suddenly, Will looked
every bit as pissed off as Damien.

“We’re leaving,” Damien announced, and I
could tell that he was one minor irritation away from slaughtering
the entire building.

“Go ahead,” Will told him. “We’ll stay here
until it’s appropriate for us to leave.” Damien gave him a tight
nod and I kept quiet as I watched him walk away with Fiona in
tow.

The next thing I knew, my arm was in Will’s
grip, and he was hissing in my ear. “Are you fucking kidding me
right now? You were fucking around with a couple of other guys,
Vicky?”

I turned and looked up at him. “We were not
fucking around with them,” I denied. “We were having drinks and
just talking.”

He didn’t look like he believed me. “We’re
going to work this room for another hour or so, and I’m going to
make up for Damien’s absence, but after that, we’re leaving. And if
you so much as bat your eyelashes at another guy while I’m parading
you around as my date, so help me God, I won’t be responsible for
my actions, Victoria.” Will started dragging me behind him to go
make small talk before I could comment, but holy hell, what could I
say?

Sweet Baby Jesus.


Chapter 10


Fuck Ben
Lester.

 


William~

The ride back to my
hotel was riddled with uncomfortable silence.

I
stayed true to my word and
made up for Damien taking off, and to my surprise, Vicky had stuck
by me and had acted like the perfect date. However, I was still
pissed. I was still pissed, and it wasn’t necessarily at Vicky
directly. I’d be pissed if any female posed
as my date all night long, and then went off and started flirting
with other men.

And
then that irritating voice I
sometimes call my conscience snickered, “Liar.”

Granted,
this was the first time I’ve
felt jealousy outside my teenage years, but I did my best to
convince myself that what Vicky had done was just rude and that’s
why I was pissed.

It wasn’t
working, though.

When the
cab pulled up in front of my
hotel, I handed the driver a hundred, too pissed to care that the
charged ride wasn’t even close to that amount. And while I was
paying the driver, Vicky opened her door to get out and that just
further pissed me off.

I got out
of the car, and before I could
make it around to the sidewalk, Vicky was already standing outside
the cab.

This girl was
going to make me fucking
strangle her by the end of the night, I just knew it.

She took one
look at my face, glanced
behind me at the hotel’s entrance, and then her eyes found me
again. “Maybe I should just-” The look I shot her shut her
up.

I was done
playing nice.

I stepped to
her and towered over her. “We
are going up to my room, Vicky,” I told her. “Where, if you’re
lucky, I’ll let you take that dress off instead of just ripping it
clean off your body.” Her breathing hitched and my dick immediately
took notice. “You’re going to spend all night letting me fuck you
any way I want to. And I’m going to spend all night making you
regret not spreading your legs for me back in high
school.”

Her brow
arched and if she were tall
enough to look down her nose at me, she’d be doing it. “I had a
boyfriend in high school, Will,” she pointed out. “And even though
he was a cheating bastard, I wasn’t.”

I
shook my head as my right hand
reached out to cup her face. “He never deserved you, Stems,” I told
her. “You should never have gone back to him after the first time
you broke up with him.”

She
grimaced a bit, clearly embarrassed
by her teenage poor judgement. “Well, I did,” she bit out. “And
even if I hadn’t, I still wouldn’t have dated you, Will. Not with
the way Damien treated Fiona.”

I smirked down
at her. “Well, we’re not in
high school anymore, Stems.”

Vicky’s
head tilted to the side a bit
as she regarded me. “No, we’re not,” she agreed.

I reached for
her hand, and the second her
fingers laced mine, I asked, “Ready?”

The
corner of her mouth lifted in a
confident smirk. “Are you ready, is the
question,” she retorted.

“I’ve been
ready since high school, Vicky,” I told her honestly and pulled her behind me towards
the hotel lobby doors.

We rode the
elevator in silence and not
because I didn’t want to be all over her. No. We rode the elevator
in silence because I wanted to give Vicky enough time to change her
mind if she needed to. Don’t get me wrong. I wanted her something
fierce, but I wanted there to be no confusion in the morning. I
didn’t want Vicky to be able to blame tonight on alcohol, peer
pressure, seduction, etc.

I wanted her
in my hotel room because
that’s where she wanted to be.

I wanted her
to be in my hotel room because
she wanted to be there with me. I didn’t
want to be some random dick that she was just using to get
off.

As soon
as the elevator doors opened, I
placed my hand on the small of her back and guided her out into the
hallway. We stopped in front of my hotel door and a part of me was
waiting for her to change her mind. Vicky might want to get laid,
but I knew she still had some residual feelings about teenage
Will.

I unlocked the
door, then stepped back, so
that Vicky could enter her first. Some might argue that it was a
tactic implored to keep her prisoner, and they wouldn’t necessarily
be wrong.

I
shut the door behind me, and I really
expected Vicky to ask for a drink or something to prolong the
inevitable, but once again, Victoria McGrath had my head spinning
when she turned to face me, and walking backwards, she kicked off
her shoes with the biggest smirk on her face.

I
stepped towards her with every
retreating step she took. “I’m going to fuck the hell out of you
tonight, Stems,” I told her as I started removing my tux jacket.
“I’m going make sure every step you take tomorrow hurts like
hell.”

She let
out a challenging chuckle.
“That’s a mighty big prediction, Will.”

“One I can
deliver on,” I assured her as
I unbuttoned my shirt while I kicked off my shoes.

Vicky arms
reached around her back and I could hear the zipper on her dress. “I’m not sixteen anymore,
Will,” she replied. “I’m not easily impressed these
days.”

My steps came
to a stop as Vicky push the
straps of her dress over her shoulders and I watched the dress fall
to a puddle around her feet. Vicky was standing in my hotel room in
only her panties. The dress must have had a built-in bra or
something.

Victoria
McGrath was breathtaking.

She arched a perfectly
groomed brow and asked, “So, where do you want me, Will?” All
thoughts of seduction flew out the window, and the next thing I
knew, I had her fiery red hair wrapped in my fist, her back slammed
up against the wall, and my lips on her hers in a bid for
victory.

I
reached inside her lace
panties at the same time Vicky reached for the buttons of my pants.
The second my fingers slid between her bare pussy lips, my teeth
bit down on her bottom lip. She moaned and I slid two fingers home.
She was soaking wet already and the sticky sounds of my fingers
inside her body played like a symphony in my ears.

Vicky
broke off the kiss and I
pressed my forehead against the top of her head as she struggled to
pull my dick out of my pants. The second her hand wrapped around my
hardness, I feared I was going to shoot my load like a goddamn
teenager.

Vicky
McGrath’s hand wrapped around
my cock was better than any pussy I’ve ever been in, and that was
just her fucking hand. I wasn’t stupid, though. I knew this was
because it was Vicky. I’ve wanted this woman since we were kids,
and now being this close to having her…well, it was fucking with
me.

I pulled my
fingers out of her pussy,
ripped the pathetic lace clean off her body, and lifted her up
until her back was braced against the wall and those sexy legs of
hers were wrapped around my waist.

Vicky’s hands
struggled to push my pants
down, but once she managed to free my cock completely, I put
finesse on the back burner and slammed my entire length as deep as
it could go into her tight, wet, hot body. “Will!”

Vicky anchored
her arms around my neck and
held on as I rode the fuck out of her. I couldn’t hear anything
outside the blood rushing through my ears and I couldn’t feel
anything outside this woman wrapped around me; her arms, her legs,
her pussy, her body pressed up against me…I. Could. Feel. Nothing.
Else.

“Jesus
Christ, Vic,” I grunted, and I felt
exactly that. I felt like Jesus Christ created her pussy just for
me. Slamming into her tight cunt, I knew there was no way I would
have been able to fuck her in high school and not lose my goddamn
mind with it. Hell, I was on the verge of losing it now. Suddenly,
I couldn’t control the anger nipping at the edges of desire at how
she had given her sweet, glorious pussy to fucking Ben Lester
first.

“Will…oh, God…” she
moaned.

“That’s it,
Stems. Cum for me, baby,” I
growled right before I latched onto her neck and marked the fuck
out of her. I wasn’t going to see her again after tonight, so this
was the only way I could make the memory linger.

“Harder,” she
begged, and I loved how she wasn’t embarrassed to
hand over the
reins.

My fingers dug
into her flesh, and I pounded
my cock into her pussy with the intention of erasing every bad
thing she’s ever thought about me. “I’m going to fuck you all
night, Stems,” I swore. “I’m going to ride you until you beg me to
stop.”

“Will!” Her body took mine
prisoner and the grip her pussy had on my dick as she came all over
me was the stuff of legends. It’s what made men propose after one
week of dating.

I kept fucking
her until I got another orgasm out of her before finally
blowing my stacks inside her.
It’s the first time I ever fucked without a condom or had
discussions about birth control. The thought hadn’t even crossed my
mind to wrap it up, but I suppose that was because when I looked at
Vicky, I saw the girl I’ve always wanted, not a woman who was out
to get my wallet. I trusted her.

My dick was
softening, but I remained
lodged inside her as I carried her over to the hotel bed. I laid
her down and covered her body with mine. Bracing all my weight on
my elbows, I looked down at her lust-clouded face and I knew one
night would never be enough with her. I’ve wanted this woman for as
long as I could remember, and now that I’ve had her, it wasn’t
going to be enough. Suddenly, I had an entirely new appreciation
for Damien’s obsession with Fiona.

“I can’t wait
to cover you in everything I
have,” I whispered against her lips. Nothing was going to ruin this
night. Hours later we were still going at it, and I’d never had a
more perfect night in my life.

And then pounding on the
door changed all that.


Chapter 11


Annoyance is
a funny thing.

 


Victoria –
(Two Months Later)~

I was happy for Fiona.

No.

Really, I was.

Damien was going to love that girl with
everything he had, every minute of every day, for the rest of their
lives, so I was super happy for her.

I swear I was.

However…

First, he goes off and marries her without
me-the bastard-and now he was treating her to an intimate,
love-filled, post quickie wedding reception.

The jerk.

While Fiona didn’t have many friends, she
did have her employees and things were beginning to slowly mend
between her and her parents. She also had me and my parents. Jason
too, although I seriously doubted that he’d be invited to the
festivities, even if Damien still let her talk to him at random.
She wanted to celebrate her life coming full circle with Damien,
and of course, I’d be there.

But then so would Will Creston.

Damien invited only a few people to the
reception; his secretary, a couple of business colleagues, and
that’s about it. And I knew two weeks ago, when Fiona recruited had
me to help with the reception, that I’d be seeing Will again, and
the thought made me positively feral.

Now, I wasn’t a starry-eyed teenager with
visions of grand love Disney-style or anything like that, but I had
expected…well, I really didn’t know what I had expected, but seeing
Will splashed all over the internet and tabloids with different
women almost every weekend, after our night together, hadn’t been
it.

Somehow, I had believed his bullshit about
wanting me since we were in high school. I was woman enough to
admit I had been hoping to have made a lasting impression on Will,
but whatever impression I had made that night of the gala, it
lasted one week before my eyes were hit with photos of Will with a
stunning blonde on his arm the following weekend.

Granted, it wasn’t as if I had been
expecting him to express his undying love or anything, but…I don’t
know. Or maybe it was just a classic case of finally getting what
you wanted, and so the object no longer held any appeal. At any
rate, I wasn’t looking forward to seeing him at Fiona and Damien’s
reception party because, while he might have moved on quickly, I
hadn’t forgotten that night and all the unbelievable things Will
had done to my body. It had been a night of absolute pleasure.
Hell, even Damien’s rabid interruption hadn’t been enough to break
the sexual spell we had both been under-or I had been
under.

“Okay, sorry about that,” Fiona huffed as
she sat down on the barstool next to me. “The florist appointment
ran longer than expected.”

I smiled, grateful to be pulled out of my
Will-thoughts. “No problem, Fee,” I replied. We were sitting at
Mercury’s, and it felt like old times. “Is everything about
ready?”

Fiona’s smile said it all. “Everything’s
been finalized. Is it weird that I’m nervous?” She shrugged a
shoulder like she was a bit embarrassed. “I mean…it’s not like it’s
a real wedding rece-”

I reached over and placed my hand over her
arm as our wonderful bartender, Hector, placed Fiona’s drink on the
bar. He was wonderful because we didn’t even have to put in our
orders when he was on shift. He knew exactly what our little
alcoholic hearts desired. “Is your marriage to Damien real,
Fiona?”

She cocked her head at me. “Well, of course,
it is.”

I gave her arm a little squeeze. “Then it’s
a real wedding reception,” I assured her. “Just because it’s not
being done in the conventional way does not make it any less
important or meaningful.”

My phone chimed and two sets of eyes darted
towards it. When Will’s name flashed across the screen, we both
reached for our shots of tequila and slammed them back
simultaneously. The bottle of beer was next to chase the
aftertaste. I reached over, grabbed my phone, and deleted the
message unread.

“You still ignoring him?” Fiona asked, even
though she knew the answer.

“Yep,” I replied, popping the ‘p’.

“Vee…”

I looked over at her. “Look, I knew we
weren’t going to fall in love and have all the babies. But, fuck, I
at least expected him to put some kind of effort into
keeping the lines open, you know.”

“Vicky, he texts you all the time,” she
pointed out. “That’s putting in the effort.”

I was being such a girl, but I couldn’t help
the way I felt. “He could have been a bit more discrete so soon
after we spent the weekend together, Fiona.”

Her lips curled in, and I could see the
tough love all over her face. She let out a deep breath and let me
have it. “That’s not fair, Vicky,” she said sternly. “He was under
the impression that it was just sex because that’s the impression
you gave him. Even Damien’s hinted at that night meaning
more to Will than you’re giving him credit for.”

I could feel my eyes bugging out of my head.
“Fee, he was all over G&C’s website social media with another
woman a week after being with me.”

“But…how do you know that wasn’t a previous
engagement he made before he slept with you?” I didn’t. “Maybe he
was just honoring it,” she suggested.

I shook my head. “And all the other women
he’s been photographed with since then?” Fiona didn’t seem to have
an answer for that. “Nah, Fee. William Creston is still what he
always has been, and that’s a man-whore. Well, until this past
month, that is.”

I used to never follow G&C’s online
presence, but once Fiona married Damien, I had started following
them on social media and within the business world because I liked
seeing pictures of Fiona and Damien together. It made me feel
better about my advice to follow her heart. Besides, it was
heartwarming to see them together with all the love in the world on
Damien’s face whenever he was captured looking at her. The downside
was that I got to see what Will was up to also and it always
involved a beautifully breathtaking female.

However, lately, he’s been photographed with
the same woman; a gorgeous Asian knockout who fit perfectly on his
arm. I had to admit that seeing him with the same woman felt worse
than seeing him with random women who didn’t matter.

This one mattered.

“If you want to skip the re-”

I pierced Fiona with a glare. “Don’t even
say it, Fee,” I growled. “There’s no fucking way on earth that I’d
let Will Creston keep me from celebrating your special moment.
Damien already robbed me of seeing you get married. I’m not about
to miss out on the reception. I’ll just have to make sure I have a
date.”

Fiona’s bottom lip disappeared between her
teeth before flagging Hector down for another shot. “I don’t think
that’s a good idea, Vee,” she mumbled.

I took a drink of my beer before saying,
“Pride’s all I have at the moment, Fiona. There’s no way I’m going
to let Will Creston know I’ve been pining away for him.”

Fiona snorted. “Yeah, right. You’ve never
pined for a man a day in your life, woman.”

Hector placed our shots in front of us.
“Okay, maybe pining isn’t the right word. But I do feel like a bit
of a fool.”

We slammed our shots before Fiona asked,
“But why?”

I looked at her. “Because while I knew it
was just a one-night stand, it had been a memorable one for me and
I had hoped it had been for him, too. I had wanted it to mean
something. Maybe not forever, but not a one-of-many, either.”

Fiona shook her head. “I don’t think you’re
giving him enough credit, Vicky. He asks Damien about you all the
time.”

I was feeling petty, so I said, “Yeah,
probably just making sure I’m still single, so he can get his dick
wet if he has to make a coastal run.”

Fiona’s eyes narrowed and I knew she could
see right through me. “You know, someone once told me that Damien
Greystone could get any woman he wanted, and so if he was traveling
hours to sleep with me, it had to mean more than just sex.” I
grimaced at her reminder. “Well, let me tell you, friend o’mine,
Will Creston is hot as hell and can get any woman he wants, as
well. So, if he’s asking about you, there must be a
reason.”

“Well, as evident by all those pictures
plastered all over the internet, he is getting any woman he
wants,” I snarked out.

“I think if you bring a date…well, it’s
going to cause a whole heap of trouble,” she muttered.

“Are you afraid I’ll ruin your party?
Be-”

Fiona waved a hand at me. “Oh, please,” she
snorted. “Like I’d ever be embarrassed by you.”

God, I loved her. “Well, you know,
full disclosure, I can be quite embarrassing,” I teased.

Fiona smiled at me and the sincerity in her
voice was all real. “Vee, I don’t care if you challenge Will
Creston in a battle-to-the-death in the middle of the dance floor,”
she chuckled. “It’ll make my reception a one-of-a-kind, for
sure.”

Instead of commenting, I took a drink of my
beer. I didn’t want to challenge Will in a battle-to-the-death
match. I just wanted to have mattered a bit. That’s all.


Chapter 12


Anger
is a funny
thing.

 


William~

I sat in my office, my
leg bouncing, my hands
twitching, and my jaw ticking.

Two months.

Two
fucking months in which Vicky hasn’t
responded to not one text, phone call, or message.

I had
Darren Robinson and Elliot
Barnett sitting in my office trying to touch base with a couple of
new accounts we’ve landed but I couldn’t register one fucking word
they were saying. To be honest, I haven’t been worth a shit since I
came back to New York.

Leaving Vicky the morning
after the gala had been harder than I thought it would be. One
night hadn’t been nearly enough to get my fill of her and I had
known it the second I’d had her wrapped around my dick. She had
been everything I knew she’d be and more. And because Vicky has
always been a spitfire, she had fucked me back every bit as
aggressively as I had taken her.

She
had been every fantasy I have ever
had come to life.

There had been
a couple of dirty, flirty
texts exchanged the week after I left, but within six days, that
had all come to an end. Without any warning whatsoever, she had cut
off all communication with me. And Damien was no help. Even though
he and Fiona were now married and in a good place, he still didn’t
interact with Vicky enough to give me anything. And Lord knows
Fiona would never betray any of Vicky’s confidences, so that left
me stuck in my office not listening to a word Darren and Elliot
were saying.

I threw my
hand up to stop Darren
mid-sentence. “I just remembered, I have an important phone call I
need to put through to Damien, gentlemen.” I ignored the
side-glances they gave each other telling me they knew I was full
of shit, but I ignored them. “We’ll pick this up later this
afternoon.” There were agreeable mumbles as they both stood up and
filed out the door.

Shit.

I
leaned back in my chair and
ran my hands through my hair. I’d been doing that a lot lately.
Some employees had even joked that Damien must have been contagious
when I flew to California because I was supposed to be the
easy-going one. It was no secret that most of our employees,
colleagues, and clients would rather deal with me than
Damien.

Damien was a
dick.

I grabbed my
phone from my desk and dialed
his number. I was going fucking crazy, and somehow, talking to him
made me feel like I was doing something about Vicky other than
sitting around with my thumb stuck up my ass.

“What’s up?” he asked
after the third ring.

“You heard
anything?” I didn’t have time
to bullshit. My sanity wouldn’t allow for it. However, the silence
one the other end had my hackles raised. “Dame?”

“Fuck,” he
muttered, and I knew it was bad. “Okay, Will…I need you to remain calm-”

“What?” I shrieked like a
fishwife. “You’re talking to
me about remaining calm? Seriously?”

“Look,
asshole, do you want to know
what I heard or not?” Damien replied, reminding me why I called in
the first place.

“Fine,” I
grumbled like a
toddler.

“She
asked Fiona about a plus-one,”
he said matter of fact, and I almost cracked my phone in my
grip.

“What?”
My voice came out quiet and calm, but
I was feeling neither those things.

I knew Damien
was trying to find the words to keep me from jumping on a plane right the fuck now and flying
to California. “She asked Fiona’s opinion on bringing a date. I
guess she was double checking to see if it was close friends and
family only,” he explained.

I knew Vicky
was an independent woman and wasn’t the type to be tied down by a man who wasn’t her husband,
but I didn’t take her for being so callous that she would take a
fucking date to the reception knowing I would be there.

I
mean, what the
fuck?

I haven’t
touched another woman since I got back to New York. Sure, I had to attend business functions
and social engagements with dates, but that’s all they
were-expected escorts to mingle and socialize with. I haven’t
fucked anyone in weeks. Hell, I haven’t wanted to fuck anyone in weeks-since Vicky. I even went so far as to
beg one of our accounting VPs to start going with me as a steady
escort just so I didn’t have to play nice and polite anymore. She
said she had to ask her wife, but if she didn’t mind, well, Nalia
would do it.

And now Vicky
was talking about taking some
random dick to Fiona and Damien’s reception??

Wait…fuck…

“She’s dating
someone?” Was she really dating someone seriously enough to invite
them to her best friend’s wedding reception?

I was going to
fucking kill her.

“I’m not
sure,” Damien replied. “I
couldn’t get much out of Fiona after I started grilling her about
Vicky’s plus-one. She shut down like a CIA operative held
captive.”

I
snorted. “The poor girl
is being held captive, Dame.”

“Fuck you,
Will,” he replied immediately. “Fiona’s ecstatic to be married to me.”

I didn’t
comment because that was super
up for debate. I had no doubt Fiona loved him, I mean, how could
she not? But I was also certain that Damien was holding her captive in the disguise of a fat, flawless diamond
anchor that weighed down her left hand. Hell, her entire
arm.

Damien was my best
friend, so he deserved complete honesty. “Dame, if she shows up
with a date, I’m probably going to lose my shit, just so you know,”
I told him.

I heard a soft
chuckle before he replied, “I figured as much.”

“You won’t
murder me if I ruin Fiona’s party?” It was a legit question. While
I was Damien’s best friend, Fiona was the air he
breathed.

Damien laughed. “Hell no.
If you lose your shit on Vicky and her poor unsuspecting date, I
won’t look as crazy to Fiona.”

I
shook my head.

Asshole.

“Well,
let’s hope for everyone’s
sake, Vicky arrives solo,” I told him. “I’m not doing well with
this shit, Dame.”

“Well,
you only have to wonder for a
couple of more days why she’s not replying to your texts or
answering your calls. You can do three days, right?” he
joked.

“I’ve
been doing it for two fucking
months, so, yeah, I can manage a couple of more days,” I retorted.
Then I got serious because…well, Damien was my only real true
friend. “This shit’s fucking me up, Dame.”

I
could hear him let out a deep breath.
He was silent for only a few seconds before saying, “Say the word
and we’ll shut down G&C East, Will.”

The
pressure on my chest was real.
I knew Damien meant every word he just said. He would close up shop
on a million-dollar making money enterprise in a heartbeat if
that’s what I needed from him to be happy. While Damien was a
heartless, brutal, coldly calculating businessman, he understood
love like no one else I’ve ever known. He’d walk away from
everything he’s built if Fiona asked him to. Damien respected love
and its power, and this coldhearted asshole would dump every dime
he had for it.

It
was humbling.

I
cleared my throat and said, “Let’s
hold off on shutting down our livelihoods for now,” I joked. “Maybe
I need to find out if Vicky’s got herself a boyfriend before I ruin
my life for a pipe dream.”

And because
Damien knew me well, he asked,
“And if she does end up having a new boyfriend?”

That was a
no-brainer. “We have a legal team on the West Coast, too, right?”

Damien
chuckled. “Would it be an asshole move to remind you of how you once scoffed at my views
on kidnapping?”

“Asshole,” I clipped out
before hanging up on him.

It
was true what they said about never
underestimating the power of a woman because then you meet the one
who is unlike all the others. Men fall in love all the time to the
chagrin of their friends, and then the teasing starts because all
the single bastards can’t understand why their buddy is willing to
forego every other person on the planet for that one woman. Most
people call it being pussy-whipped, but I had been a sucker for
Victoria McGrath long before I ever knew what it was like to be
inside her pussy.

Would I
really act a fool if she took
at date to the reception?

Why, yes. Yes, I
would.

Vicky
and I weren’t over by a long
shot, and if she thought showing up with a date was going to deter
me from demanding answers, well, then, she really didn’t know me at
all. She might think she’s still dealing with teenage Will, but I
haven’t been a teenager for years.

Nope.

 Grownup Will was going to show grownup Vicky just who she was dealing
with.


Chapter 13


Married to Satan. Who
knew?

 


Victoria~

The reception hall looked beautiful, and it was all
Fiona-like. While Damien had more money than God, Fiona was never a
finer-things type of girl, and so the hall had been decorated
tastefully simple.

“Everything
looks perfect, Fee?”

She smiled.
“The party planner did a
wonderful job,” she replied, giving credit where it was
deserved.

We were in a
private room where I stood
behind her as she looked in the mirror. “You also look perfect,” I
told her as I smiled at her.

Fiona
scrunched her nose. “Is it silly that I’m nervous?”

“Not at
all,” I assured her. “For all intents
and purposes, this is your wedding reception. You’re taking those
private moments where you guys got married and sharing them with
others. That’s reason enough to be a little nervous.”

She
turned around and hugged me.
“You’re the best friend a girl has ever had, Vee,” she said, her
voice full of emotion.

My arms
automatically came around her
and I hugged this sweet girl who deserved the world. She deserved
all the happiness in the world. “I hope you still think that if I
end up holding Will’s head down in the punch bowl and drowning the
asshole.”

Fiona laughed and pulled
back. “I’m quite sure your father would save him before it came to
that. No way would he let you go to prison,” she teased.

“Have
you met my parents?” I teased
back.

She
smiled, and then smoothed her
hands down her pretty light blue summer dress. “Okay, how do I
look?”

“Beautiful,”
I replied
truthfully.

She linked her
arm in mine. “Okay, let’s go
do this.”

We walked out
of the room and down the
corridor that led to the main banquet hall. Damien agreed to have
the reception in Smithtown since the only people Fiona had wanted
here lived here, so the reception hall was very understated
and…comfortable. If someone accidentally spills a beer on
themselves, no one will care. It really was only family and close
friends.

We stopped at
the curtained archway, and I
looked over at Fiona. “Okay, here I go,” I told her, the biggest
smile on my face. “Make sure when you walk out there you bring that
husband of yours to his knees, Fee.”

Fiona
laughed. “I don’t think he should be
on his knees while our parents are here. Things could become super
inappropriate,” she joked.

“Geez, woman,
I said drop him to his knees,
not get naked while he’s down there,” I scolded
playfully.

She
laughed but then love shined
through every inch of her face. “He’s going to love me forever,
Vicky,” she whispered in awe.

I
couldn’t stop my eyes from
glassing over. After witnessing everything Damien’s ever done to
her, she deserved the love of a lifetime. I grabbed her hands and
held them between us. “Damien’s going to love you for a lot longer
than that, Fiona,” I told her.

She
gave me a tight nod and a
watery smile, and my heart thumped at how happy I was for her-for
her and Damien. “Okay, remember,” I said composing myself, “knees,
Fee. Bring that man to his knees.”

When I
walked through the curtains, I
wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but it wasn’t to find Damien
standing in the middle of the room waiting for Fiona. A quick
glance around showed me that everyone was seated at their
respective tables, and while Damien should have been seated at the
head banquet table, he was standing in the middle of the room
instead. It was as if he couldn’t stand to be that far away from an
entering Fiona.

I
smiled at him and made my way to
banquet table where only one other person was sitting. Damien still
had issues with Fiona’s parents, and even though they were mending
fences, he still hadn’t granted them permission to sit at the head
table. They sat among the other guests at the same table as my
parents.

And as much as
I didn’t want to, I walked my
feet to the table and did my best to ignore one, Mr. William
Creston. I kept my head facing straightaway and eagerly awaited
Fiona’s entrance.

The
second that she walked through
the curtain, all the air was sucked out of the room. She was so
damn beautiful that there was no denying that love looked stunning
on her. She didn’t need to be dressed in a million-dollar wedding
dress to shine. Happiness was doing that for her.

We all watched in silence
as she made her way to stand in front of Damien, and once she was
close enough, Damien reached out, grabbed her by the arm, then
hauled her to him. He didn’t kiss her as most of us would have
expected. Instead, he wrapped her up in his embrace and just
held her. He held her like he would die if he let
go.

Sweet
Jesus.

This
felt more intimate than if I had
caught them in bed together. Damien was laying it all out there for
all of us to see. He was making sure everyone in this room knew
just how much he loved his wife.

The tears started to fall
before I even realized it. It took a strong, male hand holding a
handkerchief towards me to realize I was crying. I wanted to smack
his playboy hand away, but happiness for Fiona wouldn’t allow me to
be petty, so I took the goddamn handkerchief. Plus, I was still
fully aware that I may be acting like a diva with a crushed
ego.

I watched as
Fiona tried to pull away from
Damien, but when he held fast, the DJ improvised and started
playing some music, so then they began slow dancing on
cue.

It was perfect.

At
least, it had been until I
felt the warmth of Playboy’s hand on my back and his breath against
my ear. “Come dance with me, Stems.” In this moment, I knew there’s
no way I’d ruin this for Fiona. Plus, I needed to get my head out
of my ass and quit letting Will Creston mean more than he
should.

I finished
wiping my tears and finally
looked over at him.

Christ, he
was gorgeous.

His blonde
hair was style in that way that boasted of a hundred-dollar haircut but looked casual. His face
was perfection, and he was rocking his suit like only a person who
grew up with money could. However, it was those deep russet eyes of
his that reflected a challenge. He was expecting me to fight him on
his request. I wanted to-Lord, how I wanted to-but this was about Fiona and Damien. So, instead of an
uppercut to his kidneys, I gave him a tight nod and headed towards
the dance floor where other couples had begun to join in the first
dance.

The second
we blended in with the dancing
crowd, Will wrapped his left arm around my waist and pulled me up
against his entire body. There wasn’t an inch of space between us.
I did my best to level my breathing as I place one hand on his
shoulder and let the other one get swallowed up by his right hand.
I didn’t fight our proximity, but it was a tough fight. I was still
feeling butthurt by all those social engagement photos that
wouldn’t leave my head.

I seriously
needed to get my shit together.

After a few
seconds of silence, Will
finally spoke. “You wanna tell me now or later why you’ve been
avoiding me?”

I did
my best to school my voice and try to
sound casual, but just like I couldn’t forget the countless
pictures of him with other women, I couldn’t forget all the things
I felt at the skilled hands of this man. “I can talk about the
weather with the cashier at the grocery store, Will,” I said,
sounding bored. “I didn’t really see any point in picking up the
phone.”

Was that a
growl?

“Can’t think
of anything else to discuss
with me other than the weather, huh?” he replied, anger and
irritation evident in his voice.

The DJ
switched to another song when it was clear Damien wasn’t quite ready to release Fiona, so I
was stuck in this conversation for another three minutes at least.
I pulled back and looked into Will’s gorgeous face. “What was it
you wanted to talk about, William?”

There was a
tick in his jaw at the mention
of his full name. “I want to know why the fuck you’ve been ignoring
my calls and texts, Victoria,”
he hissed.

I
couldn’t lie and say this
pretending to be cool and casual wasn’t hard fucking work. I wanted
to yell at him like a jealous shrew, but I’d swallow my own tongue
before I let this asshole get the best of me. “Contrary to what you
may think, Will, I do work,” I retorted. “I also have friends,
parents, a life…I don’t always have
my phone on me when you call.”

“And it’s too
much of a hassle to call me
back later?” he bit out.

I cocked my
head, my entire body riddle
with sarcasm and sass. “I didn’t want to mess up your game.” His
head jerked back in surprise at my response. “What if I had
returned your call while you were entertaining one of your
girlfriends?”

His brow drew
down in confused anger. “What
fucking girlfriends?”

 This time I did smirk. “Good point,” I conceded. “I meant fuck
buddies.”


Chapter 14


Dismissed? I
think not.

 


William~

What.
The. Ever. Lovin’.
Fuck?

Was she for
real?

The
knowledge that her parents
were in attendance was the only reason I wasn’t dragging her off
the dance floor by her goddamn fiery locks. Should they end up my
in-laws one day, I didn’t want to fuck up their first impression of
me. Still, the woman was testing me.

Testing. Me.

“What the fuck
are you talking about?” I hissed, careful not to speak loud enough
to entertain the other couples dancing around us. The gathering was
extremely small, considering Damien’s station in life, so a scene
with Vicky would not go unnoticed.

“You must not
pay much attention to G&C’s website, do you?” she replied,
sounding bored and condescending all at once.

“Why the hell
would I?” I almost barked.
“That site is for public informational purposes, Stems. I
already
know what’s going on with my own
goddamn company.”

She turned her
head and leaned in, so that we
were almost cheek-to-cheek, and therefore couldn’t look at each
other. “Well, as I web designer, among other things, it’s
professional curiosity that had me looking through even the boring
links of your guys’ website. The community impact and social links
were especially interesting, though.”

Motherfucker.

I
was going to strangle her, and my
soon-to-be-new-in-laws were just going to have to deal with it.
However, before I could murder her on the dance floor, the song
faded away and the DJ cut the music because Damien was finally
willing to let Fiona go and take their seats at the head
table.

I placed a
hand on Vicky’s lower back and
guided her back to our seats, and that was another bone of
contention at this point. I was seated next to Damien with Fiona on
his right side and Vicky on the other side of Fiona. I was going to
have to fucking wait until the toasts, dinner, etc. were done
before I’d be able to speak to her again.

I sat
down and slapped a smile on my
face as Damien made a groom’s speech about his bride. It was
completely unnecessary as we’d all already seen exactly how he felt
about her when she had walked through the decorated
curtains.

Everyone
clapped and carried on once he
was finished and I joined in-on the clapping, not the carrying on.
It wasn’t until the food was being served and Damien leaned over
that I realized I needed to work on my acting skills.

“Anyone
looking at you would think you
weren’t happy for us, asshole,” he said low enough for my ears
only. “That scowl on your face is something else.”

I jerked my
head to look at him. “What are
you talking about?” I challenged. “I’ve got my happy face
on.”

“Happy
for a psychopath, maybe,” he
retorted. “Dude, you looked like you’re one wicked villain laugh
away from torching the place.”

I narrowed my
eyes. “No, I don’t,” I argued.

Damien laughed. “Just a
friendly reminder, Will, her parents are here,” he said
unnecessarily. “Her dad’s the quiet type, but I’m sure he’ll have
no problem murdering you where you stand if you fuck with his only
daughter.”

I leaned in.
“Why the fuck else do you
think I haven’t drug her out of here by her hair yet?
Hmm?”

Damien barked out a real
laugh and it caught me off guard for a second. He’s never been a
happy person in all the time I’ve known him, but after finally
having Fiona for himself, it’s as if he could finally breathe and
allow himself to be happy.

I shook my
head. “She mentioned our
website,” I told him.

His brows
drew down. “What? She wants to
redesign it or something?”

“Nah, man,” I
grimaced. “She mentioned the
social links.”

Damien
winced, confirming my hunch.
“So, she checks out our site and sees nothing but you attending
social functions with your…uh, dates?”

“They’re not my fucking
dates, Dame,” I growled.

His brows shot
up. “Pretty sure escorting a
woman to a social function and having her hang out with you all
night is the very definition of a date, Will.”

“Whose
side are you on?” I snapped,
sounding like a teenage girl throwing a tantrum.

Damien
cocked his head. “And if you
looked up her social media posts and pictures of her were being
posted every week with a different guy?”

“That’s different,” I
automatically argued.

He
smiled. “That’s not different.
That’s hypocrisy, my friend.”

“Give me a
break,” I replied. “And some
credit. The last few functions I’ve taken Nalia with
me.”

Damien
shook his head. “You really are a
clueless bastard,” he chuckled. “I’m betting Vicky doesn’t even
know who Nalia is, am I right?”

“She’d
fucking know if she had
answered any of my millions of calls or fucking texts, Dame,” I
reasoned.

He sighed and
decided to stop giving me a
hard time. “Look, Will, I don’t profess to even begin to understand
the inner working mind of the female species. I just know that if
Victoria McGrath is not returning your calls or texts, you either
sucked in the sack, you did something to piss her off, or you were
just a weekend distraction. Vicky isn’t emotionally complicated.
She’s always been a straight shooter.” He chuckled. “I ought to
know. She threatened to murder me in my sleep all through school
for how I treated Fiona.”

“They why not come out and
tell me straight up what her problem is if she’s such a straight
shooter?” I asked.

Damien
shrugged her shoulder. “Maybe
because she doesn’t want to cause waves for Fiona. Maybe she thinks
she has to play nice since you’re my best friend and aren’t going
away any time soon.” I was about to call bullshit, but Vicky caught
my eye as she got up and I watched as she made her way to the
parents’ table.

I
leaned around Damien to face Fiona.
“What’s going on?”

“Her mother is
on a special diet, and she’s
making sure Adelaide doesn’t start a fight with Ensel when he
starts snatching away all the good stuff off her place,” Fiona
chuckled softly. “Mr. McGrath loves his wife dearly, and he’s
willing to let her hate him for taking away her food as long as
she’s alive and healthy enough to stick around to hate him. Vicky’s
got his back.”

Fuck this shit.

I stood up and
decided to go meet my future
in-laws. Vicky wouldn’t cause a scene in front of her parents,
would she? I heard a feminine voice say, “Go get her, tiger,” as I
walked towards Vicky and the table where her parents and Fiona’s
parents sat.

I
stepped up next to Vicky and placed a
hand on her lower back as I greeted the parentals. She tensed, but
I ignored it. I looked at Fiona’s parents first because they were
the parents of the bride, no matter their strained relationship.
“Mr., Mrs. Eldstead,” I greeted. “I’m William Creston, Best Man,
Damien’s business partner, and I went to school with Fiona,
Victoria, and Damien.”

Fiona’s father
stood up and reached out to
shake my hand. “Dr. Creston and Raylen’s son, yes?”

I smiled.
“Yes. Alexander and Raylen
Creston are my parents.”

“Good to meet
you, son,” he said before his wife echoed his sentiments, then he
sat back down.

I turned to
face Vicky’s parents next. “Mr. and Mrs. McGrath.”

Vicky’s
father stood up and shook my
hand. “Good to meet you, William.”

“Will,” I automatically
corrected. After all, the more and more I thought about it, the
more sure I was that he was going to end up my father-in-law one
day.

Vicky remained silent
during the introductions, and I decided to use this to my
advantage. “Do you mind if I steal Victoria away for a second.
We…uh, have to check on a…surprise we…got for the bride and
groom.”

Mrs. McGrath’s
face lit up. “Oh, how sweet,” she gushed. “Take your time. We’ll distract Fiona and Damien if
they question where you two ran off to.”

I
almost laughed when I knew Vicky was
doing her best to keep from tearing me a new one. I glanced over at
her beautifully furious face. “Shall we, Stems?”

She stared at
me for a few seconds before
plastering the fakest smile in history on her face and turning
towards the table. “Uh, yeah…if…you’ll excuse us.” I had to
practically run after her to keep up with her, but it was either
that or look like a complete tool following her like a scolded
puppy as she stormed out of the reception hall.

 Once we made our
way down the hallway, she grabbed the sleeve of my suit and pulled
me into an empty room. As soon as the door slammed behind me, she
went for it. “What the fuck, Will?”


Chapter 15


My eyes work just fine.

 


Victoria~

William Creston
had nerve.

Lots of it.

“I’ll tell you
what the fuck, Stems,” he spat
back. “I want to know why they fuck you’ve been ignoring my calls
and texts. No more bullshit.”

I cocked my
head and did my best to look
unaffected, though I felt very affected. “Christ, Will,” I rolled
out, sounding as bored as I possibly could, “there are pictures of
you all over the place with a different woman every night. Why do
you care if I return a text or not? You’re obviously busy enough
without adding one more female to the harem.”

His
face looked thunderous and
there was a tick in his jaw. “Well, Vic,” he drawled out
sarcastically, “had you bothered to answer just one fucking call, I
could have explained how those women were just
escorts to business functions and nothing more.”

I snorted.
“Sure, Will. Because that
beautiful Asian woman you’ve been seen with this past month is just
a platonic date when you’ve only been seen with her of late. I’m
not fucking stupid,” I snapped. “Don’t treat me as if I
am.”

He stepped to
me until we were practically
toe-to-toe. “I’m not a liar, Victoria,” he seethed. “And Nalia, the
beautiful Asian, is one of our accounting VPs, and I asked her to
start accompanying me to these functions because I was tired of
attending with random women. Once her wife said it was okay, we agreed that she would be my stand-in date
from now on.”

I
couldn’t help the pang in my chest at
his words. I also couldn’t deny how stupid his words made me feel.
I’ve been acting liked a scorned teenager who caught her boyfriend
with the head cheerleader, instead of the strong, independent woman
I claimed to be.

However, his explanation
still didn’t do anything to solve our problem-our
real problem. “That still doesn’t explain why you
care if I pick up the phone or not, Will,” I replied like a brat.
“It’s not like we’re in a relationship or anything.”

His hand
wrapped around my upper arm.
“Tell me that weekend in San Francisco wasn’t the best sex of your
life, Stems,” he dared.

I tried to
escape his hold, but it was no
use. “That’s hardly the point, Will,” I hissed. “You live in New
York. Or have you conveniently forgotten that?”

His brows shot
upward. “So, what? You have to
have dick every fucking night? You can’t do long-distance and make
do with once a month or every other weekend?” My hand came up, but
the fucker caught it just in time. His brown eyes burned. “Try to
slap me again and see what happens, Victoria.”

I was livid.
This asshole basically just called me a slut, but he was going to get offended about a slap?
“Call me a slut again and see what happens, William,” I threw
back.

He
looked at his wit’s end. “I
never called you a slut,” he growled. “What the fuck,
Stems?”

What a tool. “You just
accused me of not being able to go a night without dick!” I yelled,
frustrated beyond all get out. “That’s pretty much calling me a
slut!”

Will
let me go and stepped back,
running his hands through his hair. “Jesus Christ, Vicky,” he
grumbled, looking like he wanted to rip his hair out.

I took a
couple of deep breaths and did
my best to calm down. Things were getting out of control, and I
needed to rein shit back in. “Okay,” I breathed out. “Let’s go back
to that weekend in San Francisco.”

“What
about it?” Will snarled,
obviously still pissed for the attempted slap.

“What were your
expectations?” Like most men, he probably just wanted to get laid,
but had he wanted to get laid by me specifically or just
anyone?

Will
stepped forward until we were
only a foot apart. “I expected to go to the party with you,” he
answered.

“So, you had
no intentions of taking me to bed or anything like that?” I asked,
cocking my head in sarcastic disbelief. Will had always been a
cocky bastard. It was hard to believe that he had no idea we’d end
up in bed together.

He threw his
head back in an empty laugh.
“Christ, Stems, the only hope I held out for was that you weren’t
going to murder me where I stood,” he said, surprising me. “I
wasn’t confused about how you probably still felt about
me.”

“Yet,
you still hit on me the second
you saw me,” I reminded him.

“Fuck
yeah, I did,” he growled down
at me.

“Really, Will?” I
deadpanned. I was trying to untangle all these stupid, confusing
feelings, and he was…well, he was being a man.

His hand
wrapped around my arm and-not
gonna lie-his touch had my thoughts wandering. “I’ve been wanting
to fuck you since we were kids, Victoria,” he barked. “So, yeah,
the second I saw you, and saw that you looked every bit as stunning
as you had when we were younger, well…yeah, you better believe I
was going to hit on you.” His voice lowered and my body tingled all
over. “There was no way I wasn’t going to get inside you that
night. And it was more than I ever imagined it would
be.”

The bitter
female in me let out an empty
laugh. “That’s why a week later there was someone else on your
arm,” I spat. “Don’t play me, Will. I’m not stupid. You don’t have
to pretend that weekend meant more than it did.”

Will let go of
my arm and took a step back
again. He looked pissed and…well, disgusted. “Make up your fucking
mind, Victoria,” he demanded. “Either that weekend didn’t mean
shit, so seeing me with other women shouldn’t bother you, or that
weekend did mean something, and we need to figure it the fuck
out.”

Well, hell.

He was right.
I was being irrational, and I
wasn’t being fair to him. However, I was still pissed. “How would
you have felt if you had pulled up a picture of me and another
man one
week after we had slept
together?”

He stepped
towards me again and his
chocolate gaze was blazing. “I would have hopped on the first plane
out and kicked his fucking ass, Stems,” he hissed. “Is that what
you want to know?”

I closed my
eyes and felt all the fight
leave me. This was stupid. No matter what I felt about Will and our
weekend together, I lived in California while he lived in New York.
Yeah, I had felt blindsided and hurt at thinking I had been so
casually dismissed, but standing here with Will pointing out my
irrationality, I realized I wasn’t being fair to him or this
fucked-up situation.

He must have
sensed my defeat because he
said, “Talk to me, Stems.”

I
looked up at him, and after behaving
like a raging bitch, I felt like he deserved the truth. “I believed
you,” I told him.

His brows drew down.
“Believed me about what?”

“Graduation
night,” I confessed. “I believed you when you said that, whether or not I believed you, you did
care for me.”

“It’s
the truth,” he stated, matter
of fact.

“Yeah, well,
imagine how I felt when I’ve believed those words, and after
finally getting together, there are pictures of you with other
women within a week,” I said. “It made me feel like a bucket list
conquest, William.”

Will stepped
to me and cradled my face in
his hands. “Stems, the last fucking thing you are is a bucket list
conquest. At least, not for me.”

“Will…”

Then he said
something that completely blew
me away while at the same time making me feel like a fool. “I can
still feel you all these weeks later, Victoria. You’re out of your
mind if you think I’m looking at other women, never mind fucking
sleeping with them.” His hands slid from my face into my hair.
“There’s just you.”

He
didn’t give me a chance to comment on
his declaration. His lips slammed down on mine and the moan that
came out felt like it had come from my soul. I knew it was
dangerous to want Will Creston like this, but I did. I wanted him,
even if I couldn’t have him in the realistic sense of a
relationship.

I had been
eaten up by jealousy and I had
tried to cover it up by being a bitch, but it hadn’t worked. He had
been right when he said our night together had been the best sex of
my life. However, if I wanted to be completely honest, it was more
than that. It was this underlying attraction that had always been
there for Will Creston. I had fought it because Damien’s treatment
of Fiona had demanded it, but Will had always been charming, and I
had always wondered about him, especially graduation
night.

I broke off
the kiss. “Will, we
can’t.”

“The fuck
we can’t,” he growled. “I’m
dying for you, Stems.”

I
stared up into those
whiskey-colored eyes of his. “We’re at Fiona and Damien’s freakin’
wedding reception, Will.”

“I don’t
fucking care, Vicky,” he
argued.

Lord, how I
wanted him.

But now was
not the time. “We can’t,” I
repeated.

 He threw his
head back and growled at the ceiling, “Goddamn it!”


Chapter 16


When the hell did
that happen?

 


William~

This
must be what it felt like for
children with ADD before the condition was diagnosed; antsy and
angry. Because I was feeling antsy as fuck, and with each passing
minute, I was getting angrier.

After
Vicky put a stop to my
manhandling, I had followed her back out to the reception area,
straight up lied to her parents and Fiona’s about our big surprised
being ruined because the delivery was delayed, then sat my ass back
down next to Damien at the head table.

The
fucker had taken one look at
my face and had laughed.

While I
felt a whole hell of a lot
better knowing that Vicky had been behaving like a jackass because
she’d been jealous, the knowledge still didn’t get me any closer to
being inside her. It’s been weeks and all I wanted to do was fuck
her until we both fell unconscious from exhaustion.

After a couple of more
toasts from Fiona’s mother and Vicky’s parents, the party was in
full swing, and I finally felt like I could breathe. Everyone had
gone on their merry way, but before I could snatch Vicky up, she
had walked over towards her parents, and I hadn’t wanted to be a
dick and pull her away from them again. I still had to maintain a
good impression for her parents since I really, really planned on
taking things to a serious level with Vicky.

How
I’d gone from Vicky being my
plus-one to making sure her parents liked me, I had no idea. All I
did know was that, however if fucking happened, Victoria McGrath
was mine. I wasn’t going to question it, and I wasn’t going to let
Vicky keep poking holes in what I was trying to build with her.
Sure, her concerns that we lived on opposite coasts were valid, but
our living situation wasn’t a deal breaker. At least, it wasn’t for
me.

I was so
wrapped up in my thoughts that
I hadn’t noticed Fiona until she was talking to me. “A word of
advice?”

I wasn’t
stupid. I knew I was going to
need all the help I could get when it came to Vicky. “Sure,” I
replied as I stared across the room at the woman who’s been
occupying most of my thoughts these past couple of
months.

“Pay attention to the
signs, Will,” Fiona advised all cryptic-like.

I tore my gaze
away from Vicky and looked
down at the little sprite. “The signs?”

Fiona’s eyes
flickered towards her friend,
and I knew she was debating just how far over the girl-code line
she should step. But then she looked back up at me and said,
“Vicky’s been conditioned to not like you for years, Will. While
she had a great time in at the gala, using you for sex and forming
a relationship are two different things.”

Well…ouch.

“The fact that she
admitted that she was jealous when she saw pictures of me with
other women doesn’t count for anything?” I asked a little stung by
her phrasing that Vicky had used me for sex.

Fiona
shrugged a shoulder. “It means she
likes you. However, it doesn’t mean she’s going to make it easy for
you.”

Now I was officially confused.

“Why would she
make this complicated?” I
asked. “We’re not kids anymore, Fiona. If she likes me enough to
sleep with me, she shouldn’t balk at a relationship.”

“On
separate coasts?” she asked,
her brows shooting up. “When I say look for the signs, what I mean
is that she’s going to resist making this thing with you guys
serious because she’ll never up her life to follow a man anywhere.”
Fiona smiled softly, trying to soften the blow. “Before you decided
to take this thing with her to the next level, know that Vicky’s
strong and stubborn, and there’s every chance that she may push you
away just to test your commitment to her.”

I didn’t like
what she was saying, but I had
to admit it rang of some truth. Vicky was strong and stubborn, and I knew there was no way she’d
re-structure her entire life just to be with a man, even if that
man were me.

I studied
Fiona’s face and saw nothing
but genuine earnest there. She really was just trying to help me.
“Give me an in, Fiona,” I practically begged.

She
gnawed on her bottom lip for a
bit before saying, “Be stronger than her objections, Will. She’s
going to make things difficult because she’s not going to want to
get caught up in something that is not going to end well. So,
just…be stronger than her problems with where you’re taking
this.”

It
suddenly occurred to me just
how better a person Fiona Eldstead was than the rest of us. Or, I
guess, Fiona Greystone now. For years, I stood back and let Damien
treat Fiona like crap, but here she was, forgetting all that and
giving me genuine advice on how to make things work with her best
friend.

It was humbling.

“I’m sorry,
Fiona,” I said, ignoring the topic at hand.

Her
brows furrowed and she cocked
her head. “For what?”

“I’m sorry I
never tried to save you,” I answered honestly because that’s what
it would have been. Fiona had needed someone to save her from
Damien, and no one ever had. It didn’t matter that they were happy
now and that every breath he took, he took for her. Growing up is a
hard and confusing time for any kid, and we had all stood back and
let Damien make Fiona’s life a living hell, and that wasn’t
okay.

Her eyes
watered, and she looked like
she had taken a punch to the chest with how withered her reaction
was.

We stood in
silence for a few seconds
before Fiona composed herself and gifted me a radiant smile. “Thank
you, Will,” she replied. “Thank you for that.”

I leaned down
and wrapped my arms around
this amazing woman. I hugged her tight and hoped that she knew just
how sorry I really was. Damien didn’t deserve her, but then I
didn’t think any man ever would. Fiona was good people, and I was
lucky she wanted Vicky’s happiness more than she wanted to wallow
in childhood miseries.

“Much longer
and I’m going to have to kill
you,” came the rough voice I knew as well as my own.

I chuckled and
let go of Fiona before turning
towards Damien. “It’s bad form to murder your Best Man at your
wedding reception,” I joked.

“People will
understand,” he replied right
before hauling Fiona up against his side.

She
looked up at her husband. “I was just
giving Will some advice on how to make things work with Vicky.” She
grinned. “He was just showing his appreciation.”

Damien cocked a
brow.

That’s
it.

Nothing more.

And
that’s all it took for Fiona
to tell state’s secrets. “Will apologized,” she muttered, still a
little emotional over the exchange.

Damien gave
her a short nod, and then
looked over at me. “Thanks,” he added and nothing more. While I
knew Fiona didn’t deserve how Damien had treated her, I also knew
Damien didn’t regret it. His love for Fiona exonerated his
conscience where she was concerned.

Our
moment came to an end when
Vicky joined our little group. “Hey,” she greeted the group as she
stepped to stand next to me.

Fiona smiled at her.
“Will was just apologizing for being an insensitive jerk all those
years ago.”

Damien huffed
while I choked on the
awkwardness. I should have known Fiona wouldn’t keep this from
Vicky. I mean, not that it was a secret or anything, but now as a
grown man, it was kind of hard to face the mistakes of my past. I
was trying to win Vicky over, not remind her of what an asshole I
had been.

“Oh, really,” Vicky
chuckled.

I
looked down at her. “She
forgave me,” I clarified just in case Vicky’s warped mind started
coming up with more excuses not to date me.

Vicky’s brows
drew downward, and she looked
at me like I was an idiot. “Figuring as how she forgave Damien
enough to marry the man, forgiving you probably wasn’t that big of
a stretch for her kindness for fools, Will,” she replied dryly,
making me look like an even bigger fool.

I narrowed my
eyes at her as Fiona and
Damien did their best to hold in their laughs. “She forgave him
because she loves him and probably always has, Stems. She has no
reason to forgive me, so her forgiveness of my stupidity is
actually a greater act of grace than her forgiving Damien,” I
pointed out.

“Are we
really standing here debating the
prize level of my forgiveness?” Fiona asked, doing her best not to
outright laugh.

“She’s wearing
my ring,” Damien deadpanned. “I win.”

“The
point is,” I stressed, “if
Fiona’s forgiven me, then-” I thumbed my finger towards Vicky.
“-this chick can forgive me and quit coming up with excuses to
ditch me.”

“Did you
just call me ‘this chick’?”
Vicky asked, clearly bothered by the sweet term of
endearment.

I looked back
down at her. “Can you focus,
please?”

She looked
positively bewildered.
“On what?”

I’ve had
enough of this
shit.

I turned back
towards Damien and Fiona.
“Lovely reception. Had the time of my life. I wish you both all the
happiness in the world.”

“What
the-”

 I cut off Vicky’s confusion. “It’s time you and I got something straight,
Stems.”


Chapter 17


Unfortunately, my libido
works just fine, too.

 


Victoria~

I let Will drag me out of the reception hall and
back to the empty room we had argued in earlier. And while I still
believed getting involved with him was a bad idea because it
couldn’t possibly lead to anything serious, I couldn’t deny that
William Creston did it for me.

I
wanted the man, and I wanted
him badly.

He
locked the door behind us as
soon as we cleared the doorway and I knew I should feel some shame
over the anticipation I was feeling, what with my parents only a
couple of rooms over, but I didn’t. I hadn’t been with a guy since
that night in San Francisco, and my body was begging for what it
knew Will could do for it.

“Will…”

He turned on
me and stalked me until my
back hit the locked door. His right hand came up and wrapped around
the side of my neck. His eyes burning, he said, “You have one
chance, Stems. One chance to tell me no and I’ll let you walk out
the door and return to the party. One.”

Sweet Baby
Jesus.

“And if I
don’t take it?” I asked, breathless and so full of want
that it had my panties soaked
already. My mind drifting to those tattoos I knew he had underneath
his clothes.

Will leaned in until his
breath tickled the side of my face. “Then I’m going to fuck you so
hard and so fucking dirty that you won’t be able to face your
parents for the rest of the night,” he promised
wickedly.

He
leaned back, so I could look
at that exact promise written all over his face. “I think I might
still be mad at you, Will,” I told him honestly. Well, maybe not
honestly. I was mad that he lived in New York and that his dick
lived there with him.

The corner
of his lip lifted in a sexy,
all-male smirk. “Yeah? Then take it out on my cock, baby,” he
offered.

It only took
me three seconds to
decide.

I reached down
for his belt, and the second
my actions registered, Will’s right hand reached down and was under
my dress in seconds.

I
was so caught up in working
his belt loose that I was vaguely aware of the ripping sound of my
panties becoming useless. Will’s fingers made contact at the exact
same time the sound of his zipper competed with the moans from my
throat.

My hand
was wrapped about Will’s hard heat
while his fingers were getting lost inside my desperate body.
“Fuck, baby,” he panted. “It’s been too fucking long.”

As much as I
wanted Will to slam inside me, he deserved some sort
of apology for the way I had treated
him. I could admit I had behaved like an unreasonable bitch, and I
wanted to make it right.

I dropped to
my knees, forcing Will’s
fingers from my body. “What are-” I had his dick in my hands and my
lips wrapped around the head, causing him to change
direction. “Oh,
fuck.”

Will’s dick was big, and
while I prided myself on be sexually openminded, I knew there was
no way I could get his cock all the way down my throat without his
help. That night in San Francisco had proven that.

But I did
my fucking best.

Will’s hands tightened in
my hair, messing up the hairstyle it took me forever to put
together. “Oh, yeah, Stems,” he groaned. “Suck my cock, baby. Just
like that.”

As his hips
jerked, I worked his cock with my lips, tongue, and hands. I worked it with everything I had.
Still, I didn’t want him to cum in my mouth because I really wanted
to feel him inside me, but I also wanted to drive him crazy. I
wanted to drive him as crazy as he drove me.

Seconds,
minutes, or hours later-I
wasn’t sure-Will finally begged me to stop. “I’m going to cum in
your mouth if you don’t stop, Stems,” he warned. “And I really want
inside that tight pussy of yours.”

I slid my
mouth off his dick and stood
up, panting and out of my mind with need. “Will-”

He shook his
head at me, stopping my words.
“You’re coming back to the hotel with me, Stems,” he announced.
“You’re leaving with me after the party and I’m going to spend the
rest of the night doing every fucking filthy thing I can think of
with you.” My body clenched and my moan was deep and desperate.
“I’m going to fucking ruin you, Vicky. I’m going to ruin that sweet
cunt of yours for every other man. But right now, I’m going to fuck
you good and hard and quick.”

“Please…” I
begged like-dare I say it? A
whore?

His hands
found the back of my thighs,
and he lifted me until my legs wrapped around his waist perfectly
and the door supported our weight.

I was
really going to let Will
Creston fuck me with a room full of friends and family only a few
feet away, and I simply didn’t care.

My
arms wrapped around his neck for
leverage, and I could feel the head of his cock at my entrance.
“Will, please…” I kept begging, encouraging.

Will’s eyes
locked onto mine. “Only you,
Victoria,” he rasped right before slamming his entire length inside
my body. I let out a scream, not caring who it might bring running.
“You’re the only woman whose pussy has ever touched my
cock.”

Oh, God.

The
girl in me let his words wash over my
bruised self-esteem, and she let them make her feel special. Will
was letting me know that I’ve been the only female that he’s never
used a condom with, and my stupid heart let it mean something to
me.

I dug my
fingers into his hair and
tightened my hold on him; on his words, as he started pounding into
me. I decided his honestly deserved some of the same. As hard as it
was to get the words out because the pleasure of Will Creston
fucking me raw was robbing me of all sense, I managed to say,
“You’re the only man who’s ever cum inside me, Will.” He growled
and it fueled my insane honesty. “You’re also the
only…oh,
God…” His cock was hitting
deep inside me, and I closed my eyes as all thought cease to
exist.

“What?” he
demanded. “I’m also
what?”

I forced my
eyes open, and the look on his
face was pure, ravaged need. “I…”

“What!?” he
snapped, and it was then that
I realized he needed my words, too. Usually, it was women who
needed the words. We’re the ones who needed the dirty talk and the
reassurance. But right now, Will needed my honesty like I needed
him to move to California.

“You’re
also…Will…” His fingers dug
painfully into my thighs, and I knew he was done being patient.
“You’re also the only man who…” I made sure my eyes held his, so he
could see the complete truth of what I was about to say.

“Vicky,
baby…” he begged.

“You’re the
only man that I’ll ever let do
whatever he wants to me, Will,” I finally managed to get out.
“That’s what you do to me. I’ll let you do anything you want to
me. Anything.”

It was like
unleashing a caged lion.

My words
had Will snarling and slamming
me up against the door so hard that anyone walking past would know
what was happening in this room. All common sense fled. All
concerns of being caught and shamed no longer existed.

“You’re mine,
Victoria,” he growled. “You’re fucking mine and I don’t give a fuck that I’m in New York.”
His thrusts into my body were becoming so painful that I had to
reach for the pleasure.

But I didn’t
stop him.

This
was what I wanted. After weeks of
feeling like discarded goods, this was what I wanted. I wanted to
know that this need wasn’t one-sided.

“Everything
you have to give is fucking mine,” he panted harshly. “Tonight, I’m
going to use your body like you have my ring on your
finger.”

My pussy
clenched and my orgasm started
making the earth shake. “Will…”

“I’m going to
fuck and cum inside that smartass mouth of yours,” he vowed. “I’m going to unload inside
your hot cunt until you’re dripping with me.”

I
screamed as my orgasm erupted
and white spots danced being my eyes. “Oh, God…yes…”

As my body trembled and
shook, Will slammed into me, then anchored me to the door, using
the door as leverage for our combined weight. His hands dug
painfully into my hair, and he held my head prisoner as he
viciously shattered my mind, body, and soul. “I’m also not going to
stop until I have you bend over with my cock balls deep in that
tight ass of yours, Vicky,” he threatened-or promised-I wasn’t sure
which. I’ve never had anal sex before and the picture Will painted
sounded painful and decadent.

And I wanted
every part of it.

“Will…I…” The
words wouldn’t come. My body
and mind were mush. His cock lodged in the deepest part of my body
was painful as my trembling subsided, and he held me
prisoner.

“Every inch of
you is going to be covered in
my cum, Stems,” he kept saying. “You’ll never fucking escape me,
Victoria.” His words were accompanied by only a handful of thrusts
before he let out a roar and came deep inside my body.

We were
both done.

 But this was far from over.


Chapter 18


So, this is what madness
feels like,
huh?

 


William~

Standing in front of my
office window, looking out at
the lights that lit up New York City, I found the view wasn’t as
beautiful and as exciting as I once thought it was. I also found
sitting in my office this week, the king of my very own hard-earned
kingdom, it didn’t feel as powerful as it used to.

The power.
The money. The status. The
success.

The
luxuriousness of it all…

It no
longer held the value it used
to, and all because I wasn’t sharing any of it with
Vicky.

The madness
was slowly creeping in, and I
was man enough to admit that I didn’t know how to handle it; I
didn’t know how to handle being so far away from
Victoria.

I knew it
was irrational to feel so
strongly about being away from her, but I couldn’t help it. I
hadn’t anticipated my feelings for her as a young boy to manifest
into a full-blown obsession. I knew I was in deep when she had
ignored me after San Francisco, but I hadn’t realized just how deep
until I had to leave her Sunday morning.

I
had told myself-hell, I had told her-that we could do this slowly. I had told her that we could
do long-distance and make it work. After spending all night inside
her body and marking her in the most depraved ways, I had convinced
her to give this thing a chance. Lord knows I had the money to
travel to see her, and she could make the time to see me since she
worked primarily from home. But being back in New York, it suddenly
didn’t feel like enough.

Her
concerns seemed more valid now
that I was having difficulties concentrating on anything other than
how much I missed her. And it’s only been three fucking
days.

After we had
left the reception, we had
gone back to my hotel room where she had stayed true to her word.
Vicky had let me do anything and everything I have ever wanted to
do to her since my dick first got hard for her during our younger
years. She hadn’t balked or judged me. In fact, the filthier my
kinks had gotten, the hungrier she had been for it. It was as if
the lack of judgement had set us both free, and we’d been both
brave enough to let it all out.

And we had.

Or, at least,
I had.

We fucked
until my body couldn’t produce
cum fast enough to cover her in it anymore. We fucked until there
wasn’t a part of her body that had been untouched by my hands,
lips, tongue, or cock. We fucked until she no longer cared what I
did with her body, and I no longer cared about anything else,
except her body.

And
breaking in her ass had been
unlike anything I had ever experienced before. Sure, I might not
have been a stranger to anal sex but knowing that Vicky had never
been touched there had me feeling like a king conquering the most
coveted of lands.

It had
hurt, and she had screamed,
but she had also begged. Once the pain had subsided, Victoria
McGrath had started moaning like a hot, little slut, and she had
taken every inch of my cock like a good girl.

Like
my good girl.

Leaving her
Sunday morning had been one of
the hardest things I have ever had to do, and each day after that
has been a test to my will and dedication to G&C. I was
committed to what Damien and I have built, but suddenly, money and
success weren’t everything.

I
pulled out my phone and looked
at the time. I had a late meeting in twenty minutes, but I called
Vicky anyway, even knowing that the time difference put her at past
nine.

She answered on the third
ring. “Hey.” That’s it, that’s all. Just one simple word and I was
feeling like she just said yes to wearing my letterman
jacket.

I was such a
fucking pussy.

“Hey,” I replied. “Were
you sleeping?”

“No. I was
about to call it a night,
though,” she answered. “I just got out of the shower.”

I groaned and
didn’t even try to hide it.
Fucking her in the shower and blowing my load all over her face was
another vivid memory I had of us that I’ll be taking to my grave.
“I didn’t need that visual, Stems.”

Her
laugh was soft, feminine, and making
my dick hard. “What? You want me to lie to you?” she
teased.

“In this case,
it would probably be for the
best,” I told her. “I have a meeting in twenty minutes, and I don’t
need to greet the CEO of Sansco Incorporated with a hard dick,
Stems.”

This
time her laugh was full-blown.
“Keep your mind in the game, Creston,” she advised
dryly.

It
was on the tip of my tongue to tell
her I didn’t care about winning the game anymore, but I knew
admitting my obsession or professing my love would have her running
for the hills and not looking back. Even though I had convinced her
to do this with me, I knew the only way she could handle a
long-distance relationship was to label it casual. As long as Vicky
believed she wouldn’t have to make any major changes in her life to
be with me, she would do this. She didn’t want to think about
having to sacrifice the life she had now for love, so ergo, there
was no love. Just casual sex and great conversation. Or maybe it
was great sex and casual conversation. At any rate, I knew I
couldn’t talk serious with her right now.

I knew it and
it was fucking slowly, but surely, eating me alive.

“So, I was
calling because, while I know you have a life, I need you to block
out every other weekend from now until eternity for me,” I said,
trying to keep my tone light and joking.

I could hear
her trying to rein in her laughter. “I’ll see what I can do,” she deadpanned.

“Two
weeks is my limit, Stems.”

She let the
laughter out. “This from the
guy who accused me of not being able to go without dick for a
night?”

I
grimaced. “Stop
it.”

She took mercy
on me. “Okay, okay,” she said, getting serious. “I can block out every other weekend for you,
but I don’t think the calendar on my phone has an eternity setting,
Will.”

My
heart thumped in my chest
because she hadn’t scoffed at my condition of eternity. She just
said her phone’s calendar didn’t go up that high. I had to pull my
phone away from my face as I took a deep, steadying
breath.

After a
couple of seconds, I put the
phone back to my ear. “Then you must have a shitty phone,” I
teased. “My phone has an eternity setting and you’re on
it.”

Vicky’s
momentary silence was loud as
fuck, but she finally said, “I miss you, Will.”

My
knees almost gave out. “Thank
fuck because I miss the hell out of you, Stems,” I replied with a
growl. I realized I was mad at our distance, but there was nothing
and no one to take it out on.

I could
hear her sigh deeply over the
phone. “Well, I’m going to let you go get to your meeting,” she
said, effectively saying goodnight. “And I’ll be heading to bed as
soon as I send my phone carrier a strongly worded letter about not
having any eternity settings.”

I
laughed, and just like that,
the heavy was gone. I still felt it in my chest, but it wasn’t
hanging over our conversation anymore. “You do that,” I encouraged.
“I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Stems.”

“Okay,” she
whispered, her voice laced
with a bit of loneliness and longing. Or maybe that was
me.

“Lo-uh,
sweet dreams,” I choked,
horrified over my slip.

“Uh, okay,”
she muttered. “Sweet dreams
when you get there.”

Vicky hung up
and I walked over to my desk
and dropped like I no longer had any skeletal structure to hold me
up. My head dropped back as I closed my eyes in utter
defeat.

I
almost told Vicky I loved her not minutes after I reminded myself that I couldn’t
make those kinds of declarations to her just yet. But, fuck, it had
felt so natural to say those words as we were getting off the
phone. It felt unnatural not to say them.
And as I sat here waiting for my meeting to start, I could admit
that I had no clue what I was doing here.

I knew I
wanted Vicky. I knew I didn’t
want to be with anyone else. I knew I didn’t want her to be with
anyone else. I knew there was a small piece of me that Vicky’s
owned since we were kids. I knew she mattered in a way that no one
else ever has. But I also knew she was not going to uproot her
entire life for me, and I knew I wasn’t ready to uproot my life for
her. At least, not yet.

And
even if Vicky could work from
anywhere, her family and friends were in California. If she ever
left California to be with me, she would literally not know another
soul in New York other than me. A woman as strong and as
independent as Vicky would have to put everything that she had on
the line for me. I would be the only thing she had in New York, and
I imagined that to be an intimidating if not scary thing. If it
didn’t work out between us, she’d be left alone here.

If I left
New York for her, I’d still
have Damien in San Francisco, and my parents still in Smithtown. If
it didn’t work out, I had enough money to start over anywhere I
wanted. Or, hell, not at all. I wasn’t even thirty-years-old yet
and I had more money than I was ever going to need. I had a
shitload of safety nets ready to catch me. Vicky had only a couple;
Fiona and her parents.

 The phone on my desk buzzed, and like Vicky advised, I pushed all Victoria
McGrath thoughts to the back of my head and got my mind in the
game. There were still millions to be made, even if my bank account
no longer compared to that of being with Stems.


Chapter 19


Well, this is some
bullshit.

 


Victoria~

“I never thought I’d
ever utter these words in my
life,” Fiona muttered, “but…damn.”

I
side-eyed her and waved at
Hector to bring us over more shots. “What?”

“Mercury’s top-shelf
tequila isn’t as fun as it used to be,” she replied. “At least, not
now that you’re pining over Will.”

It was on the
tip of my tongue to deny her
accusation of pining, but I couldn’t. She was right. I’ve been
pining over Will for days now and it fucking sucked.

Everything fucking
sucked.

Mercury was
our go-to-one-stop-shop whenever we needed to have a
drink and good or
bad-depending on who you asked-Hector already knew what we drank
and how we drank it. He also knew when to cut us off. He was a
great bartender like that. However, with Fiona living up north with
Damien now, our Mercury visits were few and far between. Oh, I
still popped in, but mostly alone and only if I was having a shitty
day.

I
turned my slightly buzzed head
towards Fiona. “You don’t think it’s stupid to be hung up on a guy
who I’ve only spent a couple of nights with?”

Hector placed
our shots in front of us, and
we downed them like the professionals we were before she answered,
“But he’s not just some guy you’ve only spent a couple of nights
with, Vee. He’s Will freakin’ Creston.”

I was gnawing
the hell out of my bottom lip, confused as hell. “Meaning?”

Fiona reached over and
placed a hand on my arm. She started rubbing it up and down, all
soothing-like. “While not as intense as what Damien and I had, you
and Will had a connection when we were younger, even if it was just
standing by your best friends,” she replied. “Having emotions for
someone is still having emotions for someone, whether the emotion
is love or hate.” She shrugged. “Indifference is the only true kiss
of death.”

“So, because
he used to get on my nerves when we were younger is a perfectly good reason to be all love-sick
over him now?” I asked, certain that the tequila was hitting us
both harder than usual.

Fiona took a swig of her
beer, clearly trying to make the most of our rare and valuable time
together. “I’m saying that he’s not some guy you just met. It’s
okay if this thing between you is running on the fast track. You
guys have a lot of history between you. It’s almost like…I don’t
know, maybe you’re just picking up where you left off.”

“We never left
off anywhere, though?” I
argued.

“Exactly,” she said,
making no sense. “You guys are finally able to give in to what you
wouldn’t allow yourselves to in school. You guys are trying to make
up for lost time, and so being apart is just more lost
time.”

My brows
furrowed because she was kind
of making drunk sense. But then none of it mattered, though, right?
And the thing about advice was that it didn’t work for you if you
were not being honest. If you’re only telling half the story, how
could you expect someone’s advice to be true and real and actually
help you?

Here goes
nothing.

I sat up
straight and looked my best
friend in her pretty brown eyes. “Here it goes,” I started, and
Fiona being the great person that she truly was, she sat up
straight with me like she was going to face this thing with me
head-on. She really was my person. “There’s only two ways this
thing with me and Will can go, Fee. Sooner or later, it ends or I’m
going to have to make the choice to move my life across the country
to be with him, and that’s some scary shit.”

Fiona’s lips rolled
inward and out as she mulled over my words. Finally, she asked,
“What scares you more?”

The easy
answer would be to say
uprooting my life because that shit was scary, but the foolish
answer would be losing Will because we haven’t been together enough
that losing him should scare me. Sure, the sex was phenomenal, but
it wasn’t enough for me to be contemplating rearranging my entire
life just to ride his dick on the regular.

“I’m
scared that…while we’ve
labeled this thing between us as casual, it doesn’t feel casual,
Fee,” I told her honestly. “It feels like it could become something
important and that’s not just the sex talking.”

“What is
talking?”

I shrugged a
shoulder and turned back towards the bar to reconnect with my beer.
“I don’t know,” I muttered.
“But it won’t shut the hell up.”

Fiona let out
a soft chuckled. “Love sucks,
doesn’t it?”

“That’s just
it,” I whined, picking at the
beer label. “There’s no way I can be in love with him, Fee. It’s
crazy to think that I’m in love with him after two nights
together.” I gave her a pointed look. “No matter how we felt about
each other in high school.”

“Okay,
so…maybe it’s not love,” she
conceded. “But whatever it is, it feels strong enough to be
important. Important enough that we’re sitting at Mercury’s looking
for life advice inside shot glasses.”

“I guess I’m
just struggling with how long
to let this thing live on,” I mumbled pathetically. “I’m not sure
Will Creston is worth the heartache.”

Fiona turned
back towards her beer. “To
tell you the truth, I’m not sure any man is, but what the hell do I
know,” she laughed. “I married my life’s tormentor.”

I knew she was
joking, but I wasn’t sure if
Fiona truly realized what she had with Damien. Sure, he’d been
awful. Sure, she suffered. Still, she owned Damien Greystone. She
fucking owned him. There were no
doubts when it came to what they felt for one another, and I envied
that. He planned his entire life around her, and he stopped at
nothing to finally have her. Would Will ever come to love me like
that? Would he ever leave New York for me?

I
doubted it.

“When are you
supposed to see him
again?”

My
sigh was loud enough that it
caught Hector’s attention, and before I could answer Fiona, he had
two bottles of water plunked down in front of us each. “You’re a
doll, Hector,” I grinned, winking at him.

He
rolled his eyes. “And you’re
trouble,” he threw back. “But you guys are my favorite
troublemakers, so drink the water, and make sound, sensible,
sober decisions with your lives.”

I ignored his
life advice and faced Fiona
again. “Not this weekend, but the next one coming up,” I answered.
“He’s going to try to make it out here every other weekend, he
said.”

Fiona’s brows shot up,
and she let out a low whistle. “Is he now?”

I looked over at
her. “Why? What?”

She
just smirked. “I just mean
that if he’s half as busy as Damien is at the office, that’s a hell
of a commitment on his part, Vee.”

She
wasn’t telling me anything I
didn’t already know, but I’ve been doing my best not to focus on it
because I knew my guilt would get the better of me sooner or later.
Just because Will had the money to come see me, that didn’t mean he
had the time or energy for that kind of consistent travel. People
didn’t make millions working a nine-to-five job.

“I know,” I
replied. “But it’s not like I
have that kind of money, Fee.”

Her
face softened. “Oh, Vicky, I
didn’t say that to make you feel bad. I was just trying to point
out his commitment to making this thing work between you guys.” Her
grin was a little sheepish. “I would really like the two of you
together.”

I shrugged a
shoulder. “I don’t know. Maybe
I could go see him like…maybe every other month or so.”

Fiona’s
eyes widened. “Oh, oh, oh,” she sang,
practically gushing. “Why don’t you go surprise him this weekend in
New York?”

My
eyes widened. “How much have
you had to drink, you nutbag?” I squawked. “I just finished telling
you I couldn’t afford it.”

She
rolled her eyes. “My treat,”
she announced.

I shook my
head at her. “Nope,” I replied. “There’s no way I’m letting you pay
for a ticket to New York. Are
you high, Fee? Do you know how expensive that is?”

The cocked her head at me
like I was an imbecile. “With Damien paying for everything, I have
more money than I could ever spend coming from the cafés, Vee. Let
me do this for you.”

“No, Fiona,” I stressed.
“That’s-”

Fiona
grabbed my hands of the bar and
pulled me to face her. “Look, Vee, for years and years you have
stood by me and been my best friend, even when it made your life a
little bit more boring or uncomfortable. You sacrificed a lot to be
friends with me and I’ve never forgotten it.”

“Fee-”

“No,”
she said, stopping me. “I’m
finally in a place where I can show you just how much I appreciate
you and all your years of real, true friendship. Let me do this for
you, Vee. Let me help you find your happy because you helped me
find mine.”

Well,
hell.


Chapter 20


Who would
have thought?

 


William~

This wasn’t working.

It
was Friday morning, but even this
early, I knew I’d be working late tonight because I didn’t want to
go home to an empty apartment. This shit was becoming ridiculous. I
was going to have to talk to her about the ‘casual’ label we placed
on this thing between us. Maybe then, if we made this thing solid,
I’d be able to fucking relax. Maybe the days in between seeing her
wouldn’t feel like I was never going to see her again. Never mind
that if we’re ‘casual’ then she has the right to be opened to
meeting someone else.

Sure, we
agreed to be monogamous, but
that didn’t mean she couldn’t go to an innocent lunch with some
asshole who ends up having all kinds of things in common with her,
and they end up being great friends and then, one day, she wakes up
and realizes she really likes the douchebag.

Fuck this.

I picked up the
phone, not giving one fuck what time it was in California.

“You’re lucky I’m already
at the office,” came Damien’s sweet salutation.

“Fiona forgave me,” I
reminded him. “Therefore, it’s safe to say she loves me dearly now,
and she wouldn’t be at all upset that I called at…”

“It’s five in
the morning over here, asshole,” Damien supplied. The asshole part was probably due to me
claiming it was possible for his wife to love another man, platonic
or not. I wish I could say he was unreasonable, but I was starting
to feel the poor man’s pain.

“And, yet, you
answered,” I pointed out.

“I came in
early, so I could leave early.
That’s how it works, Will,” he deadpanned.

I
wanted to laugh. There was a
time when we worked around the clock. Choosing to not point that
out to him, I got to the point of my call. “I’m struggling,” I told
him, plain and simple. Damien was smart enough to know there’d only
be one thing I’d be struggling with since everything else in my
life was pretty perfect.

“Do you
love her?”

I leaned back
in my desk chair and ran a hand through my hair. “Fuck, I don’t
know, Dame,” I answered
truthfully. I wasn’t sure if it was love, but it was sure a hell of
a lot more than like. No woman has ever made me feel the way Vicky
has, back then and now.

And the
one thing about Damien, he
didn’t coddle. He’s always been sure about everything in his life,
all his answers were black and white; black and white, but to the
point. “I can’t help you with an ‘I don’t know’, Will,” he said.
“If you love her, close up shop and move your ass to California. If
you don’t love her, deal with the loneliness like a man and drink
it the fuck away until you can see her again.”

I
had to laugh.

Damien was such a
dick.

“That
simple, huh?”

He let out a
sigh and I knew some serious
shit was coming next. “Will, I’ve known you most of my life and I
have never seen a woman affect you the way Victoria McGrath has.
Even when we were younger, I knew the only reason you hadn’t gone
after her was because of the shitshow between me and Fiona.” He
wasn’t wrong. “All these years later, and all the women who have
come and gone, it’s only taken one night with her for you to become
a fool with no direction now. Will, you’re in love with her and you
probably always have been.”

“It’s too
soon for it to be love,
Dame.” Wasn’t
it?

Damien let out
a soft chuckle. “Then you’re talking to the wrong person, Will,” he replied. “I fell in love
with Fiona when we were fucking five. And it was love at first
sight.”

I
wanted to deny it and argue
that there was no way Damien could have known what he felt at that
tender age was love, but their love story was proof that Damien has
really loved Fiona most his life.

“And you’re
okay with me shutting down our East Coast office?” I already knew
the answer, but I had to ask anyway.

“Fuck you, and
don’t ever ask me that again,” he replied dryly.

“Even if I did shut it
down, it would take years to get out from under it,” I pointed out.
“What if she doesn’t-”

“Will, if a
woman is not willing to wait
for a man to rearrange his entire life for her, she’s not worth
it,” he said, cutting in. “But you and I both know Vicky better
than that.”

I
let out a sigh. “It’s just
nerves,” I admitted.

Damien let
out a snort. “It’s just
women,” he corrected. “They make us fucking crazy.”

I
couldn’t argue that point. I mean, it
had to be true if I was willing to sell off my entire life’s work
just to be with Victoria. If that wasn’t fucking crazy, I didn’t
know what was.

“True,” I
agreed.

“The
only thing I ask is that you’re doing
all this for love and not just because she’s the best pussy you’ve
ever had, Will,” he said, and the words were like a punch to the
gut.

“Victoria’s not pussy,
Damien,” I snapped.

The
silence on the other end was
telling.

“No,”
he finally said. “No, she’s not,
Will. So, talk to her and get rid of this ‘casual’ bullshit you
guys got going on and tell her the truth.”

Goddamn women. “You know about
that?”

He scoffed.
“Of course, I know about that.
Fiona tells me almost everything her and Vicky talk
about.”

“So, then, you know the
size of my dick?” I joked, just to rile him up for being an
insensitive asshole.

“Yeah, and
it’s still not as big as
mine,” he threw back.

Dickface.

But
he was right. I needed to put my
cards on the table. It was ridiculous to think I could maneuver
this relationship without all the facts presented. Of course, Vicky
would never consider moving here if she thought we were just a
fling.

“So, just
put it all out there,
huh?”

Damien chuckled. “It’s
the scariest and most important thing you will ever do in your
life, Will.”

“Thanks,
Dame,” I told him sincerely.
Yeah, he was a dick and delivered his advice harshly and
unapologetically, but he never steered you wrong. At least, he’s
never steered me wrong.

“No
problem,” he replied. “Just
don’t fuck things up. You upset Fiona and I’ll kill
you.”

I laughed, but
I wasn’t entirely sure he was
joking. “Yeah, man. I love you, too.”

He
huffed and hung up on
me.

I
leaned back in my chair and
went over and over that simple question of his.

Did I love
Vicky?

My
mind wandered back to our
years in school together and there was no denying she always pulled
at me. There was no denying that she pulled me now. And it wasn’t
the sex because I could get that anywhere. There were always
willing women everywhere if the wallet was thick enough. No. It was
how, after all these years later, when I first saw her in San
Francisco, she affected me the same way she always had.

Growing
up, I’d had it all. My parents
had been well off and I’d been afforded a lot of luxuries and
social acceptance. I had hung out with the popular kids, and being
Damien’s best friend, I had been untouchable. I hadn’t been and
still wasn’t bad-looking, and so girls were aplenty.

But I
could remember with absolute clarity
how I felt every single time I would pass Vicky in the hallway when
she’d have Ben Lester’s arm wrapped around her. I could recall
exactly how I felt every time I saw her smile up at him or laugh at
him. Never mind the times he would steal a kiss from
her.

Those were
the only moments in my teenage
years that I had been jealous enough to feel it for days. I had
envied the fuck out of that asshole, and everyone knew he hadn’t
deserved Vicky.

And I
especially remember the way I had
felt when it had been whispered that she had finally given him her
virginity. That had been a particularly unpleasant week. I had been
so pissed off that even Damien had dialed his crazy down a couple
of notches.

The
more I thought about every
time Vicky’s touched my life, the more I was beginning to think
Damien was right.

Maybe I did love the
woman. Hell, I had almost told her so on the phone.

But before I
walked away from everything
I’ve built, I needed to lay my cards on the table. If she truly
were just in this for the fun of it, I couldn’t and wouldn’t
sacrifice everything I have for that. However, if she felt the same
way I did, that’d be a different story.

I
realized I also needed to give
her choices. If she didn’t want to move to New York, that’d be
fine, but we needed to make this decision together because I sure
as fuck didn’t want her to be with me out of misplaced obligation
because I did give up everything for her.

No.

We needed to
have a real grownup
conversation.

 It was going to
be a hell of a long ass motherfucking week.


Chapter 21


The joke’s on me.

 


Victoria~

The butterflies were
hopped up on some serious
methamphetamines. At least, that’s what my stomach felt like as
nerves upon nerves threatened to paralyze me.

After
Fiona had convinced me to surprise
Will in New York, she and Damien had done what they could to make
it happen. Damien had offered up one of G&C’s private planes
and all I had to do was drive the hour up north to take advantage
of his offer.

Once I had arrived at
G&C’s West Coast offices, Fiona had met me in Damien’s office
where they both had given me an itinerary of the flight schedule
and had assured me that Damien had given me clearance to enter the
building as to not alert Will. Fiona had planned everything down to
a timeline of when I’d land in New York and how long it would take
for the company car to take me to Will. Fiona had planned
everything, and Damien had executed it because he’d never tell her
no to anything.

They’d been all too
sweet.

And
now, I was in the backseat of a black
luxury town car, being driven to G&C’s East Coast offices, and
I was nervous beyond what I thought was possible. Of course, it
stood to reason since I was here to finally come clean about this
whole ‘casual’ title we had labeled ourselves.

The
entire flight over, I had time
to think about Will and this crazy thing we were doing. I hadn’t
wanted to turn into that woman who rushed her emotions. I hadn’t
wanted to be that woman who mistook lust for love.

I had
wanted to be that cool, calm,
sophisticated dame who had it all under control. The woman who
could do casual, because…well, hell, I’ve done casual plenty over
the years. I didn’t equate sex with love. I’ve spent my entire
adult life being a modern woman with modern views and modern
tolerances.

But
now I was the type of woman who flew
across the country for a man.

Man, how the
mighty have freakin’ fallen.

And, boy, how
throwing caution to the wind and going for it was scary as hell.

I knew Will
cared for me on some level,
but did he really mean everything he’s been preaching? Was it more
than just fantastic sex? More importantly, would he lose interest
once he got his fill? Once the novelty of sleeping with a girl he’s
wanted to since he was young wore off, then what?

These were all
questions I was here to ask,
no matter how scary.

I let out a
pathetic laugh as I realized
that I had been so caught up in everything Will that I hadn’t even
bothered to look out of the window to sightsee what I could. I’ve
never been to New York, and you would think I’d be excited to see
it in all its glory, but no. All I cared about was seeing
Will.

Shit.

I was in
super deep.

After about a
half hour, we finally pulled up to a sleek, tall, very New York-ish skyscraper. The front of
the building was all glass, stainless steel, and class. The letters
G&C were tastefully adorned on the side of the entrance, and it
looked exactly like a Damien Greystone building. Will was a little
warmer, so it was hard to imagine this building came from his
design, but then I knew Will-the teenage cad, not William
Creston-the multi-millionaire.

I
glanced at my watch, and I saw
that it was a little past six, but Damien had assured me that Will
would still be at work. If not, I was armed with Will’s address,
courtesy of Damien.

The driver got
out of the car and walked
around to open the door for me. It was a little much because I
wasn’t used to fancy, but I didn’t want to be difficult. I was
already nervous enough without getting into a debate about manners
versus feminism.

I got out and
took a deep breath before I
walked into G&C as if I had every right to be here.

The lobby
was a little warmer and
welcoming than the building’s exterior, but it still screamed
money, and I wondered briefly how Fiona was managing being married
to someone so wealthy. Owning her own business, she wasn’t a slouch
in the financial department, but she was a far cry away from
Damien’s type of wealth.

Then I
wondered how I would acclimate to the sort of wealth Will had if we managed to go the
distance. I wasn’t trash, but I sure as hell wasn’t the caviar and
champagne type. I didn’t want a life with cooks and housekeepers. I
wanted to live my life in all aspects. I wanted to complain about
laundry and microwave pizza bites.

The doubt
assailed me as I wondered if
Will could do that. I had no idea how he lived his life. Maybe a
simple house with a messy family wasn’t his cup of tea.

Still,
there was only one way to find
out.

As I looked
around, I noticed there wasn’t
a receptionist anywhere in sight. I suppose since it was after
hours there wouldn’t be. I finally approached the guard station and
looked into the face of a man who made me question lesbianism but
not homosexuality.

Good Lord, he was gorgeous.

Then the
fucker smiled.

“Hello,
how may I help
you?”

I shook my
head and snapped myself out of
my completely inappropriate stupor. “Uh, hi.” I smiled like a
psychopath. “I…uhm, Damien Grey-”

He took mercy on me.
“Victoria McGrath?”

I let out a
breath of relief. “Yes,” I
confirmed. “I’m Victoria McGrath, here to see William-”

He
nodded. “Mr. Greystone as
already confirmed your all-access pass at G&C, Ms.
McGrath.”

“Call me,
Vicky, please,” I said, trying
my best not to sound like a nervous lunatic.

He winked and
I figured if I did move here
for Will and he dumped me, then I could just go on a man hunt in
New York City if the men in this city looked anything like this
one. “Only if Mr. Creston allows it.”

My heart
warmed and I realized that for
all his dickish ways, Damien Greystone wasn’t a total demon from
Hell. He had placed me in a very important position on the G&C
hierarchy.

“Speaking of
Will,” I replied, “is it
alright if I go up now?”

The guard handed me a
security card. “You can use the private elevators off to the right
of the lobby and down the hall.”

I
glanced at his name tag. “Thank you,
Gerald. I really appreciate it.”

“Most everyone
is gone for the evening, so
don’t get too spooked walking up and down those hallways,” he
joked.

I laughed.
“Great. Now I’m going to be
creeped out.”

His smile was genuine.
“You’ll be fine.”

I took
step before realizing
something. “How will I know which one is his office?”

“Once you
get into the elevator, hit the
W.C. button. That will take you directly to his floor. Once you
exit the elevator, you step into an open reception area with a
hallway entrance to your right. Go down that hallway and keep going
until you hit the end of the hallway. You’ll see his name on his
door.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Ms.
McGrath.”

Not
being able to stall any longer, I
made my way to the private elevators and pushed the elegantly
engraved button with the initials W.C. on it. The ride up was
fraught with nothing but anxiousness, but nothing great ever came
from a coward, right?

The
elevator doors finally opened,
and it was eerie just how creepy an office building could be after
hours. I shook off my heebie-jeebies and made my way down the
hallway as Gerald instructed, and sure enough, there at the end of
the hallway was a door with William Creston’s name all over
it.

The
butterflies were out of control as my
feet took me towards what could be the most wonderful thing to ever
happen to me or the biggest mistake of my life.

There was no in
between.

I didn’t come
all this way to leave just as
confused as when I left California. Will and I were going to iron
this mess out and reach a clearer understanding of what the hell we
were doing.

Stopping in front of his
door, I took a deep breath and put my hand on the
doorknob.

It was now or
never.

I
turned the knob and walked in, and
the punch to my chest was all my fault.

I’d seen all the magazine
covers.

I’d seen how he’d gone
through girls in school.

I
knew what he was like in bed, and I
was foolish to ever think that William Creston would be satisfied
with having sex just every other weekend.

I’d known better and I
had fallen for his bullshit anyway.

I stood
there as I saw a pair of male hands
encasing a pair of spectacular female hips. It was obvious the man
was crouched down in front of the woman, and there was only one
reason a man would be in that position in front of a
woman.

Before I could say
anything, the woman said, “She’s going to kill us if she finds
out.”

 “Relax,” Will’s voice was clear. “She’ll never know.”


Chapter 22


This. Is.
Not. Happening.

 


William~

Christ on
The Cross.

If Simone
would only hold fucking still,
we could get this done and over with before Nalia came back. They
were supposed to attend a fundraiser tonight as representatives of
G&C and Simone had smudged some chocolate on her dress while
Nalia had run back to her office to grab our donation
list.

At
first, I had laughed because
serves her right for raiding my candy stash, but when I had looked
over at her, she had looked genuinely panicked. They didn’t have
time to run back to their apartment, so she could change, and so I
had grabbed some club soda from the free-standing bar I had in my
office and a cloth to try to get out the smudge. However, she had
been in such a state that I had to grabbed her and hold the nutjob
still.

“She’s going
to kill us if she finds out,”
Simone grimaced.

“Relax. She’ll
never know,” I
promised.

And
then, out of nowhere, a voice I’ve
only been hearing in my dreams and on the phone lately, said, “Am I
interrupting?”

I stood and
looked passed Simone as she looked back over her
shoulder. The look on Vicky’s
face matched the ice in her tone and I knew her mind was jumping to
a very wrong conclusion. The disgust written all over her face was
distracting me from the knowledge that she was here in New York,
and she was here for me.

“Vicky,” I mumbled,
confused and…well, worried.

Her
hateful hazel gaze shot
towards Simone, and I watched her take a deep breath, calming
whatever demons were in her head.

Then I
watched in horror as Vicky walked
towards Simone with her hand out, presumably for a handshake.
“Hello,” she said. “I’m Victoria McGrath.”

Simone took
her hand. “Hi. I’m Simone
Lockwood. It’s nice to meet you.” Of course, Simone would say it’s
nice to meet her because Simone knew all about Vicky. Nalia has
been teasing me for weeks over Vicky and I hadn’t been safe from
Simone’s teasing, either.

Vicky dropped
Simone’s hand and turned to
face me. “Damien lent me G&C’s private plane,” she started to
explain. “He felt we had a few things that needed clearing up.” She
glanced at Simone really quick before directing her attention back
towards me. “Thank you for clearing things up for me,
Will.”

She turned to
leave, and I finally snapped
out of my man-moment. I reached out and snatched her by her arm.
“Vicky-”

She wrenched
herself out of my hold. “Do not touch me,” she
seethed.

I absolutely
despised the words that were
about to leave my lips, but they were the truth. “Vicky, it’s not
what it looks like.”

Her
brows shot up. “So, it didn’t
look like I walked in on you and another woman with your hands on
her hips and your face in her crotch?”

“Whoa…hold up,” Simone
jumped in. “It’s-”

Vicky
turned towards Simone. “No need to
explain,” she said. “You’re not the one I expected to keep their
hands to themselves.”

“Vicky!” I
snapped, trying to take control of this clusterfuck. “It’s not what
you fucking think!”

She was so
wrapped up in her fears-come-true that she wasn’t even bothering to listen to me.
“And you had the nerve to accuse me of not being able to go without
sex,” she added, complete disgust in her voice.

“Uh, he’s
telling the truth,” Simone
said, no doubt trying to come to my rescue. “It really isn’t what
it looks like.”

Vicky ignored
her and kept throwing her
well-aimed daggers my way. “Tell me, Will. What would you do if you
had walked in on some guy with his hands on my hips?” she
asked.

She
made her point, but that didn’t help
dispel my anger at the image she planted in my head. “I’d fucking
kill him,” I growled out.

She smirked and had the
fucking nerve to give me a little head bow. “Exactly,” she replied.
“Don’t treat me like I’m being unreasonable, Will. Not when you’d
jump to the same fucking conclusion.”

Before I
could comment, Nalia walked
into the room, and I saw her pause as soon as she took in the
tension in the room. But after her misstep, she made her way over
to Simone. Her eyes landed on each one of us before she asked me,
“What’s going on?”

Simone spoke,
and I suspected it was so that
Vicky couldn’t call me a liar. “I raided Will’s candy jar and
smudge some chocolate on my dress.”

“Jesus,
Will,” Nalia scolded. “I’ve
told you before to put that damn candy jar away whenever you know
Simone’s stopping by.” Nalia reached out and wrapped her arm around
Simone’s waist. “If I have to stick her with diabetic needles
later, I’m blaming you.”

Simone sighed
dramatically. “It was only three pieces,” she said, defending her love of sweets. But
then she got serious again. “Anyway, Will was helping me get the
stain out with some club soda and, uhm, his girlfriend, Victoria,
walked in.”

Simone
and Nalia were a striking pair
with Nalia’s exotic Asian heritage and Simone’s blonde hair-blue
eyes, All-American girl look. They were both beautiful women, but
you could only see love between them when they were together. They
weren’t all PDA, they just glowed around one another.

Nalia cocked
her head, reading the
situation correctly, and doing her best to give me and Vicky some
privacy. “Well, we’re going to be late for the charity gala if we
don’t hurry up and get a move on,” she said, already grabbing
Simone’s hand. She turned towards Vicky. “I’m Nalia, by the way. I
work for Will and Damien.” She lifted her and Simone’s joined
hands. “This is Simone, my wife.”

Victoria’s voice gave
nothing away. “Nice to meet you. You both are incredibly lucky
women.”

Simone couldn’t help but
smile, even though the situation was an awful one. “I know I
am.”

Nalia
rolled her eyes. “Come on,
Sim. We have to go.”

Nothing more
was said as the two women
walked out of my office and shut the door behind them. And the
crazy thing was that Vicky didn’t look the least bit contrite over
being proven wrong. She stood there with her back ramrod straight
and looking proud as fuck.

“Nothing to
say?”

She
arched an auburn brow. “Oh, were you
expecting me to apologize?”

I
growled because that’s what she did
to me. “Yeah, actually, I was,” I snapped. “That’s what people
usually do when they find out they were wrong about
something.”

Vicky let out
a hollow laugh. “I might have
been wrong about what was happening in here, but my reaction wasn’t
wrong, as proven by how you said, yourself, that you would have
killed a man if you had caught him with his hands on
me.”

What in the actual fuck?

I threw my
arms out on either side of me.
“What does that even mean, Victoria?”

Her beautiful
face went from stoic to angry.
“It means this long-distance thing is fucking stupid,
William,”
she lashed out, scathingly. “It means
this relationship-or whatever the hell we’re calling it-is
pointless when it’s obvious that we don’t trust each
other.”

I wanted to
call out her lies, but I
couldn’t. By admitting that I would have acted the same had I
caught her in the same situation, that implied that I didn’t trust
her any more than she trusted me. However, I wasn’t going to just
let this bump in the road derail us completed.

This was just new
for us.

That’s all.

“So,
then, we work on our trust
issues,” I replied. “We don’t just label our relationship stupid
and call it quits, Stems.”

Vicky folded her arms
over her chest and her stance was battle-ready. “If you think I’m
going to fly back to California and give myself headaches,
wondering if you’re being faithful or not, you are sorely mistaken,
Will. That’s not the kind of relationship I’m looking
for.”

Now I
was getting pissed. “And so,
if I was in California with you and called to tell you I had to
work late, then what?”

Her arms fell
to her side and her hands
balled up. “That’s different and you know it,” she
argued.

“How?”
What the fuck?
“Explain to me how.”

Her
bravado faltered and her next
words proved just how deep Victoria McGrath’s insecurities went.
“Because in California I’d be able to smell the perfume on your
clothes when you walked in the house,” she replied, and it broke my
fucking heart.

How in
the fuck could a woman who was
so beautiful, independent, and strong believe that infidelity was
part of a relationship?

“I don’t want
anyone else, Victoria,” I
replied honestly. “But it’s not on me to prove that to you.” I
wanted her to believe me and know it to be
true, but I knew enough to know that only she could make my words true.

She gave me a
tight nod before turning and
walking out of my office.

 Letting her go
was the hardest thing I have ever done in my life, and it dropped
me to my knees.


Chapter 23


Good intentions and all that.

 


Victoria~

Fiona sat quietly on
my couch and eye contact was a
struggle. I knew I was wrong, and I knew that she knew that I knew
I was wrong.

The cab to the runway had
been horrible. The flight home had been agonizing. The drive home
had been heartbreaking. And the breakdown of what had happened had
been a sobbing, mess of an experience.

Every woman
secretly wants the man she’s
with to run after her. Every woman secretly wants the man she loves
to fight for her. I had wanted Will to stop me from walking out of
his office door. I had wanted Will to force me to see
reason.

I had wanted
him to fight for
me.

I
had wanted him to prove that
he’d never let me go.

But he hadn’t.

In the end,
he let me go, and it was all
my fault.

I had
asked him to cure my
insecurities and I knew it was unfair of me when I had said
it.

The really
shitty thing about it was that
I wasn’t even really that insecure of a person. My insecurities
came from the same place as my doubts. I self-sabotaged because I
still couldn’t see how Will and I could last without one of us
making the ultimate sacrifice of moving across the country. And we
both knew it would eventually have to be me. Will’s life was too
important in comparison with mine. Besides, even without all that,
I was the one who could work for home, so why shouldn’t it be
me?

I was being
that stupid, drama-filled idiot that couldn’t make up her mind. I was the stupid ass who
rather pass on a good thing than take the risk.

I curled my
legs tighter under my ass as
my head dropped along the backrest of the couch. “I’m an idiot,
aren’t I?”

Fiona gave me
a small, sad smile. “Yeah, you
are,” she agreed. “But not for the reasons you think,
Vee.”

I
snorted. “Oh, there’s more
than one reason?”

This
time, Fiona smiled wide. “I’ve
known you my whole life, Vicky. I’ve seen you do some pretty
idiotic things in our times.”

My head
popped up. “Because you
weren’t right there beside me during these idiotic
times?”

“True,” she
concurred. “However, we’re talking about you. Not me.”

“I have
no idea what I’m doing, Fiona,” I
told her honestly. “Like, legit, I have no clue what the hell I’m
doing.”

“You’re being
an idiot,” Fiona replied. “But
you’re being an idiot because you’re not being completely honest
with Will.” I already knew where she was going with this, but I
didn’t stop her. “You’re letting Will think it’s over because you
don’t trust him and that’s not fair. He has the right to know that
it’s over because you’re scared to commit to him and the
long-distance.”

“But the long-distance is
a legitimate issue, Fiona,” I pointed out.

She
reached over and put a hand on my
knee. “It is,” she agreed. “It is, but it’s an issue because it’s
long-distance, not because you don’t trust him. You want to make
yourself believe that he’d cheat but, Vicky, seriously, you’d never
date a man you really believed would cheat on you. If you truly,
deep down, believed Will was that type of man, you would never have
agreed to date him in the first place.”

“Fee-”

She
leaned back and curled her
hands in her lap. “I think you got scared of too soon, too fast,”
she continued. “I think you really love that man, but in your head,
you’re trying to convince yourself it’s all happening too fast.
It’s not that you don’t trust Will. It’s that you don’t
trust you. What you’re
feeling.”

I
hated how every word out of
her mouth sounded exactly like the truth. It was a horrible feeling
to acknowledge how I had never really given this thing with Will a
chance. At least, not fully.

“What did
Damien have to say about…all
this?”

Fiona actually
laughed, then grimaced. “I
don’t think you really want to know.”

I cringed. “That
bad?”

She shook her
head as she smiled. “He said
that he was disappointed in Will. If it were him…”

I
didn’t think I could do it,
but I laughed. “If it were him, I’d be kidnapped and held as a
hostage in New York right now.”

Fiona
chuckled. “Yes. Yes, you
would,” she teased, but not really. “Yeah, Damien still struggles
with this whole God-given-free-will thing.”

I
stared at my beautiful friend
and said something I never thought I’d say…but, hey, love made you
plenty stupid, so…“How crazy would you think I was if I told you
that I envy that?”

Her head
reared back, and her brown
eyes widened. “Envy what?”

I
shrugged a shoulder, trying to
downplay it. “I don’t know,” I evaded. “I guess that Damien loves
you so much that nothing could or would keep you from
him.”

Fiona blinked, and then
blinked some more. “Are you high?”

“I’m serious,”
I whined.

She leaned
forward. “Vicky, Damien is a
goddamn psychopath,” she pointed out. “There’s nothing romantic
about his insanity.”

I cocked a
brow. “Tell me that doesn’t turn you on?” I challenged. “Tell me that it doesn’t complete
you knowing that Damien will never look at another woman for as
long as he lives? Tell me that you don’t fucking
burst with the love that man feels for you because you
don’t think
he loves you, you know it?”

She relaxed
and relented a bit. “Okay,” she mumbled. “Maybe if you take out the bullying, the blackmail, and
the madness…then, yeah, I’m blessed that he loves me the way he
does. But, Vee, that shit’s not for everyone. Trust me.”

I let out a
small chuckle. “It’s not that
I’d want Will-or whichever man I’m with-to be a raving psychopath
so much as it would have been nice if Will had chased me, you
know.”

“For
the record, I think he would have,
Vic, had he known what the real issue had been,” she replied
softly. “Right now, he thinks you have insecurity issues, and every
person on the planet knows the only person who can cure a person’s
insecurities is the person themselves. It was a gun fight, and you
armed that man with a knife.”

I knew she was
right, but the question was
what did I do now?

“Do you think
he’ll listen to me if…if I go
back there?”

“I
think he will,” she assured
me. “But, Vicky, even if he doesn’t, you have to still try. You
will never be able to close this chapter in your life if you do
nothing. Trust me when I tell you a horrible ending is still better
than a lifetime of what ifs.”

“I
never saw this coming, Fee,” I
admitted. “I never saw him coming.”

“I
know this shit is scary as
hell, but…all things worth doing usually are, Vee.”

I
didn’t know if Will would
forgive me or not, but I knew Fiona was right and I had to try to
work things out or end this with a cleaner cutoff. I also knew that
I’d probably have to move to New York sooner or later, and that
really sucked.

“So, I just
leave everyone behind and move
to New York, huh?”

Fiona snuggled
closer to me until her arms
were wrapped around me. “There’s no one to leave behind, Vee,” she
contended. “Your parents have each other and I have Damien. You’re
not leaving anyone behind if you move to New York. It’d be
different if the people you loved were alone, but we’re not Vicky.
Right now, babe, the only person alone is you.”

I hugged
her back. “You’re the best.
You know that, right?”

She leaned back, so she
could look at me. “I know,” she shamelessly agreed. “You want to
know what else I am?” I laughed and nodded. “I’m a businesswoman
with absolutely no bills. That means I can fly to New York every
weekend to see my best friend if I wanted to.” I knew she meant
every word, too.

“I love
you, Fiona.”

“I love you,
too.”

“Think your
husband will let me borrow that plane of his again?” I joked.

“I’m
pretty positive he will.” She
grabbed her phone off the coffee table and dialed Damien. “Vicky
needs your plane again…uhm, no, it’s not my plane. It’s
yours…because it’s not my initials on the building of G&C,
Damien…you are such a lunatic. Can she borrow the damn plane or
not?...okay, yeah. Love you, too.”

I was
laughing by the time she hung
up. “What did he say?”

She rolled her
eyes playfully. “He wanted to
know why I was asking him. It’s my plane, too, and we can do
whatever the hell we want with it.”

My heart
thumped with gratitude.
“That’s really sweet of him.”

She
ignored the compliment. “So,
when do you want to do this?”

I
wanted to say now, but the
back-to-back flights had me jet-lagged and exhausted. “I don’t
know. Sunday, maybe?”

 She just smiled.
“Sunday it is.”


Chapter 24


Over? Pfft…

 


William~

I
thought touching down in
California would help with the anger and angst, but it hadn’t. I
was still pissed, irritated, and just plain fucking
miserable.

After
Vicky had walked out of my
office last night, I had gone home and paced the floors, forcing
myself to give her space. I had told myself that I couldn’t be
responsible for her insecurities and that she was going to have to
figure that shit out on her own. But after an entire night
of not
sleeping, I readied the company plane
this morning and had flown my ass to California.

When we
had purchased a West Coast
plane, Damien had said it was unnecessary since he never planned on
leaving California-or more to the point Fiona-but I had insisted on
each coastal division having its own plane, and I was a million
times grateful I had stuck to my guns on this. Had our plane been
in California and I’d had to fly commercial to get to Vicky, I
would have lost my goddamn mind. Sure, I could have chartered a
plane to California, but flying in my own plane gave me the
impression of control, even if I really didn’t have any.

However, the flight over
still sucked because I couldn’t get Vicky’s words out of my head.
Did we really not trust each other? I didn’t think so, but I didn’t
think she was open to me explaining that I’d kill any motherfucker
who put his hands on her, no matter where we were. We could be in
the goddamn grocery store, and if someone touched her, I’d lose my
shit. And it had nothing to do with not trusting her and everything
to do with being a testosterone-fueled caveman.

And, Christ,
I really had no intentions of
going after her, but I knew that woman better than she gave me
credit for. If I let her stew in her anger, she’d walk for good.
And as much as I told myself, in my office, that I was okay with
that, I wasn’t.

I also didn’t
bother with a visit with
Damien and Fiona when hitting San Francisco. I took my rental and
headed straight for Smithtown. Now, normally, an hour drive
wouldn’t drive me insane, but even in the mid-morning of a
Saturday, there was traffic in Northern California. Hell, there was
traffic everywhere in fucking California.

After about
what felt like a goddamn
eternity, I finally pulled into Vicky’s neighborhood. Damien had
done me a solid and had given me her address as I’d never been to
her house before, and I knew there was a good chance she was going
to slam the door in my face, but that wasn’t going to stop
me.

Vicky’s house
looked like all the other houses in the neighborhood that
were three-bedroom, two-bath
single family homes. That wasn’t say it wasn’t a nice house, it was
just that Vicky stood out in life. She wasn’t a follower, and she
had sass and spunk by the truckloads. Her house shouldn’t look like
every other house on the block; quiet and unassuming.

Instead
of parking on the street, I pulled
into her driveway, blocking her car in like I had every right
because I wasn’t about to let Vicky escape. If she made a break for
it, it’d have to be on foot, and I knew I could catch her, no
matter how fast she ran. Was it childish to sabotage her getaway?
Probably. Did I care? Not in the least. Then I walked up to her
front door and started banging on the wood like I was the goddamn
police.

Not
even fifteen seconds later,
the door was being swung open. “What the-Will?”

In another childish dick
move I shouldered my way past her and into her living room
completely uninvited. I turned to face her. “We need to
talk.”

By the grace
of God, she shut the door behind her and didn’t kick me
out. She did, however, cross
her arms over her chest and glared those hazel peepers at me. “Oh,
really?”

I
crossed my arms over my chest
because, yes, we were in high school all over again. “Yes,” I bit
out.

“And you
thought barging into my house on a Saturday morning was the way to go about it?” I chose not to
comment on the obvious. Vicky shook her head. “Jesus, Will,” she
muttered. “You could have just called.”

My arms
dropped to my sides. “This conversation needs to take place
face-to-face, Stems,” I told her
honestly.

She
gave me a tight nod in
agreement. “You’re probably right,” she relented. “Look,
Will-”

I
held up my hand to stop her. Not to
be rude or because I didn’t want to hear what she had to say, but
because she didn’t look happy to see me. She looked like she was
already too tired to fight for us and I wasn’t going to let her
start throwing reason and logic at me. I didn’t give a fuck what
obstacles we were facing. There was no way I was going to let what
we had die before we even gave it a fair chance to fucking
live.

No. Fucking. Way.

“I’m not
giving you up,” I told her,
getting to the point. “I’m not giving you up, Victoria. So, you can
spout all you want about distance and trust and other women and
whatever else you fucking want to throw my way because you’re
scared, but I. Am. Not. Giving. You. Up.” Was insulting her the way
to go? Probably not.

“Scared?” Yeah, definitely
not the way to go.

I
stepped to her until we were
practically toe-to-toe. “Yeah. Scared,” I bit out. “You’re scared
because you think you’re going to have to pull up stakes and follow
me to New York and that kind of dependency scares the fuck out of
you.” She kept mum and let me keep going. “You’re hanging onto your
independence, even as your fingers bleed, Vicky.”

“This only
ends one way, Will,” she threw
back. “Either I move to New York, or it ends.”

I
wanted to throw something but
there was nothing in this house that was mine to destroy. Well,
apart from Vicky because she was mine. So,
instead of getting violent, I said, “Or we rack up air miles,
Stems. That’s the third option.”

Then Victoria
McGrath did something I never
thought I’d see.

She broke.

Her eyes started leaking
and the woman started screaming in true theatric
fashion.

This woman was
pissed.

“I don’t want
to rack up air miles, Will!”
she yelled. “I don’t want to wait for the weekend to see you! I
don’t want to do a long-distance relationship! Why can’t you see
that?!”

“Because I
refuse to let you end this before it starts!” I yelled back. If we
were going to do this, I wasn’t going to be a pussy about it. I was
fighting for my life here.

“I
miss you!” she screamed in my
face, surprising the hell out of me and shutting me the fuck up. “I
miss you, okay? I miss you and I hate not being
able to wake up to you in the morning. Is that what you wanted to
hear? Does that make you happy?” I valued my balls, so I didn’t say
yes. “So, the reason I’m fighting this is because I know the only
choice I have is to move to New York, Will. And…and I don’t know if
I can do that without…without knowing what this is.”

Well, fuck.

If
she didn’t know I was crazy in
love with her by now, I really was a jackass. A clueless one, at
that.

“I
love you, Victoria,” I said. No
hesitation. No doubt. “I’m pretty sure I’ve loved you since you
threatened me behind the cafeteria when we were
10-years-old.”

Vicky shook
her head, clearly in denial.
“You’re just trying to win,” she said, insulting me to my very
core.

I snatched her
up by her arm and shook the fuck out of her. “Don’t ever throw my
love in my face like that again, Victoria,” I seethed. “I’m not a
horny sixteen-year-old boy saying whatever he has to say to get
some pussy. I’m also not a desperate fuck throwing out declarations
of love trying to keep a woman who doesn’t want him.” She had the
grace to look ashamed. “I love you. I
suspect I probably always have.”

Vicky didn’t say anything
for seventeen billion seconds before finally saying, “What if I end
up hating New York?”

Enough was
enough.

“Fuck
it, Stems,” I snapped at the end of
my fucking rope with this stubborn, beautiful, scared creature.
“I’ll shut down G&C East and move back to
California.”

Her eyes
widened, but at least the
tears had stopped. “What?”

I shrugged a
shoulder as if it weren’t a
big deal to close down everything I’ve worked for. Christ, love
made motherfuckers do some super stupid shit. Besides-complete
honesty here-it wasn’t like I would be jobless or broke. I’d just
work at G&C West, just like how Damien and I had worked all
those years on the East Coast together.

No doubt
about it, I was a stupid fuck.
Still, I was going to be a stupid fuck who got the girl.

“Damien’s okay with it,
and who the fuck cares as long as I get to be with you, Stems,” I
replied, downplaying the significance of my offer.

Her hands
latched onto my biceps. “Are
you insane?” she croaked. “You can’t just…just…”

I took her
face in my hands. “I can and I
will if it means you’re with me.” Quick amendment. “If you’re with
me and you’re happy, Stems. You have to
be happy.”

Vicky took a
step back and slapped her hand on her chest. “I think I’m having a heart attack.”

 “Welcome to my world, baby.”


Chapter 25


Time to stop running.

 


Victoria~

I stared
up into the face of this
beautiful idiot and could not believe…well, I couldn’t believe a
lot of shit.

First, I
couldn’t believe that Will
told me he loved me and has probably loved me since we were kids.
Second, I couldn’t believe that he was willing to shut down
everything he and Damien built just to make me happy.

The sledgehammer of
shame came hard and swift.

I’ve been
nothing but an insecure bitch
to this man since we were kids, and here he was, falling in love
with me, regardless.

I thought back
to my conversation with Fiona
and knew this was my all-or-nothing moment.

I put my heart
attack on hold, straightened my spine, then looked Will in his beautiful mocha-colored eyes.
“I love you, too.”

The
jerkface smirked.

He
literally smirked.

“I know,
Stems,” he replied, all calm
and adult-like.

I crossed my arms
over my chest. He was supposed to be surprised, not casual. “Oh,
really?”

He
reached for my waist and
hauled me to him. I still stubbornly kept my arms crossed. “Yeah,
really,” he chuckled, no longer mad. “Why else would you behave
like a raving lunatic if not because you were in love with
me?”

My face had to
look befuddled. “That’s not a
compliment, Will?”

“It wasn’t
meant to be one,” he retorted.
“I was just stating facts.”

And
just like that, my anger vanished and
let misery and exhaustion takes its place. My head dropped against
his chest. I studied his shoes as I said, “You’re crazy,
William.”

“And you’re a
lunatic, Victoria,” he
replied, not missing a beat. “We’re the perfect couple if you ask
me.”

I looked
up at him as my arms finally
wrapped around his waist. “Will, you can’t give up G&C,” I
said, making my decision. Finally putting fear behind me. “We both
know it’s me who should move.”

“Vick-”

“No, Will.
Just…listen, okay?” He had his
chance to say what he wanted while shutting me up. Now it was my
turn.

He gave me a small
nod, but he was smiling. “Okay.”

I stepped back
from his embrace and took a
deep breath. Humbling yourself was not for the faint of heart,
that’s for sure.

Here we go.

“I think,
first, I owe you an apology.” He looked like he wanted to argue,
but he kept his mouth shut. Smart man. “I
haven’t been fair to you, and you deserve an apology for that.”
Have you ever had to keep eye contact with someone as you poured
your heart out to them? That fucking shit was hard. Nevertheless, I did it. “I was scared, Will,” I finally
admitted. “I was feeling a lot of serious way too quickly and…well,
it kind of made me feel stupid. Like…I don’t know. Like I was
falling way too fast and falling by myself.”

Will reached up and
pushed a wayward lock of hair behind my ear. “Baby, you can’t be so
whip smart and so blind at the same time,” he said softly. “I had
already fallen at your feet when I was too young to truly
understand what you meant to me.”

His
words did funny things to my insides.
However, I didn’t let myself get sidetracked. “The point
being is that I acted like a jerk on more than one
occasion because it was me who I didn’t trust, Will. Not
you.”

Will
stepped forward and wrapped his arms
around me. “And now?”

“I still don’t
trust myself around you,” I admitted. “But I’m willing to go down with the ship if I have to.” He
cocked a brow. “I can live with this ending in disaster, Will. But
I don’t think I can live with not trying to make this work. I can
handle failure. Cowardice, not so much.”

He didn’t say
anything for a long time. When
he finally did speak, it was apparent he hadn’t heard a word I
said. “I’ll call Damien in the morning and let him know to empty an
office for me.”

I shook
my head. “Have you not heard a
word I said?” I didn’t let him answer. “I’m not letting you give up
your entire life for me, Will.”

His hold
tightened around me. “I’m not,
Stems,” he denied. “I’m rearranging it for something bigger and
better. I’m not giving up shit.”

Every
single time the man opened his
mouth, I felt more and more foolish. I really had been blind. I
really hadn’t fallen alone. “Will, I’m moving to New York,” I told
him, my voice confident and real.

“You
are, are you?”

“I can
work from anywhere, Will. More
importantly, I love you too much to let you make that kind of
sacrifice. Just say yes and let me make up for being such a raging,
indecisive bitch to you these past few months.” Will leaned down
and kiss the tip of my nose. It was sweet, tender, and it fucking
felt safe.
Will felt safe.

“I love you,
Stems,” he said when he pulled
back. “And all I want, apart from you in my life, is for you to be
happy.”

“I’m happy
when I’m with you,” I replied,
speaking the truest words I’ve spoken to this man in a long time.
“You make me happy, Will.”

“So, we’re
really doing this?” he asked,
then added, “Not that you really have a choice. I was just
clarifying that you’re moving to New York with me.”

My life was
going to change because I was
going to follow a man across the country. It was scary as hell, but
I knew it was what I wanted more than anything else.
Will was what I wanted more than I wanted to feel
comfortable and secure.

I had
to take a deep breath for
this.

I
nodded. “Yeah, we’re really doing
this. Or, rather, I am.”

“No, Stems,”
Will corrected. “We are. We are, because
if you find that you’re not happy in New York, I will shut that
shit down and move back here with you.”

“And
you’re really serious, aren’t
you?” I looked into his gorgeous face and knew he meant every word.
“You really would do that for me.”

He
threw his head back and laughed. When
he looked back down at me, he was all smiles. “Jesus Christ,
Stems,” he chuckled. “I’d live under a bridge in a cardboard box as
long as I had you with me.”

I
couldn’t take it any longer. I
wrapped my arms around his neck and brought him down for a kiss. A
kiss that went from love to lust in a matter of nanoseconds. Before
I knew it, I was kicking my pants off and Will had me up against
the wall of my living room.

“I’m
going to fuck you every single
night, Stems,” he grunted as he slammed home.

I threw my
head back, hitting the wall,
certain that I was going to have a goose egg later, but definitely
didn’t care. All that came out of my mouth was a desperate moan.
“Will…”

He
had my thighs in a death grip
as he plunged into my body over and over again. “Every fucking
night,” he repeated.

“Yes,”
I agreed because it’s what I
wanted, too. I never wanted to be away from this man. I never
wanted the honeymoon phase to end. I was not going to let life kill
this for us. “Every night, Will.”

His face was
buried in the crook of my neck and his hot breath bathed my skin. “I love you, Victoria,” he
grunted. “I fucking love you, baby.”

“I love you,
too.”

He
pulled back and forced me to
look at him. “Open your eyes, Stems.”

I did, and I knew
the look on his face was all for me. “Will…”

He was
thrusting into my body like the hard
fuck this was, but his face, his eyes, his words…they all belonged
to a man in love. “Forever is never going to be long enough,” he
moaned, and I came all over the place.

His words.

Those words.

Will groaned,
and his thrusts became more
frantic. “That’s it, baby. Cum all over me, Stems.”

I
had my arms wrapped around his neck,
holding on for dear life, as I detonated all over him. My entire
body shook as it held him prisoner. “Oh, God.”

“Fuck,” he
muttered through clenched
teeth. “I’m cumming, baby.”

I was
in such a state of euphoric
bliss that he could have dropped me, and I wouldn’t have cared. I
held on as he emptied everything he had in my body, and all I could
think was that this was the way it was supposed to be. Forever,
this was how it was supposed to be.

“I
love you, Stems,” he panted,
still shoving into me, making sure I took every last drop he
had.

“I
know,” I replied breathlessly because
I did know.

 I finally did know.


Epilogue


William~

Looking out the window,
I couldn’t help but feel like
the luckiest bastard on the planet.

I was
turning sixty-years-old next
week, and Stems was acting like it was the goddamn King of
England’s coronation event.

I’d told her not to
bother, but she had ignored me as per usual. She had made it clear
that she wasn’t going to pass up an opportunity to have her entire
family together. So, hell, this birthday party probably wasn’t even
about me.

After Victoria had moved
to New York, she had continued working for Creating Emages until
the check-ins had become too much. With the financial backing of a
pussy-whipped investor (that’d be me), she had started her own
web-design company, and I’d been able to hold her hostage in New
York before I had to share her with our first born,
Brian.

Of course,
that couldn’t be enough. Once
we had Brian, Stems was convinced she had been born to be a mother
and three more little bastards had fallen in Brian’s wake. We ended
up with four children, Brian, Travis, Mira, and Arik. They, in
turn, had given us a shitload of grandkids that we just didn’t get
to see enough.

Brian ran
G&C with Fiona and
Damien’s oldest while Travis was a mechanical engineer, Mira was an
elementary school teacher, and Arik was starting at the bottom of
G&C with his finance degree.

The only
downside to our blessed family was that they were scattered all over the country. We had
given the kids the strength and bravery to live their lives for
themselves, but that shit had backfired when those lives that they
were living had taken Mira to Oregon, Travis to California, and
Brian and Arik to New York. We saw them often, but not nearly
enough.

Vicky and
I had ended up retiring in
Vermont, and each kid and every goddamn grandkid swore it was the
end of the Earth whenever they visited.

I felt little
hands wrap around my left leg and I turned away from the
stunning winter view that I got to
see every time I was in my study.

“Pop-Pop, whatcha looking
at?”

Travis had
brought his family up early,
claiming they needed a family vacation, and used my upcoming
birthday week as a twofer. So, looking down at granddaughter number
whatever, I ruffled her mop of brown hair with my hand. “Just
looking at all the snow, Lena.”

Lena was only
six, and as honest as only a
child could be. “Dad said you’re going to be old next week for your
birthday. Is that true?”

I dropped
down on my haunches, so I
could look into her pretty brown eyes. “I was old a long time ago,
Pumpkin,” I told her.

“Does
that mean NaNa Stems is old,
too?”

I winced.

Lena was the
only grandkid that called
Vicky NaNa Stems, and no matter how hard we tried, we couldn’t get
her to just call her NaNa or NaNa Vicky. Lena had overheard me
calling her Stems one day, and the little sprite ran with
it.

“NaNa Vicky is not old, Lena,” I denied. “Women never get old.”
It was a lie, but a lie for the greater good of mankind.

Lena decided to change
topics on me. “I overheard Dad telling Mom he was going to love her
forever, Pop-Pop.” Her face completely mesmerized. “And did you
know forever doesn’t stop?”

I grabbed her
in my arms and walked over to my desk. I sat her on my
lap at the same time the
office door opened. I looked up to see Stems cross her arms over
her chest and lean against the door frame.

I
stared at my wife, and as
always, time stopped, and my heart expanded with the love I had for
this woman. I looked down at Lena and said, “Yes, I do know that
forever doesn’t stop.” Lena’s eyes were wide and expressive. “It
can’t stop because I never break my promises, Pumpkin. And I
promised to love NaNa Vicky forever, too.”

“Just like Dad,” she
whispered in awe.

“NaNa
Vicky is my forever, Lena,” I
told her while looking at my wife.

“Are you
hers?”

 Stems started
tearing up and that was answer enough.

 


The End.
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