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Vivian 
Ethan York ruled the halls in high school. He made my life hell there and then the unthinkable happened.
His Dad married my mom.
The Jack and Jill bathroom separated us at home, but it wasn’t enough. I moved out the moment I could with my boyfriend for a better life.
So I thought…
Ethan
My step-sister thought I didn’t know about her crush on me. She claimed to hate me, yet I’d catch her looking at me.
Her mouth wrote checks, her ass couldn’t cash, and every time she got caught, she reminded me of a deer in headlights.
Now I rule the business world, I know the games people play, and I know all about her man. He’s not the one for her.
Game on, sweet little doe, this buck is about to show you who’s boss.
This is a step-sibling, enemies to lovers, dark romance intended for mature readers. Please see the trigger warnings before diving in.





Within these pages you'll find, two people who  love to hate or is it hate to love each other.
A little dubious consent.
A little domestic violence.
A mom that's easy to hate.
A handsome, rich bully.
And a HEA to make you swoon.





It's important to remember those who help us along our journey. Mudd, thank you for being the "whipping boy" and offering advice and keeping us girls in the Elite Hedera Helix laughing. Carrie, Michelle, Tanya, Mariah, Judy & Kendra. Thank you for your input. I love you, ladladies,ies and value you all! 
Sherry, I mean it when I say you are my ride or die in the bookworld. Thank you so very much for your daily check-ins and coffee chats. You keep me focused and going.
Mr. Penn & Little Miss Penn, you're my world and I wouldn't be following my dream without either of you.
And to my reader, thank you for being along for the ride!
Love, 
Ivy
xo
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Vivian 
Sophomore year of high school
“Have you seen the guys?” Lindsey pulled her tee shirt on and slammed her gym locker shut. “Like, they were all cute before summer, but now? Holy hot damn!”
Miranda sighed and closed her locker before sitting on the bench. “And every last one of them is a prick.”
“Not all.” Lindsey laughed. “What do you think, Viv?”
“I think I agree with Miranda.” I laughed and put my foot up to tie my laces. “Ethan is the worst of the lot.”
“Try again.” Miranda scowled. “Henry laughed when he tripped me this morning.”
“Why?” I felt my face scrunch up. “Want me to flick some chocolate shake on the back of his head at lunch?”
Every day, like clockwork, the boys sat close to us in the lunchroom. And everyday they made lewd comments and obscene gestures.
“Ladies!” Coach Wilkes yelled from the doorway. “Let’s get a groove going!”
“Coming, coach!” I yelled for us all and motioned towards the exit with my head. “We better get out there.”
I looked around at the faces in the gymnasium. I’d known these kids all my life. Some were my friends, and some were pains in the ass. Specifically, Ethan York.
The first time I saw him on the playground in kindergarten, he was the wiser older boy that charmed the pants off all the little girls. His blue eyes had me smitten.
Then I scaled my way to the top of the netting, and he pulled my pants down to my ankles, showing off my pretty pink Strawberry Shortcake under-roos.
As I folded my shirt and placed it in my gym locker I took a peek at the small picture I had of Ethan, shirtless, playing basketball.
He grew into a man that girls dropped their panties for. And he took every offer that came his way. I’d heard some of the senior girls talking about him last week.
“Ethan’s thick. Like stretch you out thick and he’s far from the three pump chumps he hangs with.” Victoria giggled.
“I thought you were dating Henry?” Grace closed her locker. “Or did you get to be the meat in a hunk sandwich?”
“I am.” She gave a careless shrug. “Henry was being an ass, so I went to a party.”
“Are you gonna tell him?”
Victoria tossed her hair over her shoulder. “Get real, Grace, I’m not a moron. I got a good thing with Henry.”
Ugh. I hated the snobby girls. They all came from uptown Waterview. Me and my friends all lived in the Harmony Point subdivision. Both places fed into one elementary, one junior high and then one high school.
“Viv!” Becca tugged my arm. “Let’s go!”
“Sorry, Becks.” I tucked the picture away and closed my locker, following the rest of the girls out.
The moment I entered the gym, I felt his eyes on me. “Hey shortcake.” He winked and laughed when I scowled back.
Coach came walking over with a bag of footballs. “Let’s get warmed up!”
Ethan walked over behind me. “Got your pretty frilly underwear on?”
“I hate you.” Turning around, I looked at my friend Miranda. “Why can’t he choke on his own spit?”
“Because god hates you.” She smiled at me and then turned her attention to the coach.
Coach blew his whistle. “Down and backs. Line up!”
Sighing, I jogged over to the far wall lined with mats and took my place behind the black line. The whistle blew again and all you could hear were our foot falls hitting the floor as we ran.
I hated gym. Well, not really. When it’s an all girl class, I enjoy it more. What I really hated were the boys in our class. They could have taken anything, but they were all jocks who enjoyed tormenting us underclass girls.
Bastards.
Coach gave us a verbal push. “Pick up the pace, ladies!”
Not one of us moved any faster.
“Edith! Walk please.” Coach cleared his throat.
Titters intermixed with the stomping feet. We all knew the reason he had her walk.
Her tits couldn’t be contained by a sports bra, and they would bounce almost up to her chin. The guys were assholes and always tried to have her be last to run so they could get their spank bank filled up.
Pigs.
Looking over at Coach Wilkes, he shook his head and motioned with his hand for us to speed up. Everyone knew he wouldn’t take points away, or punish us if we stayed at our current pace.
Once we finished warming up with running, he led us out of the gym, down the quiet hall filled with lockers, and outside the side door to play flag football.
While we walked to the field, Edie and Jolynn flanked me. We slowed our pace and Jo turned around, walking backwards to see us.
“I think Richard is going to propose.” Her blue eyes danced with excitement.
Edie narrowed hers. “Really? You don’t think it’s too soon?”
“Don’t rain on my parade, Edie.” She bounced over and grabbed her hands. “I’ve been in love with Richard Parks for as long as I can remember.”
Edie sighed. “I know.”
“How’s things going with Greg?” I pulled the scrunchie from my dark hair and then twisted it back up in a messy bun.
Edie shrugged. “Mostly good, but sometimes he’s pushy.”
“Pushy?” I felt the confusion on my face.
Jolynn shook her head. “About sex?”
Edie nodded as we stepped on the green field. There were a few stragglers behind us and the coach stood looking like the Statue of Liberty, holding a football in the air.
“Dexter and Natalie.” The coach motioned for them to come forward. “Team captains. Pick your teams.”
One by one, they split us into two teams and we had one boy on our team. Luckily, Edie’s older brother didn’t mind being surrounded by underclass girls.
Gene had us huddle up. “Look ladies, all you need to do is get the ball to the other side of the field. Edie, you’ll be the one to kick the ball into play.”
“Why me?” Edie’s face scrunched up.
Gene’s face went flat. “Who dented my passenger door with a kick?”
“Oh.” She tried to hide the smile on her face.
“Viv.” He pointed at me. “Stay away from Ethan.”
“Why do I get a warning?” My hands went to my hips, and I narrowed my eyes.
Gene shook his head. “Don’t poke the bear, Viv.”
“Fine.” I blew out a hard breath and when Gene clapped his hands, we all went to our positions.
The moment her foot connected with the ball, we heard it and watched as the ball sailed through the air towards me.
I took a couple of steps backward and prepped my arms to catch the ball when, out of nowhere, something big and hard knocked me to the ground, taking my breath away.
“Aw, shit.” Ethan laughed. “I didn’t mean to tackle you, shortcake.”
Like hell.
“Eat a dick.” I grunted out as he laid there on me, and if I didn’t know better, I’d swear he had a hard-on.
His voice dropped to a low purr. “You know, with as much as you tell me that, I can’t help but wonder if it’s my dick you want to eat.”
“Get off the girl, York.” Coach’s voice sounded close by. “Are you okay, Vivian?”
Ethan popped up off me and walked away.
“Yeah.” I whimpered as I rolled to my side. “Just need a minute.”
He thumbed to my team on the sideline. “Go tag someone in.”
“Yes, coach.” I shook my head and pushed myself up, walking over to my team.
Ethan jogged over beside me. “C’mon, shortcake, don’t be mad.”
“Do me a favor?” I looked at him, trying not to swoon over his damn blue eyes. “Choke on your spit.”
He stopped walking. “I know you want me, shortcake!”
“Not in this lifetime!” I sighed and looked at my friend. “Sorry, Lena.”
“Pfft, ain’t no thing.” She laughed as she jogged over to the huddle on the field.
I flopped down on the bench, my elbows on my knees, as I dropped my head into my hands. My body hurt from the tackle. After this class, I had lunch, so I could take a few extra minutes in the shower after class to help ease the ache.
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My thumb stroked my bottom lip as I watched her jog back to the bench.
“That was awesome, dude!” Henry laughed and bumped my shoulder with his.
I nodded and jogged over to my teammates. “I won’t tackle again and get us in trouble.”
“Dude, tap it already or get over it.” Wally chuckled. “She’s ripe for the picking.”
“Guys.” Matt looked at us all. “She’s my sister’s friend. Can you not treat her like a piece of meat?”
Laughter filled the huddle.
“Let’s play ball.” I smiled at Gene and he shook his head.
“Animals.” He chuffed.
He told us what play he wanted to run, but I tuned him out. Viv’s sweet scent stuck in my nose, and the soft curves of her body felt great under me.
The guys clapped, and we went to our positions; I saw how she looked at me. There’s no denying she’s got a crush.
“Hey!” Dexter nodded to me. “Get the right head in the game!”
My hand shot up, flipping him off as the ball flew into the air. I caught it with ease and ran it down the field.
I didn’t even have to push myself. The girls couldn’t care less about football, and we were only taking PE because we couldn’t take another study hall or leave early.
The breeze felt good as we ran play after play, racking up points. By the end of class, the girls were whipped, and we laughed at them on our way back into the building.
“Ten minutes until the bell.” Coach yelled out, walking across the gym to his office in the locker room.
I looked around the gym admiring the tapestries showing all the play-offs we won. This was my senior year, and I planned to go out with a bang.
“What’re you doing tonight?” Henry asked as he stripped down to shower.
“Some stupid dinner with my dad. He wants me to meet the chick he’s been dating.” I shook my head and stripped down, grabbing my towel and following Henry to the showers.
“How long has he been dating her?” Henry turned on the water and grabbed his soap.
I shrugged. “Like six months or more. I don’t keep track.”
“Have fun with that!” He laughed and ducked his head in the water.
A snarl passed across my face and I reached for my soap to clean up. Despite the cool water, I felt more agitated than before. I needed to let off some steam.
A sly smile grew on my face as I rinsed off. I knew the perfect way to do that, so I waited for everyone to clear the showers and then I took my time rinsing off. Shutting off the water, I peered around and saw the empty locker room.
I dried myself off, threw on my clothes, and left the boys’ locker room. Smiling when I saw the empty gym, I crept on the balls of my feet across to the girls’ locker room, peering inside.
I didn’t see anyone, but I heard a shower still on. As I entered the room, I noticed it didn’t have that sweaty ball sack smell ours did. In this one, I smelled flowers.
Coach Pembrook wasn’t in her office, so I walked quietly over to the shower room. Vivian stood facing the wall, with her hands up to brace her as the water went over her head and down her back.
Slipping my shirt off, I hung it on the hooks and removed my shoes, tucking my socks inside them. Then I crossed the warm floor over to her, covering her body with mine, leaving just enough space to not get soaked.
“Hey, shortcake.” I whispered in her ear and heard her gasp as my hands held hers in place. At six foot four, I towered over her, and that worked to my advantage.
I brought her hands together and pinned them with my right hand, letting my left-hand slide down her body, resting on her naked hip.
“Get away from me.” She growled.
“Aw, you’re cute when you’re mad.” I gave her plump hip a squeeze. “Tell me, shortcake, how many times you been laid?”
“Fuck. Off. York.” She tried pulling her hands loose, so I reached over and shut the water off. I pushed her over, pressing her into the wall.
“Don’t play coy with me.” My hand moved up, and I wrapped her hair around my fist, giving it a small yank. “Answer my question.”
“Let me go!” She wiggled under me.
I pressed my lips to her ear. “Answer my question, then I’ll let you go.”
“I’ll answer it if you stop calling me shortcake.” Her voice ground out.
“Deal.” I loosened my grip.
Her voice was barely audible. “I haven’t.”
“Never?” I felt my body go slack, but my dick swelled.
“No.” She huffed like a mad kitten.
I laughed. “A virgin.”
“Please don’t call me that.” I felt her body deflate under me.
“I get it. You don’t want to announce it to the world.” I let go of her and turned to leave.
“That’s it?” She stomped her foot.
I grabbed my shirt and shoes and left the locker room.





Vivian 
I gulped down breaths as my body buzzed from Ethan’s touch.
Was virgin some secret codeword to get him to fuck off?
Heaving a sigh, I grabbed my towels, wrapped up, and went to get dressed. I was drying my hair when I heard my phone vibrate with a message.
Mom:
Don’t forget we have plans tonight.
Me:
Yeah. I know.

I could feel the snarl on my face. For as long as I could remember, mom had a different boyfriend every month. At first, she brought them all home to meet me. Then I started making myself scarce, and she got the hint.
My Dad wasn’t in the picture. He bailed when he heard the word pregnant. And mom’s been on the prowl for a replacement since.
I flopped down on the bench and felt my phone vibrate again.
Mom:
Dress cute. He’s got a son.
Tossing my phone in my locker, a groan made its way from my throat.
I don’t want to go to some fancy dinner with some rich asshole and his kid.
Standing up, I finished drying off and got dressed before trudging out to the lunchroom.
The lockers alternated our school’s colors down this hall, every other grouping purple and yellow. Our school mascot, the pirate, adorned the wall above them.
As I neared the cafeteria, I could hear mumbles from all the conversations and smell the food. On days like today, when we knew the chicken Alfredo sucked, we could opt for the burger and fries.
I walked past the small cafeteria down to the commons, where I knew my friends would be. Jo waved her arms, and I made a beeline for where they were.
“Hey, hey!” Ethan yelled out. “Check it out! Cherry is in the house!”
I felt my face heat as the blood in my body rushed to my head to shift my skin tone from pale to red. My eyes closed, and I took a deep breath as I continued walking towards the girls.
“Ignore him, Viv.” Jo shook her head. “He’s trying to bait you.”
Richard laughed. “He’s baiting something all right.”
All eyes turned to him and he laughed harder.
Becca handed me a cheeseburger. “Ignore Dick.”
“Ouch. That’s harsh, Becks.” Richard rubbed his chest.
I shook my head and unwrapped my sandwich, taking a bite. “All I know is this is fuckface’s last year. And I can’t wait.”
“You guys coming to the end of school beach bash?” Richard kicked his legs out in front of him, wrapping his arm around Jo.
“Dude.” Richard’s younger brother came over and sat beside me. “I’ve been waiting years to go.”
“What if I don’t let you tag along?” Richard tilted his head.
Jeremy laughed. “Then I tell Dad you stole his skin mags.”
“Asshole.”
“I win,” Jeremy smirked in triumph. “At least we don’t have Coop tagging along.”
“Good point.” Richard motioned for his brother to give up some fries, and Jeremy handed over a full cup.
“I knew you’d want some.”
A glance at the clock told me I didn’t have much time left before my next class, so I tucked into my food and tried paying attention to the surrounding conversations. My issue was that his intense gaze made me feel exposed, and every time I looked up, his piercing blue eyes filled me with both nerves and excitement.
Then the jerk smiled at me, lifting a cherry by the stem. He dangled it for a few seconds, then wrapped his lips around it, plucking it off the stem.
I hope he gets a severe case of jock itch when he goes for a job interview.
My hand shot up, flipping him the bird. Again.
I hate him.
Finishing my lunch, I stood up and stretched, waiting for Jo and Edie to join me so we could head to biology together.
“So, uh, Viv?” Edie bumps into me. “Why is Ethan calling you cherry instead of shortcake?”
I nodded to the foyer corner before going up the stairs. “He snuck in the locker room while I was in the shower.”
Edie’s eyes grew and Jo looked over her shoulder to see who was near us.
“And?” Edie smiled.
“And nothing.” I blew out a breath. “He wanted to know how many guys I’ve been with.”
Jo barked out a laugh. “That’s why he called you cherry.”
“I hate him.”
My friends tried to hide their laughter as they linked arms with me and pulled me with up the stairs to the third floor where our bio class was located.
Ethan leaned against the wall near the stairwell and sneered at me as we followed the flow of students heading up to the last level.
Just a look from him unnerved me and intrigued me.
Why care about how many people I’d slept with?
As we made the turn for the last flight of stairs, our eyes locked and he mouthed one word to me.
Cherry.
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I loved seeing her frustrated. Taunting her had become my favorite pastime since she walked into this school as a freshman.
Back in middle school, she waited outside my art class and gave me a note telling me how cute she thought I was, and was wondering if we could meet after school to talk.
“Are you still taunting her?” Gene came over and stood beside me as we watched the students walking around.
My shoulder lifted in a careless shrug. “She’s fun to torment. She keeps rising to the challenge.”
“One of these days she’s gonna knock you on your ass.” He laughed.
“She’s welcome to try.” I smirked at my friend, pushed off the wall, and entered my German class.
Gene followed me in and Frau Smith slid her glasses off and waited for the bell to ring before she stood up and greeted us.
After school, in the privacy of my room, I could think about my sweet cherry all I wanted. But now? Now I needed my head in the game to keep her on her toes.
When we got out of German, I headed up the stairs to my science class and had the pleasure of seeing Vivian coming down the stairs, her tits bouncing with each step.
I wasted a rare opportunity to see and wrap my hands around them.
“Hey, cherry! What’s next?” I winked at her, laughing on the inside when she snarled at me.
“Eat a dick, York.”
I finished climbing the stairs and saw Grace standing by my locker.
Fuck.
“Hey, Ethan.” She batted her over made eyes at me. “Wanna hang out after school?”
“Can’t. Got plans.” I reached for my lock and spun it around before dialing in the combination.
She slid closer and slipped her hand under my shirt. “What about the beach bash tomorrow?”
“Yeah.” I nodded. “I’ll pick you up.”
“I’ll be prepared.” She winked at me and let her nails scrape my skin as she walked away.
Her loose pussy didn’t turn me on. Grace hadn’t just been around the block, she’d been around the city. Twice.
Shaking my head, I pulled out what I needed and went to math class. The room filled up slowly as we all took our seats.
My last class was a study hall. So I figured I’d take notes in this class like a good student, then make sure I’m checked in for study hall before ditching out.
They were stupid for giving any senior a study hall last period. Just let us get out of here a whopping forty minutes early.
“Psst.” Paul leaned over. “Want me to bring some beer tomorrow?”
“No. I think this party should be sober.” I turned to see the smile on his face fade. “Jackass. What do you think?”
“This year’s prolly the end of beach parties, huh?” Paul opened his notebook and relaxed in his seat.
“Why? I say we do them until they’re no longer fun.” I shrugged and smiled at the teacher.
“Boys, it’s about time…” the bell rang and she covered her ears until it ended. “To start class.”
Great. Another class to be bored in.
Mrs. Sanders turned her back and wrote notes on the whiteboard. Her muffled voice was hard to hear, and I tuned her out.
I wonder who Dad’s inviting over. Couldn’t be anyone from Waterview. Unless an unfamiliar affluent daughter was in the picture.
“Mr. York!” The teacher’s nasally voice rang out. “Care to join us?”
“Nah. You do you.” I waved her off.
Mrs. Sanders’s eyes narrowed. “Why don’t you go see the principal?”
I laughed.as I gathered my things up and walked up front. “C’mon, give me the pass and I’ll get out of your hair.
She popped her lips. “You think you’re funny?”
“No.” I shook my head and watched as she picked up the classroom phone, dialing the office.
“I need an escort for a student to see Mr. Miller.”
She set the receiver into the cradle with a smile on her face. “Have a seat, Mr. York. Your escort will be here soon.”
“Yes, ma’am.” I dipped my head in a bow and went back to my seat.
Paul shook his head and leaned over. “Man, we’re so close to being out of here.”
“What can I say?” I laughed and kicked my legs up onto the desk while my least favorite teacher droned on with her lesson.
My dick stirred in my pants as my thoughts went back to the wet, naked virgin.
Settle down. We can think about her later.
As though I conjured her, the door to the classroom opened and in walked Vivian. “Excuse me, Mrs. Sanders?”
“Hello, Vivian.” The teacher motioned for me, and I walked back to the front of the room. “Can you please escort Mr. York to the principal’s office?”
“Yes, ma’am.” Her sweet voice made me want to pin her down and see how soft her moans were.
“Mr. York?” She smiled at me. “I don’t want to see you back in this class.”
“But…”
She waggled her finger at me. “Trust me, my time with you has been enough.”
Vivian’s pink tongue ran across her lips before she spoke. “I will pass along your message.”
“Thank you.”
Vivian wouldn’t look my way. She reached out, opened the door, and let me walk out first. I waited for the door to close before holding my hands out to her.
“Need to cuff me, warden?”
“Shut up, Ethan.”
“She speaks to me.” I gasped in mock surprise. “And doesn’t tell me to eat a dick.”
“I hate you.” She deadpanned and walked towards the stairwell.
Catching up to her, I waited for her to cross the threshold where no one would see us. I wrapped my arm around her waist and threw her harder than I planned into the corner.
“Where you running off to, cherry?” My body pressed against hers. Her mouth opened, and I slammed my hand over it. “Shhh.”
I forced her to look me in the eye, and the fear I saw in them made my body burn.
“Mmmrrrrr. Mmmrrrrr, Rmmmm.”
“Don’t care, cherry shortcake virgin.” I leaned my head into her and put my mouth against her ear, whispering. “I know you don’t hate me.”
“Mmmm. Mmmm mmmmmrrrrrrrrrr rrrrr.” She shivered beneath me.
“I don’t think so.” My tongue darted out, flicking against her earlobe, and she let out a soft moan.
“See.” I nuzzled her neck and felt her slide down the wall.
“Mr. York.” A sharp male voice echoed in the stairwell. “Where should you be at this moment?”
I glared into Vivian’s eyes. “We were heading to the office.”
“Miss Watts?”
Her frightened brown eyes blinked. “We were heading to the office, Mr. Sutton.”
“And why are you here in the stairwell?”
“She tripped, and I caught her. Isn’t the right, Viv?”
Her body trembled beneath mine. “I tripped and almost fell down the stairs. He pulled me back and was letting me catch my breath.”
“Uh-huh.” He cleared his throat. “Get. Going.”
Her voice dropped, and she stumbled over the words. “Ye-yes, sir.”
My dick swelled more, and she let out a soft gasp as I let her move out from beneath me. I smirked at the interrupting teacher and followed her down to the office.
She’s my favorite new obsession.





Vivian 
“Vivi! Please dress nicely.” My mom stuck her head in the doorway to my bedroom.
I blew out a frustrated breath. “Why do I have to go?”
She raised her hand to pinch the bridge of her nose. “Vivian Leigh Watts.”
“Judith Kathleen Watts.” I threw back at her.
“No.” She held her hands out. “You will not ruin this for me. Evan is a wonderful man, and he makes me feel like a queen.”
I flopped down on my bed. “Do you love him?”
Her head bobbed. “I do, Vivi.”
“Fine.” I gave her a half smile. “Do you want to pick out my outfit since I’m not sure how you want me to dress?”
“Viv, I know this is weird. But I made a promise to you when you were younger that I wouldn’t have you meet anyone unless I was sure they would be in it for the long haul.”
“I know.” I nodded and got up off my bed, grabbing my favorite dress. Holding up to my body, it looked like it would be shorter on me than the last time I wore it. “How about this one?”
“I’ve always loved that dress.” She smiled. “You’ll look like a doll in it. Make-up and hair too?”
Turning to the mirror across my room, I tried to envision how to do my hair. The dark dress had tiny red flowers dotted all over.
“Would red lipstick be too bold?” I looked back at my mom, who was putting on her earrings.
“I don’t think so.” She came over and stood behind me. “Vivi, you look like you’re putting on some weight. Have you been drinking your shakes in the morning?”
My shoulder slumped. “Yes.”
“Well, get ready. I don’t want to be late.” She spun on her heel and left my room.
I went over to my dresser and got out my good bra and matching silky panties. 
Walking across my room, I turned to the side in the mirror and frowned, mocking my mom’s words. “Vivi, you look like you’re putting on weight.” A hard breath huffed out, and I stripped down and went to take a quick shower.
Tears streamed down my face. I hated not being good enough for my mom. Or my dad who just bailed or even the guys at school. Was it too much to ask for someone to just like me for me?
My mom poked her head in. “Twenty minutes until we need to leave.”
“I know, Mom.” I pushed my hands over my face and hair and then turned in the stream, scrubbing my body with my loofah, then washing my hair.
With this being something so important to my mom, I rushed through, spritzing on some body spray, before getting dressed.
The dress came down to my mid-thighs and hugged my bustline. I turned this way and that, checking myself out in the mirror, and felt skinny.
I sat at my make-up vanity and smoothed on my foundation, then black eyeliner followed by mascara and a glossy red lip.
Shaking the can of mousse, I put a golf ball sized in my hand and worked it into my hair, scrunching it to bring out my curls.
“Oh, Vivian.” My mom’s hand flew to her face. “You look stunning.”
“Are you sure this isn’t too short?” I slid off the bench and stood up.
She shook her head. “You’ve got great legs, baby.”
“Thanks!” A horn outside honked. “What is that?”
“Our ride is here!” Mom squealed. “Get your shoes and c’mon!”
I slipped my feet into wedge sandals that matched the dress and rushed down the hall to grab my purse and jacket.
Mom held the door open, motioning outside. “Let’s go.”
I dashed over, and as I took two steps outside, I stopped and my jaw fell open, seeing the chauffeur holding the rear door of a Rolls Royce open.
“Is this a dream?” My eyes blinked, trying to see if the image would fade.
My mom walked around me and slid into the car. “Vivian.”
He closed her door and walked around the car, opening the other door for me. “Here you go, miss.”
Nodding, I walked over and slowly rounded the car to the other side. “This is amazing.”
“It’s fun to drive too.” He joked with me and I smiled as I got inside.
“Mom? Is your new boyfriend a Rockefeller?”
“No, dear.” She laughed and sat back for the ride. 
I swallowed hard and sat back in the seat, looking around at my surroundings. “Does that window really offer the privacy shown in the movies?”
The chauffeur laughed and shook his head.
“Wait. So you can hear everything?” My eyes widened as he rolled down the partition.
“Yes, miss.” He smiled in the rearview mirror at me.
“What’s your name?”
“Brady.”
“Vivian.” Mom gave me a snide look. “Let the man work.”
“Yes, ma’am.” I felt deflated and turned my head to stare out the window. 
We left the middle class part of Port Stella and he drove us into the upper class area. The view shifted from residential areas to the business district and then to the luxurious mansions of the wealthy.
Gated homes, with sprawling driveways and immaculately manicured yards, gave me an overwhelming sense that I didn’t belong here.
I looked down at my simple summer dress with flowy cap sleeves, an A-line waist covered in delicate flowers. You’d never see Grace, Mariah, Brittany, Lori or Victoria in anything like this.
“Mom?” I whispered. “I don’t think…”
She held a finger up to her lips and narrowed her eyes at me.
Right. No opinions necessary.
Following the main road, Brady turned left and entered through large iron gates at the end of the subdivision. He drove slowly up the drive and the house came into view, making my mouth drop open again.
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I strolled through my home shirtless and barefoot, finding my dad in the kitchen, cooking.
“Wow. She must be something.” I sat down at the island. “You never cook anymore.”
He turned towards me, shaking his head. “Why would I bother cooking for a son who’s never home?”
“Touche.” I laughed.
“And she is something.” He set his spoon down and popped a loaf of bread into the oven. “Her name is Judy.”
“Does your Judy have children?”
“She does. A daughter.” He opened the fridge and pulled out a pitcher he had chilled in there. “This is not for either of you.” I watched him carry it to the dining room, and I got up to stir his sauce and see what he was preparing.
The scent of garlic mixed with butter, herbs and tomatoes made my mouth water. “A simple pasta dish?”
“I beg your pardon.” My Dad came back in the room holding his chest. “There is nothing simple about my garlic butter sauce.”
I laughed and inhaled deeply. “It smells great, dad.”
“Thank you.” My Dad held out his hand where a pretty ring box sat in his palm. “Check it out.”
I cocked one eyebrow as I set the spoon back on the rest and picked up the box to look at the ring. “So this is serious?”
“It is.” He beamed with excitement.
My mom died when I was young, so it’s always been just me and him. “Do you know Judy’s daughter’s name?”
“Vivi.”
I snapped the box closed. “I’m happy for you, dad.”
He flipped his wrist, looking at his watch. “They’ll be here any minute. Go put on a shirt and look presentable.” He snapped at me playfully with a towel.
“Yeah. Yeah.” I chuckled and ambled out of the kitchen.
The cool marble floor felt good under my feet and as I turned to go upstairs, I heard a knock at the front door. Laughing to myself, I jogged over to open it before my dad could.
“Welcome!” I gave a mock bow, looked at the women standing there, and felt my dick get hard when my eyes locked with Vivian’s.
“Oh my,” the older woman gushed. “You must be Evan’s son.”
“I am.” Stepping back, I motioned for them to come in.
“Ethan.” My Dad shook his head. “I’m sorry, Judy. I told him to go put a shirt on.”
She waved her hand. “No worries.”
My Dad reached for her and pulled her close, kissing her. I ignored them and stared at the beauty before me.
She wore her hair different from how she did for school, and the dress accented her legs and tits.
I knew she had big ones.
But the fluffy pillowy tops were taunting me now. Begging to be kissed. I reached down to adjust myself and smiled when her eyes followed my hand.
Her name left my lips in a whisper. “Vivian.”
She gasped and snapped her eyes back to mine. “Ethan.”
Plump red lips that would look amazing wrapped around me, sucking me off, now opened slightly as she shifted from foot to foot nervously.
“Where are my manners?” My Dad laughed and reached for Vivian. “You must be Vivi.”
“It’s Vivian.” She pressed her lips together and averted her eyes.
“Vivi.” Her mom scolded. “Be nice.”
“I’m sorry, Mr. York.” She looked at me. “My preference is to be called Vivian.”
“I see you know my son.” My Dad laughed harder and motioned for me to close the door. “Please, ladies, come in and relax. Dinner will be ready soon.”
“Do you need any help, Evan?” Judy purred and wrapped her arm around my dad.
“Sure.” They walked back towards the kitchen. “Ethan, show Vivian around.”
I turned my attention back to Viv. “So, your mom and my dad.”
“This can’t be happening.” She shook her head violently.
“What’s the matter, sis?” I stepped closer. “Don’t think you’ll like it here?”
“This is a dream.” She partially chuckled, sounding mad. “This is not my life.”
“My father has more money than god, so it’s not too bad.”
“There is no fucking way. No. No fucking way I want to be related to you in any universe.” She took two steps and her shoes clicked on the floor.
Her direction changed, and I noticed she was pacing, but went further out each time and finally disappeared into the sitting room.
I padded over and snuck up behind her. “What’s wrong, little sister?”
“Stop. Calling. Me. That.” She clenched her jaw tight. “I hate you.”
I pushed her forward onto the couch, forcing her to kneel, and then I climbed up behind her, making sure she felt my erection.
“Pig.” She snarled.
“You can yell if you want.” I rubbed against her ass.
“Go away.” Her snarl turned into a growl.
“Mm, you’re spicy.” I took a deep breath and drank her scent in. “And sweet, cherry.”
“Stop calling me that.”
“Get laid, and I will.” My arms moved around her, and my hands traced her curves, cupping her breasts. “I bet you have big nipples.”
“My tits aren’t your concern.”
I laughed harder. “My Dad is planning to ask your mom to marry him. You know what that means?”
“No.” She turned her head to see me. “I think I might be sick.”
“Oh yes, sister.” I brought my lips over to the corner of her mouth, flicking my tongue out, making her moan. “Before the night’s out, I’ll show you where your new bedroom will be.”
I thrust my hips against her cushy ass, and then got off the couch and strolled out of the room, up the stairs, and into my bedroom to get some relief before dinner.





Vivian 
I watched him walk away from me from under the curtain of my hair. He wasn’t the same boy from middle school. That guy was kinda scrawny, sported a few pimples, and, if I’m being honest, smelled like too much Drakkar Noir.
This guy made my panties wet. His blue eyes held this intensity that captivated me. His short dark hair fell into place and his skin? Tan, no pimples and a five o’clock shadow that made him look dangerous.
He smelled like sandalwood and lust.
And I understood what Victoria was going on about. Through my dress, I felt what he wanted me to.
Seeing him shirtless shut my brain off.
I wanted him to touch me. I wanted to believe for just one moment he wanted me. Simple. Plain. Mousey. Virgin.
“There you are, sweetheart.” My mom came over to where I knelt on the couch. “What’re you doing in here?”
I cleared my throat. “Just taking it all in.”
“Well, come on. Join me talking with Evan in the kitchen.” She smiled at me and I couldn’t help smiling back.
If this guy made her happy, the least I could do was get to know him.
We walked through the hall and my eyes couldn’t stop moving and taking in the paintings, walls, floors, and stairs.
This house was everything our little house wasn’t. Plus, her new man had been showering her with gifts.
And with those thoughts, I felt my stomach pitch. I grabbed my mom’s arm and stopped walking. “Mom?”
She tilted her head and leaned in. “What is it?”
Drawing in a deep breath, I whispered. “Please tell me it isn’t about the money?”
My mom’s hand flew out, slapping me across the face. “How dare you?”
I raised my hand to hold my cheek. “Mom?”
“How dare you insult me like that?” Tears filled her eyes and Ethan’s dad’s voice broke the tension.
“Ladies? Is everything okay?”
Turning on the balls of my feet, I ran to the front door, wrenched it open, and ran outside.
Unless I called an Uber, I had no means of getting back home, and I lacked the funds to do so. I didn’t know where Brady was and so I ran around the house to the back.
There I found a large in-ground swimming pool, gardens and a gazebo. Kicking my shoes off, I picked them up and ran towards the shelter.
I should’ve stayed home.
“Shortcake!” Ethan’s voice made me run harder.
I didn’t care that I was in a dress, or even if I flashed him my ass. This place was so overwhelming that it suffocated me.
Once I got past the pool, my feet hit the soft lawn and I followed the path leading to the gazebo. Bushes whizzed by me and I sneezed from something in the air. Tears streamed down my face and all I could focus on was the safety the gazebo could give me.
Something buzzed by my head, and I swatted at it with my shoe, clobbering my head. I dropped to the ground and let the sobs take over.
Digging in my purse, I found my phone and called Edith.
Edie connected the call while yelling. “Dammit, Evie, stay out of my room!”
“I’m telling mama!” A child’s voice yelled back.
“Hey, Viv, what’s up?” A hard breath blew into the phone. “Are you crying?”
“Yes.” I sobbed. “Mymomhasbeendatingfuckface’sdad!”
“Oh, shit.”
Edie stayed quiet listening to me cry. No judgements.
“I just wanna go home.” I snuffled up my snot. “Please.”
“Let me call you back. I bet Jo can get Richard to come get you.”
“Thank you.”
I pushed myself up from the ground and walked the rest of the way to the gazebo. Using the back of my sleeve, I dried what tears I could and sat down on the bench that went around the inside.
My phone rang, and I answered it without looking first.
“Well?”
“Vivi. I’m sorry.” My mom’s voice filled my ear. “I shouldn’t have jumped at you like that. It was a fair question.”
I didn’t know what to say.
“Vivi, come back to the house. We’ll eat dinner and talk. Please?”
Sniffling, I ended the call and pulled my knees up on the bench. My arms wrapped around my head that rested on my legs and I let the tears fall.
My mom met someone who made her happy. Great. But why did it have to be a rich man? Why did it have to be Ethan’s dad?
Ugh! And why did Ethan have to be home? Shouldn’t he be out somewhere banging some whore?
My phone rang again, and I looked down to see my mom’s number again. I sent it to voicemail, but she didn’t leave a message. Instead, she called right back.
“What?”
“Vivian Leigh.” She growled. “Get your ass back up to this house now. You are behaving like a brat and embarrassing me.”
“I want to go home.” My voice sounded petulant even to me.
“Don’t bring them home. I don’t care who you like. Why do I have to be involved?” She mocked into the phone. “Remember all that? How about every time you want to do something and I drop what I am doing to help? How about all the times I let you shirk your chores? And you can’t be a decent human being for a few hours to meet someone for dinner?”
“Mom.”
“Don’t mom me, Vivian. I am no longer asking you to come back. I am telling you. Now get your ass back to this house.”
“Mom. I made a fool of myself and I just wanna go home.” I wiped the new tears away that were falling.
“That’s on you.” She growled.
“Fine.” I groaned and hung up to texted Edie.
Me:
Nvmd. I’ll suck it up
Edie:
call me ltr

I took a few deep calming breaths and then put my shoes back on before walking towards the house. Using my finger, I wiped away the last of my tears and hoped I didn’t completely ruin my make-up.
Reaching into my purse, I pulled my phone back out and used it in selfie mode to see how bad it looked. Thankfully, I didn’t look like a drowned rat.
The gazebo, gardens, and grounds were breathtaking. But if Ethan had all this, why was he such a colossal prick?
“Hurry up, cherry, I’m hungry.”
I lifted my head and saw him standing near the pool.
Great. Just what I needed.
“My Dad is big on sitting down to dinner.” He motioned with his hand. “So the faster you move, the faster I can get on with my night.”
“Aww, you need something from me?” I pressed my hand against my chest. “Allow me to give a shit.”
“That mouth is gonna get you in trouble.” He raised an eyebrow at me and tucked his hands into his pockets.
My lips scrunched up in duck lips as I nodded. “And you think you’re man enough?” Laughter bubbled out. “You’re a boy playing at being something bigger.” Keeping my head up, I walked near him. “Newsflash. You don’t scare me.”
“Newsflash, cherry…”
I’m not sure what he planned to say, but I didn’t care either, as I shoved him hard. He flew backward, waving his arms, and the moment he hit the water, I got splashed.
He surfaced, sputtering and glaring at me. “Goddamn it!”
“Keep underestimating me, asshole.” I blew him a kiss before my shoulder lifted in a careless shrug before walking away.
“Ethan Daniel York!” His Dad’s booming voice had me lowering my head. “Go get dry clothes on. We have guests.”
I glanced over my shoulder and saw anger in his eyes.
“Mr. York, I’m sorry.”
“No, sweetheart, you don’t have anything to be sorry for.” He pulled me into a gentle hug. “We’ll talk while Ethan changes.”
“Thank you.” I embraced him back and smiled at Ethan as he stomped into the house.
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That little minx.
My hands opened and closed into fists as I stormed through the house to my bedroom. Water trailed off my hair and clothing all the way into the bathroom.
Who the fuck does she think she is?
I tore my shirt from my body, throwing it into the tub along with the rest of my wet clothing. My right hand fisted my cock, and I jacked it hard.
Leaning on the vanity, I braced myself with my left hand and grunted like an animal.
“Your time is coming, cherry.” I groaned as I pictured her on her knees, with her red lips wrapped around my head. My left hand fisted in her dark, curly hair as I thrust my hips to slap her chin with my balls.
“Sweet cherry.” I tightened my grip, imagining her virgin pussy clinging to my cock as I pushed myself inside her. Her thick thighs wrapped around my waist, my name on her lips.
“Fuck!” I saw her riding me, those luscious tits bouncing as I thrust up into her. “Mm, Viv.” Then on her knees, doggy-style, so I can ride her ass.
She’s my cherry shortcake.
My cheeks puffed out with every breath. I wished she were here in front of me, so I could show her how much of a man I am.
“Ethan! Hurry up!” My Dad yelled upstairs.
“Hang! On! I’m! Coming!” I yelled back and felt my knees buckle as the first burst splattered the front of the vanity. My head fell back, and I closed my eyes as I came all over the bathroom.
The euphoric high I felt sent chills through me as I let go of myself, grabbing my shirt from the tub to clean up.
Whistling one of my favorite classical pieces, I went into my room and tossed on sweats and a tee before joining everyone downstairs.
As I made my way down the stairs, I could hear them talking.
“Do you have any classes with Ethan?”
“Yes. We’re in PE together.” Her sweet voice carried to my ears.
Someone clapped. “That’s wonderful. I’m so glad you know each other.” Her mom sounded overly happy.
I entered the dining room and took the seat beside her. “I remember Vivian from middle school.”
“Really?” Her mom reached for my dad’s hand. “Isn’t that wonderful, Evan?”
“It is.” He nodded. “I hope you are hungry. I made a feast.”
“Oh.” Judy waved him off. “If you don’t watch Vivian, she’ll overeat.”
“Mooom.” Vivian whispered through a clenched jaw.
I shrugged and reached for the basket of fresh rolls. “I’ve never seen her do that at school.”
Viv’s head snapped my way, and her mouth fell open.
“Roll?”
She nodded and took the basket from me, taking one and handing it to my dad.
“Tell me, Vivian, now that we got everything sorted.” He gave her a wink. “What’s your favorite class?”
“Choir.”
“Are you a soprano or alto?” My Dad offered her the bowl of pasta.
She very carefully dished some out and then handed it to me. “Soprano.”
Our hands brushed in the tradeoff, and I saw a spark in her eyes. “I play the piano.”
Her head tilted. “I didn’t know that.”
“Oh yes. He’s quite accomplished as a pianist.”
“You must be so proud, Evan.” Judy’s sweet as honey voice made me sick. I knew women like her. She doesn’t see my dad as anything more than a meal ticket.
My Dad lifted her hand and pressed a kiss to the back. “I am.”
“Do you plan to study music, Ethan?” She turned her head my way.
“No, I plan to go into the family business of investing and maybe I’ll dabble with some tech.”
For the briefest moment, I thought her eyes flashed with dollar signs.
We all tucked into our plates, eating, and I watched as she drank more than her share of wine. Throughout the time we sat there, I saw the looks she gave Vivian when she grabbed another roll or asked for another soda.
I sat back in my chair and waited for everyone to be done. Judy put her fork down and leaned back dramatically.
“I. Am. Stuffed.” She laughed and looked across at Vivian. “You’re done too, sweetie.”
Vivian obediently set her fork down, wiped her mouth, and looked at my dad. “It was all very delicious.”
“I’ll clear the table.” I pushed my chair back. “Why don’t you show them the sitting room?”
“Thank you, Ethan.” My Dad wiped his mouth and stood up, going over to Judy’s chair to help her move back and stand up.
“Vivi can help.” She turned her smile towards us. “Won’t you, dear?”
“Of course.” Vivian slid from her seat, her dress riding up enough to flash me her full thigh. “Would you like me to do the dishes?”
My Dad’s head fell back like a Pez dispenser with laughter. “Don’t be silly. We have a dishwasher.”
She nodded and helped me stack the dishes while our parents wandered off.
I watched every move she made, enjoying how her dress teased me with glimpses of her skin. We took the dishes into the kitchen and she scraped them off as I rinsed them and loaded the dishwasher.
She went back to get anything we missed, and we finished putting food away as well.
Vivian stepped over to wash her hands, and I pressed my body against her back.
“Haven’t you had enough?” She spoke under her breath as she tilted her head a bit.
My left hand fisted her hair, pulling her head back as I slammed my lips over hers. My tongue pushed its way into her mouth and I felt my dick leak when she moaned.
Her hips pushed back against my erection and brushed against me.
I pulled back and saw her eyes clenched shut, along with her hands clutching the counter. With a smile, I let her go and left the kitchen to join our parents.
“Thank you for taking care of that, Ethan.” My Dad peered around me. “Where’s Vivi?” He held up a hand. “Sorry. Vivian.”
“Washing her hands.” I smiled. “How do you like the house?” My eyes locked on Judy’s, surprised to see blue eyes, not brown like Vivian.
“Your home is magnificent.” She beamed and leaned forward. “Tell me, are you responsible for keeping it clean?” She winked.
I laughed and watched Vivian enter the room. “Nah, we have a cleaning lady.”
A few minutes later, she entered the room and sat as far away from me as possible.
“Now that you’re both in here.” My Dad smiled at me and slid down to one knee in front of her mom.
I turned my head to see a look of terror cross her beautiful face.
“Judy, would you do me the honor?” He flipped the ring box open, and both women gasped. “Of being my wife and growing our family?”
“Oh, Evan.” Tears danced in her mom’s eyes. “Yes.”
Vivian looked at me, her face scrunched up.
I kicked my legs out in front of me, put my hands behind my head, and smiled back at her. “Welcome to the family, sis.”





Vivian 
My mom cupped Evan’s face and kissed him while my stomach pitched.
This cannot be happening. I’m about to be step-siblings with someone I hated who gave me my first kiss not even five fucking minutes ago.
Ethan walked over to our parents as they came up for air. My mom stood up, and he wrapped his arms around her. “Congratulations.”
“Thank you, Ethan.” She gushed and stepped from him, coming over to me. “Isn’t this the most gorgeous ring?”
I nodded and smiled through my pain. “Congratulations, Mom.”
“You should take her out and celebrate, Dad.” Ethan’s gaze moved from his father to me.
Evan walked over to me, pulled me up, and hugged me. “How about tomorrow night we all go out on our first family outing?”
Ethan cleared his throat. “Not to be a dick, but I have plans.” He placed his hand over his chest like he was deeply sorry.
“That’s right.” Evan snapped his fingers. “The end of school beach bash. Are you planning to go, Vivian?”
I shook my head. “Nope.”
“Ethan! You should take your soon-to-be-sister with you tomorrow!” He reached for my mom and lowered his voice. “And you and I can go out to celebrate.”
“What a great idea, dad.” Ethan’s eyes narrowed at me. “You know, if you want to take a long weekend, it would be my honor to stay here with Vivian.”
My jaw dropped open, and my mom clapped her hands. “You would do that? I know she’s sixteen, but I’d feel terrible leaving her home alone.”
“Oh, mom, I can stay with Edie.”
Ethan’s tongue poked from his mouth, licking his bottom lip. “Well, all the Malone’s will be at the bash, except for Evelyn.”
Sweet zombie jesus. I’m fucked.
“Then I’ll meet you there.” I smiled.
Evan looked back at me. “It’s a girl thing, right? You need time to get ready?”
“That’s exactly it.” I perked up. “When I’m ready to leave the bash, Ethan can drop me off at home.”
My mom tilted her head. “I don’t know.”
“Mom, I’ll be fine.”
“We’ll talk more at home.” She nodded and turned her focus back to Evan. “Let’s go for a walk in the garden.”
He offered her his arm, and they wandered from the room. I watched them walk away before turning my attention to Ethan.
I felt like a caged animal.
“What’s wrong, cherry?” He stepped closer to me. “Don’t wanna go to a party with me?”
I shook my head. “I’ve never been to a party.”
“Is that right?” He invaded my space, and I could feel the heat from his body. “Do you know what happens at a party?” His voice dropped lower.
“Um. I know there’s booze.” I took a step back.
“Mm-hmm.” He took another step closer, making me take another step back.
I shrugged. “I guess people do whatever they want.”
His blue eyes hooded, and he stepped closer, knocking me down to the loveseat behind me. My dress ruffled around my waist, leaving my legs exposed.
Ethan’s eyes glanced down and he stepped up, standing against the couch. I followed his eyes down, but mine stopped on his tented sweat pants.
“Do you know what I want?” He reached for my chin, placing his thumb on my bottom lip.
I let him open my mouth, and I flicked my tongue out, tasting his salty thumb.
His low, husky voice reverberated through my body. “You ever suck cock?”
My head shook, and he dropped his eyes to his erection.
“I’m not hearing a no.” He smirked.
My teeth worried my lip, and I looked up into his eyes. “No.”
His blue eyes shimmered with mischief, and he stepped back. He nodded his head, turned on his heels, and left me alone in the room.
“There’s a study across the hall.” Ethan pointed in the general direction. “If you’re the reading type.”
I fell back against the plush back of the couch, and my body trembled. Reaching for my purse, I pulled out my phone and messaged my friends in our group chat.
Me:
OMG my mom is going to marry Ethan’s dad
Jo:
LOL that’s funny
Lena:
THE Ethan?
Edie:
well that sucks

Me:
I’m serious. I’m here at Ethan’s now and my mom is having a romantic walk through their garden!
Me:
oh and it gets better
Jo:
there’s nowhere left to go from there
Edie:
OMG! Ethan is taking YOU to the beach bash?!

Me:
Gee good news travels fast [/sarcasm]
Lena:
What are you gonna do?
Edie:
Damn. Looks like we’re all going to the bash now

Me:
at least I won’t be alone
Jo:
look on the bright side. They’re not eloping
Edie:
don’t jinx it

Me:
Ethan kissed me
Jo:
anything else we should know?

Me:
I shoved him into his pool fully clothed
Edie:
good deal. Fucker deserved it
Lena:
whose house are we getting ready at?
Edie:
anywhere but here.Evie is a pain in my ass

Me:
how about my place since my mom won’t be home?
Jo:
Sure
Lena:
works for me
Edie:
you’re a lifesaver, but I’m not sure if it’s my life or hers you rescued.

Smiling, I put my phone back into my purse and went to find the study. 
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After I messaged Gene, I sent Grace a message to come on over. I’d jacked off three times today. My hand was getting old, and I knew she wanted her world rocked.
May as well use her to scratch an itch.
I leaned against the stone railing that went around my balcony and watched my dad flirt with a woman I was sure was in it for the money.
Hell, if I wasn’t a rich kid, most of the girls from school wouldn’t even look my way. They did the same thing to Henry, Wally, Dexter, and Pete.
We were also the only ones who lived in the Waterview area of Port Stella.
Richard, Eugene, Enoch, Matt, Paulie and Jake lived close to Vivian. But their families had money.
Girls didn’t trip over them the way did us. And I think that’s why I’m drawn to Vivian.
She didn’t give a shit about my money. That much was obvious when she asked her mom if that’s what this was about.
I watched as our parents disappeared into the small carriage house and, with a shake of my head, I pushed off the rail and wandered back down the stairs.
The front door opened before I was halfway down the stairs. Grace had red lips and a trench coat on. Between her manicured fingers, she held up a condom.
“Where?” she purred.
Peering into the sitting room, I noted Viv had gone to find the study. Motioning to the room, she strutted past the stairs to the room, glancing over her shoulder to make sure I watched the show.
I walked up behind her and plucked the condom from her hand.
“Hm, I wanna ride you.” She turned to me, pulling the knot out of her belt so her coat fell open to show me her naked body.
My dick was rock hard, but not for her. Gripping the wrapper in my teeth, I tore it open while her hands pushed my sweats down.
“All for me.” She giggled and gave me a playful shove back. When I didn’t budge, she pushed out her bottom lip in a pout.
“On your knees.” I growled and kicked an ottoman towards her.
She obeyed like the good little slut she was. Kneeling on the footrest, I shoved her down on her hands and plunged my dick in.
“Don’t keep quiet.” I slapped her ass, dug my fingers into her hips, and thrust hard and fast.
Usually, I try to be a good guy by letting her orgasm first. But tonight isn’t about her. This is about me.
“Oh, Ethan!” Her voice grated on my nerves, and I reconsidered telling her to be loud.
Her pitiful moans mixed with the sounds of flesh slapping flesh did precisely what I hoped it would.
I’m sure Viv didn’t know I saw her peering around the wall. Watching.
A smile spread across my face and I let go of Grace’s hips long enough to shove her the rest of the way down. “Don’t move.”
“Mm, yes, Ethan!” She rocked on her knees, meeting me thrust for thrust, her head turned to the side and her eyes closed.
The harder I thrust, the louder she moaned, and I blew a kiss to my voyeur.
Her head poked out further with her mouth open before she disappeared from my sight.
Was I a dick for doing this? Hell yeah. But I didn’t give a damn.
Closing my eyes, I conjured up images of Viv. I would love to strip that dress from her body, run my hands over her skin, and kiss her again.
I moaned and thought about how she melted against me when I kissed her.
She wanted me.
When I flew back into the pool, I should’ve been prepared and pulled her with me.
Maybe she’d like it if I had her sit on the counter while I buried my face in her pussy. Her soft thighs around my head, her hands buried in my hair, holding me in place, letting her think she’s in control.
That fucking girl had me popping off like a pre-pubescent twerp with no control. My mouth dropped opened, and I roared as I pulled out of Grace, slid the condom off and exploded on her back.
I pumped my cock, moaning with each burst, and as my eyes opened, I saw her standing there in shock.
Grace panted on the ottoman and dropped her hips down before moving her head around to see what I was looking at.
“Fuck. Off.” She laughed. “Or are you here to learn?”
Vivian’s face went white, and she rushed towards the kitchen.
“What’s she doing here?” Grace stretched and stood up.
“Her mom’s dating my dad.” I cracked my neck, pulled my sweats up and walked out of the room to dispose of the rubber. “You know where the door is.”





Ethan 
I stumbled downstairs, still rubbing my eyes as I woke up and heard my dad talking on the phone.
“Make sure you’re ready to taxi by one.”
Taxi? Sounds like he’s taking his fiancé out of town for the weekend.
“Ethan?”
I wandered into his home office. “Mornin’.”
“We’re going to leave this afternoon for a weekend in Vegas.” He sat back in his chair.
I dropped into the chair opposite his desk. “Vegas, huh?”
He shrugged. “Why wait?”
My eyes grew wide. “Oh.”
“I guess I should’ve talked to you about it.”
My head shook as I yawned. “Nope. You’re a big boy.”
“I think it’ll be nice to have women in the house, other than Ruthie.” He chuckled.
I joined in the laugh. “Yeah, I don’t think the housekeeper counts.”
“Judy is concerned about Vivian.” He sat forward, folding his hands on the desk. “You will keep an eye on her, yes?”
If only you knew, dad.
“I will.”
“If she drinks tonight, bring her here and don’t let her drive.”
“Such a fatherly thing to say.” I laughed.
“Brady is on standby. He knows about the bash.” I watched as he typed something on his keyboard. “And there’s money in the account if you need anything.”
“Thanks, dad.”
He shut down his computer, put papers away and then stood up. “I’m going to pack and go get my fiancé.”
“Have fun!” I waited for him to leave the room before I got up and went in search of breakfast.
Cereal was my preference when I was in a lazy mood, and that’s exactly my mood for today.
Henry and Eugene walked into the kitchen and shook their heads at me.
“Lazy ass, we’ve been trying to get in touch all morning.” Henry took a seat at the small kitchen table with me.
“What’s up?” I shoveled another bite in.
Gene grabbed a bowl and sat down at the table. “It’s supposed to storm tonight.”
“Don’t your parents own a restaurant?” I teased.
“Yeah, but we don’t have cereal.” He laughed and poured a bowl.
“You want to plan the bash for next weekend?” Henry grabbed the box and took out a handful to snack on.
I shrugged. “We could have it here.”
Henry and Gene both looked towards the doorway.
“He’s going to Vegas to get married.” I sat back in my chair.
“Hell, that works.” Gene shrugged. “Think you’ll be cool with Viv for a sister?”
I turned to look at him. “School’s out. I’ll be in college and working. She won’t bother me at all.”
“Uh-huh.” Henry chuckled.
“Ethan.” My Dad walked into the kitchen. “Oh hey Gene, Henry.”
“Hey Mr. York.” They both spoke in unison.
“Dad, storms coming. Can we have the bash here?” I shoveled more cereal in my face.
“No one drinks and drives.” He points around the table to the three of us. “You boys have this place clean before Monday?”
“Done.” We all agreed.
“Let Vivian pick her room first and keep her safe?” His finger pointed directly at me.
“Dad. I promise no one will touch her.”
He smiled and nodded. “Have fun.”
“Congratulations!” Henry called out.
“Mazel Tov.” Gene laughed.
We all watched him leave and both of them shook their heads. “How?”
“I talk to my dad?” I offered and finished eating. “Let Paul know to send the kegs here.”
“Want me to have Edie go to the store?” Gene offered.
My back was to them, and a smile spread across my face that they couldn’t see. “Yeah. Send her with Viv.”
“I have a feeling the shopping list just got interesting.” Henry laughed.
“What?” I acted innocent. “Me?”
“Better have the girls come over so Viv can pick her room.” Gene pulled out his phone, tapped it a few times and then set it down on the table.
“Edith’s phone.” A young voice answered.
“Evelyn, if Edie knew you had her phone, she’d kill you.”
“Nuh-uh.”
“Where is she?”
“In the baaaaaaaahhhthrooooom.” Evie sing-songed her reply.
“Tell her to get the girls and meet us at Ethan’s.”
“Why do I have to tell her?”
Gene pinched the bridge of his nose. “Evelyn, you answered her phone.”
“I know.” She smarted back. “Why can’t you call her back?”
I watched my friend’s face get red. “Evelyn. Take. Edith. Her. Fucking. Phone.”
“Fine.”
We all heard little foot stomps and then background chatter. The three of us looked at each other in confusion, and then we heard a knock.
“Eugene told me to take Edith her fucking phone. So open up!”
“Evelyn!” We heard Gene’s mom yell.
“What?”
“You don’t use that word,” Mrs. Malone scolded the young girl.
“Geno said it first.”
He dropped his head onto the table and muttered. “Shit.”
“Eugene.”
“Yes, mama.” He sounded defeated.
“Don’t speak to the baby like that.”
“Sorry, mama.”
“What do you need?” She asked calmly.
“Can you please have Edie get her friends and meet us at Ethan’s?”
“Of course. Want me to send some lunch?”
“Thank you, Mrs. Malone!” Henry yelled.
“You’re welcome, sweetheart.”
The call ended, and we all busted up laughing. 
“Guys, I swear, Evie is like the devil incarnate.” Gene snorted. “That little shit gets away with everything and my dad keeps repeating, if she woulda’ been first, she woulda’ been the last.”
Henry wrapped his arm around his sides. “She’s not that bad.”
“She likes you!” he slapped his hands on the table.
I braced my elbow on the table to hold my head. “Seriously, she’s not all bad.”
Gene stopped laughing and got serious. “The other morning she comes out of the bathroom and slams the bottle of conditioner on the table. That child put her hands on her hips and glared at all of us while yelling is someone drinking this in the shower?”
“Oh, shit!” Henry fell off his chair, and I dropped my head on the table.
“No more.” I wheezed out. “Please. No more.”
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“What do you mean, you’re going to Vegas?” I watched my mom dash around her room, packing her suitcase.
“Vivian. I’m not speaking Swahili.” She made a weird motion with her hands. “Evan called and said we were going to celebrate in Vegas.”
“Mom.” I crossed my arms over my chest. “Are you getting married this weekend?”
“So what if we are?” She stopped folding clothes to place inside the luggage. “What is the big deal?”
“That means we’ll be moving?”
“Yes. Into that luxurious home.” She shook her head and placed the jeans in her hands on top of the other garments. “Why do you seem so distraught? Evan is excited to be a father figure in your life. His son Ethan is a wonderful young man, smart, talented, kind.”
“Mom! You don’t know him like I do.”
“What? Girls flock to him?” She laughed. “Vivi, he’s a handsome man.”
“He’s an asshole!” I brushed my hair from my face. “He’s mean at school.”
“Language.” She stopped packing again. “Give me an example.” 
“He…” I huffed out a breath. “You don’t understand!”
She tilted her head, narrowing her eyes. “Vivian? Do you have a crush on Ethan?”
“NO.”
“You do.” A knowing smile spread across her face. “And he won’t give you the time of day?”
“No! That’s not it.”
“Vivian. He’s about to be your step-brother.” She shook her head. “You cannot cross that line. So find someone else to drool over. Someone more your speed.”
“What do you mean?”
“About what?” She huffed in frustration. “You’re being difficult this morning.”
I glared at her. “About someone more my speed?”
“Sweetie.” Her head shook as she threw her hands up. “You’re a cute girl, but you’re not exactly a model.” She held her hand up. “You don’t even hang with the in crowd.”
“And?” I pressed her.
“I’m just stating the facts. You’re a husky girl and a nerd. You can’t expect the hot, popular boys and jocks to look your way.”
I felt my face fall, and my stomach rolled harder than it had last night.
“Vivi, I’m not trying to be mean. Just honest.”
“Right. Honest.” My head shook. “Your honesty sucks.”
I turned before she could see my tears as I left the room, going across the hall to my bedroom, where I slammed the door and flopped on my bed in tears.
She’s my mom.
The door to my bedroom flew open. “Vivian! You are being completely ridiculous.”
I sat up, swiping at my tears. “I bet you wouldn’t think he’s so wonderful if you saw and heard what I did last night.”
“Enlighten me.” Her arms crossed over her chest.
A sound of disgust came from my throat. “He was screwing the school slut in the sitting room!”
“Where were you?”
“In the study.” I threw my arms down in exasperation. “Mom! He didn’t care that there was company! He just had her up on the stupid foot thing!”
She shook her head. “And what were you doing watching them?”
“Are you kidding me? I just told you he was bumpin’ uglies while we were there and you’re concerned about what I did?”
“First of all, that was tacky. Second of all it’s his house, we don’t live there yet. And third? What do you care who he fucks?” She made a ticking sound with her mouth. “Unless you have feelings for him.”
“I told you.” My voice raised. “I hate him!”
“If you hate him, then who cares what or who he’s doing?” She yelled back.
“He called me shortcake for years because he depantsed me in elementary school.”
She looked confused. “Why shortcake?”
“My under-roos.” I growled.
Mom’s head fell back in laughter. “Oh, Vivi, you were little kids.”
“Now he calls me cherry.” I clenched my jaw.
“Cherry?”
I rolled my eyes and blew out a breath. “Because I’m a virgin.”
“I see.” She covered her mouth with her hand, hiding the titters. “Who cares? Does it matter what anyone calls you?”
“How can you be on his side?”
“Vivian, I’m not on his side.” She held her hands up in surrender. “I’ll tell Evan to cancel the weekend. I’ll just stay here with you to protect you from mean-spirited people.”
Tears threatened to fall, and I shook my head. “No. You should go.”
Because right now I hate you more than I hate Ethan.
“Hello?” Edie’s voice rang through the house.
“We’re in Viv’s room, Edith.” My mom called back.
Mom moved to let Edie, Jo, and Lena in.
“What’s shakin’, chica?” Lena looked between my mom and me.
“I need to call Evan.” Mom turned to leave the room and my friends looked at me in confusion.
“Mom. No.” I sighed and wiped my tears away. “You should go. I can stay with Edie.”
A loud knock made us jump and mom went to get the door.
“What’s going on?” Edie came over and sat beside me. 
“They’re fucking eloping. And she thinks Ethan is oh so wonderful… oh and I’m a fat nerd.”
“That’s harsh.” Lena cringed.
A sarcastic laugh came out. “You know how she is.”
“Yeah. She likes to pretend to be your friend and only moms on weekends.” Lena sighed. “I get it.”
Jo and Lena came over and crawled up on the bed with me and Edie.
“How did last night go?” Jo leaned in and we all moved in close.
“Oh god, it was awful.” I laughed. “My mom slapped me for asking if it was about the money.”
Lena laughed. “Duh. It’s absolutely about that.”
“Right?” I agreed with her. “But she’s playing the doting girlfriend who doesn’t care about money while she accepts all his gifts.”
“Ugh. Two more years.” Jo shook her head. “Then you’re home free.”
“I can’t wait.” Poking my head up, I made sure we were still alone.
Lena cleared her throat. “Tell us more about the kiss.”
Edie smiled. “I can’t believe your first kiss was from Ethan.”
I nodded and felt the smile growing on my face. “It was possessive and demanding and felt wicked.”
“Oh, wow.” Jo sighed.
“He teased me all night, of course. And then? He had slutzilla come over so he could do her out in the open.”
“Where were your parents?” Edie’s face scrunched up.
I huffed out a breath. “Out in the gardens doing who knows what.”
“Wait.” Lena held up a finger. “Did you watch them?”
My eyes rolled back in my head as I nodded.
“Dirty.” Jo giggled.
“And now he’s going to be my brother.” I fell backward on my bed, grabbed a pillow, and screamed into it.
A soft knock made me toss the pillow to the ground and sit back up. Evan stood there, looking sad.
“May I come in?”
I nodded, and he walked over to my bed and pulled the stool from my make-up vanity over sitting beside my bed.
“We’ll go out there.” Jo pointed to the hall.
He shook his head and smiled. “No, ladies, if you’re Vivian’s friends, I expect I’ll see you around the house.” He focused his attention on me. “I know the end of school bash is planned for tonight and it’ll be at our house. You should go over early and pick what bedroom you want.”
“For the night?” I tilted my head.
He chuckled softly. “No, dear. For your bedroom. Your mom and I are getting married this weekend. And when we get back, I’ll have your things packed and moved to the house.”
“Oh.”
“You ladies are welcome to spend the night there with her.” He winked. “We’re leaving now. Are we good?”
I nodded. “Thank you, Mr. York.”
He laughed harder. “Vivian, please call me Evan.”
I giggled with him. “You can call me Vivi.”
He smiled at all of us, got up and put the stool back, and strolled from my room as my mom came in and looked at me.
“Are we good, Vivi?”
Letting out a sigh, I nodded. “Yeah. I’m sorry.”
“I am too.” She leaned over the bed and hugged me. “Have fun tonight at your first party.”
“Thanks, mom.”
We all watched as she left and once we knew they were out of the house, my friends turned back to me.
“Tonight is going to be epic.” Lena bounced happily on the bed.
“Get your stuff. We’re supposed to go over to Ethan’s early to get the shopping list and get ready in your new room.”
“That’s such a crazy thought.” I laughed.
“Yeah. So let’s let’s go!” Jo hopped off the bed and we all followed.
We packed up a small suitcase and a backpack with everything I’d need for the weekend and we piled into Edie’s car and headed towards my new hell.





Ethan 
The rest of my friends showed up early and we were all in the pool playing basketball, waiting for the girls to arrive.
I couldn’t wait to help Vivian pick her room. The bathroom attached to my bedroom connected to another bedroom, and that’s exactly where I wanted her.
“Yo! Ethan!” The oldest Malone, Enoch, threw the ball my way. “Is it true Vivi shoved you in here yesterday?”
“Your sister talks too much.” I raised my eyebrow and took my shot. “Yeah, the little bitch did.”
Henry hopped up to sit on the side. “Right. Because you were innocent.”
“Look, asshole, I told her to hurry up so we could eat.”
“I dunno. Vivi is pretty calm,” Enoch laughed. “And Edie told me you purposely needle Viv.”
Wally dove in and when he surfaced, he spit water at me. “I told you, man, tap it already.”
Gene threw the ball at Wally. “Dude. Stop talking about her like meat.”
“Wassamatter?” Wally laughed. “You got a crush on your sister’s friend?”
Gene shook his head and swam to the deep end while we continued our game. And when the bell sounded to let someone in, he got out to buzz them in.
“That’s either lunch or the girls.” I smiled and pushed myself up out of the pool.
The guys all followed and grabbed towels. A few minutes later, Gene and Richard carried two stacks of pizzas out to the patio table and we descended on the food like vultures.
“C’mon!” Richard called back over his shoulder.
I had my mouth around the slice of pizza, ready to take a bite, when Vivian walked outside to join us. Her cheeks were redder than normal, and her eyes were puffy.
“You girls better grab some pizza while you can with this crew.” Enoch joked.
I watched as Edie, Jo, and Lena jumped right in, but Viv held back and slipped back into the house.
Gene noticed it as well and motioned for me to go.
Narrowing my eyes, I walked closer to him. “Do you like her?”
“It’s not that. Edie’s told me what a bitch her mom is.” He shrugged. “I guess I feel bad for her. She gets shit at home and shit from you.”
“Pfft.” I laughed. “Don’t worry. I’ll steer clear of my new sister.”
I walked away from him and went inside to find her. Which wasn’t hard when I heard multiple doors opening and closing in the kitchen.
“What are you doing?”
She jumped and spun around to face me. Up close, I could tell she’d been crying.
“Jerk.” Her hand flew to her chest. “I was looking for a glass.”
I thumbed the outside wall. “There’s cans of soda outside in coolers.”
“I.. I..” She shook her head.
“Can’t use the common language?” I supplied, smiling as she scowled at me.
“I want water.” She looked down at her hands picking at her nails.
I walked over to where she was standing, reached over her and open the one cabinet she obviously hadn’t opened yet and took out a glass.
“What will you give me?”
Her pink tongue poked out, licking her lips. “What do you want?”
I looked around, making sure we were alone. “A kiss.”
Her face scrunched up in disgust. “Where?”
Turning my head, I tapped my cheek.
“Ugh.” She groaned, and I didn’t think she would do it.
Then I felt her soft, wet lips brushed against my skin, making my dick swell. My free arm wrapped around her, pulling her close, as I turned my head and captured her lips.
She melted against me. I traced the seam of her lips and pushed my tongue inside her mouth. I felt her stiffen, then relax as our tongues danced with each other.
“Viv!” Edie yelled out, and I broke our kiss, stepping back and then leaning on the island to hide my erection.
I set the glass down and pushed it gently towards her. “There.”
“There you are,” Edie smiled. “Hey Ethan. Gene said to ask you about a shopping list.”
“Yeah, I wrote it down for you already.” I motioned to the table with my head. “I’m gonna take Vivi to see her room.”
“Let me get my water.” She glared at me.
I watched Edith read the list and chuckled when her cheeks turned red. “Ready cherry.”
“I hate you.” She sneered and chugged her water down. “Fine, let’s go get me a room.”
Walking around the island, I avoided Edith’s eyes and grabbed Vivi’s hand, pulling her behind me.
“Is this necessary?” She muttered, dragging her feet.
“What’s wrong, sis? Don’t want to be close to your big brother?”
She jerked her hand away from me. “Eat. A. Bag. Of. Dicks.”
Laughing, I ran up the stairs and waited for her at the top. “Do you rush anything?”
“Yeah.” She smiled and made her way to the top. “But not for you.”
Rolling my eyes, I walked down the hall to the right and stopped at the first closed door on my left. “After you.”
“How do I know nothing’s gonna jump out at me?”
“Aww, I’m hurt that you don’t trust me.”
“Yeah. You’re injured.” She blew out a hard breath and opened the door, reaching for a light-switch.
Once she flicked it on, I heard her gasp.
“You like?”
She took tentative steps inside the room, spinning around to look at everything. To me, this room wasn’t anything special.
“Oh. Oh.” She walked over to the bed and ran her fingers along the scrollwork carved into the wood. “This is so beautiful.”
“It’s just a bed.”
She shook her head. “No, it’s not just a bed. It’s probably handcrafted, which means someone took the time to carve this out. Their hands do every detail and in the end, they have something that will stand the test of time.”
I tilted my head, confused. None of the girls that I’ve brought up here ever saw what she did. They usually asked how much something cost.
“There’s a balcony too.” I shrugged.
“Are you kidding me?” She looked around and ran over to the long drapery, pulling it open to see the French doors. Her hand trembled as she reached for the knob. “A balcony.” She opened the door and went outside, and I heard her gasp again. “This is beautiful!”
“So?” I looked at her in confusion. “Is room is okay?” 
She nodded. “Yes.”
“Okay then.” I turned to leave the room. “I’ll be outside.” Before walking out of the room, I turned back to see her marveling over the small desk in the corner. “Do you want to know where my room is?”
“Nope.” She laughed. “This house is big enough. I’m sure we can avoid each other.”
“There you are!” Jo walked in. “Shit. Is this your room?”
“Yep.” She turned to face her friend. “We all can do our make-up at one time in that mirror.”
Edie and Lena entered and soon all four girls were opening everything, acting like they’d never seen furniture, a closet or a bathroom before.
Shaking my head, I went back downstairs and straight out to the pool. I dove in and swam underwater to be alone.
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If the hot jocks don’t go for girls like me, why the hell did he kiss me again?
“This room is amazing, Viv.” Jo came out of the bathroom. “Did you see the bathroom?”
“No. I’ll look later.” I smiled at my friends. “Ready to go shopping?”
Edie chuffed out a laugh. “Wait until you see the list.”
“Let me guess, assface, put condoms on it?” I rolled my eyes.
“Yup.” She snorted. “The extra large ones.”
We all busted up laughing.
Lena pulled her hair out of the bun she had it in. “C’mon, let’s go get it done so we can come back and get ready in style!”
We all muttered agreements and headed downstairs. Ethan was sitting on one of the bottom steps.
“It occurred to me I need to add you to the alarm so you can get in and out.” He kicked his legs out in front of him. “You got a minute?”
“Yeah.” We walked around him and I turned to face him. “What do you need?”
“C’mon, cherry, I’ll show you.” He got up and walked down the hall to another closed door, opening it and strolling inside.
Once I was inside with him, he closed the door and went to the huge desk at the back of the room, booting up a computer.
“Is this like some super spy crazy system?”
He looked at me like I was a moron.
“Ooooo-kay, then.” I looked down at my feet because I couldn’t take looking at him shirtless and wet.
I have to be some colossal idiot to feel like I want to push him back in that chair and straddle his lap for another kiss.
The computer beeped, and he reached into a drawer pulling out a book sized box. He connected it to the tower and then set it down.
“Come here.”
His voice was gruff and he seemed annoyed. I walked over and stood on the other side of the desk. I watched his eyes lift to look at me with his jaw clenched. “Over. Here.” He pointed to his side of the desk.
“Oh.” I walked around the desk as though I was going to my execution.
Ethan’s massive hands grabbed my waist and moved me to between his legs. I felt an invisible static charge run through my body as he stood up behind me. His body leaned against mine and almost bent me over the desk.
He took my right hand and placed it on top of the box, adjusting my fingers before reaching over to tap the space bar.
I felt the surrounding oxygen thicken, making it difficult to breathe.
The computer beeped again, and he moved his hand up my arm, giving me goosebumps. “You need to enter a code for the gate.”
“What kind of code?” I whispered.
“A pin. Six digits.”
“Um, okay.” My hand trembled as I reached over to the number pad and put in today’s date.
He reached over and hit enter, then whispered in my ear. “One. More. Time. Cherry.”
My hand trembled as I reentered the numbers and he clicked to confirm it. His body brushed against mine as he reached over into a drawer and pulled out a credit card and tossed it on the desk.
“You’ll need this to go shopping. Don’t forget anything.” Ethan took a step back and then pushed me away from the desk. “Pick it up and go. You’ll need to enter your code on the gate’s keypad.”
“What is going on?” I threw my arms up. “You’ve kissed me twice, now you’re mad at me?”
“Take the card and get the fuck out, cherry.” His voice deepened. “I’m done fucking around.”
“Ethan?” I stepped closer to him, still confused.
He put his fists down on the desk, closing his eyes. His nose flared out, reminding of a bull about to charge.
“You know what? Fuck this.” He grabbed the card and stormed around the desk to me. His fingers dug into my arm as he grabbed me, pulling me forcefully to the door.
Ethan opened the door, shoved me out, looked at my friends standing against the wall, and threw the card on the ground.
“That’s to pay.” He turned around, slamming the door behind him.
“Um, what just happened?” Lena looked around.
I shook my head and fought the tears back that threatened to fall. “I don’t know.”
Jo and Edie wrapped me in an embrace. Lena picked up the card and the four of us left the house to go do the stupid shopping for the stupid party Ethan was having.





Ethan 
I locked the damn door behind me and stormed to the desk.
“The fuck is wrong with me?” I muttered to myself, dropping into my dad’s chair. “One kiss should’ve cleared this obsession.”
But it didn’t.
After adding her, I left the office through the small passage that led to the kitchen. Gene sat on the counter in the corner. He set his beer beside him, grabbed another one, popped the cap off, and held it out to me.
“You look like you need it.” He wiggled it at me.
Harrumphing, I took it and hopped up on the island across from him. I lifted the bottle to my lips and downed half.
He took another swig and tilted his head. “You know what I find peculiar?”
I looked up at him.
“That Vivi has no clue how beautiful she is.” He sighed. “Same with Edith.”
I felt my lip curl up in a snarl.
“I also don’t get why you keep denying your feelings.”
Another harrumph bounced out of me and I shook my head. “I’m headed to PSU in a couple months. So your thought is moot.”
He nodded and took another drink.
“I’m a fucking idiot.” Lifting my bottle, I drank the rest of my beer.
Gene laughed. “I ain’t fighting you on that, brother.”
Wally, Henry, and Dexter came in and brought more beers with them.
“When you heading out, Wally?” Gene accepted another beer and leaned back on the cabinets.
Wally took a drink and smiled. “Next week. Mom’s a mess.”
“Well, yeah, her baby is going into the marines.” Henry laughed. “Why the marines, man?”
“The uniform, duh. Chicks dig a guy in a uniform.” He lifted his beer up in a mock toast. “What are you guys planning?”
“For what?” Richard asked as he came in with the rest of our group.
“Plans after graduation.” Gene tipped his bottle back. “I’m gonna work in the diner and go to chef school.”
“PSU for Engineering.” Henry chuckled. “It’d be too easy to work for my dad like you bitches.”
“I’m planning to study business.” Paul laughed. “I know Tommy plans to be a brew master, so I figure I’ll be a bitch and work for my dad as the manager.”
“Working for our parents doesn’t make us bitches.” Enoch used his bottle and pointed to Henry. “If you want to strike out on your own, cool.” He shrugged. “If you enjoy the family biz, cool.”
“Ah, wisdom from the oldest.” I nodded.
“I love coffee, so I’m skipping college and working in our coffee shop.” Matteo smiled. “That means while you’re all busting your nuts, I’ll be serving the beautiful women of Port Stella.”
My plans were to go to college and work for my dad. York, Graves and Barron had been the premier investment company not only in Port Stella but through the US.
Dexter planned to do the same and since Wally planned on going into the marines, his younger brother Andrew would join us in a couple years.
“This summer is all about open houses and new beginnings, gentlemen. We need to make the most of it.” Pete held up his beer. “Starting tonight.”
“Here. Here.” We all toasted back and slammed our beers done.
The girls should be returning soon, and throughout the evening the other party goers of Port Stella would trickle in. Especially since it’s being held here.
Don’t get me wrong. I love the beach, but not having sand in my ass crack when fucking is nice.
We hopped down from the counters and headed outside; the sun tried to peek out, but the clouds wouldn’t give it a chance. 
The guys and I went to work icing down the coolers and kiddie pools for the beer, soda and water. Once we had that set up, we focused on food and hard liquor in the house. Then it was time to unwind in the pool until either it rained or the girls came back.
When they finally came back, I leaned my head back to see Viv. “Hey, little sis!”
“Fuck off.” She grumbled and walked faster to the door.
“Put the cups out in the kitchen and I put a bowl on the table in the foyer for the condoms.”
“I’m not your maid.” She stopped, and I saw her body stiffen.
“I know. But you live here now.” I winked at the guys. “So how about you be a sweet little cherry and do your part for the party.”
“I hate you.”
My laughter echoed against the walls of the pool, and then I felt something hit my head and my friends laughed.
A box of condoms floated in the water to the side of me and I felt my nose flare in anger.
I’m gonna get that little bitch back.
Grabbing the box, I tossed it out of the pool and dove underwater. The more she fought, the harder my dick got and the greater my craving got for her.
Tonight, I needed to get wasted and stay the fuck away from her.
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Edith took the bags of red cups to the kitchen and I took the bags of condoms to fill his fucking bowl.
Lena and Jo took our personal bags up to my new room so we could start getting ready.
I ripped open each box, imagining it was Ethan’s neck.
“Who the fuck does he think he is?” I growled and tore another box in half. “I hate him.”
“I don’t think you do.” Edie reached into the bag and opened a box to empty the contents into the bowl. “And, it’s okay.”
“I thought you were my friend.”
“Vivi, I am.” She ducked under my head to look me in the eye. “And I think the kiss messed you up.”
My hands stopped, and I looked at her. Pressing my lips together, a single tear fell. “He kissed me again.” I whispered. “And it was everything I thought a kiss should be.”
“Oh, Viv.” She smiled. “See, he likes you too.”
I made a sound that rivaled a bark from a seal. “Hardly.”
“He doesn’t kiss the other girls.” She looked at me pointedly. “You know this. We’ve heard them talk about it.”
“Yeah, well, according to my mom, guys like him don’t go for girls like me.” I laughed sarcastically. “I need to find someone more my speed.”
“What the hell?”
Shrugging my shoulders, I sighed. “I think she’s right because he rejects me as soon as anyone comes close.” Reaching up, I wiped a stray tear away. “I feel like a Yo-Yo.”
She laughed and finished emptying the boxes. “Stay away from him tonight. Do your own thing and let him see what he’s missing.”
“I swear if I see slutzilla hanging on him, I might barf.”
“Dude.” Edie made wretching sounds. “We all will barf.”
We broke out into laughter and gathered up all the trash. Together, we ran up the stairs to shower and get dressed for the night.
She was right. I needed to show him what he was missing.
I let my friends all shower before because I wanted to take my time. There were five heads in this shower. No matter where I stood, the water hit my body, and the tub was separate.
Cinderella had nothing on me in this moment.
There was even a small bench that made it easy to prop my leg up on for shaving.
All my bottles of face wash, shampoo, conditioner, shaving cream, and soap were neatly stacked in the left corner. When I turned in the water, I saw men’s products neatly organized on the right corner shelves.
Reaching out, I picked up the body wash and opened it to smell. All the feeling in my body drained away.
This was Ethan’s. It smells like him.
“Hey!” I hollered out for one of my friends.
“Yo!” Jo came in. “What’s up?”
“Where’s that door lead?”
Edie and Lena wandered in.
“That’s a good question.” She shrugged and walked over to open the door. “Holy. Fuck.”
“What?” Panic filled me.
Please don’t say it’s his bedroom.
“It’s Ethan’s bedroom.” She turned back towards me. “This is like Swanson’s house. The twins have a jack and jill bathroom.”
“That motherfucker.” I pressed my lips together in anger as maniacal laughter bubbled up from my chest.
“Let me guess.” Edie twisted her lips. “He chose your room?”
I nodded. “Once I stepped inside, I fell in love with the furniture and the balcony view.”
“You can always lock the door when you’re in here.” Jo smiled and closed the door.
“True.” I blew out a hard breath. “And we’ll barely be around each other.”
“Look at you!” Lena laughed. “Finding the bright side.”
We all joined in laughter, and I finished my shower. When I stepped out of the stall, I wrapped up and brushed my teeth before going into my room to join my friends.
“I found this little baby doll dress when we were picking up supplies.” Lena smiled. “I grabbed it for you.”
She held up a black dress that had a deep vee in front. The part that covered my breasts had a little silver circle and then revealed a tiny diamond of my abdomen.
“Oh. I don’t know if I can wear that.” I cringed. “That’s shorter and more revealing than my one with red flowers.”
“It’s a parrrrrrr-tay.” Lena bounced. “Live a little.”
I looked over at Jo and she nodded as Edie looked apprehensive.
“Okay.” I acquiesced. “Doll me up.”
Lena squealed with joy, and Edie slapped her forehead.
I pointed at Edith. “You told me to make his see what he was missing out on!”
“Well, yeah, like maybe hang on someone else!”
“Edie. Shush.” Lena laughed. “This is going to make him come in his pants.”





Ethan 
The party was in full swing. I hadn’t seen Viv or her friends in hours. Booze flowed in all directions. The girls in attendance had their party outfits on and the guys were ready to get laid and drunk.
Maybe not in that order.
The storm wasn’t as big as they predicted, and most didn’t mind hanging out or swimming in the gentle mist.
I was a six-pack deep when Edie finally appeared, walking past me, flipping me the bird as she leaned into Greg.
Greg and a few others were from Enoch’s class. They weren’t the ones who began these end of school year bashes, the class before them had. They just carried on the tradition, and we took up the torch after they graduated.
I scanned the crowd and couldn’t find Viv anywhere. That could be both good and bad.
Maybe I would get lucky and she’d stay upstairs in her room all night?
My eyes paused on Jackson Pierce. He was leering at every girl who walked by, and then he looked up, whistling.
I slowly turned to see what caught his attention and my heart stopped beating.
Vivian stepped outside with her hair styled in waves, dark red lips, thick black lined eyes and the shortest dress I’d ever seen.
She batted her eyes, and her tits bounced with every. Fucking. Step.
Deep cleavage, a hint of her abdomen and her legs went down into a tall pair of fuck me heels.
She walked closer to me, placed her finger on my chin, and pushed my mouth closed. “Better wipe the drool, you know, so you don’t drown.” And she walked past me over to the table near Jackson.
I felt my eyes narrow when he smiled at her and winked. Then my left eye twitched when he got her a drink.
Vivian looked over her shoulder at me, smiled and hooked her arm with his, walking away.
Henry came over and bumped me. “Worried about your new sister?”
A snarl left my lips, and he laughed. “I fail to see what’s so fucking funny.”
“You would.” He laughed harder.
“Holy shit! Did you see Viv?”  Dexter ran over. “I might need to get in on that action!”
“No, the fuck you don’t.” I spun to face him.
“What?” He looked confused. “Did you want her?”
I heard Eugene behind us. “No, he doesn’t. Remember? He keeps saying she’s just someone he likes to poke at.”
My glare moved to Gene.
“Hey, man, you’re the one who keeps denying shit.” He held up his hands in surrender. “Need something harder than beer?”
“Yeah.” I growled and went over to get a shot of whiskey.
I went in the house to be alone and grab my shot. Grace stood in the corner of my kitchen, looking slutty as ever.
“Hey baby.” She made her way to me, trying to do some sexy slinky walk, and it fell flat. “You look like you need to relax.” Her hand cupped my dick and nothing happened.
“Fuck off, Grace.”
Her smile fell off her face. “What’s your problem?”
“I want to be alone.” I glared down into her eyes.
“Pfft.” She shoved me. “You’ll be begging for my pussy later.” She stormed out of the kitchen. 
Shaking my head, I went over and took out a fresh bottle of whiskey, removed the cap, and took a long pull. As I lowered the bottle, my eyes fell on the sink and I thought about Viv, leaning back as I took her lips hostage.
Now my dick stirred.
Turning around, my eyes fell on the place she was looking for a glass, and my dick got harder.
Nodding, I took another pull from the bottle and made my way back outside. Bitch wanted to show off. That’s okay. I could too.
I motioned for Mariah and Brittany to come over and they did exactly what I hoped they would. Each took a side and snuggled in close. “Let’s go play.”
Vivi’s eyes met mine, and I saw her face fall, watching us walk to the garden.
We walked through the garden until we found a nice hidden area. Brittany dropped to her knees and Mariah joined her. I felt their hands pulling my trunks down, before wrapping hands around my cock.
The girls leaned in and kissed each other, letting me see their tongues rolling around with each other as they stroked me.
It was like watching a porn movie come to life.
Grace strolled over and shook a condom at me. I reached out and took it from her while she scratched my back and peppered my skin with kisses.
I let my head rolled back with my eyes closed, letting out a groan of pleasure when a hot mouth wrapped around my cock sucking.
“Suck him hard.” Grace purred. “He loves that.”
Another hand cupped my balls and then I felt a tongue lapping at them. Reaching down. I dropped the condom and put a hand on each head and fisted their hair.
Close to us, I heard a moan from another couple making out or fucking. The chick’s moan was airy, and you could tell she was feeling good.
This is what these parties were about. Fuck Vivian for trying to make me jealous. I could have any pussy I wanted.
Except hers.
Growling, I thrust my hips, pushing my dick deeper into whoever’s throat was sucking me off, and smiled when I heard her gag.
“Open your throat, Britt, you know better.” Grace laughed and I could smell the booze on her.
Her nails dug into my skin as she lost her balance and her laughter changed, reminding me of a donkey braying and I had to focus not to lose my erection.
I wanted to imagine Viv on her knees before me, but with so many hands on my body I couldn’t see it. She would be a one on one only.
The mouth sucking me changed and Mariah took over. Since Grace named the one, I could better tell who was where and doing what.
“Bring that sweet pussy here, Gracie.” Brittany’s voice broke into my thoughts and I felt Grace let go of me.
I knew these three like to have fun together. They usually ended up putting on a show at every party. Tonight, I didn’t care about watching.
Keeping my eyes closed, I focused on the mouth sucking me. Her teeth scraped on me, so I reached down to stroke myself.
She got the hint and suckled the head while I pumped my hand from her lips to my base, listening to Grace’s moans and the ones coming from the other couple.
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My friends went down to the party about an hour before I worked up the guts to go join them. I took one last look in the mirror, refreshed my lips, and then left my room.
As I descended the stairs, I saw Edie’s brother Gene at the bottom talking with Henry when he stopped talking and let out a low whistle.
“You look… stunning.” He smiled.
“Not trashy?” I bit my bottom lip.
Henry shook his head as his eyes looked me over from head to toe.
“Thanks.” I smiled, flipped my hair over my shoulders and strolled down the hall to the doors leading outside.
The moment I took my first step out, I saw Jackson smile and wave me over.
Three more steps and I noticed Ethan, with his jaw dropped, looking at me in shock. I planned to ignore him, but I couldn’t resist closing his mouth and being a tease.
Hell, I felt his eyes on me the entire way to Jackson.
“You are easily the sexiest woman here.” Jack winked at me. “Want a drink?”
“Oh, yeah.” I giggled and hooked my arm with his.
“What’s your poison, sugar?”
I shrugged. “I’ve never really tried anything before.”
“We’ll start you off easy.” He reached over and picked a dark amber liquid with some cola. “Doesn’t get much simpler.”
I took the drink and took my first sip. It wasn’t horrible, but it wasn’t great either.
“Wanna go find a place to get to know each other?”
I nodded and followed him over to a bench behind the crowd. He sat down and pulled me into his lap.
“What’s your name?” His fingers stroked my thigh.
“Vivi.” I took another drink. “Vivian.”
“Hey Vivi, I’m Jack.” He took a drink, smiling when some of the condensation from my drink dropped on top of my breast and made a trail down to the material. “Lucky water drop.”
Giggles surfaced, and I wiggled on his lap, surprised at feeling his erection. “I know.”
“How old are you?”
“Sixteen.” I drained my cup. “You?”
“Twenty-one.” He motioned me down and pressed his lips against mine.
It felt completely different than my kisses from Ethan. This one felt controlled.
His hand flattened on my thigh and sent shivers through me as it moved up to the hemline of my dress. I covered his hand with mine and broke the kiss.
“I need more to drink.”
He nodded and waved his hand. Grace the slutzilla came over. “Hey baby, what’re you doing with cherry?”
“That’s my business.” He nodded. “Be a good girl and get us two more jack and cokes.”
She blew him a kiss. “Sure thing.”
“You feel so good in my lap.” His scruffy face scratched my skin, and it felt good. Then I felt his tongue lick the side of my neck before he pressed a kiss to the same spot.
I shivered, and let my head fall back. His hand cupped my face, and he brought our lips back together. Feeling brave, I pushed my tongue into his mouth and ran my fingers through his hair.
He moaned, and I shifted my position to straddle his lap.
“Shots! Shots! Shots!” Several voices chanted, and he broke the kiss, reaching out to grab two shots from a tray.
I reached out and grabbed two as well.
He lifted his up, winked at me and threw it back.
I copied him and did the same, shaking my head after. “Whew!”
“Feels good, right?” He smiled and held up his second one.
I clinked my plastic shot glass to his, and we downed them together. When I wiggled my hips, I felt the pressure his erection put on my clit and felt a pit in my stomach.
I wanted more.
“Let’s go somewhere else.” I scrunched my nose up. “Somewhere more private.” I fisted his shirt and pulled him closer, kissing him.
His hands cupped my ass, squeezing it, and he stood up. I wrapped my legs around his middle and squealed in my mind.
Oh my god! This is happening!
This time, he didn’t break our kiss. He walked somewhere; I didn’t care where, as long as no one could watch us.
The sounds of the party muted, and I heard moans from the other side of the bushes. Lifting my head away, I saw Grace standing there with two drinks.
He reached up, and she handed him one. Then held the other out for me. “Enjoy.” She scrunched her nose up with a smile and turned on her trashy heels before walking away.
I took a deep drink and closed my eyes, willing the butterflies in my stomach to calm down.
“What’s under your dress?” He pressed kisses around my lips.
I tipped my cup and drank it all down before I stood up, lifting my dress up to show him my silky bikini bottoms.
He motioned with his finger for me to come closer, and I did. The heat from his mouth made my panties wet as he kissed the top of my mound through the material.
A soft moan left my lips, and I felt him slide my panties down and nuzzle my bush. I stepped out of them and gasped when I felt his finger trace my seam.
I’m so glad I trimmed it up.
My head swam and my legs felt like noodles. Jack held on to my waist and gave me a gentle twist. I spun around and giggled as he helped me down to the soft grass. He seated me between his legs and cupped my core with his hand.
I felt so horny. I didn’t know how sex would feel, but I knew I wanted it. Parting my legs, I spread them to give his hand more room and moaned when he parted my wet lips, teasing me.
He nibbled my earlobe, moaning into it. “Do you want to feel my finger inside?”
“Mm, yes.” My voice sounded weird, and I felt like panting.
Jack pushed the tip of a finger inside, and I moaned again. “That’s it, baby.”
His thumb stroked my clit as he pushed his finger deeper inside, then pulled it out, adding a second digit.
“More.” I whined, wiggling against him.
“Dirty baby.” He cooed, and I felt another finger stretch me.
Moaning, I reached up to feel his head and shivered. “Is this what sex feels like?”
“Oh, no.” His fingers moved in and out. “It feels so much better.”
“I don’t wanna be cherry anymore.” Whimpers of pleasure had me closing my eyes, and my head spun more.
“Louder, baby.” He nipped my earlobe, and I cried out.
“I don’t wanna be cherry anymore!” I laughed hard and opened my eyes to see the trees spin around my head. “Whoa.”





Ethan 
“I don’t want to be cherry anymore!” Viv yelled from the other side of the bushes and I stepped away from the girls, pulling my trunks back up and jogging away.
“Ethan!” Grace called after me, and I didn’t look back.
There’s no way in hell I’m letting her get fucked by some drunk asshole at a party.
I darted around the row and saw her laying between Jackson’s legs, his hand buried in her pussy.
“Viv.” My voice was firm, and she turned her head, looking at me.
“No more cherry.” She shook her head and reached up to hold it. “There’s three Ethan’s. Why? Isn’t one enough?”
“C’mon, Vivian.” I walked over and offered my hand.
Jackson laughed. “Get your own girl.”
“My head is spinning.” She laughed.
I crouched down, keeping my voice low so she would need to listen. “Vivian. Let me take you to your room for a quick nap.”
“And then I can come back and FUCK!” she barked out a laugh.
“Or you could stay here with me, baby.” Jackson glared at me. “Fuck. Off. Rich boy.”
I narrowed my eyes at him. “Let her go.”
“His fingers feeeeeeeel sooooooooo good.” She moaned.
“Vivian, you’re drunk.”
“She likes what I’m doing. So either step back and enjoy the show or kick rocks.” Jackson’s hand moved as he fingered her and I reached for her.
Vivian moaned my name. “Ethan.”
“Wrong name, sweetheart.” Jackson purred in her ear while glaring at me.
I shook my head and took her arms in my hands, pulling her off of him. She rolled on the ground and her naked ass flashed me. Under my breath, I muttered. “I promised dad.”
Jackson popped up and kicked my legs out from under me. “Get lost.”
I rolled to my feet and swung at him, punching his shoulder. “My house. My rules, asshat.”
We traded punches until I landed a hard one to his nose, causing blood to pour out and him to fall backward on his ass.
“You hit him!” Vivian sat there wide-eyed.
“Let’s go, Viv.” I reached out for her again. This time, she took my hand, and I pulled her up.
“Okay, big brother!”
“This ain’t over rich boy.” Jackson snarled at me.
“Yes.” I glared back, pulling Vivian closer to me. “It is.”
Vivian’s hands fluttered all over my chest. “You’re solid.”
“Yep.” I nodded. “Can you walk?”
She took a couple of steps, wobbling on her feet, and I caught her. Wrapping my arm around her, I helped her walk to the end of the row and then scooped her up in my arms.
“Wheee!” Vivian kicked her legs. “This is better than the swings at the carnipple.”
“You’re drunk, Vivi.”
Her mouth formed a perfect “o”. “That’s what this feeling is?”
“Yes.” I growled and carried her around the house to the front door, where no one would see her naked ass. “Reach down and open the door.”
“Who’s you talking to?”
I sighed. “How much have you had to drink?”
She shrugged, and I set her down on her feet, holding her tight against my body. I reached for the knob and shoved the door open.
“Are you going to scoop my fat ass up again?” She looked up at me and those brown eyes were my undoing.
“You. Are. Not. Fat.”
“Pfft.” She pushed me away and stumbled through the door.
I grabbed her arm and yanked her back to me, kicked the door closed with my foot, and scooped her back up.
“You aren’t fat.” I looked into her dark brown eyes.
She blinked and whispered. “Then what am I?”
“Beautiful.” I whispered back. “You need rest.”
“No. What I need is sssssssex.”
“Vivian.”
“Ethan.”
Gritting my teeth, I made my way up the stairs and turned towards her room.
“Your room is by mine.” She blinked a few times. “My head is spinning.”
Her bedroom door was open, and I walked us into the room and, using my foot again, kicked the door shut. I carried her over to the bed and set her down. She lay still as I removed her shoes and when I went to walk away; she grabbed my trunks.
I tried to move her hand, and she turned into a spider monkey, knocking me onto the bed. She straddled my body with some effort and I saw her eyes were closed.
“Vivian.”
“His kisses weren’t the same.”
“Viv…”
Her lips crashed into mine, and she wrapped her hands around my head. I could feel her fingers in my hair and her wet pussy pressed into my stomach.
I should push her off me.
I wrapped my arms around her and rolled us over, breaking the kiss. “Vivian.”
“Gimme your lips.” She pulled my head back to hers.
Fuck. I need to stop this.
My tongue pushed into her mouth, and she moaned, wrapping her legs around my middle. I wiggled my hips to dislodge her legs and felt the cool air on my naked ass.
Breaking the kiss, I panted and looked down at her. “Vivian.”
“I need you, Ethan, I ache.” She moaned. “Please.”
When I tried to move, she wrestled with me and I heard material rip as her tits popped out of the dress. The shock of seeing her naked breasts gave her an advantage, and she rolled us back over, 
I took a couple of deep breaths as her wet nether lips wrapped around the outside of my cock. “Viv.”
“Mm, Ethan.” She angled her hips and moved her hips up.
My cock nocked at her entrance, and she snapped her hips back, seating me balls deep inside her tight pussy.
“Fuck, Vivi.” I groaned and felt wetness drip onto my chest. Reaching up, I cupped her head, and my thumbs brushed her tears away. “Baby.” I pulled her head down and kissed her tenderly, rolling us over. “Give it a moment, the pain will fade and then I’ll make you feel so good.”
She felt so different from anyone I’d ever been with.
“Not cherry.” She sniffled.
“You’ll always be my cherry.” I kissed her again and wiggled my hips. “How does it feel?”
“Better.” she whispered.
I pulled my hips back slowly and then pushed back inside, groaning at how it felt. Her moan mixed with mine and I rocked my hips, rolling slightly to hit her clit.
Every thrust brought a gasp or moan out of her and her legs wrapped around waist. She pressed her heels into my ass. “Faster.”
“You feel so good.” I kept my thrusts slow, savoring the moment.
“Ethan.” She whispered against my lips. “Why won’t the need go away?”
“It will.” I licked her lips and pressed a kiss to the corner of her lips.
She nipped my bottom lip. “Harder.”
I felt her trying to roll us again, so I gave in and flipped us back over. She pulled her torn dress off and braced her hands on my chest, pushing back on my cock, and I thrust my hips up into her.
“Yes!” she moaned, and reached for my hands, placing them on her breasts. “Play with me.”
If anyone found out about this, I’d be dead before the sun came up. But I couldn’t stop myself.
I pinched her nipples and bucked my hips to the rhythm she set. Her fingers dug into my chest, her nails pinching my skin.
We fucked each other harder and harder, moaning, enjoying each other’s sweat slicked skin. I felt her body stiffen and her hips slowed down.
“You gotta ride through it, baby.” I moved my hands to her hips and kept her rocking as she cried out and her honey gushed around me. “Fuck, Vivian!”
I flipped us back over and slammed my lips over hers as I thrust hard and fast, rushing towards my orgasm. I could feel it coming, and I had no plans to fight it. 
My heart pounded in my chest and I broke the kiss as I cried out, slamming home one last time. She joined me and I felt her arch into me as a second orgasm hit her.
I dropped my head to hers and felt her lips press a soft kiss to my nose.
“That felt so good.” She moaned and lightly scratched my back.
“So good, baby.”
Her hands stilled, and her breathing changed.
My sweet cherry was out cold.
I brushed her hair from her face and smiled down at her before I pulled out and horror filled me.
You fucking moron.
Moving off the bed, I went to the bathroom and got a warm washcloth to clean up with. Once I finished, I got a second one and went back to her and cleaned her up the best I could.
From her backpack on the dresser, I pulled out a clean pair of panties and what looked like pajamas.
Dressing dead weight wasn’t easy, but I got it done and then I went to shower.
I’d been having sex since I was fifteen, and I never forgot a condom. Never. She was so wasted. I shouldn’t have given in.
I chuffed as I ran my hands over my body, spreading soap. Try being honest with yourself, asshole.
I wanted her.
Dropping my head on the wall of the shower, I stood there hoping the water would wash away my guilt.
I lost track of how long I stood there, finally rinsing off. It took me a few minutes to get dry and dressed, then I went back to the party.
“Hey man!” Henry ran up. “Where ya been?”
“I needed a shower.” I walked to the kitchen and mixed a drink.
“Dude.” He grabbed my arm. “Jackson stormed out of here after getting in a fight.”
I shrugged. “And?”
“He looked pretty beat up, but no one knows who he fought with.”
I closed my eyes and swallowed half of my drink, hoping it would ease the throbbing headache I had from the fight.
“Where’s Edie?” I refilled my cup. “Or Jo? Or Lena?”
“Edie is in the sitting room.” Henry narrowed his eyes. “Why?”
I rolled my eyes. “This is a party.”
“Yeah.” Henry shrugged.
“Go fuckin’ party!” I snapped and stormed out of the kitchen to the sitting room where Edie and Lena were sitting, talking.
“Hey, Ethan.” Lena looked up at me. “You okay?”
“I’m fine.”
“Where’s Viv?” Edie narrowed her eyes at me.
“Passed out upstairs.” I took a drink. “Get her the fuck outta here.”
“Why?” Lena looked confused. “She lives here now.”
“Because I don’t need her underfoot when I clean up tomorrow.” I snapped at her. “Get someone to carry her to the car if she won’t wake up.”
Lena got up and ran to the stairs, taking them two at a time. Edie still sat there, glaring at me.
“What?”
“Don’t you what me, Ethan York.” She stood up. “Vivian better be okay, or I’m going to rip you a new asshole.”
“She’s fine.”
Edith walked over and slapped my drink out of my hands. “Fuck you. I’ll be the judge of her wellbeing. You’ve been an asshole to one of the nicest people I know. And now she’s gonna be stuck with you in the same house.”
“I didn’t ask for that.”
Edith’s hand flew up and slapped me across the face. “She deserves better.”
She left the room and went up the stairs, leaving me there in the sitting room with my guilt.





Vivian 
Nausea made my eyes pop open, and I sat up fast. I clutched my head to contain the explosive pain in my brain.
My bedroom finally came into focus as I blinked, but the scent of fresh laundry from the diffuser, normally pleasing, now suffocated me.
I covered my mouth as I jumped out of the bed and ran to the bathroom. Dropping to my knees, I threw open the cover and seat as the projectile vomit shot out.
Each heave made my head throb harder, which had tears streaming down my face. I tried to reach up and move my hair, but every time I let go of the toilet bowl, I felt like I was about to fall off the floor.
I felt hands softly gathering my hair and heard water running. A moment later, a cool washcloth covered the back of my neck.
“This smells atrocious.” Lena gagged. “I’m gonna go get her some water and ibuprofen.”
“Good idea.” Edie stroked my forehead. “You went overboard with the booze.”
“This.” I heaved. “Fucking.” Another heave. “Sucks.” Another heave.
“Yes. Yes it does.” I felt her hand stroking my back. “Lena? Grab a trash can too.”
“On it!” She hollered back and head throbbed harder.
Groaning, I felt the heaves slowing down. “Too. Loud.”
“It comes with the hangover, babe.”
“Never. Again.” I groaned and reached up to flush.
Edie helped me stand up, and I stumbled back to my bed, flopping over in it, moaning and holding my head.
“You need to hydrate.” I felt a straw pushed against my lips. “And don’t suck it all down. Small sips.”
“How do you know all this?” My body hurt, and I sipped my water.
“Um, two older brothers.” She laughed. “They’ve done their share of drinking and being hungover.”
Lena came back to the room. “I got you some crackers too.”
“Thank you.”
“Here. Take the ibuprofen. That will help with the head.” Edie pushed the pill against my lips.
I opened my mouth, let the pill fall inside, and then followed it with more water.
“We’re here all day.” She pulled my covers up over me. “Rest.”
“Thanks.”
My phone dinged with a message, and I swore it sounded like my head was inside a bell that had been rung.
Reaching out, I grabbed my phone, thinking it was my mom. Instead, a number I didn’t know showed.
Curiosity won out, and I opened the messages.
Stranger:
Hey baby, how you feeling today?

Me:
Who is this?
Stranger:
I’m hurt!You don’t remember our time together before that asshole rich boy made you leave?

Me:
Jackson?
Jackson:
You do remember. =]

Me:
Somewhat.
Jackson:
Hangover?

Me:
Yes. It sucks.
Jackson:
That they do. Rest, hydrate and hit me up when you’re feeling better.

A small smile spread across my face.
Me:
Can do
Jackson:
Talk soon beautiful

I stuffed my phone under my spare pillow and drifted off to sleep.
Saturday came and went. I spent the day in bed only getting up for more water and to be sick. Sunday morning, my phone startled me when it rang.
I pulled it out from under my pillow to answer it.
“’lo?”
“Are you still asleep, Vivian?” My mom’s voice filled my ear, and I was thankful my head wasn’t pounding anymore.
“Yeah.” I rolled over and stretched. “How’s Vegas?”
“It’s been lovely.” I could hear the smile in her voice. “I am officially Mrs. York.”
“That’s great, mom.”
“Evan is going to be sending a crew over on Tuesday to pack up things from our house and move them to his place.”
“Wow.” I sat up and scooted to lean against my headboard. “Should I pack anything up?”
“That’s what I was calling about. Make sure you have some of your necessities and clothes until our belongings arrive.”
“Can do.” I picked up the water bottle by my bed.
“How was the party?”
“Ugh.” I felt a sneer on my face.
“Lemme guess, you hit the booze hard and had your first hangover?” She giggled.
“Yep.”
“It’s a rite of passage. All kids do it at sometime.”
“No offense, but that’s a horrible rite of passage.” I groaned.
She laughed harder. “It is. But you had Ethan to keep you safe.”
My eyes darted around my room, and guilt filled me. “Yeah. He was great.”
“That makes me happy.” There were voices in the background. “Okay, we are heading out for lunch. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Sounds good, mom.”
She ended the call, and I held my phone out, looking at it. “I love you.”
Edie and Lena went home and left me a note, which gave me time to myself.
Memories of the party flooded back, and I remembered kissing Jackson. His kisses felt different from the ones I had with Ethan.
Where Jack’s were gentle and sweet, Ethan’s felt raw.
And he called me beautiful.
My stomach growled, making me laugh. I got out of bed and went to shower. The scent of rancid alcohol and body odor smelled horrible.
I used my mom’s shower products and rushed to eat before getting ready.
My mouth was wrapped around a piece of toast when I heard a knock at the front door. I knew it wasn’t Edie, Lena, or Jo because they knew to come in.
Taking the toast from my mouth, I chewed slowly as I made my way to the door, stunned to see Ethan standing there.
I pulled the door open and noticed he had a black eye. “What happened to you?”
“About?”
Using my toast, I pointed to his face. “Um, the shiner?”
He lifted his shoulders in a shrug.
“Okay, then.” I shook my head. “Why are you here?”
“Our parents’ll be home tomorrow. I’m here to help you bring whatever shit you want to bring back to my how… home.”
I harrumphed and walked away from him, heading back to my bedroom. Looking over my shoulder, I saw him in the doorway looking over things.
“Do you need boxes?”
“No. I’m just bringing clothing.” I tossed a suitcase on my bed. “Mom said your dad was having people come over and pack and move the rest.”
He leaned against the jamb, quiet.
Rolling my eyes, I turned on the small radio in my room and ignored him while I went through my clothes, deciding what I wanted to take.
Something felt different with him. He wasn’t poking at me, and he barely looked at me.
“You can go sit in the living room if you want.”
“How much longer will you be?” His blue eyes finally looked at me, and butterflies filled my belly.
Swallowing hard, I turned my focus back to putting things in the suitcase. “Not long.”
“Then I’ll wait.” His voice didn’t sound normal.
“Ethan?” I turned back to face him. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah, shortcake, just tired.”
“I thought I was cherry now?” My head tilted, looking him over.
“Whatever, Vivian.” He sighed. “Could you finish up? I have things to do today.”
There’s the asshole I knew and loved.
The tee shirt fell from my hands as I gasped.
Was I in love with Ethan York?
He stepped inside my room, stooping to pick up the shirt and our eyes locked onto each other. I licked my lips and leaned in to kiss him.
Our lips grazed each other, and he snapped back. 
He shoved my shirt against my chest. “Knock it off and get your shit done.”
I watched as he walked away from me and felt tears streak down my cheeks.
If he hates me, it doesn’t matter how I feel.
My heart felt shattered and I spun around, shoving things into the suitcase. I was pulling the zipper closed when my phone rang and I saw it was Jackson.
“Hello?”
“You sound sad, baby. Why?”
“How can you tell?”
“You just didn’t sound like your bubbly self from the party.”
“That was different. I was drunk.” I laughed.
He joined in my laugh. “I was wondering if you felt up to a movie?”
“Um, yeah.” I giggled. “What time?”
“I’m off today, so it doesn’t matter to me. We could go now or wait until this evening?”
I looked towards my doorway and felt a weight lift from my shoulders. “I’m at my house in Harmony Point and I can be ready in ten minutes.”
“Then I better let you go so you can get ready.”
“I’ll see you soon, Jackson.”
“Can’t wait.”
I ended the call and went out to the living room. “Get out.”
“What?” Ethan looked at me in confusion.
“You said you had shit to do.” I shrugged. “Go do it. I’ve got a ride home later.”
“With who?” His eyes narrowed.
“Nunya.” I snapped. “You know where the door is.” Walking away from him felt amazing.
Once I got back to my room, I closed the door and locked it. No time for make-up. I put on my favorite jeans and grabbed a cute shirt.
Looking in the mirror, I decided I had time for mascara and lip gloss. I brushed my hair out and put it up in a ponytail.
When I looked back in the mirror, I liked what I saw.
I went to my closet and grabbed a pair of Chuck’s and after I tied them; I opened my door to see an angry Ethan standing there.
“I said I was here to take you home.”
“No.” I shoved him out of my way. “You said you were here to take me to your house.”
“Same thing, Viv.”
“Vivian.” I spun around, glaring at him. “And there’s a big difference between a house and a home, you moron.”
A motorcycle rumbled up the street and when I got to the living room, I saw Jackson parking it in the driveway.
A squeal of excitement bubbled up, and Ethan joined me to see what I was carrying on about.
“What’s he doing here?”
“Picking me up.” I walked over and opened the front door. “Hello.”
“You look beautiful, Vivi.”
I felt my cheeks heat with his compliment.
“You’re not going out with him.” Ethan’s voice rose. “I told you to stay away from her.”
“You’re not her dad.” Jackson smiled. “And she can make her own decisions.”
“My suitcase is on the bed.” I shrugged. “You can take it with you when you leave.”
Ethan stepped closer and pulled me closer to him by my arm. “Vivian. You can’t go out with him.”
“Why can’t I?” I looked up into his eyes. “Give me one reason.”
“He’s the one who got you drunk at the party.”
“No, he’s not. The last drink I remember getting Grace gave me.” I chuffed. “You’re nothing to me. Not my dad, my uncle, my friend.” I shook my head. “If you came by to take what I needed to your house, it’s in the bedroom on the bed.”
Jackson reached out for me, and I placed my hand in his. “I don’t have a helmet.”
“Don’t worry, baby, I got one you can wear.” He leaned in and brushed his lips over mine. “You ready?”
“More than ready.” I smiled, and we left Ethan standing there in the middle of my living room.





Ethan 
I dropped down in the ugly brown chair behind me and my head fell into my hands.
How could she just walk out with that scumbag?
His motorcycle roared to life, and I heard her squeal as he took off.
A primal scream rumbled through my chest and I let it out as I jumped up and stormed down the hall to her room.
I stomped over, grabbing the suitcase from her bed and carried it out to my car. Popping the trunk, I threw it in and slammed it closed.
My finger pushed the ignition button and my car purred to life. I put it in gear and reversed out of the driveway, cranked the music up and then squealed my tires as I tore ass out away from anything that reminded me of her.
Following the road, I took a long way home. I needed to clear my head.
The problem was that I could still smell her. I could still remember the way she felt beneath me, and on top of me. Her face invaded my thoughts when she moaned with every thrust.
She was way beyond drunk, but she knew who she was with. She trusted me. And I didn’t stop her. I wanted her.
As I sped past the diner, I saw his bike parked there and I whipped around into a parking place and went inside.
Enoch was in the kitchen, Gene walked around refilling coffee cups and then I saw them sitting together on the same side of a booth.
A strong hand pressed against my chest. “Take a seat at the counter.”
“Mr. Malone.” My body stiffened.
“Son.” He gave me the Dad look. “I heard about the shiner. Take a seat at the counter.”
“She…”
“Made a choice. Respect it.”
Drawing in a deep breath, I did as he said and walked over to the counter, sliding onto one of the bright pink stools.
Enock pointed a spatula at me. “Yo. Whatchu’ need?”
I shrugged, and he tilted his head. Then a small head with pig-tails popped up. “What’re having?”
“What do you recommend, Evie?”
She brought her finger up to her lips and tapped it. “You look angry. Are you angry?”
“What do you mean, I look angry?” I felt my face screw up in confusion because an eight-year-old could read my emotions.
“Yep.” She nodded. “You got your angry face on.”
I sat there staring at her, and she twisted her head, yelling over her shoulder. “Two bow wow’s, spill a bowl of red, and drag it through Wisconsin.”
Enoch pointed his spatula at her and smiled. “That’s my girl!”
“It’ll be up in a bit, Ethan.” She smiled her toothy grin at me, and I knew one day she would grow into a heartbreaker. If she didn’t kill someone first.
I smiled back at her, and she giggled. “You don’t look angry no more.”
“Any more, Evie.” Edie corrected her.
“I can talk what I want.” She put her hands on her hips.
“And sound like a moron doing it.” Edie tugged on her hair.
Evie made a face at her sister and jumped off the small step stool she used to be taller at the counter.
Edie shook her head and placed a glass of water in front of me.
“You’re being nice to me?” I raised an eyebrow.
She gave a careless shrug. “For all you know, I laced your water with poison.”
“Edie.” Gene came over and leaned back on the back counter, looking at me.
Edith walked away with a tray of waters and my friend looked over at Vivian and then back to me.
“Still wanna tell me she means nothing?”
“It doesn’t matter.” I unwrapped a straw and fidgeted with the paper.
“You know what I think?” He half smiled.
I shook my head. “No.”
“I think she started out as some kid that annoyed you, but as you watched her mature, you didn’t know what to do with the new feelings she created.”
“You’re wrong.” I looked up at my best friend and lied.
He huffed a laugh. “You’re a moron.”
Enoch hit the bell twice and Gene turned around and grabbed the plate, then served me the chili cheese dogs Evelyn ordered for me.
“Don’t choke.” He dropped the plate and walked away.
I tucked into the food, peering over at Viv on occasion.
I shouldn’t have pushed her away. We’d be home right now. Alone.
“Aww, what a good brother.” Jackson’s voice made the hairs on my neck stand up. “Don’t worry, rich boy, I’ll have her home before curfew.”
Turning to look over my right shoulder, I watched him lead her out of the diner.
At least he was bringing her home. It could be worse. She could decide to spend the night with him.
[image: image-placeholder]Vivian
Ethan looked sad. I’d never seen him look that way before. He always seemed so sure of himself and happy.
“Wrap your legs around me, baby.” Jackson held the bike steady for me to climb on. “You good?”
“I’m good.” I wrapped my arms around his middle and he took off, taking us for a ride through Port Stella and through the surrounding cities.
He pointed out where he worked and then took me by his place in Sandcreek, where he shared a house with two other guys. We went by the beach and he pulled into a parking place and shut off his bike.
“Wanna go watch the sunset?”
“Sure.” I got off the bike. Then he did.
He unfastened my helmet, put it on the seat, then reached into a saddlebag and took out a blanket. He tucked it under an arm, then guided me by the hand towards the water through the sand.
This was my first date ever, and I couldn’t stop feeling giddy.
Once we found a decent place that gave us some privacy, we spread the blanket out and sat down.
“You wanna lean against me like the other night?” He tilted my head up and brushed his lips against mine.
I smiled and pushed my tongue into his mouth. His moan urged me on and I broke the kiss, straddling his lap.
He cupped my face, running his thumb over my lips. Leaning in, he captured my lips, nibbling on the bottom one before deepening our kiss.
This was how I wanted Ethan to kiss me.
His hands moved down my shoulders, to my arms, and then down to my waist and came to rest on my hips.
Butterflies fluttered around in my stomach and my trembling fingers played with his hair.
Jackson pulled his lips from mine and nibbled down my neck. “Let’s get you turned around, baby.”
Instead of rejection, like Ethan made me feel. I felt revered. Jackson wanted to watch the sunset with me!
I turned around and sat between his legs. His scruffy face rubbed across my skin and gave me goosebumps. I felt his teeth nipping at my skin, followed by his tongue and then his mouth, kissing and sucking places on my neck that made me wet.
His hands rubbed along my body, making their way to the button on my jeans. Soft moans drifted out of my mouth, and I felt him slide my zipper down. Soon he wiggled his hand, and I felt two fingers push into my core.
“Jackson!” I moaned, and my back arched.
“I’mma make you squirt on my hand, baby.” He bit my neck harder.
My body shook against him and I opened my legs wider.
This felt so good the other night. Why did we stop?
The thought fleeted as fast as it came. His fingers worked my pussy over, and his thumb teased my clit.
I couldn’t form words. I couldn’t think of anything but the feelings he was giving me. There was a pinch on my neck and I shook harder.
His mouth pressed against my ear. “You wanna let me taste this sweet pussy?”
“Taste?”
“Yeah, baby, you can sit on my face and let me fuck you with my tongue.”
“I…”
“Shh, I know you’re a virgin, and I don’t care.” He pulled my head back and kissed me. “I’ll be your teacher.”
“Okay.” I moaned and noticed that we’d missed most of the sunset.
“Push your jeans down, past your knees.” He pulled his fingers from me, making me whimper, then he traced my lips with those digits.
My tongue darted out and licked them, making him smile.
“How do you taste?”
“Mmm, good.” I stood up and pushed my jeans down and let him guide me down.
Jackson rested his head on my wet panties as he pulled my hips closer to his mouth. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but the moment I felt his tongue swipe across my slit, I melted.
I could see the outline of his erection through his jeans and I leaned over, opening his jeans and before I lost this crazy courage I found, I pulled his cock out and wrapped my lips around it.
He moaned into my core, and I felt it through my body. I wrapped my hand around him and thought back to the various porn movies I’d watched. My mouth followed my hand and each time I moaned from his fingers and tongue, I took him deeper in my throat.
I took my time and controlled my breathing, working up my pace to move quicker than the last. The way his fingers plunged into me, and he sucked my clit, gave me more confidence and soon I let go of him, bracing my hands on the blanket, bobbing my head fast.
His mouth came off my clit, and he panted, moaning loud, but his fingers keep working me closer to an orgasm. Soon I felt him add another finger and his thighs tightened.
Before I had time to process what that meant, the first burst of cum hit the back of my throat, almost choking me. My hands came up and stroked him while I kept my mouth focused on his head.
My cheeks filled up and puffed out as I felt an orgasm rush through me. I felt like my body let loose a waterfall and feeling spent; I sat up and let him scoot out from under me.
He turned around and stopped when he looked at me.
“What’s wrong?”
I pointed to my cheeks and shrugged.
“Oh.” He chuckled. “You could spit it out. Or if you want to show me what a good girl you are, you could swallow.”
I felt some dribble from the corners of my mouth as I worked my throat to swallow the strange salty fluid.
“Goddamn, baby.” He leaned in and kissed me hard. “That was fucking amazing.”
We took a few minutes to put ourselves back together, and then we picked up the blanket and went back to the bike.
“I probably need to get you home before rich boy comes looking for you.”
“You’re not wrong.”
He smiled at me, took my hand, and pulled me close. “Sorry we didn’t make it to the movies.”
I shrugged. “This was fun.”
He climbed on his bike and handed me the helmet. “C’mon, baby.”
After I climbed on, I wrapped my arms around him and enjoyed the night ride back to my new home.
The cool night air made me snuggled closer to Jack, and when we got to the gate, he pulled up close so I didn’t have to stretch to enter my code.
He drove slow up to the front where the front door opened, and Ethan stormed outside.
“It’s about fucking time.”
I got off the bike and took the helmet off, handing it to Jackson. “What do you care?”
“You live here.”
“And?” I crossed my arms over my chest. “What the hell is wrong with you?”
Ethan growled and closed the space between us, grabbed my head and slammed his lips against mine, shoving his tongue possessively into my mouth.
Jackson chuckled, and I pushed Ethan back, filled with confusion. “What?”
I wasn’t sure what I was seeing in his eyes, and Jackson motioned him closer. Ethan stepped over and Jack leaned in, whispering something that had Ethan storming back inside, slamming the front door.
“I’ll message you later.” He winked at me and turned his bike around, leaving.
Once I couldn’t see him anymore, I ran in the house. “Ethan!”
He looked down at me from the steps. “What?”
“You terrorize me for years, teasing me, making me feel like a silly little girl and now you… you…” My hands fly all over. “I don’t know what is going on!”
“Neither do I!” He yelled back, standing up.
His yelling fueled my anger. “I’m not a fucking toy!”
“I never said you were!” He stepped closer to me.
“You didn’t have to.” I swiped at my angry tears. “Your actions said it all.”
I shoved him out of my way and stormed upstairs to my room, slamming the door.





Vivian 
My mom and Evan showed up just before lunch, and she was beaming.
“Did you have fun this weekend?” Her cold hands cupped my face.
“I did.” I smiled and hugged her. “Did you?”
“So much, Vivi, Evan is so sweet.”
What do you say to something like that when you think your mom is in it for the money?
“That’s great, mom.”
“Vivian, I got you a souvenir from Vegas.” Evan’s voice pulled me from my mom.
I shook my head. “You didn’t have to do that, sir.”
“I know.” He smiled and presented me with a small jewelry box.
“For me?” The confusion I felt had me stepping back.
He opened the lid and inside it sat a beautiful gold necklace with a treble clef charm. “You told me you love music,”
Tears filled my eyes. “It’s beautiful.”
“Not half as beautiful as the young lady who wears it.” He smiled at me. “Would you like me to put it on?”
Nodding, I giggled. “Yes, please.”
He separated the necklace from the gift box and handed it to me while he unlatched it. “Lift up your hair and spin around.”
I did as he asked and felt the cool metal hit my skin.
“Done.”
Turning around, I wrapped my arms around him. “Thank you. I love it.”
“You’re welcome, Vivian.”
I stepped back and smiled at him. “You can call me Viv or Vivi.”
“I’d like that.” His smile shot straight into my heart, and I realized how much Ethan looked like his father. “I’m going to go find my son and let you ladies catch up.”
My mom reached for him, and pulled him close for a kiss before threading her arm with mine and leading us to the kitchen.
“Tell me all about the party.” She let go of me and went to get a glass.
I shrugged and slid onto one of the stools at the island. “There were lots of people. I did a couple shots and drank something mixed with cola. It tasted weird at first.”
“Hm, sounds like rum or whiskey.” She poured two glasses of orange juice. “I’m just glad that Ethan watched out for you.”
I accepted the glass she handed me and propped my head up with one hand. “I don’t think most people would tell their parents what they did at a party.”
“No. But we’re not most people, and I’m glad you tell me things.”
Ethan walked into the kitchen, and my mom acted like a sunflower, turning into him. “Well, hello stranger.”
He grunted, opened the dishwasher, took out a glass and got himself some orange juice. Instead of coming around to sit at the island, he hopped up on the counter, glaring at me.
Evan poked his head in. “Ah, I found them.”
He walked into the kitchen, with Jackson following him.
“Jackson?” I turned to face him, and he held out a bouquet.
“I’m on lunch, so I thought I’d bring my girl some flowers.” He flashed a smile at me.
My mom walked over and held out her hand. “I’m Judy, Vivian’s mom.”
“I see where she gets her beauty.” He took her hand and kissed the back of it.
“Where do you work, Jackson?” Evan walked over to the sink, standing near Ethan.
“Down at the factory.”
My mom took a drink of her juice. “How did you meet Viv?”
“We met at the party.” He smiled at me, then looked back at my mom. “Nothing happened. I caught her when she drank a little too much and then Ethan took her from the party to protect her.”
“Ethan!” My mom turned to him. “You are a sweetheart. Thank you for protecting, Vivi.”
“Yeah.” He nodded and finished his juice. “I gotta get ready to meet Henry.” Leaving the empty glass on the counter, he slid down and left the room.
“Would it be okay to come by after work and take Vivian to dinner?”
“Evan, do we have plans?”
Evan’s eyes followed Ethan out of the room before he looked back at Jackson. “I think tomorrow would be better.”
“Oh.” My mom giggled. “Okay, then. Will that work for you, Jackson?”
“Sure.” He turned his smile to me. “I’ll call ya later.”
“I’ll walk you to the door.” I slid from the stool and he took my hand as we walked out of the kitchen.
When we got to the door, he cupped my face and kissed me deeply. Pulling back, he rubbed his nose against mine.
“Until later.”
I smiled at him. “Later. Have a good day at work.”
Butterflies filled my belly again, and I leaned against the closed door, feeling amazing.
Someone wants me.
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Anger flowed through my veins.
Jackson was a worthless piece of shit human being.
I didn’t stop to shower, grabbing whatever clothing was around before snatching up my wallet and my keys. I stormed back downstairs and caught my dad and his new wife talking in the kitchen.
“I don’t think he’s a good fit for Vivi.”
My Dad gets it.
“I’m not seeing that. He’s older, sure. But he’s working, and he thinks she’s pretty.”
“Those aren’t good reasons for a young girl to get involved with someone.”
“Evan, I know my daughter.”
“And?”
That one word told me my dad was getting irritated.
She heaved a sigh. “Evan, I know you mean well. But Vivi has to make her own choices.”
“Judy.”
I stepped into the kitchen in time to see his nostrils flare.
“That boy is trouble with a capital T.”
“I agree.”
She looked from my dad to me and back to my dad. “She’s my daughter. If she gets in too deep, I’ll step in, but if I cut this off now, she’ll just go behind my back.”
She doesn’t know Vivian at all.
“He’s only using her to get what he wants.” I felt my anger spike higher. “What happens when he dumps her on her ass?”
“Why are you so sure he will?” She narrowed her eyes at me. “Do you know him? Are you close friends?”
Vivian hollered from the foyer. “He’s more my speed is what she’s saying!”
My dad’s eyes grew wide, and I shook my head. It’s time for me to nope out of here. Throwing my hands up, I left the kitchen and went out the back door, making a beeline for the garage.
I can’t believe my dad married trash. How he can’t see her for what she is eludes me.
“But Viv is nothing like her mom.” I huffed, almost tearing my car door off the hinges, and slid in behind the wheel.
Starting the engine, I sped from the garage down the driveway and took off towards the beach. Thoughts of Vivian raced through my head, and I felt lost.
Too late, asshole. She’s not gonna give you a second glance.
I’ve seen Jackson around. I knew what a dick he was. I knew about the wake of girls he left high and dry. Viv would only be another notch on his bedpost.
But he isn’t getting a virgin.
A slow smile spread across my face. I would always have that honor, even if she doesn’t remember.





Ethan 
4th of July
It’s been almost six weeks since my dad sprung his girlfriend on me. Six long weeks living with a gold-digging bitch.
She’s redecorated the sitting room, dining room and suggested a screened-in porch for the backyard since she hates bugs.
Every change she makes upsets Vivian, and she’s spending more and more time away from the house.
Her mom justifies it by saying you know how young love is.
I wouldn’t call what is going on between Jackson and Viv love. Especially not when two nights ago while both parents were out, I could hear them fucking in her room.
That minx made sure both bathroom doors were open, claiming the fucktard can watch if he wants. Maybe he’ll learn something.
Judy invited Jackson to join us on the boat today, but he declined because working today netted double time.
I kicked back in a lounge chair on the deck, sunglasses on, hat pulled low to shade my eyes, and drank my beer.
Vivian came into view wearing a swimsuit and shorts. Her skin appeared sun-kissed, but her face looked pale.
“Vivian.” Her mom snapped. “What are you wearing?”
Shrugging her shoulders, she looked down at her clothes. “My swimsuit and shorts?”
“You’re not wearing the new one I got you.” Her mom’s hands went to her hips. “I got it special for you to wear today.”
“That old lady one?” Disgust marred her face.
“Viv, you know you don’t have the body for the one you’re wearing.” Her mom’s hand waved around her. “It’s pulled tight. Have you put on some weight?”
Vivian’s eyes shimmered with unshed tears. “No. But it’s that time, so maybe a little water weight.”
“Please, Viv?”
“I don’t feel like it.” She picked at her nails.
“I’m not asking, Vivian Leigh.”
“You know what mom, I don’t like this version of you.” She turned on her heels and stomped off.
I brought my glasses down low on my nose, looking at Judy. “Why do you do that to her?”
She scoffed, coming over to me. “Do what?”
“Make her feel fat.” I tipped my bottle back.
She let out a haughty laugh. “She’s not a beauty queen. And she’s not a cheerleader. She needs to take care and choose her clothing wisely. She isn’t going to want Jackson to look elsewhere.”
“Who cares where that dick looks?” I pushed my glasses back up.
She held her hand up, checking out her nails. “I know how the world works. Men don’t like fat women.”
My Dad walked closer to us. “Do either of you know why Vivian is upset?”
Judy’s demeanor changed in the blink of an eye. “It’s her monthly, sweetheart. Teen girls don’t always handle the mood swings well.”
I’d never been more grateful for sunglasses than I was right now. I knew something was up when Judy got along with Henry’s mom. Both women were all about status and money. They met at the country club a week after they got back from Vegas and became fast friends.
“I need to go check on her.” She looked concerned. “Poor girl.”
Dad nodded. “There’s brownies in the kitchen if she craves chocolate.”
“Oh, Evan, that is so sweet of you.” She leaned in and kissed him. “I’ll take her one.”
We watched as she walked away and my dad took a seat on the lounger beside me and reached into the small cooler, pulling out a beer.
We sat there in comfortable silence, drinking while the captain piloted the yacht through the water.
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I curled up in the chair that was in my room on the yacht. Watching the waves, I thought about how much I wished I stayed home.
My fingers played with the charm on my necklace Evan gifted me with, and I held back my tears. He deserved better than my mom.
There was a knock at the door and then my mom stuck her head in. “Can we talk?”
“Sure.” I shrugged.
She entered the room and sat on the corner of the bed, facing me. “Vivian. You have a life that I dreamed of when I was your age. Why can’t you appreciate it?”
“You dreamed of money?” I huffed out and shook my head. “So I was right? You married him for his money. It had nothing to do with love.”
“Vivian.” Her voice turned icy. “You don’t understand how the world works.”
“Oh, yes, I do.”
“No. You don’t.” She shook her head. “I got pregnant with you right out of high school. I didn’t have a pot to piss in and struggled for everything.”
“We had our house. Our lives.”
“I busted my ass to provide that for you, and it wasn’t ours.” She snapped. “We were renting it.”
“Pfft.” I reached for the box of tissues. “So you sold out to have more.”
Her eyes narrowed. “I met a man who is handsome, kind…”
“Don’t forget rich.”
She popped up and her hand slapped me across my face, snapping my head to the side. “Listen up. You will not. Fuck. This. Up.”
Tears streamed down my face.
“He likes you. He treats me like a god. Damn. Queen.” She stormed over to the door. “I love him, but you can’t see that, or be happy for me.”
“Right.” I nodded. “Love.”
“I’m done arguing with you, Viv.” She shook her head. “Don’t come above deck without putting on the new suit.”
She opened the door and walked through it. Anger pumped through my veins and I threw the box of tissues at the door.
I didn’t want a mansion. Or fancy cars. Or to use someone.
My stomach pitched, and my head swam. Jumping up from the chair, I ran to the bathroom and dropped down in front of the toilet.
This reminded me of my morning after drinking. Only Edie and Lena were here to help me.
I wrapped my arms around the toilet and vomited until I had the dry heaves. My eyes were closed, and I smacked around to find the button to flush before I leaned over and lay on the cold floor.
Sweat covered my body, and I hurt all over. Sobs took over as I curled into a fetal position, letting the pain out.
I didn’t hear the door open; I didn’t know anyone had come in until strong arms lifted me up and cradled me to his chest.
“Shh, baby.” He rocked us. “I got you.”
The sobs grew more intense, and I scrambled from Ethan’s lap to vomit again. This round, he placed a cool cloth on the back of my neck and held my forehead so my brain wouldn’t break free.
His other hand rubbed comforting circles on my back when the dry heaves returned.
“Take slow breaths.” He murmured, letting go of my forehead and flipping the washcloth to be cold again. “There you go.”
“My body hurts.” I sniffled.
“I know.” He reached under my arms. “Let’s get you to bed.”
“Why are you being nice to me?” Sobs took over again.
He didn’t say anything as he helped me stand, then scooped me up in his arms, carrying me to bed. He set me down gently and then left.
I reached for a pillow, covered my face, and screamed into it. Curling up into a ball, I let the tears fall. I was tired of holding them in.
A hand touched my shoulder, and I gasped, sitting up fast, seeing Ethan standing there with a bottle of ginger ale.
“I thought this might help the seasickness.” He handed it to me. “Ginger is supposed to help. If it doesn’t I can go find some Dramamine.”
Nodding, I accepted the soda and took a few sips before setting it on the nightstand. With a sigh, I turned to lie back down, and I felt him climb on the bed, wrapping his arms around me.
“Viv, we need to talk.” The heat from his breath tickled my ear.
“Talk to my back, I have puke breath.”
He chuckled. “I don’t care about that.”
I moved away from him and then turned to face him. “What?”
“The night of the party…”
I shook my head. “Ethan, not now. I don’t have it in me.”
He looked sad. “Promise me we’ll talk about it soon.”
“I don’t know what there is to say.” I yawned. “But yeah, after we’re off the boat.”
“Do you need anything?” He reached out and stroked my cheek.
“Not unless you want to hold me.” I sighed.
He smiled and opened his arms. “C’mere.”
I rolled back over and let him wrap me in a fake cocoon of safety. The scent of his body wash smelled overwhelming, so I buried my nose into the pillow, getting comfortable.
This was a moment I had dreamed about. Being in his arms, feeling loved by him. I was way past a crush, and yeah, I had feelings for Jackson. But in my heart, I knew I loved Ethan.
I sighed and imagined telling him my secret. “I love you, Ethan.” As I drifted to sleep.
A hard knock pulled me from my dream of being in Ethan’s arms, and my eyes blinked open as the door opened and my mom flipped on the light.
“Are you still in here?”
“My head hurt and I got sick.” I grumbled and realized my back felt cold, as though something was there keeping me warm and now it’s gone.
“It’s time to watch fireworks.”
I nodded. “Okay, I’ll change.”
“Don’t worry about it, Vivi. It’s dark and you’re not swimming.” She smiled at me. “Hurry up, sleepyhead.”
“Okay, mom.” I sat up and watched the door close.
I rubbed my eyes and groaned, feeling like I had sandpaper under my lids and then in the mirror I saw Ethan stand up.
My stomach sank to my feet and pitched again.
I didn’t need to ask, so I made it a statement. “You hid from my mom.”
“Viv…” His voice was soft, apologetic.
I shook my head. “I’m going to the bathroom. Don’t be here when I get out.”





Vivian 
The fireworks display last night was amazing, and getting back on solid land was even better.
I stretched out in my bed, and nausea washed over me. Taking a few deep breaths, I willed it to go away, and jumped out of bed when I realized chuck was running the elevator up.
Running to the bathroom, I threw the seat up in time to wretch into the bowl. The water splashed up onto my face and I wretched harder.
My body trembled with each heave and when it slowed down, I blew my nose, flushed the toilet and got up to brush my teeth.
Flipping my jammies off, I got in the shower, then ran to my room to get dressed. I grabbed my phone and texted Edie.
Me:
911 – I’m on my way.
I grabbed my purse and ran downstairs to where my mom was cooking. The smell of the eggs made my stomach roll, and I yelled out over my shoulder. “Heading to Edie’s!”
Running to the garage, I got my bike, and peddled as fast as I could to the drugstore.
I felt like a complete asshole scouring the aisles for a pregnancy test. But I grabbed one of each one they had.
Not exactly what I wanted to spend my birthday money on.
I checked out at the self-check, tucking the bag into my purse, and went to Edie’s. Lena and Jo were already there, and they were waiting for me as they sat around the kitchen table.
“Are you okay?” Edie narrowed her eyes.
I shook my head as the tears rolled down my face. “I’m late.”
“For?” Lena asked laughing. “We didn’t have plans, did we?”
“Oh, shit.” Jo’s face paled. “Not you too?”
“What?” Lena looked around at us all.
Edie slapped her forehead. “Morons. Didn’t you use protection?”
“We did!” Jo and I responded in unison.
“Oh!” Lena caught on. “Gotcha. Do we need to get tests?”
Jo nodded, and I pulled out the bag of tests.
“We’re covered.” 
“Fuck.” Edie sighed. “At least Evie isn’t here. If she was, we’d never get her to shut up.”
We watched Edie get up and reach into a drawer. She pulled out two disposable condiment cups and handed one to me and then one to Jo.
“Go pee and meet us in my bedroom, in case someone comes home.” She motioned to the bag. “Lena, grab those so we can read how to do it.”
Jo and I each used a different bathroom to do our part.
Tears streaked down my face as I peed in the small cup. Jackson and I only had sex twice, and both times, he used a condom.
How am I going to go to school pregnant? What is he gonna say? Oh, my god. My mom is going to lose her shit.
Wiping my tears away, I finished up and carried my sample back to Edie’s room.
On her dresser, she had two sheets of paper, one marked Jo and the other marked Viv. And all the tests were lined up.
Once Jo came in, we sat down on the bed and let Lena and Edie play chemist. They turned around at the same time and Edie picked up her phone.
“Now we wait.” She cleared her throat. “Let’s run through the questions.”
“What questions?” Jo laughed.
“Do your breasts feel tender?” Edie held up a finger.
“Yeah, like my period should be here any day.” I nodded.
“No, like more than that.”
I shook my head so did Jo.
Edie held up another finger. “Have you been vomiting?”
We both nodded.
She held up another finger. “Are you peeing more than normal?”
Jo and I looked at each other and then shrugged.
“How’s your sleep schedule? Are you sleeping more than normal?”
We both nodded again.
A timer rang, and they turned around, saying nothing.
“Oh hell. I can’t do this.” I got up and walked over to look at my sheet and felt the wind knocked out of me when I saw each test showing either the word positive or a plus sign.
My legs crumpled, and I fell to the floor, gasping for air and crying. A moment later, Jo joined me and we clung to each other.
Edie’s bedroom door flew open and Evelyn ran in with Gene hot on her tail. He stopped when he saw us on the ground, then looked at her dresser.
“Oh. Shit.” His eyes grew. “Edie?”
“No.” She snapped. “But way to help things.” She threw her hands up and her mom came up behind Gene.
“Evelyn Kathleen. Get out of your sister’s room!”
“Why’s they cryin’? Evie tilted her head.
Mrs. Malone looked over at the dresser and held her hand out for Evie. “C’mon, this isn’t for little girls.”
“I never get any fun.”
“Eugene, take her to the diner.”
“Yes, mama.” He crouched down and let Evie climb on his back, giving her a piggyback ride.
Mrs. Malone watched them leave before turning her attention to us. Her left eyebrow raised, and she took time to look at each one of us.
“Jolynn?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Vivian?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
She covered her mouth with her hand while shaking her head. “Let’s go sit at the table. All of you.”
“I’ll clean this up, mama.” Edie twisted her lips.
“Thank you, Edith.” Mrs. Malone stepped out of the room and waited for us to walk before her.
I felt like this was a death sentence. We were effectively walking to our death, because I knew when I break it to my mom she’s gonna flip.
Once we got to the kitchen, we sat down at the table and waited for Edie and her mom to join us. While we sat, her mom got a kettle of water on and then came over to sit.
“I’m assuming you just found out?”
We nodded.
“This is a very scary moment.” She reached out for our hands. “I remember when I found out about Enoch.”
“But you were married.” Jo sniffled.
Mrs. Malone shook her head. “Not until I was almost due.”
“Oh.” We both visibly relaxed.
“Be honest with your parents.” She looked from Jo to me. “Accidents happen, and there are options. But you’ll get nowhere if you try to hide it.”
I pulled my hand back and scrubbed my face. “We used protection! How?”
“Oh, sweetheart, nothing but abstinence is one hundred percent.”
Edie came into the room. “Want me to be there when you tell your mom?”
I shook my head. “No. I think I might tell Jackson first, then have him with me when I tell her.”
Jo made a face. “I’m gonna talk to my mom without my dad.”
The tea kettle whistled and Edie got all of us a cup, bringing them to the table one at a time before sitting with us.
“If things don’t go well, and you need to talk, you girls know I’m here.”
I dropped my head onto the table.
This fucking sucks.
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We were near his house at a small mom and pop pizza place called Nonna’s.
He reached up and tipped my chin up. “Baby, what’s wrong?”
“I have to tell you something.” Tears filled my eyes and my bravery flew out the door.
“What?” He tilted his head. “Are you breaking up with me?”
I shook my head and wiped an errant tear. “You might break up with me after I tell you.”
“Did you cheat on me?”
I barked out a laugh. “God. No.”
“So then we can work anything else out.” He thumbed away a tear. “What is it?”
Pressing my lips together tight, I drew in a breath and then whispered. “I’m pregnant.”
“What?” He leaned in.
“Pregnant.” I felt my bottom lip tremble.
He got up and came around to my side of the booth, scooting in beside me. “We’re pregnant?”
I nodded.
“Well, the timing sucks. But it’s not a deal breaker.” He lifted my face and brushed a kiss over my lips. “Baby, I’ve had pregnancy scares before. It happens. And if this isn’t a scare, then we’ll deal with it.”
“You’re not mad?”
He laughed. “No matter what you do, there’s always a chance.”
“Will you come with me to tell my mom?”
He nodded. “Sure.”
“What if she kicks me out?”
He gave a shrug. “You come stay with me.”
I leaned into him, and he wrapped an arm around me.
“Ready to eat?” He smiled. “Gotta make sure you and my boy are healthy.”
A wave of relief washed over me, and I picked up a slice of pizza. “I have been craving pizza.”
“Just say the words. I can take care of you.”
We tucked into dinner and celebrated with dessert. Then he drove me home and came inside with me.
I found my mom watching a movie with Evan.
“Mom, can I talk to you?”
Evan paused the movie. “Have a seat, Vivi.”
“Oh, um, I kinda needed to talk to my mom.” I shifted from foot to foot. “Nothing against you, sir.”
“Vivian, whatever you have to say, you can tell us both.” She smiled and held their hands that were entangled together.
“C’mon, baby, let’s sit down.” Jackson sat down on the small loveseat and I sat beside him.
I licked my lips, bit my bottom lip, and cringed. “I’m, uh…” My body trembled.
“Vivian?” My mom let go of Evan’s hand and sat forward, shaking her head. “No.”
“I’m sorry.”
“No.” She stood up and glared at Jackson. “Get out.”
“I go, she goes.” He stood up and pulled me with him.
“Wait.” Evan stood up and pushed my mom and Jackson apart. “I’m not understanding.”
“She’s pregnant!” My mom snapped. “By this… this…” she growled.
“Judy, hang on.” Evan held up his hands and then looked at me. “Vivi, is that what’s going on?”
I nodded as the tears traveled down my face.
“Jackson, we need to have a family talk.” Evan took a breath. “How about if you head home and Vivi will call you?”
“How about I wait outside for her to tell me she’s okay?” Jackson’s eyes narrowed.
Evan nodded. “That would be fine.”
Jackson turned my face and pressed a kiss to my lips.
“Oh, I think you’ve done plenty of that!” My mom raged, and Evan caught her before she grabbed Jackson.
Jackson chuckled and left the room. I wanted to go with him. My mom was scaring me.
“Let’s sit down and talk.” Evan’s calm voice helped me feel safer.
I sat on the farthest side of the love seat, and they sat back down on the couch.
“Vivian. You are smarter than this.” Her hands punctuated her words. “How could you let this happen?”
“I didn’t let anything happen.” Tears kept rolling down my cheeks. “I took precautions.”
“Condoms aren’t foolproof.” Evan placed his hand on my mom’s thigh. “You know nothing is ever foolproof.”
“I also thought I raised her better!” She shook her head. “You’re not having this baby.”
“What?” Her words shocked me to my core. “You can’t mean…”
“Having a baby now will. Fuck. Up. Your. Life.”
“No.”
“Vivian, see reason.” She pleaded. “You can’t go into your junior year like this.”
“Why not?” My voice wavered. “I can take time off for the birth, then find a babysitter.”
“And how are you going to pay a babysitter?” Her voice raised. “You’re not thinking clearly!”
“Judy.” Evan’s soft voice made my mom’s eyes narrow.
“Evan. I need to talk to my daughter alone.” Her chest heaved with each breath she took. “Please.”
He nodded and left us alone in the room.
“Mom.”
“Vivian. This is another life!” Her hands balled into fists. “Not some doll or fad!”
“I’m well aware!”
Her head shook. “We’ll call tomorrow and get you scheduled.”
“NO!” I jumped up. “I won’t do it!”
“The hell you won’t!” She jumped up from the couch. “As long as you live under my roof…”
“It’s not your roof, it’s Evan’s.”
Her face changed, and I stepped back. “You could have anything you want. You could stay in school, keep your grades up and go to any college.”
“Would you have aborted me if you had the choice?”
“I was eighteen and on my own.” She snarled.
“And here I am.”
“You’re only sixteen.” She shook her head no again. “If you pursue this foolishness, I’ll file statutory rape.”
“It wasn’t rape, mom.”
“You’re sixteen!”
“It’s my body!”
“You are too young!”
It was my turn to shake my head, placing my hand over my still flat abdomen. “This is your grandchild.”
“Vivian, you’re being ridiculous.” She grabbed her hair, acting like she was pulling it out. “Go to your room. We’ll talk later. When you’ve had time to think and realize I’m right.”
“Pfft.” I walked to the door. “Not under your roof, right?”
I pulled the door open and walked out, turned into the hall, and ran upstairs to my room. Grabbing my old backpack, I packed some clothes and books and then went back downstairs.
My mom was standing at the bottom of the stairs, glaring at me. Ethan stood to the side, looking confused, and his dad stepped closer to my mom.
“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”
“Leaving.” I stopped on the second step.
“No. You’re not.”
I went down the last two steps. “Yes. I am.”
“Vivian, this is not over. Go back upstairs and we’ll talk when both of us calm down.”
I chortled disdainfully. “That’s the difference. I’m calm. I know what I want. But because you don’t agree, I’m in the wrong.” I pushed past her.
“Vivi.” Evan looked between my mom and me. “Please, stay. Let us find a workable solution.”
“Thank you for everything.” I shuddered as I took a deep breath and walked out the front door.





Ethan 
8 months later
The report I was reading was boring me to tears. Dexter and I joined our dads at the firm and they were teaching us the ropes.
A headache built behind my eyes and I was massaging the pain away when Dexter knocked and walked in.
“The board report?” He nodded at the paper in my other hand.
I nodded. “What’s up?”
“Dad suggested we head to lunch and maybe play some holes.”
Golf would be a considerable improvement from this damn report. “Sounds good.”
“Figured you’d be on board.” He chuckled. “Pete and Henry plan to join us.”
“Young guys versus the geezer club?” I laughed and threw the report down, shutting my computer off for the day.
“Speak for yourself, junior.” My Dad walked into my office. “We could whip you youngins.”
Shaking my head, I pushed away from my desk and got up. “Fifty says you lose.”
“I’ll take that bet.” He chuckled. “Meet you boys at the club.”
I walked over near Dexter. “Let’s go get some food and then win some money.”
“So what’s your step-mom like?” He asked as we walked towards the elevator.
Blowing out a hard breath, I looked over at him and pressed the button. “She’s a cunt.”
“Wow. That good.” He laughed.
“What makes you ask?”
The elevator doors opened, and we stepped in. Dexter hit the button for garage level and the doors closed.
“Pete said he saw her hanging around his grandpa.”
My head tilted. “Tim’s been known to take a spin around since his wife died.”
“Your Dad never became a manwhore.”
“My Dad had me.” I shrugged. “He said he wanted to set an example.”
Dexter nodded. “Could you imagine being with one woman for over forty years?”
I laughed, hiding my true feelings inside. “Nah.”
The doors opened, and we each walked to our respective cars heading to the Port Stella Yacht Club and Golf Course.
Pete’s family has owned it since it came into being. A lot of businesses were like that in Port Stella.
Our great-great grandfathers had created our investment firm York, Graves and Barron and handed down to the firstborn. My Dad confided in me he was looking forward to retiring early to enjoy traveling.
The problem was her. I hated Judy.
Ever since the day on the boat when she fat shamed Vivi. Maybe I couldn’t understand because my dad would never have done something so belittling to me. And from what he told me about my mom, she wouldn’t have either.
I hadn’t seen Vivian since the night she walked out. I tried texting her, but she never responded.
So many questions were unanswered in my head.
How far along was she? Was he treating her good? Was she happy?
“Like you made her happy.” I grumped, looking at myself in the rearview mirror. “I bet I didn’t make her as miserable as her mother.”
I huffed out a breath. Vivi made it clear she doesn’t want to see me, or talk to me, but since when did that stop me?
“Tonight.” I nodded to myself. “Tonight I’m going over to asshat’s place to talk to her.”
I pulled up at the club and slid from my car, letting the valet take it to park.
“Good afternoon, Mr. York.” The doorman smiled at me as he opened the door.
“Afternoon, Charles.”
I walked through the elaborate foyer, looking both ways down the hall before crossing and entering the restaurant.
My dad was already seated with Eldon, Myles, Dexter, Henry, Thomas, Pete and Tim. And unfortunately for me, the women were seated at the table beside them.
I made my way over to them and took a seat beside Henry.
“Ugh.” Peggy Carson groaned. “I knew when I agreed to let them have that baby shower for Victoria here, they’d invite trash.”
Henry’s eyebrows raised to his hairline, and I turned my head seeing Jackson standing there beside a very pregnant Vivian.
“Don’t get me started. She said he’s applying for some motorcycle club.” Judy sneered. “And she thinks he walks on water.”
“Well, at least they brought a gift.” Julia rolled her eyes. “Henry, will you be attending with Victoria?”
“No.” He laughed. “They can all be a bunch of bitchy women together. I’m working on the back nine.”
“Henry.” His mom Margaret leaned in. “I think it would be best if you at least make an appearance.”
“His appearance is why they’re having a child, Margaret.” His Dad lifted his scotch up in a toast.
You could see her eye twitching. “You are not helping, Thomas.”
Henry’s dad shrugged and flagged down a waitress as the older women went to go mingle with the trash.
I watched as Tim leaned over and whispered to my dad, and then they toasted each other. When the waitress came back with another round of drinks, she took our orders and winked at Pete.
The elder Carson waited for Pete to look his way. “Don’t shit where you eat, son.”
“Huh?” Pete looked lost.
“She works for you. Don’t mingle with that.”
“Ah, gotcha, grandfather.”
I drained my glass and stood up.
“Where you off to?” Henry looked up at me.
“Piss break. You wanna come hold it for me?”
Henry laughed, and I walked away, heading towards the bathrooms near the party room. The doors were wide open and I could see women walking around, and grouping together. I didn’t see Jackson anywhere, nor Vivian.
Sighing, I shook my head as I walked past the room and turned the corner, colliding with a short woman. She said ouch as I grabbed her upper arms to steady her and gripped her tighter when I looked into Vivian’s brown eyes.
“Viv.”
Her eyes went from surprise to sadness in a heartbeat. “Excuse me.” She tried to move away from my hold.
“Wait.” I tightened my hold.
She gasped. “You’re hurting me.”
I immediately let her go. “I’m sorry.”
Her head shook. “It’s fine. Excuse me.” She walked round me, and I grabbed her wrist, making her wince.
“Vivian, I need to talk to you.” I loosened my hold, but didn’t let go.
She looked around nervously. “What?”
I pulled her with me into the men’s bathroom and locked the door. Cupping my hands around her face, I forced her to look at me and noticed her eyes looked darker than I remembered. “Are you okay?”
She sighed. “I’m fine. I’m just tired.”
“How far along are you?”
“I… why?”
“I need to know if it’s mine.”
Her eyes narrowed. “Why would it be yours?”
“You don’t remember?” I whispered.
“Remember what, Ethan?”
“The night of the party.” I watched her face for any sign of recognition.
“What are you talking about?” Confusion filled her face, and she tilted her head.
“Viv, we…”
She laughed. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’d remember if we did what you’re implying.”
A loud bang on the door made her jump and step away from me.
“Vivian!” Jackson yelled through the door. “Open the door!”
Fear filled her face, and she shook her head. “Hold on!”
She pushed me back until a wall hid me and went over to open the door.
“Jackson, I had to pee.”
“In the men’s room.”
“They’re unisex. The other one was occupied.”
“I’m ready to go.”
“Okay, let me wash my hands and I’ll meet you in the car.”
“Hurry up. I hate being around the fuckin’ snobs.”
“I will.” She closed the door and waddled to the sink. She looked into my eyes in the mirror. “You have nothing to worry about. And stop texting me. There’s nothing left to say to each other.”
“Vivian, I…”
She shook her head. “I love Jackson.”
I stepped closer, leaned against the door. “Look me in the eye when you say that.”
“What?” she huffed. “That you have nothing to worry about?”
“No.” I growled.
Her eyes never wavered from mine. “I love Jackson.”
Feeling dumbfounded, I moved from in front of the door and watched her walk out.
I whipped the door open and left the bathroom, ready to have lunch and move on with my day. Wait, no. My life.
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“Did you see her?” He looked over at me and smiled.
“Her?”
He chuckled. “Ethan, I am a lot of things in life, but dumb isn’t on that list.”
“I dunno, dad, have you met your new wife?”
He stopped the cart. “Touché.”
“Wait.” I turned in my seat. “You know she’s no good?”
He nodded, driving to the green. “But, I have a plan.”
“What’s that?”
“Don’t change the subject.” He looked at me again. “Did you see her?”
I nodded.
“And?”
“And she made it clear I could fuck off and die.”
“She doesn’t mean it.” He pulled up to our hole.
“She seemed pretty sure for someone you claim doesn’t mean it.”
He shrugged. “Just like she hated you and you hated her?”
“I pushed her too far.” I shook my head.
“Maybe.” He nodded.
“How did you know?” I stepped out of the cart and went to get my club.
Dad met me at the back and smiled. “I saw how you watched her when she didn’t know you were looking.”
“Oh.”
“She looked at you, too.” He chuckled.
I grabbed my dad’s shoulder. “Judy is horrible to her.”
“She wasn’t exactly kind the night she told us.” He nodded. “So, I’m aware.”
“Do you really love her?”
“Son, I thought I did, but even I can make mistakes. I missed companionship, and I believed the shit she fed me. Don’t worry, I have a plan.”
“That’s good to know.” We walked around to tee off.
“Hey!” Henry yelled over. “We playing golf or admiring the green?”
“It’s gonna be my pleasure you kick your ass along with your friends.” Dad laughed and I felt lighter than I had before lunch.





Vivian 
2 years later
“Don’t forget I’m coming by for lunch and I’ll have Prez with me.” Jackson scratched his beard.
“I can’t just give you free food.” My head swayed as I shook out a no. “I’m not stealing from my friend’s family like that.”
My hands were in my hair, pulling it up into a bun when his hand grabbed my throat and slammed me against the wall.
“Damn it, bitch.” He tightened his hold. “When are you gonna learn to do what I say?”
I gasped for air and felt a strange tingling in my lips. Letting go of my hair, I tried to claw his face, as his other hand slapped me.
“You gonna take care of us?”
“No!” I gasped out and felt like I was far away.
He smacked my face again. “You gonna take care of us?”
“No.” I mouthed.
He shoved me to the floor. “I’ve had enough of your bullshit.”
My hands rose to feel my throat, and one of his roommates pounded on the wall. “I’m tryna fucking sleep! Shut up and shut the fuckin’ kid up, too!”
My hearing came back, and I heard Frankie screaming. There was only one way out of this now. “I’ll get you your damn food.”
“That’s all you had to say.” He grabbed my hair and yanked me up. “Go shut that little bitch up!”
I left my hair down and grabbed my shoes, throwing them into the diaper bag. Then I grabbed Frankie and got her in the car, strapped in and headed to Edith’s.
She needed me to cover her shifts at the diner while the doctor had her on bedrest. She needed to make it at least two more weeks before the doctor felt comfortable delivering her baby.
I couldn’t do this anymore. Frankie and I needed out.
Speeding through Sandcreek, I felt like I still couldn’t breathe. Not until I was safe in Harmony Point.
Before today, I didn’t mind working; it got me out of the house. The only downside was finding a sitter for Frankie. Not that she was a horrible child. Child care just cost so much.
As soon as I drove past the welcome sign for Harmony Point, I knew I was closer to a safe place. Frankie babbled along in the backseat, finally calm after our morning.
Pulling into the driveway for the Malone’s I got my daughter and jogged into the house. Mrs. Malone was in the kitchen talking with her husband and Gene.
“Mama M, I need help.” I crumpled to the floor and felt tiny little hands patting me.
Frankie was lifted away and stronger arms picked me up, carrying me to the living room. Gene sat down in a chair near Edie, and her parents joined us.
“Did he do this?” Edie snarled.
I nodded and took a deep breath. “You’re supposed to stay calm.”
“You’re a dumb ass.” She shot back.
“Dowass!” Frankie clapped.
“Let me take you to the ER.” Edie’s dad offered.
“No. I don’t want to.” Lifting my arm, I wiped my face. “I can tell nothing is broken.”
Silence choked the oxygen from the room.
“This isn’t the first time?” Gene’s voice sounded deadly low.
“No.” I shuddered, drawing my next breath. “It’s just the worst one.”
“Gene, you work the diner. I’m keeping Viv home.” Edie’s mom shook her head. “I’m proud of you for leaving.”
“No, please.” I begged. “I need the money.”
Mr. Malone rubbed his mouth. “Do you know where Edie keeps her clothes?”
I nodded.
“Get a turtleneck to wear under the uniform.”
“I’ll go hang out there,” Gene offered.
“Mom and I will watch Frankie.” He sighed. “If Edie goes into labor, we’ll bring her to the diner.”
“Wouldn’t be the first time we had kids running up there.” Mrs. Malone smiled at me. “You’re safe now.”
“Thank you.”
[image: image-placeholder]It took some fancy make-up skills, but my face looked almost normal and the turtleneck hid the bruises. Being here in the diner helping out kept my mind occupied, and that was a huge relief.
I refilled cups and greeted arrivals with a friendly hello, then put on a new pot of coffee.
The bells chimed again, and I glanced over my shoulder. “Welcome to That One Place. Have a seat anywhere.”
The small group walked over to a table as I picked up an order in the window and I heard Evelyn squeal.
“Angry man!”
Ethan’s voice sent a rush through my body that I hadn’t felt in years. 
He can’t see me like this.
“S’up little bit?” I heard them high five each other.
“I’m working since my sister can’t walk.”
“Why can’t she walk?” Dexter asked, signaling me for coffee.
Evelyn sighed. “Because some dumb asshole knocked her up.”
“Evelyn!” I rushed over. “You can’t say that.”
“Well, it’s what Big E said.”
“Bad.” I spun around and glared at Enoch. “Big E. Bad.”
He shrugged, smiled at me, and hit the bell twice. “Order up!”
“Evie, can you please serve those ladies in the corner their salads?”
“Can do, Vivi.” She rolled off on her skates, singing.
I filled the four right side up coffee cups. “Need menus?”
Dexter nodded. “Please.”
My eyes locked with Ethan’s.
Please don’t look at me so closely.
Keeping my smile in place, I walked over to grab some menus and saw Gene coming out of the walk-in.
I narrowed my eyes at him and kept my voice low. “You called him.”
“Viv.” Gene’s eyes looked sympathetic. “Mom called your mom, too.”
I felt unshed tears brim in my eyes. “Dammit.” Slapping the menus to his chest, I whispered. “They’re your buddies.”
He took the menus and went over to talk to them. The conversation was low, making it hard to eavesdrop, so I willed the tears away and busied myself delivering more plates of food and answering the phone.
No matter where I went, I could feel Ethan’s eyes on me and it took me back to our school days when he was always near. I used to love that feeling, but now it felt overwhelming.
The bells chimed again, and I turned to see who it was this time. The president of the local MC Gabriel nodded at me, as did the other two members with him.
“Mama’s comin’.” He winked, and I grabbed an extra cup along with the carafe to take to the table.
I smiled at them, and my skin crawled, feeling Ethan’s eyes on me.
Fuck! I hope Jackson doesn’t make a scene.
“Leaded.”
“Same.”
Maybe Jackson won’t come?
“There ya go.” I filled their cups and heard Ethan clear his throat.
“Excuse me, miss?”
Pressing my lips together, I turned to face him. “Yes, sir?”
“We’re ready to order.”
I nodded. “Be with you in one moment.”
His blue eyes searched my face. “Kinda warm for a turtleneck.”
“I get cold easy.” My shoulder lifted in a shrug, and when I turned back around, my heart ached. Seeing him tore me apart every time. I missed him. And our bantering.
Shit. Edie, please don’t go into labor. If you do and they bring Frankie here, it’s game over.
Taking a deep breath, I put the clean carafe in and set it to brew another pot before walking around to refill the cups for the customers.
I’m gonna have to tell him.
Gene came up behind me and I jumped. “You’re okay, Viv, they all want burgers.”
I nodded and scribbled the order down on the ticket, putting it up for Big E.
“We could’ve told her.” Ethan raised his voice, and it was like a trigger for me. My heart raced with each word he spoke.
“I know, but she’s doing us a favor, and I don’t need you hecklin’ her.”
“Eugene.” His voice dripped sarcasm. “I would never heckle your underlings.”
The door opened and Jackson walked in. And just like that, my heart shattered.
I should’ve told him when we met in the bathroom two years ago. I should’ve admitted I remembered. Instead, I listened to Jackson tell me Ethan was about getting his rocks off. I was nothing to him.
Panic shot through me, and I poked my head in the door to the kitchen, looking at Edie’s oldest brother. “Big E?”
“S’up?”
“I can’t breathe.”
He nodded and looked through the serving window, narrowing his eyes. “I need some onions from the walk-in.”
He’s getting me out of the way.
“Go on. I got burgers that need them.”
I nodded and went through the door and hurried to the walk-in. Once the door closed behind me, I sat on an empty milk crate that was flipped upside down and hugged my knees, letting the tears fall.
I hated my life. I hated Jackson. But with Frankie, I couldn’t get a place of my own. The worst part is I knew the Devil’s Aces had a safe house they tucked women away in and helped them get on their feet, but Jackson was a prospect with them. Would they even listen to me?
My body shook, and I rocked myself on the crate.
He’d know where I was. I needed another way.
The door to the walk-in flew open, and I heard Jackson’s voice. “Back off, lunchbox.”
He narrowed his eyes as he came in and the door closed behind him. “What are you doing?”
“Big E needed onions.”
“Uh-huh.” He glared and stepped closer. “I saw rich boy out there.”
“It’s a… a… diner.”
He walked over to me and I felt his fingers bite into my arm as he jerked me up. “You trying to make me out to be a fool?”
“No.” I shook my head.
“Why’s everyone staring at me? You tell them some bullshit about me?”
“I didn’t say anything.”
Because technically I didn’t, they knew.
“You know, this morning was an accident.”
The walk-in door flew open, and Big E grabbed Jackson by the collar. “Not in my kitchen, motherfucker.”
“I got the door open for a trash run!” Gene yelled.
My hand flew to cover my mouth as I watched him drag Jackson through the prep area and out the back door before it slammed shut.
The ladies having salad in the corner cheered, and the MC guys got up and left. Then a short woman I somewhat recognized came through the door and tilted her head, looking me over.
“Do you remember meeting me at the clubhouse?”
“A… a little.” Confusion filled me.
“I’m Diane. Most call me mama Dee or mama Diane.”
“Viv…” I shuddered out another breath. “Vivian.”
“Vivian, can I see your neck?” She tilted her head. “I can see the marks you’ve tried to cover on your face.”
“How?”
“Sweetie, I’ve been in your shoes.”
I don’t know if I nodded or moved, but her gentle hands moved the turtleneck and tenderly touched a few other bruised areas.
Tears fell, and I took a deep breath as the bells on the front door sounded and Enoch came back in the front door with the bikers.
“Do you have somewhere to go?” Mama Diane cradled my face.
I nodded, and she went back out to the dining room.
Enoch walked through the door, and I could see the table with Dexter and Henry was missing Ethan.
He left.
“You okay?” Enoch asked, and I nodded.
I wasn’t, but I didn’t have a choice. I needed to protect my daughter.
Gene came back in and sat down with his friends while I handled the other customers and I couldn’t stop looking for Ethan.
The rest of the shift went by smoothly and by the end, I felt more like myself than I had in years.
Big E handed me a takeout container of chili-cheese fries for Edie and I carried them back to her house, where she was snuggled on the couch with Frankie.
“You are my best friend.” She smiled up at me.
“Duh.” I laughed and handed her the box with a fork.
She hooted. “You even remembered the utensil!”
Frankie sat up. “Mmmm.”
“Yes, mmmmm.” Edie smiled and looked at me. “So why do you look like someone killed your dog?” She shoveled some fries in.
“Ethan was at the diner.”
Her eyes grew wide. “And? Did you wait on him?”
I shook my head. “I could barely think around him. And then Jackson showed up.”
“Just so we’re on the same page, I fucking hate Jack and I am so proud of you for coming here this morning.”
“I should’ve left a long time ago.” My eyes rolled back in my head.
“Why didn’t you?”
My gaze moved to the toddler with chili and cheese on her face and hands.
“Gotcha.” Evie frowned. “Did he ever hurt her?”
“No.” I smiled. “He, uh, actually kinda hated her.”
“Because?”
“Her blue eyes.” I dropped my head into my hands. “I fucked everything up, Edie.”
My phone vibrated in my pocket, and I pulled it out seeing my mom’s picture. “Shit.” I answered the call.
“Finally!” She sounded exasperated. “Do you know how long I’ve been trying to call you?”
“No?” Confusion filled me.
“Vivian, come home.”
Home?
“What?”
“Irene called me. She told me about what happened.” She sniffled. “Baby, come home.”
“I… I… have…”
“Vivian Leigh. Come home and bring my grandchild with you.”
I broke down in sobs and dropped my phone. I don’t know who picked it up or what was said. They let me curl up in a ball and cry.
[image: image-placeholder]After a shower and a change of clothes, I loaded Frankie up and made the drive to the mansion. The sleeping angel in the backseat was almost an identical carbon copy of me. And she’d removed her shoes and socks before falling asleep.
“Why?” I spoke softly to the interior of the car. “Why do you do that?”
Getting out, I turned a circle and opened the door to get her out. She sleeps so hard I swore a nuclear war could occur and she’d sleep through it.
I lifted her out, and she snuggled against me, content. Grabbing the diaper bag, I walked over to the door and rang the bell.
The door swept open, and Ethan glared at me. I saw contempt in his beautiful eyes and noticed his lip was busted.
Just what I needed.
He did a mock bow like he did two years ago when my mom and I arrived and moved so I could come in.
As I stepped inside the house that I’d ran away from, I felt like I was going to vomit.
My mom rushed down the hall to me. “Is that…”
“Frankie.” My voice trembled. “Francesca, I call her Frankie.”
“She’s got your hair.” My mom’s hand trembled as she reached out to stroke her granddaughter’s head. “You could lay her down if you wanted.”
I nodded and walked into the sitting room, setting her on the ottoman I watched Ethan fuck slutzilla.
Ethan leaned against the doorjamb, staring at me.
“What?”
“Nothing.” He shrugged. “I’m just waiting to see what the child of an asshat and idiot looked like.”
I felt my eyes narrow. “Look in the mirror and you’ll get the picture.”
“Hello?” Evan called out from the back of the house.
“In the sitting room!” My mom yelled back, and Frankie groaned, moving on the temporary bed.
“MAMA!”
“Shhh, it’s okay, grandma didn’t mean to wake you up.” I bent to pick her up and my mom gasped.
“Look at those stunning eyes.” She gushed as Evan walked up beside her and I saw tears in his eyes.
“My beautiful grandchild.” A slow smile spread across his face.
“Dad.” Ethan barked out a laugh. “That’s not your grandchild.”
My mom looked from Frankie to Ethan and then back at me. “Vivian?”
“I’m sorry.” A tear slipped down my cheek as I shook my head.





Ethan 
She lied.
“Vivian?” I felt my nostrils flare out, and my jaw clenched. “Is that my child?”
She nodded as tears streamed down her bruised face. “I’m sorry.”
She fucking lied.
The small head of curly dark hair turned and looked at me, a tear falling down her chubby red cheek. And when my eyes looked into hers, I saw the only proof I needed.
“How could you?” I sneered. “You’re no better than any of the bitches I know!”
“Ethan.” My dad stepped towards me.
“Fuck that!” I snapped. “She fucking lied to me!”
“Let’s lower our voices.” My dad held his hands up.
No. No. No. No. Not now. Not ever.
“You’re nothing but a fucking whore.” I punched the wall. “The apple doesn’t fall far does it?” I growled and stormed out of the house and into my car.
I couldn’t even look at her. Let alone breathe the same air.
My tires hugged the road as I sped away from the house. I felt guilty for two fucking years. Every day, I hated myself that she didn’t know or couldn’t remember our night together.
And she’d been keeping this secret from me.
My hands let go of the wheel and slammed back down. “Bitch!”
Her and her fucking cunt of a mother were the worst things to happen to me and my dad. I know he said he has a plan, but that was two fucking years ago. The bitch is still in our house, still using him.
I blew through a stop sign and parked in front of the diner. Sliding from my car, I slammed the door and rushed inside.
“Eugene!”
My friend was standing near the counter with his back to me.
“Eugene.” I growled, walking closer.
He turned around slowly and looked at me.
“Did you know?”
“That he was beating on her?” He shook his head. “We had an idea, but no proof.”
“No.” I slammed my hands on the counter. “That she had my fucking kid.”
“Frankie’s yours?” His face was stuck between shock and confusion.
His brother came out of the kitchen and joined us. “Lower your voice.”
“Shut up, Enoch.”
“That’s one.”
I looked over at Gene’s brother. He topped out at six foot six and was a beefy motherfucker. That’s how he earned the nickname Big E.
“The same day I see the woman I loved bruised and battered is the same day I find out I have a kid.” I threw my hands up. “Sorry if I’m a bit pissed the fuck off.”
“You have every right to be, Ethan.” He leaned on the back counter. “But did you ask her why?”
Gene picked up his phone and was tapping on it as he copied his brother and shrugged. “I didn’t know Frankie was yours.”
“And before you go tearing ass, maybe you should think about what Viv has been through.” Big E moved away from the counter and disappeared into the kitchen.
“Fuck this.” I grumbled and stormed out of the diner when my phone rang. Pulling it from my pocket, I answered. “What?”
“Wow.” Henry chuckled. “You sound great. Come over to my place.”
“Why?”
“Don’t be a difficult dick. Just come over.” He disconnected the call.
“Pfft.” I slid back into my car and the universe decided this was the perfect moment to rain sappy love songs my way.
Pulling out, I flipped through all the radio stations, hearing one song after another that made me think of Vivian.
“Fuck this.” I turned the volume down and sped towards Henry’s place just outside city limits.
I pulled into the driveway and followed it around to park by the garage. When I got out of my car, I heard screaming giggles from the other side of the fence.
“Henry?”
“Come on back, Ethan.” He opened the gate, and I walked into his backyard. There was a huge swing set, sandbox and various other toys.
Watching the small dark-haired boy run in circles, fall down in laughter and get up to do it again made me forget I was pissed off.
Henry pointed around the yard. “Yeah, my mom keeps buying him shit.” He shrugged. “She claims it’s her love language.”
“He looks too small for all of it, except that car.”
“Right?” He laughed. “He hates that fuckin thing.”
We stood there watching his son, and he finally looked over at me. “So I’m not the lone loser with a kid anymore.”
“Gene?”
“No, I swung by Edie’s earlier.” He shrugged. “I figured she could use some of Dillon’s things he outgrew and there was a little girl curled up with her.”
“What’s up with her?”
“They’re trying to keep her from going into full-blown labor to give the boy time to grow more.”
“She knows it’s a boy?” 
“Yeah. She’s not telling her brothers yet.” Henry laughed. “She’s afraid they’ll be terrible influences.”
“Jooosh.” Dillon waddled over to us. “Joosh, da.”
“Let’s go in. He’s thirsty.”
“You understood that?” I pointed to the boy, who reached up and grabbed my arm, trying to scale my body. “Uh? Is this normal?”
“Dillon, Ethan’s not a jungle gym.”
“Eten.” He leg go of my arm and wrapped himself around my leg, bouncing. “gid yap.”
Henry gave me a smile. “He, uh, wants you to walk with him like that.”
Chuckling, I followed Henry into the house, taking the most awkward steps ever. Henry went to the fridge and took out a sippy cup, holding it out for Dillon.
The boy fell backwards dramatically from my leg and then popped up and ran to get his cup. He waddled out of the room into what appeared to be a playroom, and I heard things crashing.
Henry shrugged. “It’s his room. He can do what he wants.” Opening the fridge, he took out two beers and nodded to the table. “Have a seat.”
We sat at the table, and he handed me one beer. “How did you know she was mine?”
He laughed and put his beer down. “She came up pregnant the same time Vicki did.” Henry shook his head. “So I figured it was yours.”
“I didn’t tell anyone we slept together.” Tipping my beer back, I took a drink. “She didn’t even remember it.”
“Oh, yeah.” He took a drink, then looked me in the eye. “I saw you. Everyone at the party that night started looking for you. I volunteered to find you. And found you I did.”
I sat there with both hands on the bottle, thinking back to that night.
“You were so pissed off when you came back downstairs.”
“I took advantage of her.”
“Um, not from where I was standing.” His eyes got big. “I was there long enough for her to push your trunks down and make the plunge herself.”
“Pervert.”
“Dude.” He laughed. “I also knew you were the one who fucked Jackson up.” He pointed his bottle at me. “And he ran his mouth about his conquest.”
“What?”
“Yeah, almost a month later he bragged about baggin’ the rich boy’s cherry.” Henry shrugged. “When Frankie was born, the math only made sense if she was yours.”
I scrubbed my hands over my face. “I’m a dad.”
“Whoa, slow down there.” Henry held up his hand. “You’re a father. You gotta be involved in being a dad.”
“Well, what the fuck do you think I plan to do?” I leaned forward on the table.
“Okay, you’re planning to be involved.” He held up his hands. “Don’t get married. Not because of Frankie. Marry for love.”
I looked at the sadness on his face. “Did you get cornered?”
“Yeah.” He chuffed. “Her mom and my mom. Can’t have a child out of wedlock. Think about our family’s name.” He mocked. “Victoria didn’t give a shit about me. She liked the money. She hated Dillon, went out partying all the time. Left him with anyone who would take him.”
“Damn.”
“Yeah.” He nodded. “The day I served her with divorce papers, we fought and she went on a bender, then tried to go around the train guards.” He slammed his hands together. “And bam!”
He looked in the room and smiled at Dillon. “We’re better off without her.”
“She lied to me.”
“Viv?” He nodded. “Yeah. Word has it Jackson got protective of her when she turned up pregnant. He was damn proud he had her, and she was carrying his kid.”
“And then?”
Henry laughed. “She was born. He didn’t want a girl, and when he saw her eyes… your eyes… none of us heard much from her after that.”
“Why are you telling me all this now? Why didn’t you tell me when it was happening?”
“Ethan.” He shook his head. “Would you have listened then?”
“I would…” My head dropped. “Not have listened.”
“Her pregnant with his kid meant you were off the guilt hook.” He drained his beer and tossed the empty in the trash. “Her moving out of your house meant you didn’t have to look at her. Didn’t have to think about her.”
“I can’t trust her.”
“You do what you need to. But remember to think about Frankie first.” He looked over at the clock. “I need to get Dillon fed and in the tub. Wanna join us for dinner?”
“Za, za, za, za, za, za, za.” Dillon pulled a teddy bear larger than he was behind him. “za, da.”
“We’re ordering pizza.” Henry laughed and picked his son up. “It’s one of his favorites.”
“Yeah, I’d like to stay.”
[image: image-placeholder]I got home and came in the back door. The TV was on and I could hear some silly kid’s show playing, telling me Vivian was still here.
A war raged in my head. I didn’t want to see Vivian, but after spending time at Henry’s I wanted to see my daughter.
Walking towards the family room, dread knotted in my gut, and when I stuck my head inside the room, I saw my dad reclined and sleeping.
I went inside, grabbed the remote and shut the TV off, and as I turned to leave the room, I heard him stir. “Ethan?”
“Yeah, dad.”
“I’m glad you’re home safe.” He smiled at me and then looked beside him on the couch. “Where’s Frankie?”
“What do you mean, where’s Frankie?”
“She was asleep beside me.” He put the recliner down and got up, rushing from the room.
I followed him out and we both searched the rooms for her. As I neared a bathroom, I heard water splashing.
Moving towards it, the door was open, and there stood my daughter, soaked from head to toe, playing in the toilet.
“What the fuck?”
“Fuck.” She jumped up and down and splashed more water. “Fuck!”
“Dad!” I felt frozen to the floor.
He came up beside me and chuckled. “You’re a mess, missy.”
“Fuck.” She giggled and ran toward us. “Up.”
“Pick her up, son.” His voice was soft in my ear and I stooped, lifting her up under her arms, pulling her against my chest.
Her blue eyes were the same shade as mine, and they twinkled with mischief. Her cold, wet little hands grabbed my cheeks.
“Hi.”
“Hi,” I whispered back, smiling at her.
“Fuck.”
My dad laughed. “You’re off to a great start.”
“Dad?” I turned to face him. “She’s soaked.”
“So change her clothes and diaper.” He shrugged, walking away.
I followed him. “How?”
“Meet me in the family room.”
As he walked away, she pointed at him. “Pop.”
“Pop-pop will be right back. Daddy’s got you.” He called out and went into the laundry room.
I carried her into the family room and her little fingers moved all over my face, feeling my skin, inspecting my nose and then pulling on my bottom lip.
“Whut urr ewe thoo-in?”
Dad walked in laughing, holding a small stack of laundry. “Sit on the floor with her.”
I maneuvered us down and looked up at him. “Next.”
“Take her wet clothing off.”
How hard could it be to undress a child?
She wiggled and squirmed and laughed and kicked and I felt like I was undressing some alien life form.
Once I had her down to her diaper, dad motioned for me to keep going.
“What if she shit?”
“Dit.”
“Ethan. Stop swearing.” He gave me the firm dad look.
Blowing out a breath, I pulled the tabs on her diaper and thankfully it was just heavy from pee or water.
Dad tossed me a washcloth. “Wipe her down.”
Frankie giggled when I wiped under her arms and when I got to her legs, I held one up for my dad to see. “Are they supposed to have rolls?”
“Chubby, happy babies do.” He smiled. “You looked like the old Michelin man.”
A chuckle slipped out and then dad joined me on the floor showing me how to put a diaper on her.
“Next one is on you.” He handed me some jammies for her. “Once you get her in these, we can sit down and try to get her to fall asleep.”
“Where’s.” I cleared my throat. “Vivian?”
“I sent her to bed shortly after you left.” He held his hands up. “I wanted time with my granddaughter and she needed the rest.”
“Oh.”
Frankie held still while I zipped her jammies up and then rolled over and grabbed a book, walking back over to me. She turned around and backed up into my lap, patting the book.
I picked her up and sat down in the other recliner with her snuggled beside me. Opening the book, she yawned, and I began reading.
By the end of the book, she was snoring lightly and so was my dad.
I didn’t have the heart to wake her, so I set the book on the end table and closed my eyes.





Vivian 
I sat straight up in bed, clutching my chest.
Where am I? Where’s Frankie? Where’s Jackson?
A sliver of sunshine came through the drapes, and I felt around on the bed for my daughter. When my hands didn’t feel her, I slipped from the covers and checked the bathroom before heading downstairs.
I ran down the stairs, trying to catch my breath and praying Jackson wasn’t going to show up. In my hurry, I missed the bottom step and fell onto the solid marble floor. Pain shot through my elbow and hip and I pushed myself up and looked in the study first, then the sitting room.
I heard my baby giggle and saw her trying to mix something with a whisk on the kitchen counter, with Ethan and Evan nearby.
My heart swelled seeing this beautiful scene.
“Mama!” Frankie pulled the whisk out, flinging something all over Evan and the cabinets. “Fuck.”
“Frankie.” I walked over to her and kissed her forehead. My thoughts were racing, and I felt my body tremble.
“Owie.” Frankie patted my cheek.
“Yes, mommy has an owie.” I looked her over. “What are you wearing?”
A voice cleared, and I stiffened hearing Ethan speak. “I gave her a bath in the sink and got clean clothes on her.”
“Thank you.” My voice was barely audible. “We’ll get out of your hair.” I held my arms out for her and she came right to me.
Without looking back, I turned and walked out of the kitchen.
“Where are you going?” Ethan’s voice gave me goosebumps.
“I’m taking her with me to gather our things and get out of your hair.”
Please don’t make me turn around and look at you.
“You’re not taking her out of this house.”
I can’t do this. I can’t fight him. If he pushes the issue, he can get a paternity test and have Jackson’s name removed from her birth certificate. And he’s got the money to take her from me.
I stopped and gave my baby a squeeze. “She’s my daughter.”
“Weh-hell.” He snapped. “Turns out she’s mine too, or did you forget again?”
Motherfucker.
“Fuck.” Frankie patted my back.
I set her down, and she did some jumping hops. “I’ll be back down in a few minutes.”
Walking away slow was the hardest thing I’d had to do yet. But I refused to let him see me cry. When I heard him say something to his dad, I took off at a sprint, taking the stairs by twos and tripped.
Fuck! I just want out of this house!
I hit the steps hard and felt my jaw snap my teeth together sharply. Tears blurred my vision and then I felt hands on my arm making me flinch.
“Easy, Vivi, it’s just me.” Evan’s soft voice soothed my raw nerves. “Let me help you up.”
“Please.” I sobbed. “No. I need to be alone.” I pushed myself up and took the last six stairs one at a time before veering off to go to the room I slept in.
This isn’t my house. That isn’t my room. I don’t belong here.
Last night I had a soak in the tub and that seemed to help the aches I felt, but after two falls I felt worse than I had yesterday.
Grabbing the diaper bag, I shoved my dirty clothes into it and made the bed. I picked up the bag as my mom entered the room.
“How did you sleep?” She smiled at me.
“Good.” I rubbed the bridge of my nose. “I need to go.”
“Go where?”
“Anywhere but here.” I dropped sitting on the bed. “Ethan hates me. I don’t live here. I need to go.”
“Oh, don’t you worry about Ethan.” She raised an eyebrow. “Evan will talk to him about how he treated me yesterday.”
That’s nice. It’s still all about you.
“I gotta bounce.” I shook my head and walked past her as she grabbed my arm.
“Vivian, don’t be ridiculous.” She looked at me in earnest. “Frannie belongs in this house. Her Dad is here, and her grandparents.”
“Newsflash! Her Dad hates me.”
She waved me off. “He’s just mad. He’ll get over it. Evan already bought Frannie some clothes and toys.”
“I’ll be sure to thank him.” I tried to pull away.
“Vivian, what is your problem?”
“You’re hurting me.” I pulled my arm free. “My problem?”
“Yes.” She put her hands on her hips.
“How about starting with her fucking name is Francesca? Not Frannie, Frankie.”
“Ugh, that’s a terrible nickname.” She scrunched her nose in disgust. “We’ll call her Francesca from now on. That’s classy.”
“She’s two. She doesn’t know what it means to be classy.”
“Well.” She pinned me with a stare. “I do.”
“No. I don’t think you do.”
“How dare you?” Her eyes narrowed. “What’s wrong, mom? Feel like slapping me again for implying you’re a gold digger?”
I stepped closer to her and watched her nostrils flare out. “I see you lost your manners.”
I barked out a laugh. “Well, between us, I was the only one who had any.”
Her hand flew up and slapped me across my already bruised cheek. She gasped and tears rolled from her eyes. “Vivi.”
“I’m outta here.”
“Damn it, Vivian. Stop and think about what you’re doing.”
“Walking away from you, and the people in this house? Nothing to think about. The only person it hurts me to leave is Evan, because he’s the only person who ever seemed to give two shits about me.”
“Then stay for him. You can give that child everything you never had! Clothes, shoes, toys. The best schools!” She smiled. “You would be a fool to not take his help.”
“Ah. No.” I laughed sardonically. “You mean his money. Right?”
“Money can get you…”
“I don’t want his fucking money!” My hands fisted in my loose hair, pulling it. “I don’t want a goddamn thing from him!”
“Lower your voice.” She raised an eyebrow at me. “Look around you. You and Fannie can live in the lap of luxury.”
Blowing a hard breath out, I shook my head and walked out of the room.
“Vivian.” She growled. “Stop being a bitch about this.”
“Me?” I slammed my hand on my chest. “I’m being a bitch?”
“What is wrong with you? I am trying to help you!”
“That’s what you call this?” I cringed. “No. You’re trying to secure your meal ticket because you know the mask is slipping. You were all about abortions the last time I was in this house with you! You told me that my child would fuck up my life.” I threw the diaper bag down. “But you know what? She saved me!
“Saved you?” My mother huffed and laughed. “By making you struggle to buy her basic needs? Living in squalor with that… that… animal.”
“How would you know?”
“I kept tabs on you.” She shrugged.
“Wow.” I glared at her. “Stellar parenting there. Couldn’t come to the door or call.”
“You walked away.”
“I did.” A smile spread across my face. “I took your advice, Mom. I got with the guy who was more my speed.”
“Vivian Leigh.” She growled at me, stepping closer. “That’s not what I meant when I told you that.”
“Of course not.” I laughed like a man woman. “You just meant I couldn’t be interested in Ethan because he wouldn’t ever look at my poor fat ass.”
“Viv.”
“Turned out you were right.” I kicked my backpack down the stairs. “I was just some dirty little secret. And having Frankie put a wrench in your plans with Evan. You couldn’t stand the thought of anyone being more important to him than you.”
“Vivian Leigh.” She glared at me. “You can come home, stay here and we can help you and Frankie.”
“Oh. Good. Now you got her name right.” I ran down the stairs with her behind me.
“I called you when I heard you were hurt.”
“But you kept tabs on me, mom. You would’ve known about it all. Every hospital trip, broken bone and struggle. No, this time you called because Mrs. Malone called you.”
“Judy?” Evan tilted his head and looked at her.
“Evan, we’ll talk later. I am dealing with my daughter.” She reached up and pinched her bridge.
He shook his head. “Take a seat in my office. We need to talk.”
“Pop.” Frankie ran out of the kitchen towards Evan and he bent to catch her.
“Hello, princess.”
She patted his cheeks. “Pop pop.”
The smile on his face tore my heart in two.
I shouldn’t have kept her from him.
“How about if you go with mommy, and get your juice?” He pressed a kiss to her forehead. “And then I’ll come read you a book when I get done with work.”
Frankie bobbed her head, sending her curls bouncing as he handed her to me. “Find a place to sit. I need to talk to you.”
I nodded at him with tears in my eyes. “I’m sorry.”
He cupped my face. “Sweet girl. You have nothing to apologize for. In fact, I am the one who does.” Evan leaned in and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “I’ll explain soon.”
Nodding my head, I walked to the kitchen, holding Frankie tight.
Ethan sat at the table and Frankie twisted, reaching out for him. “I can hold her you while you eat.”
I walked over and let him take her from my arms.
“You want another bite?” He offered her a bite of scrambled eggs.
Her mouth opened as she accepted the bite, and my heart cracked into pieces. Turning away from them, I took a pancake from the stack and some eggs with a slice of bacon. I walked over and took a seat across from them.
Ethan sat her on the table and got up, walking to the utensil drawer and brought me a fork.
“Thank you.”
Frankie leaned over and picked up my bacon, stuffing it into her mouth.
“I have some extra on my plate.” Ethan offered.
Shaking my head, I took a small bite of my eggs.
He drummed his fingers on the table, and then, in a soft voice, he spoke. “When?”
“When what?”
“When did you remember?”
“I had a dream about it, and a week after my dream, I had my first ultrasound.” My eyes stayed glued to my plate. “That’s when I found out I was four weeks further into the pregnancy and I realized it wasn’t a dream.”
“So you knowingly lied to me?”
I nodded and took another bite.
“Why?”
“Because if you really had feelings for me, you wouldn’t have hidden on the fourth of July. My mom was already disappointed in me. I didn’t need you stuck with me because of an oops.” I held my hand up. “And before you try to defend yourself, think back. Jackson claimed me and her. And things were mostly good until after she was born.”
“When did things change?”
I laughed. “When her blue eyes never went away.”
“Boo!” Frankie clapped and pointed to her eyes.
“That’s right, baby, blue.” I swallowed hard and felt a tear trail down my cheek. “Just like your daddy.”





Ethan 
I hated her.
“Was your pregnancy hard?” I played with Frankie’s toes.
“At the beginning, I was sick all the time.” She sighed. “Then I was hungry all the time.”
I had so many questions, but I didn’t know if I wanted the answers. “Were you pregnant on the boat?”
She lied to me.
Her head bobbed, and she took another bite of eggs.
“How did you find out?” I fed Frankie another bite of pancake.
“We took tests.”
“We?”
Told someone else, but not me.
“Me and Jo.” She shrugged.
“Is that why she left?”
She rested her head on her hand. “Yeah. Richard said something that upset her and she left.”
“What’d he say?” Finally, ground that didn’t tear my guts out.
I hate her.
Vivian blew out a hard breath. “When she told him I was pregnant, he said he was thankful it wasn’t them.”
Moron.
“So if he loved her and said that, why would I think you would be any different from one of your friends?” She covered her mouth and her shoulders shook.
“Mama?”
Her voice trembled. “I’m okay, baby girl.”
My hand reached out of its own accord and lifted her chin up. She winced in pain, and I noticed she was bleeding.
“What happened?”
“I tripped going upstairs.”
I let my thumb brushed the tear away from her bruised eye.
How could he do this to her?
“How long has he been hitting you?”
She tried to look down, but I wouldn’t let her. The pain in her eyes matched the pain in my heart.
Her tongue poked from her mouth, licking her lips. “Almost two years.”
Letting her face go, I shoved my chair back and stormed over to the sink. My heart broke more than it already had when I heard Frankie yell out.
“No! No! Mean!”
My hand shook as I reached into the drawer to get a clean washcloth and turned on the sink to get it wet.
“Shh, Frankie, Daddy’s not mean.”
I spun around to see my baby rocking, holding her little ears.
My voice was barely audible. “How much has she seen?”
Vivian choked back a sob, mumbling. “I’m sorry.” Over and over again.
Before I could stop myself, I was on my knees beside her. I pulled her into my arms and held her.
“He’ll never hurt you again.”
Frankie pushed a plate off the table. “Mo. Mo. Mo.”
Vivian took a deep breath and looked over at our daughter. “What do you say?”
“Peas.”
I didn’t fight her as she maneuvered off my lap and picked up the plate. She walked around the island and jumped, dropping the plate again as we heard her mom screaming.
“You backstabbing prick!”
“Keep moving.” My dad’s voice stayed calm.
“You will be hearing from my attorney!” She stormed into the kitchen. “Get your shit, Vivian. We’re leaving.”
Vivian was on her hands and knees cleaning up the broken plate and I picked up Frankie, holding her snug, covering her ears. “Vivian is not leaving this house.”
“Oh, let me guess, suddenly you love her.”
“Judy.” He stepped up. “There is only one person leaving today. And that’s you.”
“You can’t just throw me out!”
“Oh, I can.” Dad shrugged. “You broke the pre-nup. I have every right.”
“Vivian. You don’t belong here. Let’s go.”
“Actually, she does.” I rubbed my daughter’s back. “They both do.”
I watched him walk over to Vivian, help her up, and whisper into her ear. She turned her head and looked at him, nodding slowly.
“Judy. Please don’t make me call the police to remove you.” Dad smiled.
“Vivi.” Judy’s lips were pinched tight as she glared at her.
“Don’t go away mad, mom.” Vivian shook her head. “Just. Go away.”
“You conniving little slut!” She snarled. “You spread your legs for the first guy to look your way and spit out a brat.”
“Well, I had a great example to follow.”
Judy’s face paled, and she stormed out the back door, screaming obscenities the entire way.
Frankie pushed against my hand, so I let her up, and then a single thought hit me. “My car.”
“I had the locks changed last night. Her car was the only one not in the garage.” Dad smiled bigger. “I told you. I had a plan.”
“Oops.” Frankie reached for Vivian.
“Yes, mommy had an oops.” She came around and took her from my arms. “I can get you a new plate.”
“Please don’t.” Dad laughed. “I hated those awful things.”
Vivian laughed and set Frankie on the island so she didn’t drop her. “I accept your offer.”
“Good.” Dad looked at me. “Vivian and Frankie will be staying here while she gets her diploma.”
When she turned to look at me, I wanted to kiss her and tell her how much I’ve missed her. Instead, I nodded and left the room.
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Frankie wouldn’t let me put her hair up. She wanted her curls loose and wild, and she wanted the tiny tiara my dad got her on.
The bright red princess dress I found for her had cherries embroidered on the top, and a bow in front had a set of cherries that were made from bells. Every step, bounce, twirl, and motion told the world where she was.
Which was perfect for me since she was a sneaky little girl who liked to play in water, mud and pet anything that didn’t run.
Frankie and Dillon were building something with the blocks, and they didn’t want my help. I laughed, watching them struggle with some of their ideas, but seeing them work through it was amazing.
“When you getting your own place?” Henry joked, walking into the kitchen with a pizza from Nonna’s.
“I would’ve already been in a place if you hadn’t insisted I stay with you.” I threw a paper wad at him, laughing. “Whatever you do, don’t interrupt the build.”
“They’re at it again?” He smiled.
“Yeah. Each time, they do better than the last.”
Jingling bells sounded from the room. “Man, you put that dress on her?”
“She loves her princess dresses.” I shrugged.
He set everything down and came over to the table with two beers. “She looks like her mom.”
I took one beer and opened it, sucking down half the draft. “Durr.”
He threw his head back in laughter. “That’s how life works.”
“Thanks for giving me a place to put my head together.” I sat back, looking at my friend. “I’m done with school, and the next step is taking over at the firm.”
“How’s things with Viv?”
I shrugged. “She never talks about anything except Frankie. If I try to ask anything beyond her, she shuts me down.”
Henry shrugged. “That’s not a bad thing. She’s focused on co-parenting.”
“True.”
Henry raised an eyebrow. “But?”
“Sometimes I wonder what if?”
“You’re human, so that’s normal.” He chuckled. “Tonight’s the beach bash. You going?”
“Nah.” I shook my head. “I’m over high school parties besides ever since Frankie parties don’t appeal to me.”
“Now we know why the older kids passed the torch.” Henry lifted his beer. “A toast to the end of school.”
“Finally.” We clinked our bottles, and the kids came running out.
“Come see.” Dillon bounced around.
“Daddy, come on.” Frankie walked over and took my hand, tugging on it. “We made a castle.”
We went into the playroom to inspect the castle and I held my laughter in when Henry put on his serious face and asked the kids, “Have you called for all your permits?” 
“Of course.” Dillon smacked his forehead. “Fankie, did you call?”
“Duh.” She put her hands on her hips and swung her head. “I talked to the bastards for hours.”
My head whipped in Henry’s direction. “Nice, Walsh.”
He shrugged and laughed. “Frankie, we don’t call them that.”
“But it’s what you say. Unca Ree.” She threw her hands up dramatically. “No wonder it took so long!”
Henry and I busted up laughing so hard he leaned against the wall, and I had to hold on to the door.
Vivi’s gonna kill me because Frankie picked up another swear.
Once we calmed back down, I looked back at my girl. “Frankie, we gotta go.”
Dillon gave her a hug, and she blew Henry a kiss. “Dinner wif Pop pop.”
“Yep.”
I picked her up, tossing her in the air to make her squeal and the bells jingle, and caught her before walking through the house and out the front door.
If someone would’ve told me I’d trade my sports car in for an SUV I’d have laughed, but here we were. I opened the door and got my girl strapped in before heading to the yacht club.
She sang along to the radio and I heard her shoes hit the floor. It’s been two years and I still don’t understand why she does that, and when I asked Viv she shrugged and laughed.
“It’s what she does.”
Tonight dad wanted to celebrate not only me finishing college, but Vivian finishing high school. He sounded bummed when I talked to him earlier, because she told him she had plans for the night.
I wonder what her plans are? Maybe she’s dating again? No, Dad would’ve said something. Maybe it’s a first date?
“Daddy!” Frankie called out as she kicked the back of my seat.
“Yes?” I looked at her in the rearview mirror.
“Can I gets cocks.”
Pressing my lips together, I pulled into the entrance for the club. “Yes, baby, I’ll get you a kiddie cocktail.”
“Shanks.” She shook her body to hear the bells jingle.
I pulled up for valet service and smiled at the mayor’s son, Max. “No scratches, young man.”
“You got it, Ethan.” He called over his shoulder to the other valet. “Yo! Ethan wants us to tight fit it, and make sure he sees the proof.”
“On it!”
Smart ass kids.
I opened the door and got Frankie out.
I was once one of those kids.
We walked into the club and crossed the hall to The Sailing Fusion restaurant. Dad waved and helped the woman beside him from her chair.
She hooked her arm with his, and when she looked up, our eyes met.
“Mommy’s a pwincess too!” Frankie jumped up and down and my heart raced.
Vivian wore a slinky dress that reminded me of melted chocolate as it followed her curves, showing off cleavage, and her calves were highlighted in the heels she wore.
Frankie let go of my hand and ran towards my dad, who caught her and picked her up. “Let’s go to our table.” He motioned with his head.
My feet felt cemented to the ground as I watched her follow my dad. My dick swelled, and I knew I was in trouble.





Vivian 
My heart almost pounded out of my chest seeing Ethan standing there. The navy blue suit he wore clung to his body and had every woman staring at him. And I was no different.
I felt like a fraud with my hair up in a French twist, wearing a designer dress that cost over a month’s salary for me, but Evan insisted on gifting it to me.
I didn’t want to be here tonight. And I tried to get out of it, but when Evan kissed my forehead and told me how proud he was of me, I relented.
After my mom left, he helped me get on my feet to provide for Frankie and get my diploma. Without his help, I would’ve undoubtedly ended up as another statistic for teen pregnancy.
Ethan’s eyes were locked on my ass. I could feel it. My body burned with a fire I hadn’t felt since high school. Only this time, it felt stronger and more intense.
He doesn’t love you. He doesn’t want you.
“Maybe this dress wasn’t the right choice?” I whispered to Evan.
He pulled my chair out for me. “You look beautiful. I knew that dress would suit you when I saw it in the boutique window.”
“You spoil me.” I gave a half-hearted laugh.
He sat down beside me, forcing Ethan to sit across from me. “You’re the daughter I’ve always wanted, and the mother of my granddaughter. I’m allowed to spoil you.”
Evan lifted my hand and kissed the back, beaming at me.
Ethan waited for a booster seat and then put Frankie in her seat and pushed her in.
An old school friend came over with two kiddie cocktails, a gin and tonic with a twist of lime, and a glass of scotch served neat in a whiskey snifter.
“Oh my goodness, Viv, you look beautiful.”
“Thank you, Becca.” I smiled and looked down at the shimmery brown fabric, feeling my cheeks warm. “How’s things going?”
“Pretty good.” She clutched the small drink tray. “Richie and I just got married.” She held out her hand.
“That’s a beautiful ring.”
“Thanks, Vivi.” Becca took a breath, and I saw worry in her eyes. Most who knew her thought of her as a white trash Liz Taylor. This was husband number five. “Are you ready to order?”
“Green chick.” Frankie nodded.
“She’d like a Caesar salad with chicken.” I smiled across the table and caught Ethan staring at me. “I’d like a petite filet medium rare.”
Tuning out the men, I noticed my daughter had cherries all over her dress. When Becca walked away, I turned my gaze to Ethan.
“Cherries?” I nodded to Frankie.
He shrugged a shoulder. “I thought the dress was cute. I didn’t know they were cherries until I put it on her.”
Uh-huh.
“So what’s next for the great Ethan York?” I lifted my drink and Evan placed a hand on my arm.
“A toast?”
“There no toast, pop pop.”
Ethan chuckled and leaned over to Frankie. “It’s when you hold up your drink and say something happy.”
“Oh.” She picked up her glass with both hands. “I love you.”
Ethan and Evan picked up their glasses, and Evan looked teary. “I am so incredibly proud of you both. For your achievements and your co-parenting. Here’s to every happiness you both deserve.”
I leaned over after clinking glasses and pressed a kiss to Evan’s cheek. “Thank you for the opportunity you’ve given me.”
As I sat back, I noticed Ethan had a scowl on his face. I took another sip and smiled. “Now. What is next for you?”
“I step into my role at the firm.” He half-smiled and I knew something was bothering him. “What about you?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess work and Frankie.”
“No man in your life?” He lifted his glass to drink.
“Oh. About that.” I took a deep breath. “There is someone, but I don’t think it’s going to go anywhere.”
He scoffed. “Another loser.”
“Ethan.” Evan shook his head. “Let’s have a peaceful dinner.”
“Right.” He smiled. “Here’s to us.” He caught Becca’s eye and pointed to his empty glass.
He’s fucking clueless.
Evan cleared his throat. “Are you planning to start on Monday?”
Ethan nodded. “I know Dexter is coming in as well.”
“Drew is in his dad’s old office.” Evan sipped his scotch. “Losing Wallace was a huge blow.”
“Cora handled things so bravely.” I sighed. “And Drew thought nothing of quitting school and stepping up.”
“Well, there wasn’t a choice.” Ethan stared at me. “Wally junior is somewhere in the sandbox.”
“Do I have something on my face, Ethan?” I felt the sly smile that settled on my lips.
He pressed his lips together and looked away. “Nope.”
Becca brought over another gin and tonic, setting it down and collecting the old glass. “Your food will be up shortly.”
“I build castle wif Dewin today.” Frankie beamed proudly.
“How exciting!” I smiled at her. “Did you have fun with Dillon and daddy?”
“Uh-huh.” She nodded and danced her seat.
Seeing my daughter happy was everything to me. The guilt I still felt not letting Evan and Ethan in on her first two years still choked me.
Evan told me to forgive myself. And I might’ve been able to if Ethan didn’t hate me.
After my mom’s dramatic exit from their home, Ethan moved out. Henry offered him a room at his place and he left without a goodbye.
He filed paternity papers, got added to the birth certificate as Frankie’s dad, and said we should only discuss her. I was fine with that, but when we saw each other, he would inquire about my life and I refused to let my guard down with him.
Although I find it funny how he’s the one who tries to deviate from his suggestion.
I took a sip of my mocktail while the men discussed the office and the food came to the table. The chef thought Frankie was adorable and as a result; he made sure he chopped her salad up small enough for her.
“Mmm.” She held up her hand with a thumb’s up to Becca.
“I will let Chef Charles know you’re pleased.” She smiled at Frankie and my daughter giggled like a loon.
As I cut into my steak, Evan took a bite of his food and looked at Ethan. “Myles and I were thinking instead of giving you and Dexter a starter office, we’d give you our offices.”
“Where will you be?”
“Well.” He smiled. “We thought we would do a partial retirement.”
Ethan’s eyebrow rose. “Already?”
“It’ll give me more time with my beautiful granddaughter.”
“I thought she was in daycare?” Ethan looked at me.
I nodded. “She is, but your dad asked to spend time with her. I didn’t think you’d mind.”
“I just didn’t realize you were handing over the reins already.”
Evan chuckled. “Makes sense to me. You’ve worked there for the last four years on your days off. So has Dexter. We have every faith in Andrew, Dexter, and you.”
“Thanks, dad.” Ethan smiled and my panties got wet.
In high school he was handsome, kinda built, tall and girls tripped over each other to get to him. Now? He was drop dead gorgeous.
My mouth watered, and it had nothing to do with the food on my plate. Seeing him in that suit, how it fit him perfectly, highlighting his muscular arms. He had a perpetual five o’clock shadow and some chest hair peeking out from under his unbuttoned shirt.
My fingers itched to touch him.
He picked at the food on his plate, while he and his dad conversed and by the time we’d finished dessert; he was nursing his sixth drink.
“Dance?” Frankie’s eyes were wide and filled with excitement.
“Of course.” Ethan smiled at her.
“No. I dance wif pop pop.” She pointed to herself. “You dance wif mommy.”
Evan’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “That’s a wonderful idea, Francesca.” He pushed his chair back and came around, lifting his granddaughter. “We’ll meet you on the dance floor.”
I watched as they walked away, and movement caught my attention. Ethan pushed his chair back and stepped over to me, pulling out my chair before holding out his hand. “I think I can set aside our differences for a dance.”
“Um, okay.” I placed my hand on his, standing up close enough to smell his cologne.
He led me over to the dance floor and pulled me into his arms. Our bodies swayed to the music, and I made the mistake of looking up into his eyes.
“You look beautiful tonight.”
“Thank you.” I tried to swallow, but felt like something stuck in my throat.
My eyes fluttered closed, and I heard giggles nearby.
“Do you mind if I have Frankie for the weekend?” I felt his breath on my ear. “Since Monday, I start full time at the firm. I’d like to make the most of this weekend with her.”
“That’s fine.” My heart was beating erratically in my chest.
Something hard pressed against my body.
Is he hard right now?
His thumb stroked my cheek, and I felt his finger under my chin as he lifted my face up. “Thank you for being understanding.”
Nodding my head, my eyes zeroed in on his lips.
Does he still kiss the same?
I felt this unnatural pull to find out when the music ended and he released me as though I was diseased.
As he walked away from me, I noticed he couldn’t walk a straight line, but he made his way to the bar, lifting another drink to his lips.
Evan and Frankie joined me as we went over to Ethan and she reached out for him. He slammed the drink back and took her, bouncing her to make the bells on her dress jungle.
“Son, why don’t you come home with us tonight and tomorrow we can get your car?”
Ethan’s lips twisted as he booped her nose. “Okay.”
Shit. I wonder if he’ll use his old room?
Frankie clapped, and I watched him walk through the restaurant, into the lobby, and then out to the valet.
A sigh had my shoulders drooping. “Evan.” I narrowed my eyes at him. “You didn’t tell him.”
He shrugged. “Some things are better as a surprise.”
I shook my head. “He’s not gonna be happy.”
A sly smile spread across his face. “I think he might surprise you.”
We left the restaurant and joined them outside to wait for the car. The way I felt right now, having Ethan close to me could be dangerous.
“I, um, could drive your car if you wanted Ethan.” I took a deep breath. “Then your dad could follow us to Henry’s.”
“Nah.” He pushed his lips out, making a face at Frankie. “I don’t want anything from you.”
Ouch.
I looked over at Evan, who was still smiling.
This was going to turn into the biggest nightmare of my life. I just knew it.
The valet brought us Evan’s car and Ethan climbed in the back seat with Frankie and got her settled into her car seat. Evan opened the passenger door for me, letting me get settled myself before coming around the car and sliding into the driver’s seat.
Evan drove us all back to his home and by the time he pulled into the garage, both of the passengers in the backseat were asleep.
“I’ll get Frankie.”
He nodded at me and exited the garage.
I leaned over my daughter, unbuckling her harness, when I felt eyes on me. Glancing up, I noticed Ethan staring at my tits, licking his lips.
“Something you like?” My voice was flat.
“You always had big tits.”
“Ugh.” I groaned. “Glad to see you grew up.”
“I can grow up and still appreciate a woman’s body.” He opened his door and got out. “Sorry for the compliment.”
“Compliment?” I huffed. “You know what, when you fuck women like Grace, I’m sure that’s charming.”
I picked Frankie up and walked past him. 
“At least they’re honest.”
My heart shattered, and I didn’t look back.
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Don’t know what she’s so pissed about. So I looked at her tits? I didn’t touch them or even say anything until she did.
“Bitch.” I muttered and stumbled towards the house, watching her ass move in that dress.
Her curves made my mouth water, and my dick hard.
Once I got inside, I went to the study. Dad always kept whiskey in there. And if I was stuck in this house with her. I needed fortification.
“Ethan?” My Dad followed me to the study. “Do you really think you need more?”
“Oh, yeah.” I laughed.
Grabbing the decanter and a glass, Dad helped me up to my old bedroom. Once I entered, he closed the door and left me to drink in peace.
Everything looked just as I left it. Smiling, I went to the dresser and set the bottle and glass down, then kicked off my shoes. Next I shed the suit jacket, then unbuttoned my shirt, letting it fall to the floor.
As I stood there in my undershirt and pants, I pulled out my phone; and texted Henry as a courtesy.
Me:
At my dad’s for the night.
After setting my phone down, I pulled the stopper from the decanter and while pouring a drink; I heard grunting in the bathroom and quickly drank it.
My hand wrapped around the bottle again and I refilled my glass before stumbling to see what was going on.
Vivian was shifting around, trying to reach her back. Her dark hair, long and loose, hanging down her back.
“Issues?” I raised an eyebrow.
She heaved a sigh, and I saw the tops of her breasts jiggle. “I can’t reach the zipper.”
I stepped closer to her, setting my glass on the vanity. “Turn around.”
“Thank you.” Her gentle voice aroused me as she gathered her hair and moved it out of the way as I reached for the pull, sliding it down.
The soft material peeled away from her skin, exposing her smooth skin. I leaned in, brushing my lips against her shoulder, and felt her tremble.
She still wants me.
“Ethan?” She stepped away, letting her hair down, and turned around to face me.
I reached for her, pulling her against me. “Vivian?”
Her fingers shook as she reached up, petting the tiny patch of chest hair poking out.
Letting her go, I stepped back and removed the shirt, dropping it to the floor.
“What are you doing?” She tilted her head, and I stepped closer to her.
I shrugged and pulled her back against me. My left hand fisted her hair, and I slammed my lips over hers.
My tongue pushed into her mouth, and I felt her hands touch me and let go once before her fingertips moved along my chest.
She adjusted how she stood, and the material between us fell away.
Reaching up with my right hand, I cupped a breast, groaning when it spilled over my hand.
She tried to pull back, and I shook my head no.
Her fingers were cold as she slipped them into the band of my pants. I felt her undoing them, then she pushed them down my hips, taking my boxers with.
I felt her hand close around my cock, and we gasped at the same time breaking our kiss. She slid down my body to her knees, inspecting my dick.
“When did you do this?” She traced each barbell that formed Jacob’s ladder on me.
“It’s been a work in progress.” I reached down, taking hold of my erection, and traced her lips with my tip. Her tongue flicked out against my slit and I closed my eyes.
What the fuck is she doing to me?
I reached for my whiskey, swallowing the contents of the glass down, when I felt her mouth close around my head.
Putting the glass back on the vanity, I reached for her head, pushing my cock in, making her gag.
Her hands flattened on my thighs as she pushed against me.
I drew my hips back and pushed myself back down her throat, feeling her gag. Her moan vibrated my shaft and her nails dug into my skin.
Letting her head go, she pulled off of me with a pop and sat back on her heels.
“What?” I huffed, stroking my cock slowly, making the barbells clink.
Her eyes watched my hand and then traveled up my body, looking into mine. “I’m not your toy.”
Growling, I felt my eye twitch as I stomped from the bathroom, slamming the door. I stalked to my dresser, drinking from the decanter.
My fist wrapped around my dick, and thoughts of burying my dick in her sweet pussy again was all I could think about.
Pinning her against the shower wall, slamming into her over and over until I felt her cream ooze around me. Slamming my lips against hers, eating every moan and feeling those tits rub against my chest.
My head fell back as I picked up speed. I heard the shower turn on and it mixed with the fapping skin and clinking metal barbells.
I felt my legs tremor, and I fell to my knees on the soft carpet. My moans getting louder and hips bucked, wishing she would’ve kept sucking me off so I could have her taste my cum.
My body tensed and I slowed my fist, rubbing the head of my dick as I pumped out a mess on the carpet. I knew it would be a quick night the moment I laid my eyes on her in that damn dress.
Not wanting to see her again, I pulled my socks off and used them to clean up like a horny teenager tossing it in the trash after.
I lifted the bottle to my lips again, hoping to get drunk enough to forget she was in the next room.





Ethan 
I was adjusting my tie in the bathroom mirror when Frankie stomped in. “You weddy?”
“Almost.” I smiled down at her.
She threw her hands up in exasperation. “Huweeee.”
“Eager to see Pop pop?”
She nodded and showed me her backpack. I knew she had it packed already.
“I’m taking off!” Henry called out.
“Same.” I picked up my daughter and walked out of my bedroom.
“Maybe you’ll move back into your dad’s place?” Henry suggested.
“Are you wanting me out?”
He chuckled. “I just thought with Vivi there…”
“I’m not falling down that rabbit hole again.” I assured him. “I’ll go look at places after work. It’ll be a good way to unwind after my first day at the helm.”
Henry smiled and picked up Dillon. Together we went to our cars, strapped kids in and left.
I drove over to my dad’s with my daughter singing happily in the backseat. My head finally felt better after the bender I went on.
The only problem I battled with was I couldn’t get her scent out of my nose. Her voice stuck in my head and the feel of her skin. The way we touched Friday night didn’t remind me of our night together.
She was a woman, not a girl, and my perfect drug.
Pulling through the gates at the mansion, Frankie kicked my seat in excitement.
I felt my eyes roll back in my head and chuckled. Telling her not to kick the seat was like nailing Jell-O to a tree.
She was busy unbuckling herself when I came to a stop. The front door swung open and my dad came out dressed in jeans and a tee shirt.
“Well, that’s new.” I motioned to his outfit.
He ran his hands down his abdomen. “Vivi suggested I try it out for my retirement.”
I tilted my head, looking him over. “She did?”
“She even went shopping with me.” He beamed and opened the back door, lifting Frankie out. “Hello, princess!”
“Pop pop!” She wrapped her arms around his neck.
“I didn’t realize you and Vivian were so close?” My thumbs tapped the steering wheel.
“Well, she’s been living with me for two years.” He laughed. “It was hard not to learn about each other.”
“Bye-bye, daddy.” Frankie blew me a kiss.
“I’ll see you later, baby girl.”
My Dad narrowed his eyes. “Are you jealous?”
“Of what?” I scoffed. “That you got to know the mother of your grandchild?”
Better than I had.
“Uh-huh.” He laughed. “Enjoy work.”
I drove around the fountain and left for work with a sick pit in my stomach.
What if my dad and Vivian were together?
I shuddered.
That means she’s a whore like her mother.
Turning up the radio, I pushed her from my mind and drove downtown to the office. The traffic moved along with no delays, letting me pull into the parking garage beneath our building early.
Reaching over, I grabbed my briefcase and slid from my SUV. Dexter whistled at me and I waited for him to join me before we got into the elevator.
“You look like a sourpuss.” He hit the button for the main lobby of the building.
I looked over at him and laughed as he checked his breath. “What are you excited about?”
“Dude, my dad hired an assistant that is smart as a whip, gorgeous and single.”
“What happened to not dating the employees?”
“Fuck that.” He laughed. “I never really looked at Elena when we were in school, but holy hell, did she turn into a knockout!”
“Elena Lucarelli?” Shock washed over me as he nodded.
“Yeah, she went through a rough divorce, so she’s gun-shy, but I got all the time in the world.” He straightened his tie.
“We never really looked at anyone as more than a piece of tail.” I shrugged.
The doors opened and the older woman who manned the main desk smiled at us. “Good morning, Mr. York. Good morning, Mr. Barron.”
“Lucy.” Dexter winked. “You can call us Dexter and Ethan.”
“Makes sense since you watched us grow up.” I flashed her a smile.
“Your assistant asked me to find out if you’d like coffee, Ethan. And how you would like it.”
“Black. And that would be great.”
We walked over to the main elevator bank where Andrew was waiting. “Take your time, gentlemen.” He rolled his eyes playfully.
“We’re early.” I glanced at my wrist, checking the time.
He hit the button for the elevator, and we all stepped into the car when the doors opened. “We have a conference at nine. Your assistants will supply you the notes from the last meeting as well as get you up to speed on who is who.”
“Man, you just hit the ground running.” Dexter laughed. “More time with Elena. I’ll take it.”
Andrew laughed, and the doors opened. “See you soon, gentlemen.”
He stepped out of the elevator and walked towards his office. The doors closed, and we went up to the next floor, where Elena stood waiting for Dexter.
“Good morning, Mr. Barron.” She held out a coffee and fell into step with him as they walked away.
The doors closed one more time and took me to the final floor. When they opened, there wasn’t anyone waiting for me. I stepped off the elevator and walked towards my office, seeing an empty desk outside.
I let out a sigh and entered my office, setting my briefcase down before stepping into the bathroom. A soft knock let me know someone had showed up. I shook off, washed my hands, and almost swallowed my tongue, seeing Vivian standing there.
Her hair had been pulled back from her face. Her brown eyes looked tired. She wore a black skirt, heels, and a white blouse looking every bit an executive assistant.
As she walked over, I swore I could smell her sweet scent.
“What…” I shook my head.
“Good morning, Mr. York.” She walked over to me, handing me the coffee she had been holding. Then handed me the files from her other hand. “Black, the way you requested. And here are the files you’ll need for the conference.”
She turned and walked away from me, closing my office door behind her.
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I knew springing this on Ethan would be a mistake. You could see it all over his face.
My interoffice messenger went off, and I felt my eyes roll back in my head.
Lena:
Well? Did he flip out?
Lance:
Drew wondered if Evan told him.

Me:
He was surprised and didn’t say two words to me.
Lena:
Not even at dinner on Friday?
Lance:
I saw you at the club dancing with him.

Me:
You could’ve saved me. Cut in?
Lance:
Nope. That’s all you babe.

His office door opened, and he cleared his throat. “Vivian, could you come inside, please?”
Me:
shit. He had time to think, time to make a deal with the devil.
Lena:
Godspeed my friend

Taking a deep breath, I got up from my desk and entered his office. The same office I’d been working in for the past two years under his father.
He was leaning against the desk with his arms crossed over his chest.
“You wanted to see me?”
“What are you doing here?”
I crossed my arms over my chest. “Working.”
“How long have you worked here?” His eyes narrowed.
“Two years, Mr. York.”
“Is that how you got in good with my dad?” He made air quotations. “Working for him?”
“Are you implying what I think you are?” I felt my eyes narrow as I took two steps closer to him.
“Well, based on how your mother was, it’s not unreasonable…”
My hand connected with his face, snapping his head to the side, echoing in the office. “Bastard.”
I turned on my heels and walked out of his office, grabbed my purse from the bottom draw of my desk and went straight to the elevator.
My finger pushed the button, and I heard him calling my name.
“Vivian, wait.”
The doors opened, and I stepped inside the car, pushed the button to close the doors and hit every floor button.
When the elevator stopped on the next floor down, I got off and stormed over to Lena.
“That motherfucker implied I’m sleeping with his father to have this job.” My teeth were clenched, and I saw her tap something out on the keyboard.
She stood up, knocked on Dexter’s door, and poked her head in. “I’ll be back at my desk in fifteen, Mr. Barron.”
Lena turned back to me, flashed me a smile and came over, linking our arms. “We need coffee.”
We took the stairs down to the next floor, where Lance joined us, and then we went to the service elevators to go down to the cafeteria.
Once we took our seats in the back corner, Lance went up and got our coffees while we waited.
“I’m so sorry, Vivi.” She shook her head. “I never thought Ethan could still be that much of a prick.”
Snarling, I let out a sarcastic laugh. “I did.”
Lance returned and sat beside me. “Start from Friday night. And tell us everything.”
“Dinner was lovely. He and Evan chattered on about work and then Frankie wanted to dance.”
“Of course she did.” Lance laughed. “Her pop pop is her favorite dancer.”
“He really is.” I smiled at the thought. “Well, Evan suggested Ethan and I dance. So we did. Mind you, he sucked down six or seven gin and tonics.”
“Oh, lord.” Lance shook his head. “Brett was tending that night. We all know his drinks will put hair on your chest.”
“When I want to get wasted fast, that’s when I go to the club.” Lena agreed.
“Evan suggested he stay at the house. He agreed. He insulted me and then…”
Lena held her hand up. “Oh no, you don’t get to gloss off the insult.”
I frowned. “He stared at my tits saying it was a compliment, so I threw back when you fuck girls like Grace that must be charming, to which he said, and I quote, ‘at least they’re honest’ end quote.”
Lance took a drink of his coffee, as did Lena.
“Guys. I know he was right.” I shook my head. “Then I couldn’t get my dress unzipped and helped me and one thing led to another until I stopped because he was wasted and I didn’t want to be his toy for the night.”
“I’ll give you props for that one.” Lance gave me a high five.
Lena frowned. “So now what? Are you going to quit?”
“I can’t.” My shoulders lifted in a shrug. “I need this job and the benefits to take care of Frankie.”
“Well then, darling, find a bathroom. Fix your face and make him eat his heart out.” Lance smiled. “I’ve worked with you too long to train someone new.”
“Wow.” Lena laughed. “Way to make a girl feel wanted.”
“Look, I don’t know what you need. I bat for the other team.” He snapped his fingers, and we all laughed.
“Thank you both.” I nodded. “Time to get back to work.”





Ethan 
I hit the button and waited for the elevator to come back.
It should be back by now.
Pacing in front of the doors, I ran my hand through my hair. My face stung from where she slapped me.
The doors opened, and I looked over to see Dexter and Andrew stepping from the car.
“Wow.” Andrew chuckled. “That’s a record. Not even five minutes and an assistant walked out.”
“Where is she?”
Both men shrugged.
“Ugh.” I turned and went to my office with them following me.
“So?” Dexter unbuttoned his suit jacket and sat in a chair. “What did you do to make her leave?”
“Why do you think I did something?” I dropped into my chair and braced my head up with my hands.
Andrew chuckled. “Maybe the bright red handprint on your face gives it away?”
I blew out a hard breath and looked up at them. “I may have suggested that she got the job by sleeping with my dad.”
“Excuse me?” Andrew sat forward. “Tell me you did not say that.”
“The handprint says it all.” Dexter cleared his throat. “Good luck finding a new PA.”
My eyes closed, and I knew I fucked up. “How do I fix it?”
“I would suggest talking to her.” Andrew stood up. “And perhaps not letting your jealousy cloud your thoughts.”
They both stood up and walked to the door.
“Better read your file. The meeting is in an hour.” Dexter shook his head.
I watched them leave and scrubbed a hand over my face. Time to get to work. I’ll think about Vivian later.
My coffee was still hot, and I took a drink while reading over the notes in the folder she brought me. I sat back in the chair and looked around the office.
The wall to the left had a bookshelf, and there were several pictures of Frankie. Some with me, some with Viv, and some alone. 
In the corner sat a toy box with a tiny couch for her to sit at, and a smaller bookshelf with her books.
Every place I looked had reminders of the woman I’d loved since middle school, and the product of that love.
I needed to make it through my first day at the top then I could talk to Vivian.
Reaching for my coffee, I took another drink and went back to the note she gave me, making my own notes in the margins before turning my attention to my email.
In the middle of responding to a client, there was a soft knock at my door.
“Come in.” I called out as I kept typing.
A woman cleared her throat, and then Vivian’s voice slammed into me. “Mr. York, it’s time to head to your meeting.”
“Vivian.” I smiled at her. “You didn’t quit.”
“Quit? Because of you?” She let out a sarcastic laugh. “Evan wouldn’t allow that to happen.”
My heart raced in my chest, and my nostrils flared as she closed the door behind her.
What the fuck was going on between her and my dad?
I finished my email, collected my things for the meeting, and crossed my office to the door. Her scent hung in the air and made me want to grab her and kiss her until she went limp in my arms.
My eyes landed on the sofa, and salacious thoughts of her and my father doing god knows what sent acid through my veins.
I pulled open the door and saw her standing there, holding out another coffee. “Here you go, Mr. York, just like I used to do for Evan.”
Just like I used to for Evan. I mimicked her voice in my head.
Grabbing the coffee, I stormed away from her desk and went to the elevator. I could hear her answering the phone when the doors opened. Blowing out a hard breath, I was thankful for the distance from her. Right now, I didn’t want to smell her sweet scent or have her close to me.
The little voice in my head mocked me. That’s because your caveman brain thinks if you grab her and kiss her you can have her falling for you.
The elevator took me down to the tenth floor and I stepped off to see the office buzzing. Today’s meeting was with the department heads to meet them and do a check in.
As I walked through the office, some employees smiled and waved, others looked like they were about to be sick.
My dad told me there were both kinds, no matter what business you were in. Some wanted to please the boss, and some wanted to see the boss drown in the shower.
There was one man in particular who stood up with a rose. I slowed my pace to see what he was up to, and let my eyes follow him as he walked over to someone behind me.
“Morning, beautiful.”
Vivian’s voice kicked me in the gut. “Good morning, Roger.”
“The rose reminded me of you. I got it from my garden.”
“That’s very sweet.”
I turned around and glared at her. “Vivian, let’s go.”
“Yes, Mr. York.” She lifted the rose to her nose. “Thank you, Roger.”
“C… can I call you later?”
I glanced down at my shoes as he stuttered. When I turned my head her dark eyes locked with mine. “Of course.”
She walked up to me. “Mr. York.” She pointed to the doors at the end of the hall. “The meeting, sir?”
I pressed my lips together and followed her.
She’s not my sweet cherry. She’s a slut like her mom. My head shook. I should’ve known.
Andrew introduced us to the department heads and led us through the meeting. I couldn’t stop myself from glancing over at Vivian. She and Lena were seated beside each other and kept passing notes between them.
On occasion, Drew’s assistant joined in.
When the meeting ended, the assistants left, and we stayed behind to answer questions and get a feel for the people we would closely work with.
I was on my way back to my office when it hit me; she said she’d been working here for two years.
If she had been, why didn’t I ever see her when I was here? Was Roger the guy she spoke of at dinner on Friday? Was that why she didn’t want me?
Making my way to the elevators, I scratched my face. Maybe it was time to ask her some questions?
I stepped inside and rode up to my office. The moment the doors opened, I saw her standing there.
“I picked you up a smoothie to give you something else to drink.” She handed me the orange concoction. “Mango, orange, banana.”
She remembered my favorite combination.
“Thank you.”
She smiled at me, and it went straight to my dick.
Fantasies of bending her over my desk ran amuck in my head.
“You have three calls to return and if you’ll be having lunch in the office, there are menus in the top right drawer for you to pick from.”
I walked with her over to her desk and watched as she took a seat. Her phone rang just as I was about to ask her to come into my office, leaving me alone.
“York, Graves, and Barron, this is Vivian. How may I help you?”
You can help me by answering some questions and lifting that skirt up to show me your legs.
I left my office door open so I could hear when she hung up.
“Vivian?”
She stepped into view. “Yes, Mr. York?”
“Could you come here for a minute?” I leaned against my desk, took a drink of my smoothie, waiting for her to enter. “Close the door.”
Confusion marred her face as she did.
“Is there a problem?”
Setting the drink down, I walked over to her, backing her into the door. “Does my dad know about Roger?”
“No.” She shook her head. “I didn’t think it was something he needed to know.”
“Even though you’re involved with him?”
Her eyes narrowed. “Involved with who?”
“Well, so far, from what I can tell, my dad and Roger.” I laughed. “You hiding more lovers somewhere?”
“You ass…” Her hand raised to slap me again, and I caught it pinning it above her head, doing the same with the other.
“Maybe I want my turn too, Vivi.” My body blocked her from moving. I dipped my head, nuzzling her neck. “How come I didn’t know you worked here?”
“It wasn’t your business.” She sneered. “Let me go.”
“I don’t think so.” I moved to be face to face, whispering against her lips. “Do their kisses make you wet like mine do?” My tongue darted out, licking her lips.
“You’re an HR nightmare.” She growled and wiggled against me.
My lips slammed against hers, eating her gasp. She struggled against my hold, but the more my tongue fought with hers, the more she relented.
I moved her hands so I could pin them together with one hand, cupping her face with my free hand. The anger I felt at the start of the kiss changed, and I brushed my hips against her, letting her feel my erection.
As I pulled back to adjust my lips, she moaned. “Ethan.”
I opened my eyes and saw lust on her face. “Who do you think HR will believe? Some slut that works for me? Or me?”
Her face changed, and her mouth dropped open. “Let me go.”
“I’m just saying. You fucked your way here. What’s one more?” I loosened my hold on her hands.
“I hate you.” She pulled her hands free and shoved me back. She shook her head and opened the door. Her mouth opened like she was about to say something, but she closed her mouth and shook her head as she walked out.
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That unimaginable bastard.
This time, I grabbed my purse and headed to the stairs. Maybe running down fourteen flights would help me calm down.
If not, it at least gave me time to plot murder.
By the time I got to the main floor, I was able to plaster a fake smile on my face, wave to people, and head to the parking level.
Pulling my keys out of my purse, I took several deep breaths and made a beeline for my car.
My car. The one I saved up for and bought. The one I didn’t ask for help with. Who the fuck does Ethan think he is?
Growling, I hit the unlock on the fob and got in. I tossed my purse on the passenger seat and rubbed my temples.
I had a massive headache forming, and it had Ethan fucking York’s name all over it.
My engine purred to life, and I exited the dark garage and headed towards the diner. I needed a cheeseburger, vanilla malt, and an alibi.
This time of the day, people were on lunch break and traffic was heavy to get to all the restaurants. But at least at the diner I could hide in the back if need be.
As I neared the diner, I got lucky with parking and was by the door. I grabbed my purse and slid from the car, slamming the door and stomping over to the glass doors of the restaurant.
Pulling one open, I saw Evan sitting at a booth with Frankie.
“Mama!” my sweet girl yelled, and I left my anger at the door for now.
I walked over to them and smiled. “May I join you?”
“Absolutely.” Evan smiled as I slid into the booth opposite of him. “I already ordered you a cheeseburger and malt.”
“Who called you?” I sighed.
“Lucy.” He smiled. “We had a bet going. I lost.”
My head shook. “Evan, he’s off his rocker.”
“He’s jealous.” He chuckled.
Evelyn came over and smiled big. “You look so pretty, Vivi.”
“Thank you, sweetie.”
“Does Frankie want to play with Matt?” She gave me the weirdest smile.
With my eyes narrowed playfully I leaned closer to her. “Are you on babysitting duty and looking for a way to occupy him?”
She nodded.
Laughter took over, and I was almost in tears as I nodded. Evan lifted Frankie out of her booster and put her down to walk with Evie.
Edie came over with my malt and refilled Evan’s coffee. “First day with Ethan that good?”
“Fuck him.” My laughter calmed to titters. “He accused me of sleeping with his dad.”
Evan spit his mouthful of coffee out, covering my white blouse with brown splotches.
“I’m off tomorrow.” Edie smiled. “Vic suggested a girls’ day. Wanna play hooky?”
“Yes.” I nodded. “Yes I do.”
Victoria showed up in Port Stella a couple of years ago after her parents died. She needed a place to start over and ended up here. Edie was the first to meet her, and she took her under her wing.
Giggling, she set a straw down for me. “She got Paul to babysit.”
I joined in her laughter. “And he says he’s not interested in her.”
“Ladies, young men are often idiots.” Evan joined in with us and we heard her brother yell out.
“Order up!”
“Time to make the donuts.” She sighed and walked away.
I turned my attention to Evan and saw concern in his eyes. “He was acting jealous this morning.” He chuckled. “But I didn’t think he would take it that far.”
“Not once. But twice.” I put my straw into my malt and sucked down a large amount, making my head throb harder. “Ouch.”
“What else happened?” He sat back as Edie brought our food over, set it down and went to get the next order.
“He also accused me of sleeping with Roger.” I picked up a hot fry and took a bite. “Why? Why should it matter to him?”
“Silly girl.” He chuckled. “You know why.”
I rubbed my hands over my face. “I don’t know what to do.”
“Well, what are your options?” He squirted ketchup over his fries.
“I could quit and find another place to work. I could ask to be transferred to a different department…” I shrugged.
“Or you could fight fire with fire.” He winked.
I sat back and narrowed my eyes. “I’m listening.”
“My son has been in love with you since high school.” He held his hand up to stop me from talking. “I saw how he looked at you. And I knew.” He took a drink of his coffee. “The day he saw you pregnant, that messed him up.”
“I shouldn’t have lied to him.”
“No. But you had your reasons.” He nodded. “I know you’re nothing like your mother.”
“Thank you.”
“Now.” He chuckled. “Let him stew in his wrong thoughts. He can suffer until he takes a step back and realizes what a jackass he’s being.”
Pressing my lips together, I leaned over the table and whispered. “I’m still in love with him.”
“I know. And I know he feels the same for you.” He motioned to the burger. “Eat. We’ll work the rest out later.”
Sighing, I dug into my food and couldn’t wait to see what Evan had in mind. Maybe he’s right? Maybe it’s time to give Ethan a taste of his medicine.





Vivian 
My tiny alarm clock bounced on me, giggling. “Mommy!”
“Frankie!” I rolled over and tickled her tummy.
“Wok today?” She patted my cheeks.
I grabbed her hands, pressing kisses to them. “Nope. It’s mommy’s day off.”
“Yay!” She bounced on the bed.
“How would you like to spend the day with Paul and Matt?”
Her eyes lit up. “Puppies!”
I laughed harder. “Yes, and the puppies.”
The Bearded Barrel was a staple in Port Stella the same way That One Place diner was. Both had been here since the town was created and both were family owned and operated.
Vic had a Scottish Terrier named Baxter who accompanied her to work and had a place at the bar along with Tom’s Plott hound Lucy and Paul’s Labradoodle Charlie.
My little girl scurried from my bed and raced back to her room to get dressed. She’d hit the stage where she would do it, and didn’t want my help to pick out clothing.
Lord knows what that child will look like.
Laughing to myself, I rolled out of bed and stumbled to the shower.
A soft groan came out when flipped the light on and my brain tricked me into seeing Ethan standing there with his pants around his ankles, stroking himself.
His body changed over the years. He grew more hair in the right places that made hands itch to feel it. His kisses were refined, deadly. He knew how to hold me and kiss me, making me want to be on my knees in front of him.
And holy hell. The piercings.
I wanted to play with them, see how they affected him.
Would he moan the way the guy did on Pornhub?
Ugh. I hated to admit I spent my before bed quiet time surfing porn, but after that night, I needed something more than my memories to help me sleep.
Shaking my head, I turned on the shower and got in.
“Damn you, Ethan.” I whispered to the walls as thoughts of him pressing me against the wall flashed through my head.
Does he think about me when he jacks off?
I could picture him in the shower with me. Stroking his cock, teasing me with it.
My hand slipped down between my legs, and I shuddered when my fingers brushed against my clit.
Of course, I was wet. How could I not be thinking of him?
I moved my other hand over my breasts and felt my nipples tighten with my touch. Thoughts of Ethan ran wildly through my head. 
His naked body with me on my knees, looking up. The warm water hitting the back of my head, while I brought him closer to my eager lips. Teasing his crown and lapping at the tip. Just to hear him gasp.
Drawing him all the way in and sucking, knowing I’m making his knees weak. No hurry. I want him to feel the angst I’m feeling and have felt through all these years.
He’s got no clue that he’s who I thought about every time with Jackson.
My hand slid back down my body as the water splashed on my back. Parting my lips, I can feel the thick wetness of my excitement. Circling my clit, I spread my legs wider, pretending it’s his head between my legs. 
My breathing quickened as I kept stroking and teasing my hard nub, wishing it was his hand or his mouth working it and pulling it farther from its hood.
A soft moan escaped my lips, echoing in the quiet bathroom. 
I slid my fingers down, entering my aching core, pumping them inside and bring them back up to my button, working the bundle of nerves harder. I can picture him with his naked chest and the smattering of hair he has soft under my fingers.
The way I move my fingers had me on the edge of an orgasm, and I felt it building in my toes. My legs trembled as I pick up speed. Reaching out, I braced my other hand on the smooth wall to hold me up.
“Ethan!” I cried out softly, snapping my thighs together and holding my hand in place as I lean my head against my hand. “Oh, fuck me.”
When my body relaxed and my breathing was back to normal, I grabbed my poof and made quick work cleaning my body.
I’m so glad I decided to take today off. There’s no way I could face him after those thoughts.
Getting out of the shower, I put my hair up in a messy bun, slipped into my favorite jeans and tee and went to get my daughter to head out for the day.
The moment we entered the brewery, my daughter was gone. There were dogs to love on, so I didn’t mean shit anymore.
Vic gave the kids hugs and waved at Paul as we left for our day of pedicures and shopping.
The girls helped me find office appropriate outfits that had an edge to them. I wanted Ethan to squirm in his leather chair and drop to his knees when I left the room.
After shopping, we grabbed lunch and then headed to our favorite salon.
We were sitting at the salon, with our feet in the water basin’s when my phone dinged again with a notification. Ignoring it, I took a drink of my iced coffee and smiled.
“Okay.” Vic asked, leaning forward to see me. “What if it’s Paul?”
“He’d also message Edie, and she didn’t get a message.” I smiled bigger.
Edie laughed. “You’re going to make him work for the apology, aren’t you?”
“That’s the plan, ladies.” I lifted my coffee in a toast. “He made my life hell in school. I’m only going to repay him back in kind.”
“Beep beep goes the karma bus.” Edie relaxed in her chair. 
My phone dinged with a different sound and I flipped it over to see what Lena or Lance had sent.
Lena:
Girl, he is a full on storm cloud today
Lance:
I am so proud of you for taking a stand!
Me:
Thank you. I am taking a much needed girls day with Edie and Vic

Lena:
Awww, I should’ve called off to join in
Lance:
It’s never too late, hon
Me:
he’s not wrong

Lena:
I know, but Dex is being super sweet
Lance:
Oh how the mighty have fallen LOL
Me:
How is it you worked for Drew for years and never succumbed to his charm?

Lance:
1. he’s still pining over his first love. 2. he is picky about who he gets involved with and 3. I’ve got my eye on someone
Me:
Who?

Lena:
Who?
Lance:
My lips are sealed, ladiesBut I will tell you he’s a college student
And I met him through my brother
Me:
Ugh. Fair enough

Lena:
Don’t give E an inch. Make him work hard
Lance:
I concur. I can handle him and his mood. You enjoy your mental health day
Me:
you guys are the best!

I closed that window and looked at the string of messages Ethan sent.
Asshat:
Where are you?
Are you ignoring me?
Where are you?
I told you to be on time.
This isn’t funny Vivian
Where the hell is my schedule?
Stop ignoring me!
Damn it! I need your help.
I threw my head back in laughter.
“What?” Edie turned to look at me.
“I’ve got a string of messages from Ethan. He’s lost.”
Edie and Vic laughed, and we all took another sip of our coffee’s.
This really was the best decision I’d made in a long time.
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I tapped my pen in irritation on the desk. Vivian wasn’t here when I showed up and after an hour of waiting, I texted her to no avail.
As a matter of fact, I’ve been steadily texting her, and she’s been ignoring me.
Lance strolled into my office and smiled. “I have your schedule. You’ll need to get your own coffee. You can call down to the cafeteria and ask to have one brought up, but I suggest being polite if you do.”
“Where’s Vivian?”
Lance shrugged. “I’m not her keeper.”
“Did she quit?” I threw my hands up in frustration. “Or is today her day off?”
“Ethan.” He sighed. “I do not know her exact schedule. You may want to call her, or perhaps your father, to get you sorted.”
“How did you know I needed my schedule?” My eyes narrowed.
Lance chuckled. “I have been working here with Andrew for two years, and for six years with his father. I know how this office runs and I am the lead assistant. Elena and Vivian are both quite proficient at their jobs. Without her here, Andrew merely suggested I offer my assistance.”
I wasn’t sure what just happened, but I knew that man had just slapped me down verbally.
“Thank you, Lance.”
“You are welcome.” He strolled back to the door. “Should you require my assistance my extension is one-zero-one-three.”
He left my office, and I looked down at my schedule. I had an appointment at nine with my father.
I let out a sigh of relief.
He can walk me through things. And maybe he knows where Vivian is.
Forty minutes later, my dad walked in with two coffees. “How is your morning?”
“Did you see Vivian at her desk?”
“No.” He smiled.
“You know where she is!” I pointed at him as he handed me a coffee.
“I do.” He took a seat in the chair across from me.
“Where is she?”
He shook his head. “After how you treated her yesterday, she was well within her rights to not show up today.”
I leaned back in my chair and took a drink of my coffee.
“Let me ask you something.” His face lost the smile, and his eyes were serious. “Have I ever done anything to give you the idea younger girls are my preference?”
“No.”
He nodded. “Do you think so little of me that you assume I would sleep with the mother of my granddaughter whom my son loves?”
Guilt filled my soul, and I shook my head.
“Jealousy doesn’t look good on you, Ethan.”
“Dad. I…”
“Forgot how to treat a woman and decided to be a dick?” He lifted his coffee to his lips. “You’re lucky she didn’t quit.”
“She didn’t?” I felt like I couldn’t breathe. “She’ll be back?”
Dad sighed. “You’ll have to ask her. Why don’t you join us for dinner?”
“She… we… I…”
“Are a moron who forgot how to use words?” He supplied.
I chuckled and took another drink. “Is she seeing Roger?”
“That you need to ask her.”
“She won’t talk to me…”
“Have you ever thought to ask her why?” He crossed his leg and stared at me.
I turned the schedule around and pointed at the abbreviations I didn’t know. “Can you fill in the blanks for me?”
“Those are notes for the assistants.” He looked them over. “If there’s something you need to know about those, Vivian will tell you.”
“Dad.” I shook my head. “I don’t know if I can work with her.”
“She’s a hell of an assistant, but if you want someone else, you’ll have to hire them.”
“Dad.” My eyes grew wide. “What kind of asshole would I be to fire my daughter’s mother?”
“A pretty big one.” He winked. “Come to dinner, talk to her, and then decide.” He stood up and stretched.
“Must be nice.” I laughed.
“It is.” He chuckled. “I’m headed to the Bearded Barrel for lunch, then we’re off to play some holes.”
“Have a good day, dad.”
“I’d tell you to do the same, but you’ll be running yourself ragged without your hands.”
He left, and I glanced over the schedule.
He’s right. Without an assistant, I’m up to my ass in confusion.
Picking up my phone, I shot off one last test to Vivian.
Me:
Can we talk later?
My Dad wouldn’t have had her as an assistant for two years if she wasn’t up to his standards. Maybe if I apologize, we can have a do-over.
It’s never as much of a no as not asking.
Vivian still hadn’t responded to my messages, so to prove a point to myself, I sent her one last message.
Me:
How’s Frankie?
Vivian:
She’s good, she’s been playing with the dogs at BB.

“If it has to do with Frankie, she’ll talk to me.” I tossed my phone down on the desk and felt like an ass. She responded immediately about our daughter, letting me know my place.
Lance popped in to check on me a few more times throughout the workday and by the time it was five I felt like I survived in a jungle, where my plane crashed, and everything was on fire.
On my way down to the parking level I thought about stopping for flowers, but that felt cliché.
And she would call me out on my bullshit.
Maybe a bottle of wine, to help break the ice?
Liking that idea more, I drove out to the local vineyard and picked up a bottle for dinner and an ice wine for dessert. Then I went to my dad’s for dinner.
Once I got there, I took the gift bag of wines and went inside. The house was unusually quiet as I poked my head in all the rooms on my way to the kitchen.
Vivian was singing as she chopped vegetables. I leaned against the doorjamb and watched her move around the kitchen.
She lifted the cutting board, sliding the veggies into the salad bowl, and then set the dirty items in the sink.
Turning back to the stove, she set her heat and seasoned the steaks while the pan came up to temp.
Vivi was so into her groove she didn’t notice me set the bag down and come up behind her. My hands settled on her hips, pulling her back against me, and I felt her stiffen.
I needed to feel her.
I pressed my lips against her ear. “You weren’t at work today.”
I missed you.
She relaxed and lifted a shoulder in a careless shrug. “My boss was an asshat.”
“Viv.” I pressed a kiss under her earlobe and she shivered. “I was.”
Feeling her stiffen again, her voice stayed low. “I don’t belong to you, Ethan. I have my own life.”
My fingers dug into her soft skin, and my voice strained. “I know.”
Her body trembled against mine. “Do you want me to come back tomorrow?”
She added the steaks to the pan and slipped from my hold, going to get something from the fridge.
“Yes.”
Her back was to me still. “And you’ll behave?”
“I can’t promise to never be an asshole, but I won’t pry into your life.”
Even though I want to know who you’re dating.
“Good.” She moved over to the cabinet and took out four plates, handing them to me. “Go set the table for dinner.”
Her eyes looked like she’d been crying, and I felt my heart crumble. I didn’t know if I was the cause or her new man.
I went back and got the wine for dinner and then went to find my dad and Frankie for dinner. They were in the bathroom washing up.
“Dinner’s ready.”
Frankie turned and squealed. “Daddy!”
“Baby girl!” I reached for her. “I brought wine, dad.”
“What? No flowers?” He chuckled.
Rolling my eyes, I took Frankie to the dining room and got her settled in her seat.





Vivian 
I took the pan of hot dinner rolls out of the oven and moaned at the scent. Not much smells better than fresh baked bread.
Unless it’s Ethan.
Popping them from the pan into a bread basket, I carried them into the dining room and saw Ethan got Frankie settled. When I looked over at Evan, he winked at me.
Oh, Lord. Now what is he planning?
I took my seat and waited for the men to sit down. Once they did, we passed the food round and, as I cut up some steak for Frankie, Evan cleared his throat.
“So, I’ve been doing some thinking, Ethan.” He lifted a bite to his lips. 
“About?” He lifted his wine and took a drink.
“I think you should take this house.”
Ethan coughed and pounded a fist against his chest as though he was choking. “I’m sorry?”
Using his fork, Evan motioned around him. “It’s a lot of house for me now that I’m retired. When Rose and I got it, we planned to fill it with children. It’s meant for a family.”
“Me rose.” Frankie danced in her seat and took a bite.
“Your name is Francesca.” Ethan smiled at her.
“Franchestica Rose Ork.”
Ethan’s face went pale as he turned back to me. “You… her…”
“Did you forget how to speak?” I teased. “Her name is Francesca Rose York. It’s on her birth certificate.”
“You named her after my mom?” His voice was barely audible.
I nodded and took another bite. “My grandma, your mom.”
He slammed the rest of his wine down, refilled his glass and then took a bite of the steak.
Evan smiled at me. “Now, back to what I was saying.”
“I’m not following.” Ethan took another gulp of wine. “It’s your house.”
“Well, Vivi’s talked about moving out and…”
“Wait.” He held up his hand and shook his head. “Where are you going?” Ethan turned to me. “Why can’t you stay here?”
“You can’t be serious?” I tittered and spread butter on my roll.
“What?” He looked confused. “This house is Frankie’s home. It’s got the garden, and the big jungle gym with her playhouse.”
“But if Evan is moving out and you’re moving in, you can’t want to live with me.” I gave him a side eye and took a drink of wine, wishing it was something stronger.
“I tried to tell her, son, that you could take the master bedroom on the other side of the house and you’d almost never see each other.” He took a drink of wine. “That way Frankie would have you both here, available.”
“Well, that would make sense.” Ethan nodded and shrugged. “But… where are you planning to move to?”
“I was thinking about my yacht for now.” He smiled. “I could sail a bit, be close by. Take Frankie on vacation before school next year.”
Chewing slowly I watched Ethan’s face shift and change as he thought it all over. “Would you be amenable to not bringing who you’re dating around to protect Frankie?”
I smiled and took a drink of my wine. “Could you?”
Ethan’s eyebrow raised, and his voice was flat. “I think I’ll manage.”
I saw Evan fighting a laugh, and I shook my head.
We all continued eating and when we finished, Ethan helped me clear the table while Evan took Frankie outside to play.
Standing at the sink, I rinsed the dishes while he loaded the dishwasher and a strong feeling of déjà vu washed over me.
Ethan’s warm body pressed into my back, and his scruff tickled my cheek. “This seems oddly familiar.”
And so different.
I felt his breath against my skin as his nose moved around on my cheek. “You smell sweet, like cherries.”
“Smell a lot of cherries?” I felt his hand move up my side, tracing my curves.
His lips moved back and captured my earlobe. “Mmm.”
Ethan’s hand moved further up, cupping my breast, then I felt his fingers pinch my nipple, causing me to gasp.
My voice came out in a whisper. “I still hate you.”
His hand reached up, fisting my hair, as he pulled my head back, slamming his lips against mine. My wet hand reached up, holding his head in place as he deepened the kiss.
I love you.
My body craved him, and I wanted to tear his clothes off. This was as good of a place as any.
He broke the kiss and stepped back, his thumb wiping his bottom lip. “Don’t be late tomorrow.”
I watched as he left the kitchen, leaving me with an itch I had to scratch alone later.
Asshole.
Evan came into the kitchen as I closed the dishwasher and started it. “I think tonight went well.”
Turning around, I faced him. “That was good?”
He laughed. “When I met Rose, she tossed up roadblocks at every nice thing I did.”
“So you stalked her?” I laughed.
“No.” He sat at the island. “But I didn’t take no for an answer.”
“You beat her resolve down.” I nodded.
“Her parents didn’t like me. I came from money.”
I sighed. “They were the opposite of my mom.”
“Very much so.” He sighed. “I started seeing her mask slipping sooner than everyone thinks.”
“Why stay with her so long?”
“You.” He shrugged. “I was able to make a difference in your life and then Frankie came along, and when I saw her in the hospital…”
“Wait.” My heart beat wildly in my chest, “I didn’t know you came to the hospital.”
He nodded. “Call it a hunch, and when I saw her, I knew she was my grandchild.”
“You.” My mouth flew to my hand. “You’re the one who paid the bill.”
Evan nodded. “I’m also the reason he had a job at all.”
“I don’t deserve you.” I wiped the tears away.
“Oh my sweet girl, you absolutely do.” He smiled. “And give Ethan time. He’ll figure it out.”
“Oh, Evan, I hope so.”
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Operation make Ethan eat his heart out is now in motion.
I did one last check of my deep red lips and smokey eyes and strode from the private bathroom in his office, making sure to spray my body spray on the hand towel on the sink.
This was an entirely new feeling for me. I’ve spent my life trying to be invisible, and now? Now I want him to admit he sees me.
Shoulders back, girls out, I grabbed the coffee and walked over to the elevator. The car dinged, and the doors opened, exposing a tired-looking Ethan.
“Coffee.” I handed it to him and fell in step beside him. “You have a meeting at nine with Drew and Dexter. At eleven you have a pop in with the interns on floor four. Would you like lunch in your office or will you be going out?”
He looked over and snapped his head straight. “In.”
“Surprise? Or would you like to choose?”
“Surprise.”
“Pardon me, Ethan. You sound grumpy.”
He stopped and looked at me, his head moving from my eyes down my body and back up. “I had trouble sleeping.”
“I’ll keep the coffee coming.” I flashed a smile at him. “Do you need anything else from me, sir?”
He closed his eyes for a moment and then turned away from me. “No.”
Walking to his office, he slammed the door behind him and I covered my mouth to stifle my laughter.
One point for me. One set of blue balls for Ethan.
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That goddamned red lipstick.
I leaned against my door, trying to catch my breath. My slacks were too tight and confining and I wanted to open them, push her to her knees and watch her suck on me.
It’s official. I’m going through a second puberty, because my dick has a mind of his own again.
She smelled like sin this morning, and her cleavage looked inviting encased in the dark blue material.
Shaking my head to clear her from my senses, I went into my bathroom and splashed cool water on my face. I reached for the towel and pressed it to my face, inhaling her scent.
“I’m so fucked.” The soft terry cloth muffled my voice.
Throwing the towel down, I stalked to my desk, unbuttoned my suit jacket, flopped in the leather chair, and turned my computer on.
I adjusted my tie and pulled up my emails. The most recent was from Vivian and I clicked on it to see what she sent.
My screen filled with a picture of her with a demure smile, and her cleavage took center stage. I reached down to adjust my dick, trying to move it to a more comfortable position, which was a task since it could drill a hole in the wood of my desk currently.
A follow up email popped up.
Oh no! I’m sorry Ethan, I meant to send that to someone else. Please ignore the previous email.
My hand reached up, and I tapped a finger against my lips.
Someone else?
Anger coursed through my veins, mixing with lust. My dick throbbed painfully in my pants, and there was a quick knock at the door before she came in.
The tops of her breasts jiggled with every step she took closer to me, and then she leaned over my desk, setting down three small pink pieces of paper.
“Here’s your missed calls.” Her dark eyes twinkled with mischief.
She knows what she’s doing to me.
“Who was the picture for?” My voice came out on a growl.
She narrowed her eyes at me, and instead of intimidating, she looked sexier. If that was even possible.
“Not your concern.” She puckered her red lips. “Will you be at the house for dinner tonight? Or will you be waiting until the weekend to move in?”
I leaned closer to her, my head swimming in her scent. “Which would you prefer?”
“Makes no difference to me.” She leaned in closer, her breath on my lips. “I’ve got plans already.” She stood up, winked at me, then walked away.
My hands bunched into fists as my eyes locked onto her ass, watching every step.
She thinks she can beat me into submission? It takes more than curves, big tits and deep red lips to bring me to my knees.
My dick wept in my pants, leaving wet spots, and if it could talk, I’m pretty sure it’d call me out on my bullshit.
I checked the time, pulled her picture back up, and unbuttoned my pants. My fist wrapped around my base and I pulled up, squeezing my cock to feel the piercings. I felt my skin pucker up with goosebumps.
She could fit under my desk. Keep those dark brown eyes on mine, as those red lips opened to swallow me.
Her tongue would feel so good, licking up my length. My hand tangled in her hair.
“Mm, yeah, Viv.” I let my head fall back against the chair, my eyes closed, picturing her there.
Or I could bend her over the desk and plunge inside. It’s been too long since I got laid last, and even longer since I was buried deep inside her.
Those who say the best way to get over someone is to get under someone never felt Vivian’s tight, velvet pussy squeezing their dick.
The couch, chairs, desk weren’t safe. I’d take her on every surface. And home? Fuck. So many rooms, so many options.
My fist picked up the pace, making my piercings bump into each other, sending sparks of ecstasy through my body.
I gasped for air and moaned softly. “You want my cum, don’t you, baby?”
My orgasm rushed to the surface, and I popped my eyes open, realizing I had nothing near me to clean up with. “Shit!”
I lifted my head up and saw Vivi standing there, watching as the first burst came out. She leaned over, covering me with a towel, winked at me and left my office as my dick kept spitting.
“Guess we both had something the other shouldn’t see.” Her voice was husky, and she looked back at me before closing the door.
She wants to play, let’s go.
I cleaned myself up.
Game on, sweetheart.





Ethan 
Vivian knocked and opened the door. “Are you decent?”
Outside my door, I heard chuckles from Drew and Dexter.
I made a tsk sound. “Think you’re cute?”
She laughed and opened the door, letting them enter. “Can I get you gentlemen coffee?”
“That would be good.” Drew looked back at her. “Would you mind grabbing…”
“A tray of the raspberry Danish you like?” She smiled. “Not a problem, Mr. Graves.” She let her eyes linger on me before she closed the door.
The guys took a seat in the chairs, and Dexter shook his head.
“What?”
“You’ve got it bad.”
I sat there quiet.
“Evan told me you had a thing for her. I never thought I’d see the great and powerful Ethan York fall so hard.”
My hands folded on my desk, and I sighed. “And now my dad wants me to move back to the house and live there with her and co-parent.”
Drew coughed, trying to hide his laughter.
“What?” I felt myself glaring at him.
“Dude.” He held his hands up in surrender. “I’m still in love with my middle school sweetheart. I’m not one to judge.”
Middle school. That’s when this whole fucking mess started. Her wild curls bouncing as she ran down the hall to not be late, and one of Grace’s lackey’s tripped her, sending her flying. She could’ve easily retaliated. Instead. She picked up her books and papers, shrugged and smiled at the bitch. “It’s okay. I know you don’t know any better.”
That was the moment I set my sights on her. I had to know how far she would go. Would she always rise to the occasion?
“You there?” Dexter snapped his fingers at me.
“Shit.” I sighed.
Dexter pulled out his phone and tapped it a few times. The ringing from his phone filled the office. He held up a finger and when the call connected, Gene’s voice came out.
“What’s up, Dex?”
“He figured it out.” He barked out a laugh. “You owe me fifty.”
“Fucker.” Gene huffed into the phone and the call ended.
“You bet on me?” I stared at Dexter in mock anger.
He nodded and tapped on the phone again, setting it on my desk. This time, Henry answered.
“Lemme guess. You owe me money.”
“You’re an asshole, Henry.” I snarled.
“I can afford to be one.” He laughed. “Does this mean you’re moving out?”
Reaching over my desk, I tapped the button to end the call. “You. Are an asshole.”
Drew and Dexter laughed. We calmed down and got down to business when Vivi came back with a carafe of coffee and a plate of pastries.
A chocolate long John sat on the side of the plate, and they decorated it with white lines, with a silver ball at the ends.
She brought me a donut with a Jacob’s Ladder on it.
“Careful with that one.” She motioned to it. “It’s cream filled.”
I tilted my head to watch her leave and saw the guys trying to fight their laughter.
“Let it out. I don’t want you to explode in here.”
“Man, she’s got you pegged.” Dexter fell to the side of the chair.
Ignoring them, I grabbed the donut and bit into it, causing them to howl with laughter when a glob of cream squirted out the back end, landing on my tie.
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.
Today was the Monday-est Wednesday ever.
Once the guys calmed back down, we got back to work. I had to call Viv in to take notes, and the way she sat on the couch, with her legs tucked up under her, showed me just a hint of her thigh.
How the hell am I supposed to work with her, distracting me?
Her pen flew on the paper as she focused on working and on the rare occasion she looked up, our eyes locked and she’d smile at me.
We wrapped things up and as she moved from the couch; I saw the briefest glimpse of her bright blue panties.
The guys left my office, and I watched as she set her notebook down, cleaned up the used coffee cups and empty plate of goodies.
Standing up from my desk, I walked over to the door, standing behind it, waiting for her to return.
I didn’t have to wait long. Once she walked through the door, I pushed it closed, leaning against it.
She jumped and turned around to face me with her mouth open.
“Come here, Vivian.”
Her tongue pushed from between her lips, and she tilted her head. “Who’s asking?”
I raised my eyebrow. “Your boss.”
She looked like a temptress gliding over to me until she stepped wrong and wobbled on her feet. I jumped forward and caught her in my arms, enjoying the way her cheeks burned red.
She closed her eyes, and I brought my face down to hers, covering her lips with mine.
Vivian moaned into the kiss, wrapping her arms around me. This wasn’t a kiss filled with unbridled passion, or two teenagers teasing the other.
Her warm lips were soft, and the tips of our tongues touched and moved away from each other, playing a sensual game of cat and mouse.
As she pulled her lips back, she whispered against mine. “Ethan.”
“Vivian.” I whispered back as my hands cupped her face and brought her back for another kiss.
Time stood still, embraced with her until she pulled back, the back of her hand caressing the side of my face.
“Don’t forget your pop in.” She lifted her hand to her lips and looked up at me. “Would you mind taking Frankie tonight?”
My body stiffened. “Of course not.”
“Thank you.” She nodded and raced from my office.
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Damn him!
My lips tingled from his kiss. I knew when I decided to try to tease him, there was a chance he might beat me at my game.
I just didn’t think he’d throw himself into it so fast.
Tipping my coffee cup to my lips, I drained it and turned my attention to typing up the notes from their meeting.
I heard his door open, and he strolled past my desk whistling.
Smarmy prick.
The desk phone rang, and I reached for it, hitting the button for the line. “Thank you for calling York, Graves and Barron. How may I help you?”
“Ugh. You always sound so damn polite.” Edie laughed into the phone.
“That’s my job.”
“Sooooo. How did the outfit work?”
“Too well.” I dropped my voice. “I gave him blue balls for all of five minutes before he took matters into his own hand.”
“Shit.” She chortled. “He didn’t last nearly as long as I thought he would.”
I let out a sigh. “I implied I have a date tonight.”
“Oh.” She got quiet. “What are you going to do?”
“I don’t know. I need to think of something.”
“You could just hide in your room, stay real quiet, take a bath.” She suggested, and I heard the ding of the service bell. “Order’s up. Let me know what you decide later.”
“Later.” I placed the phone back on the cradle and went back to typing up my notes.
There was merit in Edie’s idea. I didn’t need to leave home at all. And by the time he realizes I never left, I should sound asleep.
A smile spread across my face. That’s the plan. Home. A bottle of wine. Me. Maybe try out my new glass helper.
It’s a date!
When I knew Ethan was on his way back from the fourth floor, I called in a lunch order and then headed into the small copy room where we kept the old filing cabinets.
Lena told me she loved filing. It gave her a way to keep her mind occupied when she was trying to figure things out. That’s how the one on her floor got cleaned and organized.
She shared with me about Dexter’s advances and attention while we shared lunch one day.
“Why now?” She shrugged. “That’s what I don’t get.”
“I think once we got out of school, it hit us all how big the world was.”
“You could be right. He never even knew I existed in school. But Ethan knew about you.”
I curled my lip in a scowl. “Lucky me.”
“Dexter keeps asking me on a date. I really want to go.” She sighed.
“What’s stopping you?”
“He’s my boss.” She made a funny face.
I shrugged. “Plenty of office romances work out.”
“Who are you kidding?” She threw a piece of lettuce at me. “We don’t live Hallmark lives.”
She wasn’t wrong. We didn’t, but it didn’t mean we never would.
Shuffling papers around, I didn’t hear anyone come in, but the hairs on the back of my neck stood up.
My hands stilled, and I took a slow deep breath, inhaling the sexy, spicy scent that was all Ethan.
“Hello, shortcake.” His low voice struck a chord deep in my gut and I wasn’t sure if I wanted him to spin me around and kiss or bend me over the small table I was working at.
My mouth felt dry, and my lips suddenly felt as though I’d traveled through a desert. I licked them slow and tried to calm my nerves.
“I thought we agreed you wouldn’t call me that anymore?” Lord, my voice came out airy and soft.
“I thought the deal was I could call you something new. Like…” His breath danced on the shell of my ear. “Cherry.”
A shiver traveled from the top of my head to my toes.
“Something wrong?” His breath bounced off my neck and I rolled my shoulder up before the goosebumps showed up.
His fingers tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, traced the artery in my neck down to my shoulder as I felt his lips nibble on the same path.
“Ethan.” His name left my mouth, accompanied by a moan.
His leg pressed between my legs, lifting to press against the need he created in my core.
“I’m… hungry, Viv.” His hands moved to my waist, pulling me back to feel his hard-on. “What’s there to eat?”
My panties grew wetter by the moment, and I had to clear my throat to answer. “That One Place.”
“Mm, did you get something spicy?”
Every thought in my head left, and I had no idea what I was doing. His rich laughter made my eyes open wide from their hooded state.
“Two can play your game, shortcake.” He slapped my ass and left me alone in the room.
I’m so fucked.





Ethan 
I kicked back in my chair with my feet crossed on the desk, laughing.
She picked the wrong guy.
My door opened and Gene walked in with two take away containers. He shook his head, looking at me. “This how the other half lives?”
“Hell yeah.” I took my feet down. “You want a job?”
“Hell no.” He laughed. “I decided I’m gonna save up and open my own restaurant.”
“That could be fun.” I accepted a container from him.
He laughed. “I want to show off new techniques, create masterpieces with my food.”
I popped open the container and looked down at two chili-cheese dogs smothered in onions. My shoulders shook from my laughter.
“How much onion did she order for me?”
“Oh, she didn’t.” He choked back a laugh. “Edie added it in for you.”
“Uh-oh.”
“Yeah. You better be careful. She’s one of Edie’s best friends and if Edie comes to kick your ass. Evie’ll be skipping behind her with a bat singing, ‘someone’s gonna get it’!”
I leaned over to see if Viv was back at her desk, and when I didn’t see her, I leaned over my desk closer to Gene. “Viv decided to tease me. I told her game on.”
“She’s gonna have you on your knees.” He took a bite of his food. “You kinda put her through hell in school.”
“Did you forget she had my child and lied to me?” I stabbed my food.
“Did you forget her mother treated her like dogshit, and Jackson kicked the shit outta her for having your child?”
His words gut punched me and the bite I lifted towards my mouth paused.
“I’m not saying what she did was right, Ethan. What I am saying is that the bigger picture was pretty bad.”
“Was her mom always like that?” I dropped the bite back into the container.
Gene nodded at me. “For as long as I can remember. Vivian wasn’t skinny enough, not smart enough, not talented enough… It pissed my mom and dad off all the time.” He wiped his mouth. “You ever see her medals?”
“Medals?” I shook my head.
“She was one of the top vocalists in the state. Her dream was to be an opera singer.” He shrugged. “But dropping out of school and having a baby kicked that to the curb.”
I sat back in my chair. “What else?”
“Ask her.” He took another bite. “You think you’re in love with her? Get to know all of her.”
He gut punched me again.
He’s right. I needed to know the mother of my daughter better.
“I know she’s smart. She can cook and she’s a good mom.” I smiled. “She likes horror movies, swimming, baking, and her voice sounds like an angel.”
Gene took a drink and stared at me.
“She used to help the special needs kids at school, and she helps Miranda at the clinic on the weekends when I have Frankie. She hates zoos, loves comfy jammies and the only part of summer she likes is swimming.”
“Is your lunch satisfactory?” Her voice made my head snap up.
“I love chili-cheese dogs.” I smiled at her. “What did you get?”
“Salad.”
My face scrunched up. “Why?”
“It’s healthier?” She shrugged.
I cleared my throat, motioning to the empty chair beside my friend. “Would you like to join us?”
Her eyes went between me and Eugene. “Um. Okay.”
She stepped out long enough to grab her food and drink, then came in and sat on the other chair, with her legs tucked up under her, giving me another glimpse of her skin.
“What were you talking about?” She lifted a bite to her mouth and sat back.
“You.” Gene shrugged. “Edie wanted me to tell you there’s a horror night at the Starlight this weekend.”
Her eyes lit up with excitement. “Oh my god! Do you know how fun it would be to go?”
He nodded. “That’s why she wanted me to tell you.”
“You should go.” I took another bite.
“You wouldn’t mind?”
I laughed. “Why would I? Me and Frankie can hang out and you can hang with Edie.”
“Well, Edie would need a sitter too.” She scrunched her face up.
“She’s got one.” I smiled at her. “Me. I can handle the kids.”
Her eyes twinkled mischievously. “Thank you.”
I sat back in my chair and tilted my head. “What are your plans for tonight?”
“Oh. Well.” She took a drink. “I’ve got a date.”
“With?”
“Bob.” She shrugged. “His name is Bob.”
Gene smiled. “I’m glad you’re getting out there, Viv. You deserve a good time.”
“Thank you, Gene.” She smiled before she took another bite, talking around the vegetables. “Tell Edie I’ll call her later.”
“Can do.” He stood up. “I’ll catch ya later, Ethan.”
“Later.” I watched my friend walk out, leaving me alone with Viv.
“Big plans for your date?”
“You don’t really want to know that, do you?”
I sighed and nodded.
“Dinner, movie and whatever floats our goats.”
A knot formed in my throat. “How did you meet Bob?”
She set her fork in the container and tilted her head. “On the internet, one of those sites.”
My eyes grew wide. “Wait. You’ve never seen him in person?”
“No. But I’m pretty sure he’ll match his description and picture.”
“That’s pretty trusting for someone with a little girl to think about.”
It was her turn for her eyes to grow. “I’m not introducing her to him.”
I nodded and pushed my almost empty container away. “Probably better get back to work.”
“That’s a good idea. I’ll do the same.” She stood up and leaned over my desk, flashing me her cleavage again as she collected the tray from my desk and her eyes met mine. “Let me know if you need anything.”
Her hips swayed seductively as she walked out of my office and, for the first time in my life, I felt like a loser.
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After pitching the trash, I took a seat and messaged Lance.
Me:
Could you do me a solid?
Lance:
Absolutely

Me:
Grab me a couple bottles of wine as a “gift” for my date tonight?
Lance:
You made me snort.

Me:
I used your suggestion for the play on words.He’s clueless
Lance:
‘atta girl. I’ll take my lunch now.

Part of me felt like the world’s biggest bitch for deceiving Ethan about tonight. But then I remember him being an ass, and I know he deserves everything I’m handing out.
The work day passed quickly and an hour before quitting time, Ethan surfaced from his office.
“I think I’m going to cut out to pack up my things at Henry’s.”
My focus stayed on the monitor, and I kept typing. “You don’t have any meetings and the phone has been quiet. It’s a good time to dip.”
“What’s this?” I heard his foot tap the gift bag beside my desk.
Pausing, I look down and then went back to work. “Bob sent me a gift.”
“Oh.” He reached into the bag, lifting a bottle out, letting out a low whistle. “This is an expensive bottle.”
“Is it? I normally don’t buy wine.”
“Yeah.” He slid it back down. “Well, have a good night.”
“You as well.” I lifted my fingers in a mindless wave and waited to hear the elevator doors close before I broke out in laughter.
“By my count, Ethan York, I am one up on you and before the night’s over, I’ll be one more ahead.”
I finished my task list for the day, logged out, and went home to get ready. Since he’s at Henry’s the least I can do is take Frankie over to him. Then I can watch him squirm before I head home and hide.
As I left the office, I took my wine and headed down to my car. First stop? The salon. Next stop? Grab the kid. Last stop? Make Ethan drool.
There was a spring in my step as I waved to my coworkers on my way to my car. Driving over to the Mane Attraction, I couldn’t wait to see what Araceli would do with my hair and make-up.
I parked and rushed inside. This wasn’t the only salon in Port Stella, but it was the best. Araceli had been in the business since I was a little girl, and her goal was to make you feel like a goddess when you left.
She had it decorated in bright colors. My favorite was the bright yellow wall with prints of hairstyles through the centuries.
I tossed my purse onto a chair and spread my arms wide. “I’m here!”
“Good. Because I finally picked the right dress for tonight.” Araceli clapped her hands.
Natasha cocked her hip. “Girl, she’d changed her mind more than her underwear today.”
“Oh, shush.” Araceli laughed and patted her chair. “Let’s go.”
Her nimble fingers worked and played with my hair. She would pull small sections into different positions, scrutinizing every tendril.
“I got it.” She nodded, whipped open a drawer and pulled out a brush. “I’m going to accent your curls and keep it up. You’ve got a gorgeous neck. We need to showcase it.”
She brushed my hair, and I relaxed in her chair. I loved when someone played with my hair. It not only calmed me, it made me feel like a princess.
“Make-up first. Then hair.”
Araceli dabbed, brushed, plucked, lined my face for what felt like forever. “Ta-da!” She stepped away so I could see the result in the mirror.
My eyes grew larger as I sat forward. “That’s me?”
“Girl, you’re beautiful.” She met my eyes in the mirror. “Stop listening to the shitty voice in your head.”
Blinking my eyes slowly when I opened them again, I noticed the hints of blue around my eyes. “Is the dress blue?”
“Hell yeah.” Her head bobbed and weaved. “Gotta use the man’s favorite color if you’re gonna drop him to his knees.”
I laughed and watched as she went to work on my hair. The boring dark curls I’d had my entire life turned into little spirals of springs. She pulled it up in a mass on the crown of my head, making them look stylish and effortless.
The final touch was a sparkling comb she pushed in place to hide the band holding it together.
“Ara… this is amazing.”
“Good.” She spun the chair and offered her hand as I stood up. “Now. The dress.”
I went into the dressing room and stripped down. My eyes landed on a blue dress that reminded me of crushed velvet.
“Is that it?”
“Yep.” Tasha popped her p. “Your curves were meant for this dress.” She untied the bow at the waist and slid it from the hanger. “Time to wrap you up.” She waggled her eyebrows at me, and I couldn’t contain my laughter.
I stepped closer and slid one arm in, then the other. The material felt soft next to my skin, and I paid attention to how she wrapped it and tied the bow.
If I thought the blouse I wore today showed too much cleavage, this dress made it look like child’s play.
The vee of the dress dipped low, showing most of my cleavage, and the tie rested in the curve of my waist. Natasha situated it so that it showed off my legs and as I walked, the material clung to my body and moved like a second skin.
I couldn’t believe the woman in the mirror was me.
Slipping my feet into a sexy set of sandals, I walked over to my purse and sent a text to Evan, letting him know I was on my way when I heard his voice in the salon.
“Go on, I’ll get this picked up for you.” Natasha shooed me from the room and as I stepped into the salon, I watched the shock spread across his face.
“If I was twenty years younger…” He smiled at me. “There aren’t enough words to tell you how incredibly beautiful you are.”
“Thank you, Evan.” I felt a blush working its way through my body.
“Anything I need to take home?”
Natasha came out and handed him a sack. “She’s gonna make him burn.”
He nodded. “If my son doesn’t jump, I’ll be surprised.”
Frankie came over and smiled. “Pwetty.”
“Thank you, baby girl.” I smiled down at her. “Ready to go see daddy?”
She jumped up and down screaming yes as I turned to pay Araceli. “Thank you.”
“Go get ‘em, sugar.” She winked at me.
I followed Evan and Frankie out and he got her buckled in my car. When he closed the door, he smiled at me.
“What do you need me to take?” He held up the sack. “Besides this.”
I opened the car door and took out the gift bag of wine. “Could you take this as well?”
He looked inside and saw the bottles. “How about I get it chilling for you?”
“Thank you.” I stepped closer and kissed his cheek.
His head shook as I slid into my car, and he smiled. “My son is so screwed.”





Ethan 
Henry sat on the bed in the room that had been mine for the last two years. “You sure about this?”
“My Dad is gonna stay on the boat, enjoy his retirement, and do fun things with his granddaughter.” I shrugged. “It’s not like I’ll be living with Vivian.”
“Oh. Yeah.” He nodded. “I can totally see what you’re saying.”
I stopped stuffing clothes into my suitcase and looked at him. “Henry. I’ll be in the master suite. She’ll be in her room.”
“Who’re you trying to convince?” He chuckled. “Me or you?”
“I want to be there.” I sat beside him on the bed. “There’s this nagging at me. She’s dating and…”
“It’s not you?” His voice was soft.
I nodded. “Henry, not seeing her for two years gutted me.”
“And instead of pulling her close, you shoved her away.” He huffed. “I knew me and Vicki wouldn’t last. Hell, I knew she got pregnant on purpose.”
“Man, she cheated on you so much.”
“I know.” He shrugged.
Clearing my throat, I turned my head. “I was one of them.”
He laughed. “I know.”
“How?”
“She told me in the middle of a fight.” He stood up and looked back at me. “Dude, I hope you used a rubber. That bitch had a piece of everyone.”
“Then how?”
“Oh. yeah. She poked holes in the condoms.” Dillon drove his dump truck into the room and Henry smiled down. “I think in the end I got the best gift ever.”
“Fankie?”
Smiling at Dillon, I reached over for my phone and saw I missed a call from my dad. I was about to call him back when we heard a car honking outside.
“Sounds like there she is.” I ran out of the room and down the stairs with Henry and Dillon following.
As Vivian was getting Frankie out of her parked car, I saw her bending over. Her ass was covered in something that reminded me of a pimp suit.
My chest bounced as I chuckled and then she turned around and I choked.
Beside me, I heard Henry mutter. “Fuck.”
She walked towards us, and I swore her tits were going to fall out of the top. The dress highlighted her curves more than they were the night we went to dinner.
The material clung to her body, and I couldn’t see any underwear lines.
“Hi Henry.” She flashed him a smile, then looked at me. “How’s packing going?”
I felt my eyes blink but my brain had the dumb and I forgot what words were.
“He’s almost done.” Henry answered for me.
“Fabulous.” She smiled bigger. “Guess I’ll see you and Frankie at home later.”
I nodded.
She stepped closer to me and her scent invaded the brain fog. “Thank you for not minding being with Frankie tonight.”
“Uh.” I cleared my throat. “Yeah.”
Vivian stepped closer until her breasts touched my body. She leaned up and pressed a kiss to my cheek. “Have a good night.”
My hands ached to grab her.
She stepped back and turned to walk away.
“Who are you going out with?” Henry nudged me.
“Bob.” She threw over her shoulder. “I plan to have a good time with him.”
Henry busted up laughing and she kissed the top of Frankie’s head before getting back in the car. I heard Henry talking, but I was stuck watching her leave.
“You are so fucked.” Henry laughed harder.
“Swear jar, daddy.” Dillon turned and had his hands on his hips.
“Yeah. Yeah.” Henry scoffed. “That one was worth it.”
“Peecha.” Frankie tugged on my pant leg. “Peecha, daddy.”
“Yeah.” I nodded. “We can get pizza.”
“I’ll call it in. You pay. Then you can finish packing.” Henry bumped into me and the kids followed him back inside.
My friend was right. I was completely and utterly fucked. The woman I was in love with just left here in the sexiest dress I’d ever seen to have fun with some asshole named Bob.
Reaching into my pocket, I pulled my phone out and texted her.
Me:
Be careful tonight. You don’t know much about this guy.
Vivian:
I read all the information.

Me:
That doesn’t mean shit.
Vivian:
Are you worried about me?

Me:
Of course I am!
Vivian:
Why?

Because I love you. Because you’re meant to be mine.
Me:
You’re Frankie’s mom
Vivian:
Have a good night Ethan

“Fuck!” I fisted my phone and had to stop myself from throwing it or crushing it.
Growling, I turned and went back inside. I had packing to finish and a hungry child to feed.
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I couldn’t believe that Ethan missed the joke. Henry got it. Gene got it. Hell, Lance was the one who told me to use it and see how he reacted.
I also can’t believe I dropped two hundred bucks on make-up, hair and a dress that I needed for five minutes.
“Moron!” I yelled at myself within the safety of my car and drove home. I really needed a glass of wine now.
Henry didn’t live far from Evan, so that glass of wine was closer than I thought. I pulled my car into the garage and killed the engine.
Grabbing my purse, I slid from the car and walked to the house. I punched in my code for the door and reset the alarm.
The shoes were more comfortable that I thought they would be; I kept them on and went to the fridge to get my small tray of cheese, meats, fruits and crackers, and then went upstairs to my room.
It took a little juggling to get my hand on the door of my bedroom once it popped open. I went inside and kicked it shut.
Walking over to the bed, I dropped my purse, then set my food on the nightstand. I tugged on the tie and my dress fell open. With a shake of my shoulders, I slipped it off and hung it up. It was time for the bra and panties to go as well.
Staying naked, I went to the bathroom and washed my face and then went out to snuggle up under the covers with a book.
I had dozed off at some point and woke up when I heard Frankie squealing in the house. Evan removed his clothing and other items from the master suite, but I think I was hyperaware of Ethan being home and swore I could hear him carrying his stuff up to his new room.
Stretching, I rolled over and checked the time. It was almost Frankie’s bedtime. I got out of bed, put a bookmark in my book, and went to listen by the door.
She wasn’t fussy and Ethan managed to get her to lay down without five million little tasks. This time I knew I heard him walk through the hall and head downstairs.
Rolling my neck, I wandered into the bathroom and turned on the water to fill the tub. While that was happening, I went back to my room and grabbed the bucket with my wines and took them into the bathroom.
Then I gathered my phone, book and plate of food and took that in there with me.
I got everything settled where I wanted it and scolded myself.
Now is not the time to wimp out.
Taking a deep breath, I went back to my room, opened my nightstand drawer, and took out my two new toys and went back to the bathroom.
I set them on the opposite side of the tub where I could see them, sank down into the hot water and relaxed.
Steam rose from the water and I couldn’t believe I hadn’t tried this sooner!
I nibbled on my snacks and pulled out a bottle of wine. The opener was easy to use, and the cork popped out. Sat that on the mat beside the tub and poured a glass of wine to wash my food down.
The house was blissfully quiet, and my gaze was fixed on the toys. One was a waterproof battery operated vibrator, and the other was a glass dildo. My plan when I dipped into the adult toy store was something discreet and quiet.
The girl upsold me the one that twirled and had clitoral action. While she showed me what it did, the glass one caught my eye in the case.
The curve was to mimic a tongue, and it had raised bumps. Two rows of raised bumps. Just like Ethan.
Curiosity won out in the end, and I bought it as well.
I drained my glass of wine and refilled the glass, then reached for my phone. The screen lit up with a message from Ethan.
Ethan:
Frankie is full of pizza and tucked in bed. How’s your date?
Me:
Awww, she loves pizza.And it’s lovely so far

Ethan:
No weird vibes?
I had to clap a hand over my mouth to stifle the laughter that almost came out.
Ethan:
If the date’s going so well why are you answering me?
He’s right. I shouldn’t have answered him. With a sigh, I pulled up my browser and did a search for penis piercing videos. The internet did not disappoint me.
Tapping a thumbnail, I made sure my sound was off and then watched the man on the screen stroke his cock and play with his piercings.
My nipples puckered as my eyes took it all in. Feeling brave, I raised the volume slightly to hear what sounds he made.
His moans made my toes curl, and I felt a familiar tingle in my belly.
I moved the plate of food to the mat, set my phone up so I could watch from a reclined position, sucked down the glass of wine, and reached for the glass dildo. My eyes continued to watch the screen as I let my fingers move along the ridges and bumps.
Opening my mouth I licked up the length. It was shorter than Ethan, and not as thick, but the bumps reminded me of Ethan.
My eyes fluttered, and I relaxed against the back of the tub, letting one hand tease my nipples. The hard pebbles were sensitive, and I wished he were here to suckle them. His mouth was so hot earlier when he teased me at work.
God, I wanted him to bend me over that table and take me.
A soft moan escaped, and I noticed my guy in the video moaning louder and the soft fapping of skin increased.
Walking in on Ethan jacking off made my pussy wet and ache for him. I didn’t want to tease him anymore; I wanted to straddle his lap and take him deep inside.
The guy in the video shook and groaned when he came and I sat up to find another video with him in it.
This one had him doing something called sounding. Laying back, I set the glass toy on my belly and let both hands play with my breasts, pulling and pinching my nipples. My body shivered in the water and slid one hand down as I spread my legs.
Would Ethan take time to get me wet?
I licked my lips and let out another soft moan, throwing my right leg up onto the side of the tub. My finger slid through my lips, and I felt the thick wetness of desire making everything slick.
I reached for my toy and traced a line down my body, pushing the tip and nubs against my clit, gasping from the feeling.
Moving it lower, I pushed it inside and felt a pleasurable pain as it stretched my pussy around it.
It’d been so long since I’d had a lover, and even longer for masturbating. Frankie didn’t exactly leave me a lot of private time. But I wouldn’t trade her for the world.
“Ethan.” I whispered and sighed at the feel of the bumps teasing my sensitive core.
The guy on the screen pushed a small metal tube inside his cock, and it clinked against the hoop in his head. Then he lubed up a string of some sort and threaded it inside the tube.
We gasped and moaned at the same time and I synched up with his strokes as though we were lovers and this was his tool fucking me.





Ethan 
She stopped answering. I guess her date was going better than I’d hoped. Tossing my phone on the couch beside me, I reclined and flipped through the next channels, finding nothing on that held my interest.
Scrubbing my hands over my face, I groaned.
I ruled a school, sit at the head of a billion dollar company, and here I sat wallowing in self-pity that I fucked things up with the one woman who never cared about my title or money.
I shut the TV off and tossed the remote down, picking up my phone.
Pulling up the text history, my fingers itched to message her and ask her to come home.
“That’s not exactly fair, though. Don’t be that asshole.” I flopped my head back against the couch and ran my fingers through my hair.
Heaving a sigh, I got up and walked through the house, and it hit me. This was my place. Not where I lived with my dad, but mine.
I stifled a yawn as I climbed the stairs. When I got to the top, I looked to the left and saw the open door of the master suite.
Time stood still as I looked back at my old room and noticed light poking out from underneath the door. Turning towards my room, I twisted the knob slowly and slipped in the open door, surprised to see the light on in the bathroom.
Vivian forgot to shut it off.
My lip lifted in a snarl. Thinking about her being consumed by a date that she ran out without making sure the light was off. As I walked closer, I heard water splashing, followed by Vivian’s soft moan.
She’s home?
Poking my head to see inside the bathroom, I heard her whisper my name. Her head was resting on a pillow, her back arched, lifting her breasts out of the water. Her creamy skin had water droplets dripping down the mounds and on top sat big, dark pink areolas with hard peaks.
My mouth watered, and my dick throbbed in my sweatpants, aching to get out.
I watched her toes curl on the foot that sat out of the water, and she had her phone propped up against the wall with a porno playing.
Her hands were busy between her legs and the guy on her phone stroked his pierced cock as he moved something in and out of his slit.
The motherfucker had the same piercings.
My eyes roamed the area, taking in the empty wine bottle, half eaten plate of food and on the other side of the tub sat a vibrator.
And just like that, everything made sense in my head.
That’s Bob. She had a date to get off with herself.
She looked beautiful fucking herself, and I wanted to climb in the tub with her. We could keep watching him jack off and instead of a toy, she could have the real deal.
“Mm.” Her body shook, and she arched higher, moaning louder. “Ethan!”
My boxers were wet, and my knees were weak. I was behind her, so unless she turned around, she’d never know I’m there.
And then an idea crossed my mind. Pulling my phone out, I recorded her. The water splashed and sloshed as her orgasm crested and when she pulled her hand away; I saw another toy. This one looked like glass and had bumps on it.
Stopping the recording, I pulled her name up and called her phone.
She jumped in the water and hit dismiss.
I watched her cup some water into her hands and splash her face. “Shit.” She reached for the empty bottle, pouted that it was empty, and then reached for a second bottle.
Slipping from the room, I padded down the hall to my new bedroom and hopped up on the bed. A moment later, my phone vibrated in my hand.
Her hushed voice gave me goosebumps. “Is everything okay?”
“Yeah.” I dropped my voice to match hers.
“Why did you call?”
In the background, I heard water sloshing around. I sighed. “I needed to talk to you.”
“About?”
“Where’s your date?”
She cleared her throat, but her voice remained low and husky. “Resting.”
Chuckling, I reached down to rub my hand against my erection. “I didn’t know Bob needed rest.”
The silence that filled the room, and the phone, was deafening.
“How much have you had to drink, Vivian?”
“Enough.”
“Tell me you don’t want me.” My voice dipped lower.
When she didn’t respond, I ended the call, threw my phone on the bed and ran back to the bathroom, this time entering from her room.
I peeled my tee shirt off and let it fall to the floor as I opened the door to the bathroom and stepped inside.
“How did you know?” She made no effort to hide her body from me.
My fingers gripped my waistband and pushed my pants and underwear down. “I didn’t until I was coming up to bed.”
I walked over to the tub. “Sit up.”
She sat up, keeping her eyes on my dick.
“My eyes are up here, Viv.”
“It’s not your eyes I’m interested in currently.” She licked her lips.
“You better put that tongue away, Viv, or this bathroom is going to flood.” I slid in behind her and pulled her back against my chest. “Water’s kinda cold.”
“We can let some out and add some more hot.” She wiggled against me.
My hands rubbed her upper arms. “Or we could enjoy this and warm up under the covers.”
I gripped her shoulders and worked my thumbs into her tight muscles. “Mmm, Ethan.”
“Feel good, baby?”
“So good.” She sighed. “I can’t believe you couldn’t catch on faster about Bob.”
Leaning in, I pressed a kiss to her neck. “I was blinded by jealousy.”
She giggled. “Like when you thought I was fucking your dad?”
I spread my fingers out to massage her neck, making her moan louder. “Exactly.”
“Ethan.” She shivered. “Why are you doing this?”
“Massaging you? Sitting naked in the tub with you? Thinking about you fucking yourself while watching porn?”
“All the above.” She leaned her head back to see me, and I covered her lips with mine.
I took my time kissing her. Moving my hands around her body, twisting her towards me. One hand supported her head, the other cupped her breast.
Her hand cupped my neck, and I felt her thumb massaging small circles on the pressure point hidden by my earlobe.
I could taste the wine on her lips, and I broke the kiss to nibble her neck.
She moved around and straddled my lap. Her hands reached into the water between us and wrapped around my cock.
“Mm, Vivi, what are you doing to me?”
“Ethan.” Her thumb rubbed around the head of my cock, then ran through the slit to collect what was collecting on my tip. She leaned in, nibbling my neck.
“Fuck. I want to bury myself in you.” I nudged her back and captured a nipple between my lips.
“Oh!” She trembled. “What’s stopping you?”
I didn’t answer her. My lips pulled and teased her nipple, and then I kissed my way to her other breast, giving it the same attention.
She felt weak in my embrace and I maneuvered her to have her back against my chest again, sliding my hand down and plunging my fingers into her core.
“Ethan!” she cried out and arched against me.
“You’re so wet. I can feel your thick honey clinging to my fingers.” A growl rumbled from my chest. “Why did you pick the glass one?” I kept my voice low, murmuring into her ear while fingering her.
“The bumps.” She moaned. “Reminded me of you.”
“Are my fingers better?” I nipped her earlobe.
“So much better.” She spread her legs wider, kicking her foot back to the side of the tub. “My nipples ache.”
“Play with them.” I moaned softly against her ear. “Pinch them.”
“Like this?” She slid her hands up. Using her index finger, she rubbed a circle around them, then pinched them hard.
Her pussy clenched around my fingers, and I moved my thumb to tease her clit. She rocked against my hand, riding it, chasing another orgasm.
“That’s it, baby.” I moaned into her ear again. “I need you to come for me.”
“I… I…” she panted. “Fuck me, Ethan.”
“I am.” My lips alternated between kisses and nibbles to the soft place where her neck and shoulder met. I opened my mouth and latched on, nibbling, sucking and licking that spot, making her ride my hand faster.
“Oh! Oh! God! Ethan!”
My suction grew stronger, and I bit down, feeling her pussy contract around my hand, coating it with her juices.
Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath and I released my bite, smiling when I saw the mark I’d left behind.
I always wanted to do that to her when we were in school.
She relaxed against my chest, her eyes fluttering closed.
Pulling my hand from the water, I shook her gently. “Come on, baby. Let’s go to bed.”
She groaned, but pushed herself up from the tub, and I followed, ready to catch her if she lost her footing.
Ignoring the wine and food on the mat, we both stepped from the tub and I reached for a towel to wrap her in. She leaned against the small wall that divided the shower and the tub, a lazy smile on her face.
I opened the small linen closet and got a towel out, wrapping it around my hips, then I scooped her up in my arms and carried her to her bed.
My hands made quick work of drying her off, and I tossed the towel towards the bathroom. Pulling the blankets back, she fell back on the bed and I tucked her in.
“You’re coming to bed, right?” She reached for my hand.
I caught her hand, lifted it to my lips and pressed a kiss to it. “I’ll be right back.”
A tired smile spread across her face and I went back to the bathroom, cleaning up the mess and hiding things that little eyes didn’t need to see.
Dropping my towel on the floor, I stepped from the bathroom, shut off the light and walked over to her bed, crawling in beside her under the covers.
She scooted closer to me, and I wrapped her in my embrace. A soft snore from her made me smile, and I pressed a kiss to her head, whispering against her hair. “I love you.”





Ethan 
Her body smelled sweet. She entangled her fingers with mine and sighed.
When they moved into our house, I pictured doing exactly this. Even playing in the tub. I’d have taken her in every room of this house, the gazebo, garden and garage.
We could stand in the shower, splash water out of the tub, chase each other around. She was my sweet cherry. I wanted to be her first. And even though I was, we never got to experience it sober. I was tipsy at best that night. She was fucking smashed.
Pressing kisses to her shoulder, she moaned softly in her sleep, and I wanted to wake her up. Lift her leg over my hip and slip inside.
All these years, I thought holding Vivian at night would let me sleep better than ever.
Wrong!
She twitched and rubbed against me, turned over and wrapped herself around me, her pussy warm against my hard-on. Her fingers played with the hair on my chest and she slept through it all.
My cock bobbed up, tapping her and I could feel the moist heat and I had to fight the urges to take her like a caveman.
Think about grandmas, naked, chasing old men around. That should have my erection waning. 
I let out a hard sigh. No matter how we moved, she touched me, her lips pressed against my chest, kissing me in her sleep.
This can’t go on.
I don’t know how long I lay there with the worst set of blueballs I’d ever had. It was time I gave up and went downstairs. Raising up on my elbow, I saw it was five in the morning and slipped from the bed.
Frankie was playing in her room and I ran past since I was naked and got dressed in my room. Then I went and got her dressed and we went downstairs.
My Dad was in the kitchen, sitting at the island with his newspaper and coffee.
“Pop pop!” She reached for him.
He lifted her up and sat her on the island by him and looked at me. “You look like death warmed over. Didn’t sleep well?”
“No.”
“I always found that mattress to be comfortable.”
“It wasn’t the mattress.” I sighed and poured myself a cup of coffee.
He chuckled and handed Frankie a donut hole. “I know.”
I leaned against the counter. “How?”
“I got here about an hour ago.”
“And?” I took a sip.
“Well, I went to wake you up to see if you wanted to play the front or back half before work today.” He popped a donut hole in his mouth. “Guess where you weren’t?”
“Shit.”
“No bad words, Daddy.” Frankie waggled her finger at me, the way Dillon does to Henry.
He smiled into his coffee. “Did you have a good night?”
I nodded. “Dad… I’m in love with her.”
“I know.” He set his cup down. “Took you long enough.”
Tipping my cup up, I swallowed a big gulp.
“You know, son, confession is good for the soul.”
I took a deep breath and looked my dad in the eye. “The night at the party…” My throat felt like it was closing. “Jackson was…” I shook my head. “When I heard Vee, I went to rescue her. I told myself I was being a good ‘big brother’.”
“Didn’t have completely altruistic intentions?”
I barked out a laugh. “Indecent ones more like it.”
My dad played with Frankie’s toes. “And?”
“I kicked the sh… crap outta him and carried her away.”
Dad chuckled. “The knight in shining armor?”
“I swear I just wanted to get her to her room, let her sleep off the drunken stupor she was in.”
Tilting his head, he glanced up at me. “Drunk is not a time to make decisions.”
Shaking my head. “I don’t need to go into details, but in my arms she felt so…”
“Home?”
I nodded. “And before I knew what was happening, we were kissing, and I tried to be a gentleman and stop her, but it was too late and then…” I nodded to Frankie.
“Why didn’t you keep fighting for her, then?” He tickled Frankie, making her squeal.
“She wouldn’t return my calls or texts.” I looked down at my feet. “And when she told me.” A tear slipped out. “It wasn’t mine. I broke.”
“That’s the past.” Dad sat back in his chair and scrubbed a hand against his stubbled face. “What are you going to do to get the girl?”
I shrugged. “It depends. Do you have plans tomorrow?”
“That completely depends on what you’re about to ask me.” He smiled big.
“How would you feel about a weekend with your favorite girl?”
He booped Frankie’s nose and nodded. “Son?”
“Yeah, dad?”
“Don’t screw it up this time.”
“Thanks, dad.” I pulled Frankie across the counter to kiss her. “Will you be good for pop pop?”
“Yep.” She wrapped her tiny arms around my neck and my heart melted.
“Daddy’s gotta go to work.”
She leaned in and kissed my cheek, then crawled back to my dad.
I had plans to make and I could be more covert from my office.
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I heard my alarm and reached around on the bed, looking for my phone. When my hand couldn’t find it, I sat up and gave the blanket a gentle shake, then I remembered the last time I had it was in the bathroom.
Rolling from the bed, I stumbled to the bathroom where my phone sat on the side of the tub. My toys weren’t there, the food and wine had been cleaned up and towels were scattered on the floor.
I shut my alarm off and took my phone with me to crawl back into bed. The pillow I laid my head on smelled like Ethan.
My eyes drifted closed as I inhaled his scent. He came to bed last night and wrapped his arms around me, and it felt like a dream.
A dream that was real.
I sat up, and my hand flew to my mouth. “Shit.”
He found me in the tub, teased me, kissed me, but didn’t have sex with me.
Why?
Throwing the covers back, I got out of bed again and went to shower. My hair looked adorable, so it cut my shower time down. I paid a lot for this updo, so I planned to keep it as long as possible.
Wrapping my towel around my body, I cleaned up the dirty towels and went to pick out my outfit.
I put on grannie panties, a normal bra and stepped into my favorite dress pants, then paired it with a bright yellow blouse.
I put on a yellow scrunchie with a bow, slipped into my shoes, and went downstairs to see Ethan.
The smell of French toast made my stomach rumble as I walked to the kitchen.
Frankie was happily singing in the kitchen, bringing a smile to my face as I entered the room.
“Mama!” she screeched and grabbed her tummy.
“Morning, princess.” I turned my head to see Ethan and felt my face fall when Evan turned to me. “Where’s Ethan?”
“He wanted to get a head-start on the day.” Evan smiled at me.
“Oh.”
Evan laughed. “Well, I see where I stand now.”
I shook my head and held my hands up. “I’m sorry.”
“Hungry?”
Letting out a sigh, I shook my head. “No.”
“If you want to head into the office, I can take Frankie to daycare.”
“Thank you.” I nodded, walking over to my girl. “You be good for pop pop.”
“Yup.” She kicked her legs and stuffed another sticky bite of French toast into her mouth.
Pressing a kiss to her head, I grabbed my purse and went out to the garage. Confusion and nerves were at war in my gut, and I hated it.
No note. No texts. Just got up and left.
I got into my car and dropped my head on the steering wheel. Insecurity filled me and I felt the tears well up in my eyes.
Blinking, the tears spilled over, and I started the engine. I needed to get myself together. This wasn’t the time to fall apart.
My hand reached up, pressed the button for the garage, and I pulled out. Hitting the button again and drove to the office. A small headache throbbed behind my eyes and I knew it was from drinking an entire bottle of wine.
The drive to the office felt longer like I was a dead man walking.
How am I supposed to face him?
Pulling into the parking garage, I drove around my favorite spot and sat there with my head on my hands, still gripping the steering wheel.
A quick double knock made me jump, and I saw Lance and Lena standing there.
“Let us in.” Lance motioned to unlock the doors.
I hit the button, and they both climbed in.
“What’s wrong?” He turned in the passenger seat to face me.
“Everything went according to plan until it didn’t.” I sniffled.
“Sweetie, we’re gonna need you to elaborate.” Lena handed me a coffee.
I took a sip of the hot brew and then faced them. “I made his jaw drop. He couldn’t speak, then he messaged to ask about my date and somehow realized I was home. In the tub. Doing my own thing… and then he was in the tub with me.”
“Hell yeah!” Lance held up his hand for a high five and I shook my head.
“He teased me, used his hands and lips in exquisite ways but wouldn’t do anything more.”
“Wait.” Lena looked confused. “He joined you in that massive tub and wouldn’t go all the way? The man who made it a hobby to fuck his way through the school?”
“Yup.” I popped the p.
The three of us sat in silence and defeat washed over me.
“We should head in.” Lance spoke softly. “Time to make the donuts, ladies.”
I nodded, and we all got out, walking through the building to the elevators. Once the door opened and we entered, Lena tilted her head, looking me over.
“Are you giving up making him eat his heart out?”
Nodding, I rolled my eyes up to stop the tears. “I forgot the best part. I woke up alone, and he was gone. Evan was there with Frankie this morning.”
“Oh, Vivi.” She hugged me. “He’s a moron.”
“Agreed.” Lance hugged us both until the elevator stopped at Lena’s floor. “See you at the meeting.”
“Yep, and Vivi? Don’t give him anymore of your tears.”
“Thanks.” I took a deep breath as she stepped out of the elevator and the doors closed.
“She’s right.” Lance took my hand. “How about a date tonight? I’ll take you out to dinner and a movie.”
“That’s sweet, but I think I’m gonna hang with Frankie and look for a place.” The elevator doors opened. “I can’t live with him, even if it might be better for her.”
“Got it.” He winked. “And I’ll see you at the meeting as well.” I watched him step off the elevator and waited for the doors to close.
Edie’s parents invested in some rentals, mostly to keep their kids close, but they had a few extra. I’d stop there on my way home to see if they have something open.
When the elevator opened on my floor, I half expected him to be there. But he wasn’t. Squaring my shoulders, I stepped out of the car and walked to my desk.
There was a handwritten note of what he needed from me before the meeting.
You can’t even talk to me?
My sadness gave way to anger. We’re not fucking kids anymore.
I pulled my purse drawer open, dropped it in, and slammed it shut. His office door was shut, and it could stay that way. I had a job to do, and I was going to do it.





Ethan 
I knew the moment she entered the office. My dad let me know she was on her way and I asked security to buzz me the moment she entered the building.
Reclining in my office chair, I stared at the office door. I wanted to run out there and wrap my arms around her, but if I did that I would undo the plans I had in place for this weekend.
At lunch today, I would put the last piece in place.
A knock at my door pulled me from my thoughts as Drew entered. “Morning, Ethan.”
“Morning, Drew.” I sighed.
He took a seat, laughing. “Not who you wanted to see?”
“Nope.” I chuckled. “What’s up?”
He tossed an envelope on my desk. “Two tickets.”
“Thank you so much.” A smile broke out, and it felt like everything was falling into place.
“Sure.” He shrugged. “But how are you going to ask her?”
“I’m taking lunch outside of the office today, so I can enlist help.”
He nodded. “She’s not just any woman.”
“I know.” My throat tightened.
Drew smiled. “My Dad once told me the ones meant for us steal our hearts and do so like a thief in the night, and then we need to show we’re worthy.”
“That’s my plan.” I smiled. “Look, I spent almost an hour watching YouTube videos on how to make a dessert that will bring someone to their knees.”
“Oh, how the mighty have fallen.” He laughed.
There was a knock at the door and Vivian poked her head in. “Fifteen minutes until the meeting, Mr. York.”
She closed the door, and Drew shook with laughter.
“She’s pissed at you.”
“I know.” Heaving a sigh, I pushed away from my desk. “Let’s go get this shit done so I can move on to better things.”
We stood up and walked out of my office. Vivian held up a folder and spoke without looking at me.
“Here are your notes for the meeting.”
“Aren’t you accompanying me?”
She sighed. “Do you need me there, sir?”
“Yes.”
She pushed away from her desk, grabbed her notepad, and walked around us to the elevator.
“That woman is going to make you beg,” Drew muttered.
“Oh, I know.” I huffed. “Let’s go before she forces us to take the stairs.”
Chuckling beside me, we walked over to join her in the elevator. She refused to look at me, and I admired that.
Vivian never gave in to me. Not even in high school.
She made me a better man.
When the elevator stopped on the floor, we needed I reached for her arm. “Viv.”
“Please refrain from touching me, Mr. York. I am your assistant, not a toy.” She pulled her arm from me and walked away.
Shaking my head, I followed her to the boardroom. Her hair was still up in the crazy poof of curls, her top didn’t reveal a hint of cleavage, and she wore slacks. As she walked away, I was able to admire her ass.
She opened the door, and I saw her face. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and I realized she’d been crying.
Ushering Drew in before me, I leaned into her, whispering in her ear. “Vivian.”
“Mr. York, I am your assistant and nothing more.” She released the door and walked away towards the bathrooms.
I closed my eyes and groaned as I stopped the door with my foot and went inside.
Taking a seat around the giant oak table, members were chatting amongst themselves and getting settled in. I took my seat beside Drew and a moment later Dexter came in, followed by Lance, Lena and Vivian.
Drew cleared his throat as the assistants took seats in the back of the room and called the meeting to order.
I tried to pay attention, but I couldn’t. Only one person held my interest, and she wouldn’t even look at me.
Reaching for my water, I tried to refocus and look interested, but it wasn’t going well. My eyes drifted to Viv, and she made a motion with her hands, then pointed to the table.
She rolled her eyes, held up a folder and opened it, then nodded to the table.
She’s helping me.
I flipped the folder on the table open and caught up to where they were in the meeting, and glanced at her again.
Her pen flew across her paper as she scribbled notes, and she took my breath away.
How could she not know how I feel?
Dexter poked me under the table and frowned at me.
I cleared my throat and pushed everything out of my mind for now. There would be time to think about it all later.
Board meetings bored me to tears, and I understood now why my dad was grumpy in the mornings when he had one.
Dexter made tick marks beside each bullet point as we went through them, and relief filled me when I saw we were almost done.
Time seemed to slow down, but when the last point had been discussed, we watched the assistants leave along with the other members.
“Finally.” I dropped my head back.
Drew chuckled. “Yeah. They suck.”
“What if we let the assistants rotate taking notes?” Dexter turned to look at us both.
“I think that’s a great idea.” Drew smiled. “If you guys want, we could do the same.”
Sighing, I looked between them. “What if we offset the rotation so that our assistant is at their desk while we’re in a meeting?”
“And that’s what makes us top dogs.” Drew chuckled. “If you need to cut out for the day, I’ll handle Vivian.”
“I have…”
“We can handle the office.” Dexter shook his head. “You need to get your personal life sorted.”
“Thanks, gentlemen.” I stood up. “I have a date to plan. See you both on Monday.”
“How long is this date?” Dex laughed.
I shrugged. “I have time to make up for.”
Walking from the boardroom, I stuck my hand in my pocket, feeling the fob for my car, and I tucked my phone inside my suit jacket.
It was time to enter the lion’s den, and pray I made it out alive.
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I watched Evelyn move seamlessly through the diner, caring for the few patrons, and Big E nodded at me through the window.
“A bit early for lunch.” He flipped his spatula. “What brings you in?”
“I need to talk to Edith.”
“She’s in the walk in, she’ll be out in a few.” He hit the bell and put a plate in the window. “Order up!”
Evelyn strolled over, collected the plate, and walked away.
“She’s in a mood.” Big E nodded to his baby sister. “Dad calls it being Evie.”
I chuckled and flipped my cup to get some coffee as Edie came through the swinging door. She looked at me, grabbed the carafe, and filled my cup.
“Edie. I need your help?”
“With?” Her voice was cool and aloof.
“Vivian.”
Her eyes narrowed. “Let me make sure I am getting the idea. “You screwed over my best friend, treated her like shit for years, knocked her up, spent more time treating her like shit and now you need my help to smooth things over?”
I nodded, and she leaned in. “Get. Fucked.”
“Edie, wait.” I held my hand up. “I love her.”
She chuffed. “Don’t care.”
“Edith, please?”
“Edie, hear the man out.” Big E leaned closer to the window.
Blowing out a hard breath, she put the carafe back and leaned against the back counter. “Floor’s yours asshat.”
“I’ve got two tickets for La Boheme.”
Her eyes narrowed more.
“And I have the jet standing by.”
“You asshole.” She grabbed the carafe and stormed away.
I shrugged and looked at Big E. “What did I say wrong?”
He held up a finger. “You’re about to get an earful, be patient.”
A few minutes later, she came back and topped up my cup. “You’re playing dirty.”
“What?” I threw my hands up. “How?”
“That’s her favorite opera.” Her nostrils flared. “You are sitting here. In my family’s diner. Asking for my help to play my best friend so you can keep dangling her…”
“Edith, I’m in love with her.”
She tilted her head. “What do you need me to do?”
“You believe me?”
Edie sighed. “You’ve said you love her and you’re in love with her. I never thought I’d hear you say that about anyone. So if you truly mean it… I’ll help.”
My eyes closed as a smile spread across my face. “I need you to invite her to the show. Tell her a customer gave you the tickets and give her this address.” Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out a piece of paper. “I’ll take care of the rest.”
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When Ethan didn’t come back after the meeting, I heaved a sigh of relief. After last night, I couldn’t handle being so close to him.
I had music playing, my heels kicked off under my desk, and a large cherry limeade helped me as I focused on my work and took messages when the phone rang.
“York, Graves and Barron. This is Vivian.”
“Hey you.” Edie’s voice brought a smile to my face.
“What’s shaking?”
“You’re not going to believe this.” Her voice sounded excited. “A customer gifted me with tickets to La Boheme.”
“Are you serious?”
“Yeah. Wanna go?”
“Duh!” I giggled. “When is it?”
“Tonight. I’ll text you the address of where to meet me. Maybe take an uber or ask Brady?”
“Oh, my god! Thank you, Edie!”
“You’re welcome. I’ll see you later.”
“I can’t wait!”
We hung up, and I heard my phone ding with a message. The elevator on our floor dinged at the same time as Evan and Frankie stepped out.
“Mama!” She ran over to me and I got up to catch her.
“Hello, princess!” I peppered kisses around her face. “What has you here?”
“We went for a tea party at the Misty Marina Tea Boutique.” Evan stepped over and gave me a hug. “I have a huge favor to ask.”
“Anything.” I smiled.
“I would like to take a small trip with my grandbaby to see a three story toy store, a museum and shopping.”
“Sure.” I shook my head. “When are you leaving?”
“Right now, if you don’t mind.”
“Honestly? I don’t mind, it just seems sudden.”
He reached for Frankie and she jumped into his arms. “There’s also…”
“Ice capes.” Frankie nodded.
“Ice capes?”
“Princess Ice Capades.”
Laughter bubbled up. “Gotcha.” I leaned in and kissed her one more time. “Have fun on your trip!”
Frankie blew me a kiss as he carried her to the elevator and for a moment, everything else melted away.
My daughter was going with her pop pop for a few days. I was going to see my absolute favorite opera, and I didn’t have to face Ethan until tomorrow if he comes in.





Vivian 
I had an hour before Brady would be here to pick me up. Without Frankie here, it’ll be a breeze.
Evan had already sent me pictures of her sitting in the captain’s seat driving the boat. He dolled her up in a sailor dress and hat and her blue eyes sparkled with a level of happiness that had me in tears.
From the moment I saw the plus sign on the test, I vowed to give my child the best life I could. Evan does well, striking a balance between spoiling her rotten and teaching her to work for what she wants.
Placing my hand on my beating heart, I lifted up a prayer of thanks. Life with my mother sucked, and Jackson wasn’t any better. I’m not a fool. I know I am blessed to have Evan in my life and he’s been the best step-parent to me.
“Jesus.” I slapped my forehead. “I’m still in love with my step-brother.”
Music played on my phone while I showered. Washing my hair and body I felt refreshed after last night, even though I showered this morning.
My hips swayed with the music, and I belted out the songs I knew the words to.
Once I finished, I wrapped my hair and body up in towels and danced across the floor to my closet. On a whim last year, I bought myself an evening gown. I fell in love with it and when I tried it on; I felt like a princess.
The deep red material reminded me of a bing cherry. It hugged my curves, but somehow didn’t make me feel fat. The modest vee sparkled with the embellishments, as did the curves from my waist to my hips.
My left leg played peek-a-boo with the high slit and I couldn’t wait to don my special underwear I picked out to wear with it.
Once I dried my body thoroughly I went to the bathroom to dry my hair into long sleek waves. Then I did my make-up. My lips looked like I’d been sucking on cherries, and I did a simple black eyeliner and mascara.
Looking up at the clock, I stepped into the dress and realized I needed someone to zip me up. Brady would be here any moment. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind. Picking up my phone, I checked my messages and tried not to be disappointed when there weren’t any new ones.
I slipped my heels on, grabbed my clutch, putting my license, money, debit card and lipstick inside and, holding my dress up so I wouldn’t trip, I went downstairs to wait.
The moment my foot touched the landing at the bottom of the stairs, there was a knock at the door.
“Coming!” I walked over and smiled at Brady. “Could you do me a huge favor?”
“Of course, Miss Vivian.”
Holding my stomach, hoping to calm the butterflies, I turned, exposing my back. “Could you zip me, please?”
“Yes, ma’am.” I felt his fingers pull the dress taut, and then he pulled the zipper closed.
I spun to face him. “How do I look?”
“Breathtaking.” He walked over to the limo and opened the door for me. “Are you ready?”
I closed the door behind me, set the lock and alarm, and slid into the car.
The ride through town couldn’t hold my interest. Maybe a game on my phone would help? I tried to play the word games I loved so much, but my brain kept drawing a blank.
Sighing, I put it away and focused on taking deep breaths.
Turning my head, I looked out the window and saw the airport. “Brady?”
“Yes, ma’am?” His eyes met mine in the rearview mirror.
“Why are we at the airport?”
“This is the address you gave me.”
I pulled my phone out and called Edie.
“Yo.” Evie answered.
“Evelyn, I need to speak to Edie.”
“No can do.”
“Why?”
“She’s busy doing something.”
“Evelyn.” I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “What is she doing?”
“Um, not coming to the phone?” She giggled and hung up on me.
I pressed my lips together as the car came to a stop. Brady exited and came around, opening my door and offering me a hand.
Accepting his hand, he helped me out and then closed the door. Before us sat a smallish plane. “What is that?”
“That would be a private jet, ma’am.”
I turned to face him. “Brady. Why are we at the airport standing by a private jet?”
“You wish to go to the opera, yes?”
“Yes.”
He gave me a gentle push. “Then you need to board that plane.” He pointed and tossed the keys to someone.
Holding on to my arm, he gave me a tug, and I walked beside him and up the steps. “I don’t understand.”
“Just keep moving, ma’am, one foot in front of the other. There you go.”
A woman stepped into view at the door. “Welcome Miss Vivian.”
“Why do you know who I am?”
She gave a giggle while motioning me inside. I moved further in and gasped at the inside. The style reminded me of Evan’s yacht.
Taking a few more steps inside, I heard the woman behind me. “We’ll be taking off in fifteen minutes. Please have a seat and buckle up.”
I looked around the interior and, as I turned, I saw Ethan standing behind me with a rose.
“You look beautiful.”
My eyes narrowed. “What’s going on?”
“We’re going to the opera.”
“Where’s Edith?” I looked around the cabin again.
“At home?” He shrugged. “I can’t say for sure.”
I pulled my phone out and hit the redial. “Why did she ask me to go with her?”
“I asked her to.”
Edith answered this time.
“Where the fuck are you?”
“At home.” She answered softly.
“Why did my best friend lie to me?” Glaring at Ethan, I growled. “Why did my best friend lie to me for you?” Disgust filled my voice.
“I love you, Vivian.”
A sarcastic laugh came out. “Bullshit.”
“Vivi, listen to him.” Edie’s voice made me freeze in place.
“Edith. You know…”
She sighed into the phone. “Vivian. Not everything is black and white.”
“It’s always been you, Vivi.” He stepped towards me. “Even when I was a piece of shit dickbag in school, it was always you.”
“Vivian, I’m hanging up now.” The phone pressed against my ear went silent.
I couldn’t move and all the words in the world left me.
“Mr. York, Brady, and Thomas are ready to taxi.”
“Thank you, Deb.” His voice was soft.
He walked over to me. “Baby, we need to get strapped in.”
I felt my eyes blink.
“Oh, hell.” He ran a hand through his hair. “Damn it, Viv, this isn’t how I planned this to go.”
I took a step back.
“Not this time.” He threw the rose down and reached out, grabbing my arms, yanking me against him as his lips took possession of mine.
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Her arms wrapped around me, and I felt her relax into my kiss. Her sweet scent overwhelmed my senses and letting her go was the farthest thought from my mind.
She walked into the cabin wearing dark cherry heels and a matching dress that made her curves stand out. All the blood in my body rushed to my dick and my heart stopped.
Behind me, I heard a throat clear, and I reluctantly pulled back, peppering her face with kisses.
“Sir.” Brady coughed. “If you want to make it in time for the opera, we need to leave.”
I cupped her face. “Let’s get seated.”
Her hand came up, cupping my face. “Say it again.”
“I love you.” Tears welled in her eyes, and I helped her move towards the seats. “Let me buckle you in.”
She sat there in silence, her eyes glassy and confused. Once I got her buckled, I sat beside her and did my buckle.
“Deb, let Brady and Thomas know we’re ready.”
“Yes, Mr. York.” She turned on her heel and I looked back at Vivian.
“You look breathtaking.” I reached for her hand, and she entwined her finger with mine. “Are you all right?”
She shook her head. “No. I don’t know what the hell is going on.”
I reached over and ran my finger down her cheek, turning her head to face me. “What’s going on is I realized I was being a schmuck.”
Her head shook. “You treated me like a toy last night. And left me alone, with no words.”
“Vivian.” I leaned in and pressed a kiss beside her lips. “You polished off an entire bottle of wine.”
She shrugged and still shook her head no.
“Baby.” I held her face with both hands. “The first time we had sex, I was tipsy, and you were beyond drunk. You didn’t remember.” I pressed our foreheads together. “And I didn’t want to take the chance of that happening again. Baby, the next time I make love to you, or fuck you senseless, I want you sober.”
Her eyes widened, and she whispered my name. “Ethan.”
“Vivian…” I sighed. “That night fucked me up more than you could ever know.”
She reached out and cupped my face. “I don’t understand.”
Using my thumbs, I wiped her tears away. “Viv, I wanted to be a gentleman. I wanted to protect you. That’s why I got into the fistfight with Jackson.”
“Wait.” She sat back. “You’re the one who beat the snot out of him?”
Nodding, I laughed. “Hell yeah. Even then, you were mine.”
“So why did you… why did we…”
“He’d had his fingers in my cherry pie.” I narrowed my eyes and chuckled when her cheeks turned pink. “You weren’t wearing underwear. I carried you up to your room, and you suddenly had eight arms. Before I knew what was happening, you pushed my trunks off.”
She threw her head back in laughter. “Me?”
“Yeah, you.” I laughed. “And then we wrestled and you…”
Her face went pale. “Oh, my god.”
“What?”
“Did I…” She swallowed hard and whispered. “Rape you?”
“My sweet, Vivian, you can’t rape the willing.” I pressed a kiss to her nose.
She let out a giggle.
“I wanted to be your first, but not like that.”
“I’m glad you were my first.”
There was a crackling sound before Brady’s voice came over the intercom. “You are free to roam around the cabin.”
We unbuckled together, and each turned to see the other.
“You were my first for something, too.”
“What?”
“Unprotected.” I smiled.
“Oh.” She giggled again. “Are we really going to the opera?”
I entwined my fingers with hers again and lifted her hand to kiss her wrist. “Yes, we are.”
“What about after?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief.
“That’s up to you.” I shrugged. “We can get a hotel or we can fly home.”
“Do you have a preference?”
“No alcohol.” Leaning closer to her, I kissed her neck. “Because before this night is over, I plan to have you naked.”
“Let’s go home after.”





Vivian 
The opera blew my mind away, Ethan blew my mind away.
We buckled in for our descent into Port Stella and he held my hand, his thumb stroking my skin.
“I didn’t know Brady was a pilot, too.” I turned my head to look at him. 
He nodded, his smile melting my heart. “It was a dream of his, so my dad made sure it came true.”
“Your father is one of the most amazing men I’ve ever known.”
“He’s my hero.” Ethan lifted my hand to his lips and pressed a kiss to my fingers.
The plane touched down and once we stopped moving, we unbuckled and waited for the team to open the door.
Ethan stood up and pulled me up into his embrace. “I hope you enjoyed the show.”
“I did.” Stretching up onto my toes, I pressed a kiss to his chin. “Thank you.”
“Mr. York, the car is being brought around.”
Ethan gave me a squeeze. “Ready to go home?”
“I am.”
We followed Brady off the plane and he jogged to the car, opening the back door for us.
“Ladies first.” He motioned for me to enter, and I bent to get in the car. His hand landed gently on my ass, squeezing.
I jumped and landed awkwardly on the seat, and he slid in beside me, his eyes twinkling in the dark.
“You’re up to something.” I narrowed my eyes at him.
“Oh. I’m up.” He winked and pulled me into his lap. “Do you know how many times I’ve thought about this moment?”
“Zero?”
He shook his head, his voice husky and low. “Cherry, I thought of you naked in the locker room, taking you against the wall. In the hidden entrance to the school’s auditorium, backseat of my car, in my bed, on the floor over the desk.”
“Ethan.” My heart beat so hard and fast in my chest I thought it would explode.
He cupped my face and brought me closer to him. “Vivian, I meant it. It’s always been you.”
I leaned the rest of the way in and covered his lips with mine. His hand moved into my hair, fisting it, pulling my head back as he attacked the hollow of my throat with his kisses.
Every place his lips touched burned, and I felt my panties dampen. I didn’t care that Brady was in the front seat, driving. The only person who mattered at this moment was Ethan.
“Your skin is so soft.”
“Your beard is soft.” I moaned softly.
“We’re not going into work tomorrow.” He nipped my chin. “Once I get you home and naked, we’re not leaving the house or seeing anyone else until dad brings Frankie home.”
I squirmed in his lap. “Why the piercings?”
He smiled and shrugged. “Something to do.”
“Do they feel good to you?”
He nodded slowly. “They feel even better when you touch me.”
Moving closer to his face, I licked his lips. “They fascinate me.”
“They’re yours to enjoy.” He firmly slammed his lips against mine, and his tongue thrust into my mouth.
I grazed my nails over his neck and felt him growl. Moaning, I let my tongue fight with his. Our hands rubbed each other where we could reach and we made out like teenagers in the backseat of a car.
His hand cupped my breast through the material, and I tugged at the knot of his tie.
A throat cleared. “We’re home, sir.”
He broke our kiss, playfully biting my bottom lip. “Thank you, Brady.”
I felt his hand reach for the handle and the door at my back popped open. He leaned me back and twisted. Setting my feet on the ground, I stood up and felt him at my back.
Letting his hand settle on my lower back, he steered me towards the front door, reaching out to unlock the door, then ushered me inside and reset the alarm.
The look in his eyes changed. Instead of the sweet playful look, his blue eyes darkened radiating lust. He took a step closer, and I took off running through the house with him at my back.
Ethan caught me in the kitchen, wrapping an arm around my waist, jerking me back against him. “Where you goin’, cherry?”
Laughter took over, and I wiggled my ass against his erection.
Moving my hair, he pressed a kiss to the back of my neck, and then unzipped my dress, trailing kisses all the way down.
“Ethan.” I moaned and reached for the island, needing support.
His hands reached under the material and ran up my body, then he pulled them back, pushing the dress from my shoulders.
I let the material fall and pool at my feet, smiling when I heard him groan.
His fingers worked the hook and eye closure of my bra and he pushed that off in the same maddening slow pace.
“One of us is overdressed for this party.” I leaned my head back to see him, smiling when I saw him step back and remove his tie.
“So I am.” He raised an eyebrow. “I’m hungry.”
I slipped my heels off and stepped from the material, walking to the fridge. “Let’s see. There’s leftovers.”
“Nope.”
“Salad?”
“Nope.”
“Some chocolate balls.”
“Those are for you.” I heard material hitting the floor. “I made them.”
“You made me balls?” I turned to see him with his shirt open as he unbuckled his belt.
“They’re chocolate-covered cherries.”
My eyes bugged out of my head. “You did what?”
He stepped around the clothing on the floor and came around to where I stood. Reaching into the fridge, he took one of the chocolates and pressed it to my lips.
I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around it, making him groan. “I don’t know what lipstick you are wearing, but your lips are still stained and I can’t wait to see them wrapped around my cock.”
Feeling naughty, I slowly licked my lips, tasting the sweetness from the cherry. “Is that so?”
He nodded. “But first I want dessert.”
“Have a chocolate ball.”
“I want cherry pie.” He reached for my panties and pulled them down, before lifting me up and plunking me on the island. “Lay back, baby.”
Instead of laying back, I compromised leaning on my elbows.
His hands teased the skin on my thighs before spreading them open. Ethan leaned over me, pressing kisses to my belly, hips and the top of my pussy. His fingers teased my slit before he slid one inside me, taking my breath away.
I watched as he moved lower, and gasped when I felt his tongue push between my lips, to lick my clit.
His lips latched onto my button and drew it further from its hood, while adding a second finger to my core.
The feelings between his mouth and fingers made my arms shake, and I fell back, opening my legs wider.
Jackson only did this once, and I thought something was wrong with me after hearing my friends talk about it.
“Oh, Ethan!” My back arched up, and I felt him rest my legs on his shoulders.
His fingers moved in and out, rubbing against a spot that made my body convulse. He used his entire mouth working over my clit the way a boxer works a speed ball and my toes curled as he took me higher and higher.
I felt his moans vibrate through my body and my hands moved to my breasts, playing with my nipples. The tight, hard peaks were sensitive, and with each pinch and tug, I felt electric bolts shoot through me.
My breathing wavered between pants and gasps, loud moans mixed with them, and I felt my body tremble.
“So good.” I moaned. “Ethan, fuck! This feels so good.”
He circled my clit with his tongue, then muttered. “I’d hope to be the best.”
“Mm, you are.”
He stopped all kisses and motions.
“Oh sweet jesus, don’t stop!” I cried in frustration.
“Beg?” He nipped the sensitive skin on my inner thigh.
“Please, please, please make me come.” My voice came out whiny, and I didn’t care. I needed him to bury his face back between my legs.
“My pleasure.” He attacked my pussy with fervor. Tongue, teeth and fingers teasing me.
The overwhelming feelings drove me mad. “Ethan!”
I writhed on the island, hearing my moans grow in pitch. My hips bucked against his face, and I felt my legs tightening.
“Ethan!” I cried out as the crest of my orgasm washed over me and snapped my thighs around his head holding him in place as he continued his nibbles, licks and finger fucking.
I tried to grab the smooth counter to stop the feeling of free falling as I shook. All of a sudden, I felt like a wet noodle, and my thighs unclenched. I forcefully shoved his head away from my sensitive pussy and slid back on the counter. 
He licked his fingers clean, keeping his eyes on mine. “So delicious.”
“That felt…”
“That was the first of many.” He wrapped his arms around my legs and pulled me closer. “I don’t think I’ll ever have enough.”
I pushed myself forward to slide off the counter, and he helped me down. My hands ran up his chest, pushing his shirt off, letting it fall to the ground.
Wrapping my arms around him, I let my hands caress his back. My lips moved around his chest, nipping at his nipples, making him moan.
I moved my hands down and felt my fingers fumble, unbuttoning his pants, before moving the zipper out of my way. Cupping my hand around his erection, I stroked him through his boxers.
“Vivi.” He moaned, and when I looked up at his face, I saw his eyes closed.
A wicked smile graced my face as I let him go, pushed his pants and boxers down, pooling at his feet. Giving him a playful shove, I darted out from between him and the island, running for the stairs.





Ethan 
“Minx!” I yelled after her, smiling. Kicking off my shoes, I stepped from my puddle of clothes and raced after her, pausing when I saw her bounding up the stairs, her tits bouncing and swinging.
“A pair of tits is all that’s needed to stop you!” She yelled back. “Pervert!”
“Oh!” I laughed and took off again. “I’m gonna show exactly how much of a pervert I am!”
She squealed and stopped at the top of the stairs, looking between the master suite and her room.
“Doesn’t matter which way you go, I’m gonna fuck you silly in both.” I growled and caught up to her, scooping her in my arms.
Her head fell back in laughter as I walked to her room. She didn’t close the door earlier, making it easy to walk in and drop her on the bed.
She bounced and twisted around, closing her mouth around my cock.
“Fuck.” A groan rumbled in my chest and my hands went to her hair.
I looked down and saw her cherry red lips move down my length, her brown eyes looking up at me from under her lashes.
“Baby.”
Her suction increased, and she bobbed her head slowly taking me deeper with each pass. Her tongue massaged the piercings and my hands tightened in her hair.
She pulled off and pushed me back as she crawled off the bed onto her knees. Licking up the length, she rubbed each barbell with her tongue while one hand cupped my sack, massaging it gently.
Her other hand grabbed the base, and pulled me down to her warm, waiting mouth as she devoured me.
“Baby.” I shuddered, and she held still.
Looking into her brown eyes, I moved my hips in short thrusts, and she nodded.
Jesus! I’m gonna bust before I even get started. No woman has ever given me control before.
“Mm, yeah.” I thrusted deeper into her throat and pulled back. Her hand met her mouth, working me over.
My hips bucked faster and deeper and she took me every time without gagging. Her eyes were hooded, and I felt her fist tighten.
“Suck on my head.” I slowed my hips, and she pulled her mouth up to the corona, and twirled her tongue around it and into the slit. “That’s my girl.” I moaned and widened my stance.
She moved both hands onto the shaft, pumping me, and through it all her eyes never left mine.
If I let her suck me much more, we’d have to take an intermission to move on to the best part.
Moving my fists from her head, I motioned for her to stand. Instead of stopping and standing up, she reached behind me, dug her nails into my ass and deep throated until her lips kissed my base. Then she pulled off slowly, moving up my body.
“Need something?”
I leaned down, capturing her lips with mine. Together we moved back, and I lowered her to the bed, crawling over her. “This is what I need.”
We kissed and rolled around on the bed, almost identical to our first time. Only this time she didn’t win being on top. My knee moved up, pushing her legs apart as I settled between her pillowy thighs, my cock nocked at her entrance.
“I’ve waited so long for this.” I whispered against her lips.
Her arms wrapped tighter around me. “Me too.”
I thrust inside, feeling her tight walls cling to me. My cock tingled as the barbells moved and she gasped for air.
“Baby?”
“Holy shit, that toy was nothing like the real thing.” She panted. “It feels so good.”
Our lips met again, and I made love to her, each movement taking us higher than the one before. Murmured words of love and soft touches.
I felt her try to roll me over. Smiling down at her, I rolled us, shivering when she sat up, bracing her hands on my chest.
Her body undulated, and she gasped when I bottomed out. Then she picked up the pace, changing from slow and sweet to hard and fast.
My hands reached up to play with her breasts, and she moved faster. “I didn’t know this was possible.”
“What?” I slid my hands down to her full hips.
“I feel like I could come again.” Her breathing staggered, and I felt her slowing down.
“Baby, you gotta ride through it.” I bucked my hips into her.
“Ethan!” she panted, and her fingers dug in deeper. “Fuck!”
I rolled us over and thrust my hips, hard and fast.
So much for slow and sweet.
The only noises were our moans and sweat-slicked skin slapping together. I closed my eyes and pounded into her, feeling her arch up as her orgasm hit.
Her juices flooded from her, and soft squelching sounds added to the mix.
“Vivi.” I panted.
“Come for me, Ethan.” She bit my shoulder. “I wanna feel you.”
“Shit!” I cried out, pumped my hips two more times and then slammed home deep as I exploded inside of her.
An aftershock from her orgasm milked my cock, making me moan before I could brush my lips against hers.
“Mm, yeah.” She moaned and nipped at my shoulders.
As my body trembled, I dropped my forehead to hers. Our lips met in the middle, sharing pecks, and I rolled us to lie on our sides.
“You…” I sighed, still trying to catch my breath.
“I love you.” She kissed my chin.
I caressed her cheek. “I love you too.”
“I’m not on the pill.”
“And?”
“How many women have you been with?”
“Now?” I laughed. “While my dick is semihard inside you, you want to know how many I’ve been with?”
“No. How many since that night?” She shrugged.
“No one.”
I watched confusion mar her face. “Not one woman since the last time with me, in this room?”
“That’s correct.”
“Could be why you didn’t last long.” She joked.
My fingers tickled her sides. “Minx.”
She threw her head back, laughing, and I joined in the laughter. When we calmed down, I nuzzled her neck.
“Wanna shower and then go to our new room?”
“Ours?” She rolled back, letting my cock fall out.
“Yeah. Ours.” I rolled closer to her. “You’re mine.”
“Are you gonna be a dick at work?”
“I’m gonna bend you over the desk and fulfill a fantasy.”
She smiled. “Does that mean I can push you to your knees under my desk?”
“Mm, my girl is durrrrty.”
She threw her head back, laughing. “There are things I’ve seen done that I wanted to try. Now we can.”
“How do you know I’m game?” I tried to be serious.
“You fingered me in a tub while watching porn.” She pinched my nipple. “I think it’s a safe guess you’re a pervert too.”





Vivian 4th of July
Armed with ginger candies and tea, I boarded the damn yacht for a day of sailing to celebrate the official retirement of Evan and Myles.
Henry’s parents were here and his mother reminded me of my own.
I’m not a fan.
Drew, Dexter, Henry and Ethan are playing cards while Dillon and Frankie run amuck. When I tried to get them under control, Ethan told me to let them have their fun.
Below deck, I was getting the food ready and making sure we had everything before we move away from shore.
“You’ve outdone yourself.” Evan joined me in the dining room.
“Don’t be silly.” I smiled. “You deserve this.”
“Don’t tell Ethan, but you’re my favorite child.” He winked, and I felt my stomach pitch. “Vivi, are you okay?”
“I think so.” Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath. “Sailing and I may never be friends.”
Lena poked her head in. “There you are.”
“Were you looking for me?”
She nodded. “You look pale. Are you feeling okay?”
“Yeah, I’m just not a good sailor.”
Evan stepped closer, embracing me. “Maybe go above deck and get some fresh air.”
I nodded. “Come on, Lena.”
We joined the men above the deck, and I stepped over to the railing. The gentle motion of the yacht gliding along the waves should’ve been calming. The pungent smell in the air made my stomach roll and pitch harder.
I spun around, covering my mouth, and ran to the other side of the boat where I could vomit somewhat privately.
“Baby?” Ethan came up behind me, his hand rubbing comforting circles on my back. “Lena? Would you get me a cool washcloth and a bottle of water?”
“I’ll be right back.”
With each heave, I took a breath, taking in more of the salty air, and soon all I could do was dry heave.
I felt the cool cloth on the back of my neck, and then he pressed it along my face.
“Vivi, wanna go lay down?”
Nodding, I fell against him. “I’m sorry I suck on the boat.”
“Come on.” He scooped me up in his arms and carried me to our room.
Inside the boat, the scent of the air didn’t bother me as much and once we got to our room, he set me down so I could brush my teeth and splash cool water on my face.
When I stepped from the bathroom, Ethan was on his side, laying on the bed. “Feel better?”
“I thought so, but then the pitching starts again.”
He patted the bed and motioned for me to come over to him. Heaving a sigh, I flopped beside him.
“Last time we were on the boat, you were sick.” He brushed my hair from my face. “Were you sea sick or morning sick?”
I sat up so fast the room spun as I gasped. “No.”
He sat up, wrapping an arm around me. “There’s a test in the bathroom.”
“Ethan?”
“Yes?” He pressed a kiss to my shoulder.
“Why is there a test in the bathroom?”
“Let’s call it a hunch.” His hand rested on my belly, rubbing softly.
My eyes fluttered closed, and I shook my head as I got off the bed and went into the bathroom. On the back of the toilet sat the box of tests.
How did I miss that earlier? Oh. I was vomiting up everything I’ve ever eaten.
Snarling to myself, I opened the box, pulled out the stick, and did my thing. When I finished, I set it on the sink and watched as the word pregnant lit up on the small screen.
I don’t know how long I stood there staring at it, then I felt Ethan behind me. He wrapped an arm around me and picked up the test with his other.
“Frankie’s gonna be a great big sister.”
My eyes met his in the mirror. “You’re happy?”
“Hell yeah!” He smiled, set the test down and spun me to face him. “Vivian, I was never angry that we had Frankie, well you had her. She was created in love. We’re older now, have a huge house to fill with kids, and I will be there every step of the pregnancy this time.”
Tears fell down my face.
“No.” He cupped my face. “Don’t you dare feel guilt anymore. The past is done.”
I nodded and wrapped my arms around him. “Ethan?”
“Yes?”
“We’re pregnant.”
“Maybe we’ll get a boy this time?”
“What if it’s another girl?”
“Then we have two girls.” He chuckled. “Really, Vivi, I heard about pregnancy brain, but I didn’t think it happened this fast.”
There was a knock at the door, and then we heard Evan. “Is Vivian okay?”
“Hey dad.” Ethan pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Come here.”
Evan came around the wall and looked at us. “What did you do?”
“Me?” Ethan stepped back, shocked.
“What did he do, Vivi?” Evan looked at me. “Did he hurt you?”
I shook my head, reached for the test, and then handed it to him. Ethan stood there playfully muttering about how he was a good god damn son.
Evan’s eyes grew wide. “Really?”
“Oh, now he talks to me normal.” Ethan laughed. “Yeah. Round two, pop pop.”
“Well, this is the best retirement gift ever!” He wrapped his arms around us both. “Let’s go celebrate. And tonight we can watch the fireworks!”
Together, the three of us went back to the main deck in time to hear Dillon letting his dad know he was still upset with him.
“I just wanted to pet the birds.”
“They were geese. Geese are mean.”
“The geeses didn’t bite me.” He crossed his arms over his chest.
“Dillon.” Henry gave his son the Dad look. “I’ve never met a kind goose.”
“Birds aren’t mean.” Frankie looked at Henry. “Maybe you forgot your manners?”
Evan and Ethan turned so the kids wouldn’t see them laugh.
“Frankie, Henry was just being a good dad trying to protect Dillon.”
“Thank you, Viv.”
We watched as Frankie and Dillon walked off grumbling about parents, and once we were sure they were out of earshot, laughter broke out from everyone. Except Margaret.
“Really, Henry, you should have reported those birds.” His mother shook her head.
“Look, someone came and got them.” He shrugged. “No harm, no foul.”
“Well, there could’ve been harm from a fowl.” His dad, Thomas, chuckled at his own joke, making Margaret walk away in a huff.
“There’s plenty to celebrate today.” Evan smiled at everyone. “Let’s make the most of it.”
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Henry 
Honk! Honk! Honk!
I groaned, rolling over in my bed. It sounded like a party is happening in my backyard, complete with a car honking.
Letting out a sigh, I pulled my pillow over my head, trying to block the noise out. Ever since Ethan moved out, I stayed up later than I planned on playing games online, knowing I would drag my ass in the morning.
Hello consequences of my poor choice.
In some ways, I missed having a friend here to toss back a few brews with. In others, I was glad to have the house back to me and Dillon again.
“Dad!” Dillon yelled, while his little feet pounded the hardwood floor. “There’s big birds in our yard!”
“Dillon.” My voice rasped with sleep. “Please stop yelling.”
Memories kicked my ass last night after a talk with my mother.
“I don’t understand why you act the way you do, Henry. You’re so smart, but sometimes you do the dumbest things.” How many times had I heard that growing up? Too many to count, that’s for sure.
And maybe I drank one too many beers while I played my game too.
“Video games? Really Henry. Those are for children who have no brain. Not for intelligent young men who can be anything they want in life.”
It’s not something I made a habit of, and while I could do keggers all night long in high school and before Dillon came along. Now days a six-pack was enough to knock me on my ass.
“I’m gonna pet them!”
Fine. Go pet them.
The pounding feet continued down the stairs, and my eyes flew open. “Dillon! Wait!”
My son was every bit a carbon copy of me, curious and daring. Yet another thing my mother like to poke at me about.
“You need to set a good example for him, Henry. Do you think sitting around playing video games will do that?”
Bare feet, boxer shorts and morning wood standing proud, I ran after my son.
I’m not awake enough for this shit, and I missed the last step hitting the wall headfirst. Shaking it off, I rounded the banister, still hoping to catch him.
“Here birdie, birdie, birdie!” He ran towards them, hands outstretched.
“Dillon!” My chest heaved as I tried breathing. “Those are geese!”
What the fuck is a gaggle of geese doing in my yard?
Horror filled me as the closest goose took a step towards Dillon’s small hand. Pushing myself, I finally caught up and lifted him up in a spinning arc, away from the goose.
The goose, offended that I moved the boy, shot his neck forward and bit my ass.
“Motherfucker!”
“Swear jar, Daddy.”
“The goose bit me!”
“You say no excuses, Daddy.”
I watched the gaggle of geese move further in our yard to the small pool, which had water in it.
Carrying my son into the house, I set him down, sighing. “Dillon, you can’t just walk up to geese.”
“But dad! They was talking to me.”
“I think they’re just noisy.” A frown filled my face.
Dillon went to the window, looked back at me with sad eyes, and turned back to look out the window, pouting. His small hands and nose pressed against the clear glass. “I just want to pet them.”
My shoulders dropped, and I watched my son while rubbing the sore spot on my butt, trying not to be mad that my five-year-old was being a five-year-old.
When I was his age, I would’ve done the same. Kids are naturally curious. And I refuse to treat him like my mother treated me.
“Can I please go pet them?” Dillon came over to me and hugged my leg.
“No.” I reach down and stroke his head. “I’m sorry.”
“But why not?” Sad blue eyes look up into mine.
“Dillon, geese are mean.” I pointed to my sore butt. “They can hurt you.”
“Maybe you scared him?” His little shoulders shrugged.
“They chase me when I go golfing.”
My son went back to the window and pressed agasint the glass.
“Dillon, if you don’t ease up, you’ll go through the glass. C’mon, we need to get some breakfast and get ready for our day.”
Shoulders drooping, Dillon came to the table. “I bet they’re hungry.”
“Nature will provide.”
I made quick work of breakfast for Dillon and coffee for myself.
The kid grumbled with each bite, then slunk off to get ready for school.
Shaking my head, I looked back at the geese still wandering around my backyard.
Where on earth did they come from?
Movement caught my eye, and I moved closer to the window as a small blond woman wearing a bright orange sweater clapped her hands at the birds. They honked at her, and without missing a beat, she herded them to the fence and out through the broken slats.
That’s how they got in.
I watched as she made wild gestures with her arms and I’ll be damned if the geese seemed to understand exiting through the break, out of my backyard.
Tilting my head, I watched as all five left and then she turned her head and my breath caught in my throat.
Miranda Walker stood in my backyard, staring at me.
Gone was the gangly, nerdy girl from high school. In her place stood a beautiful woman with a well-toned body. Her icy green eyes narrowed, and she marched out of my view through the same hole the geese went through.
The air finally stopped trying to choke me and then I realized I’m standing in my boxers in front of the French door window.
Way to go, Henry.
Blowing out a hard breath, I chuckle and finish my coffee. Work wasn’t going to wait for me to get my head in the game. Time to get dressed.
Walking through the hall, I found Dillon sitting on the stairs in his jammies. “Come along, little man.”
“Yes, Dad.”
He was growing up so fast, he no longer wanted help to get ready for daycare. I tried to respect his space, but he was only five.
In the time it took me to get ready, he also got dressed and had his backpack packed.
I tried to high five him, but he sighed and walked ahead of me.
Stepping out the front door, we walked over to my SUV. I opened the backdoor for Dillon and he scrambled in, buckling himself up.
I couldn’t help smiling, happy that my son understood the importance of safety and keeping a schedule.
This is how I like my life. Neat. Orderly. Scheduled. Safe.
Looking at my son, I could see my late wife in him. Dillon wasn’t afraid to go after what he wanted like her and, like me, he’s ready for any bit of adventure he could find.
“What’s you smiling about, Dad?”
“Thinking about how proud I am of you.”
“Can I go pet the geese before we leave?” Dillon’s voice is small.
Chuckling, I reached out and ruffled the boy’s hair. “The geese are gone, son. Maybe someday we’ll see more, and you can try to pet those geese.”
The ride to drop Dillon off at daycare was quiet this morning. I knew this was Dillon’s way of protesting. I also knew my son thought I was being mean for not letting him run headfirst to into an attack by geese.
This wasn’t the first morning I’ve seen an animal in my backyard. Last month, I had a tortoise and occasionally a stray dog.
Maybe it’s time to find out where these strange animals are coming from?
Pulling up at the building, I found my usual parking place.
“It’s okay, Dad. I can walk myself in today.”
I looked back at my son. “What? I always walk you in.”
“Well. Today I want to do it myself.” Dillon nodded to punctuate his statement.
Great first the geese, now my kid. Seems I’m oh for two this morning.
“Oh. Well, if that’s what you want.”
“Yep.” He already unbuckled himself and got ready to climb out.
“Grandma will pick you up after school.”
His little eyes rolled. “‘Kay. Later, Dad.”
The door closed and just like that, my five-year-old is acting like a teenager over some damn geese.
Making sure he entered the building, I shook my head. “Well, fuck me running.”
I put the car in motion and headed to the job site to meet my crew and get my workday started. I pulled into the small drive and parked beside our trailer.
“Hey boss.”
“Hey Gonzales, catch me up.”
“Had two call-outs, rest of the crew is on task.”
“Jake in the office?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Thanks.” I headed inside the small trailer that we used as the onsite office and found my foreman and friend on the phone ordering some parts.
Taking a seat at my desk, I went through the mail and checked the calendar for upcoming deadlines.
“Henry, we need a safety meeting next month.” He frowned. “Boring ass meeting.”
“Can do, Jake.” I sat back in my chair.
“You look frustrated.” Jake got up and got us both coffee.
“Dillon’s mad at me.” I sighed. “It’s the first time.”
“Why’s the kid mad?”
“I wouldn’t let him pet some geese that were in our yard.”
Tilting his head in confusion, Jake chuckled. “How the hell did geese get in your yard?”
Shaking my head, I laughed too. “Man, I have no clue where they were from, but some blond, that looked like a grownup Miranda Walker, came and ushered them out. It was like she was the goose whisperer. It would’ve been nice if she did that before one of the assholes bit my ass.”
“How did you get bit?”
“I ran after Dillon in my boxers.”
Jake laughed so hard he put his head down on the desk, howling. “Only you, Henry.”
“Remember that time in high school when someone snuck a goat into Principal Miller’s office?”
“Oh. Now you’re going to fess up?”
“Well, yeah.” I shrugged.
What I wasn’t going to admit was Miranda helped me get the goat in there, and I kissed her under the bleachers.
We continued to laugh as we grabbed up our hard hats and went out to do some actual work for the day.
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I am a free-spirit who has a macabre sense of humor and loves life. Looking back sucks. Life is short. You can’t change the past. You can only work towards a better future. Every experience in our life is there to help us grow–Life blessed me with a sister and two brothers, but I didn’t get to grow up with any of them. I grew up with my grandparents as an only child, and think being an only child sucked as there was never anyone to play games with. I loved to create characters, so I would make up unique ones to play against and amuse myself. Reading was always a passion! What began with Star Trek, horror movies and historical romance novels took root and grew into writing short stories for my friends. We would pick our favorite actor or band member and do “soap operas”. Growing up near Chicago, it was hard to see the stars. I knew they were there, and that the stars hold a special place for everyone. It’s where we look up and wish.  
I used to be known as Lilith Adams/Aeryn Zaera, but now it’s all merged and it’s ALL me. From romance that takes you into the stars where there’s a world proving peace is achievable. To contemporary second-chance, friends to lovers. I also have paranormal and dark romance plus erotica. In my garden of words, all the love stories that bloom there are all packed with plenty of spice.
It took a long time for me to figure out who I was inside, but now that I know, there’s no stopping me. I fly my freak flag high and proud! My goal is to bring normal, everyday people to life in adventures that are fun and sometimes out of this world while showcasing the magic that can happen when you’re true to yourself.
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