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   I recommend this book to everyone! I loved every minute of it! Not only did I just buy it today, it kept me so hooked I also finished it! This is a hands down must read!
 
    
 
   Wow. I never wanted to visit Thailand until reading this book. It just sounds so beautiful, yet peaceful. The sex scenes almost left me panting.....wow. There were times where I felt my heart cry because of how Jackson acted or how he screwed it up in Thailand. The author has a real talent here. I am looking forward to the next book, that's for sure! 
Good book and definitely a book for anyone who likes a romance story with a bit of spice. 
 
    
 
   This is a highly addictive read! You laugh and cry with the characters and are sad when it ends. Excellent story with twists and turns to keep you entertained.
 
    
 
   I couldn't put this book down, it took me to chapter 9 to get hooked into 50 shades but this book was by 9%. I loved the depth of the relationships and the descriptions of Thailand; it’s now on my list of places to go. Can't wait to read the next book
 
   Great story and wonderful characters, I loved reading about the characters and enjoyed the book immensely. The setting was fun, and the secondary characters were interesting too. The entire book I was hoping the main characters would get together, and of course, it's a happily ever after. A great way to spend a dreary afternoon!
 
    
 
   I found this book both captivating and intriguing...couldn't put it down!! Brilliantly written and creative. It has certainly left me wanting more and I eagerly anticipate the follow-up.
 
 
   I have never been to Thailand but the author describes it so beautifully that she actually takes you there! The beautifully described characters really come to life and their relationships describe love in its truest form! The author cleverly moves from the two main characters perspectives, which gives more insight to the feelings of the characters. This romance part of the book is in my opinion only a small part and Rosie's relationship with her witty best friend Pippa and her brother makes the reader envious of the love between them and makes the story so much more than the usual love story! I'd recommend this to my friends just for the visualisation of the beautiful Jackson James! 
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   “Good morning” I speak through a yawn as I wake to find Jackson sitting up in bed next to me, smiling, “How long have you been awake?”
 
   “I don’t know really, a little while” he strokes my hair from my face and glances around my childhood bedroom, amused, “It’s very erm…pink”
 
   “I’m a girl!” I sit up in mock defensiveness and pout; Jackson laughs and playfully nips at my protruding bottom lip with his teeth before kissing me, “Merry Christmas Mr James” I smile, “I wonder if Santa has been.”  
 
   I jump out of bed excitedly and head for the door, Jackson laughing behind me as he follows me downstairs…
 
    
 
   Christmas in the Alvez house is a big deal. Dad always cooks a big breakfast, a fusion of Spanish treats and a ‘Full English’, while Mam fusses around sorting the turkey and preparing the vegetables for dinner.  Every year she moans that she should have started earlier while Dad sings loudly and almost floats around the kitchen, much to Mam’s frustration, and her amusement.
 
   This year is so far turning out to be my favourite Christmas of all; I have the man that I’m madly in love with next to me on one side and my brother on the other. Matthew is here and despite the fact that Pippa’s parents live only three doors away, they always spend Christmas in Portugal, so she’s here too. All of the people that I love most in the world are all in one room, I couldn’t be any happier.
 
   I was due to head up to Jackson’s Dad’s house in Yorkshire for New Year so thankfully I have his present here with me. I didn’t know what to get him, we haven’t been together long, and obviously I had no idea that he was going to propose, so I tried to keep it very simple. As I sit at the breakfast table admiring the stunning vintage emerald and diamond ring on my left hand I am aware that I’m smiling, it’s beautiful, and I know that he chose it to match my eyes. Jackson told me that it’s my eyes that pulled him in; he says that they held him captive like a fly in a spider web. When he nearly crushed me that day in Gold Square, when I had no idea who he was and he thought I was an assistant, he knew that day that he needed to see me again. He says he thinks I hypnotised him with my eyes, which made me feel a little like Kaa the snake from The Jungle Book, but it was sweet all the same. 
 
   A ring after such a short time together was the last thing that I was expecting; it hadn’t even entered my thoughts. I’m certainly not expecting to receive anything else from him as it must have cost a fortune, so when he passes me a wrapped box at the breakfast table I can’t help but look surprised,
 
   “Why are you so shocked?” He laughs and leans in so close to me that his breath on my ears raises goose bumps all over my body “It’s Christmas, and you’ve been a very good girl!” His voice is almost a whisper but has a gravelly tone that makes me hungry for him in an instant. He looks at me with a mischievous grin that says ‘you’ve been anything but good Alvez’ and I blush. I’m thankful that Rafe, Matthew and Pippa have gone into the kitchen to beg my dad for churros con chocolate,
 
   “You already gave me this!” I hold up my left hand, “This is too much” I am embarrassed to accept another present from him, Michael generally only bought me fluffy socks and a toiletry set,
 
   “Rosetta, its Christmas. Open it” he nudges me with his elbow and smiles lovingly as I start to open the gift. As the paper comes away to reveal a black box I feel the heat rise in my cheeks. I know that it is more jewellery and given the ring that he chose, I know it isn’t going to be a cheap trinket, I tentatively open the box.
 
   I gasp at the sight of the necklace. It is a perfect partner to my engagement ring, a simple chain with an exquisite vintage emerald and diamond pendant that really does take my breath away. I look Jackson in the eyes with a shy smile “It’s stunning” I pause for a breath as I take in the beauty of the gift, and the thought behind it. 
 
   “Thank you…for everything” Jackson squeezes my hand affectionately and leans in to kiss me gently.  My senses are on high alert at his closeness and the feel of his lips on mine, the sight of the ring on my left hand as my fingers drift over the gorgeous matching necklace and the smell of melted chocolate and cinnamon drifting in from the kitchen. The sound of Rafe and Pippa fighting over food fills the house and I realise that for the first time in years, I am truly happy.
 
    
 
   After breakfast, Jackson and I head back upstairs, I want to give him his present but feel a little embarrassed. It’s nowhere near as dazzling as his to me. I reach into my duffle bag and pull out the neatly wrapped package, 
 
   “Don’t laugh, I feel a little silly giving this to you now” I pass the gift to Jackson, who is now sitting on the bed,
 
   “I don’t need anything but you Rosie but I’m sure it’s perfect” he winks and pats the bed for me to come and sit next to him. 
 
   As I watch Jackson unwrap the large book and open the front cover, I see him smile, “Rosie, this is amazing.”  
 
   He is genuinely pleased as he looks down at the scrapbook of photos of our visit to the nursery and letters and drawings from the children, “I love this, thank you.” 
 
   In the back of the book I have glued a copy of my finished article about the cause and its desperate need for funding, along with a letter from Jean confirming that two new sponsors have already been in touch. Jackson seems touched as the smiling faces of the children look up at him from the pages, 
 
   “That’s the day that I fell in love with you Jackson, so it seemed like the perfect thing to give to you” I blush a little at my admission but when he leans over to kiss me I know that I did the right thing.
 
   “Come on, we should get downstairs” I stand ready to leave the room but Jackson keeps hold of my hand “Come on everyone will be wondering where we are” I lean back a little, pulling on his hand but he stays put, and looks at me with that hunger that I’ve seen so many times before, “No Jackson, not here. I can’t”
 
   “Why? We’re engaged Rosie I’m sure people expect it” he takes my other hand and tries to pull me toward the bed, 
 
   “Jackson, I’ve never had a boy in this room before” I smile and shuffle backwards releasing his grip on my hands, he laughs, 
 
   “A boy?” he laughs again, “I haven’t been called a boy in a long time” he stands and pulls me close, sliding a hand down my spine and across my backside, pulling me even closer and I hear him take in a slow breath, “I cannot stand to go the whole three days that we’re here without touching you Rosie” he kisses my neck and I want to give in but gather my strength, 
 
   “Jackson James, you are a fiend and I will tell my Daddy on you if you’re not careful” I lean my head back allowing him the access to kiss my throat and I smile before coming back to  kiss him deeply, “It’s just that it’s my parents’ house, it’s a bit weird for me. Let’s go downstairs, there’s drinking and eating to be done after all” I walk toward my bedroom door and notice he isn’t following. 
 
   I turn to him and ask, “Are you coming?” 
 
   “Yep…I’m right behind you” he tilts his head to the side and glances downwards, drawing my eye to the massive erection clearly visible in his grey tracksuit bottoms and I can’t help the laughter that escapes me,
 
   “Best…Christmas…EVER!” I laugh as I walk out of the room and downstairs, leaving Jackson to calm down.
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    “My goodness Mrs Alvez, that’s one of the best meals that I have ever had” Jackson leans back in his chair and rubs his stomach,
 
   “Ah Jackson, call me Bernie Please. And thank you, Joaquin does most of the cooking around here but Christmas and Sunday dinners are mine” Mam winks at Jackson and laughs, he smiles and I notice a slight sadness in his eyes,
 
   “Hey, are you ok?” I whisper while everyone around the table is deep in conversation, 
 
   “Yeah sweetie I’m good, it’s just the first Christmas in twelve years that there’s been a Mum at the table. It’s nice but you know!” he holds my hand and smiles as though he’s trying to reassure me that he’s fine. I suddenly feel guilty, I hadn’t even thought about the fact that he’s probably missing his Mum, or that he’s not with his Dad.
 
   “Is your Dad at home, he won’t be on his own will he?” I am worried when I think of my future father in law all alone on Christmas day,
 
   “No, he’s gone to his brother’s, he’s fine” Jackson sips from his glass of red wine and paints on the confident smile that I have grown to adore, “This is fantastic Rosie, honestly I’m happy, I’m really happy” he squeezes my hand and I relax. He’s happy, and so am I.
 
    
 
   “Right then, come on men…PUB!” it’s nine pm and an already intoxicated Rafe has decided he’s ready for a visit to the local,
 
   “Erm watch your mouth you! If you think we’re not coming with you then you’re seriously mistaken” My Mam becomes extremely Irish once she’s had a drink, in accent and attitude. There is no way she is missing out on her annual Christmas sing song at the Miltons Head “Come on then, we’ll be off shall we?” 
 
   Pip jumps up excitedly, she loves seeing my Mam drunk and has her coat on in a blink.
 
   “Yeah Bernie let’s go! It’s me and you against the world!” She links my mother’s arm and they lead the way, I’m comforted by the familiarity of this Alvez Christmas tradition and can’t help but smile as we all follow the family matriarch on her stumble to the pub.
 
   We have visited the Miltons Head every Christmas since we moved to Buxton; Mam turns it into an impromptu karaoke night every year. Dad watches her with an incredible amount of love and pride in his eyes and Rafe and I drink ourselves into a coma. 
 
   “BEN” I call as I walk into the pub and see an old friend behind the bar, “Wow, you look great” 
 
   “Hey Rosie! Thank you sweetheart. I feel pretty good” 
 
   Ben is a year younger than Pip and I. He’s been a waiter at my parents bar since he was sixteen so we’ve grown up together really. Ben, like most of the guys we grew up with has always been in love with Pippa, but he was the chubby funny kid that we saw as just a good friend and nothing more.
 
   “How long have you been working here?” I question as Pip comes to stand next to me at the bar and I notice Ben’s face light up. 
 
   “I just help out when they’re short really… Hey Pip” Ben smiles a wide gleaming grin and both Pippa and I melt a little, he has certainly blossomed since we last saw him. 
 
   We can both see clearly thanks to the tight fitting t-shirt that he’s wearing that he is now slim and toned. His right arm is tattooed from top to bottom and his face has become chiselled and manly, with neatly groomed stubble matching the length of the hair on his head, he’s never looked so good.
 
   “Hey Ben, you look well” Pip responds, her voice breathier than usual and he smiles as he starts to serve Rafe. Pip looks at me wide eyed and no words are needed, I know what she is thinking,
 
   “I know” I say as we head towards the table that Jackson, Matthew and my parents have chosen to sit at and we both giggle like schoolgirls, raising eyebrows but no questions as we take our seats.
 
    
 
   Pippa can’t resist spending a large portion of the evening sitting at the bar talking to Ben, she’s a sucker for a pretty face. I can’t help but laugh when I remember her vow to change her ways, but at least I trust Ben, he’s one of the good guys.
 
   Jackson, Matthew and Dad are playing ‘Who Wants to Be a Millionaire’ on the games machine as Mam starts to sing, Pippa of course joins in. In some ways it’s all so familiar but this year feels so different from before, I’m happier than I have ever been and so is my brother. 
 
   As we sit listening to ‘Danny Boy’ being belted from the corner of the room Rafe leans over and kisses me on the cheek,
 
   “What was that for?” I ask, slightly confused and surprised,
 
   “I just love you sis, it’s more than I could have hoped for that we would be here together like this, both happy and in love with our men by our sides. I’m just happier than I’ve ever been” I smile and squeeze his hand, 
 
   “Me too big bro, love you.”
 
    
 
   Pip is positively giddy as she joins me at the table, Jackson and Dad are at the bar while Rafe and Matthew are dancing to Mam’s duet of ‘Don’t go Breaking my Heart’ with Phil from next door,
 
   “Ben wants to take me out, on a date!” She grins at me and I smile. I can’t quite believe that we’re talking about Ben but the truth is he has blossomed.
 
   “Wow, that’s great! Are you going to go?” 
 
   “Yeah, how weird is that? I’m going on a date with Ben Long! Long by name…” Pippa winks and we both giggle and then flash a smile towards the bar, Ben smiles at Pip and Jackson grins back at me, he looks happy and it feels great.
 
    
 
   After an evening of drinking, singing and laughing it’s time to head back home. Jackson has a glow in his cheeks that I’ve not seen before and seems to be finding everything hilarious. As we head into the house Dad tries to encourage everyone to continue drinking, but as Jackson can hardly stand I decide it’s best to get him to bed, 
 
   “Come on fella, its sleepy time!” I try to encourage Jackson to follow me upstairs but I can’t help finding it hilarious that he doesn’t seem capable of walking, “Jackson, it’s time for bed. Come on!” I hold out my hands and pull him up from the sofa that he has just flopped down onto, 
 
   “Trying to get me into bed Alvez?” he laughs and I blush when my family join in, 
 
   “Yes, because its half one in the morning and you’re drunk. Shift it James, upstairs!” 
 
   I manage to get him up to my room but not before he offers up a few more innuendos and winks enthusiastically at my brother and Pippa.
 
   In my room Jackson seems to sober up a little. I start to get undressed as he lies down on my bed but he quickly sits back up again, 
 
   “Ah jeez the room is spinning Rosie” I worry that he might throw up and pass him the waste bin, “I’m not going to be sick sweetie, I’m just a bit dizzy. Your family can really drink!” he exclaims, as though he is shocked that he has ended up in such a state,
 
   “Get used to it babe, just you wait until our wedding!” I remove my bra underneath my vest top and throw it at him as I say the words. Jackson’s face lights up with a huge grin and he pulls me down onto the bed, rolling me on to my back and coming to rest on top of me,
 
   “Our wedding! Mmm that sounds so good…Mrs James!” he kisses me and I can’t help but giggle at his enthusiasm for our future nuptials. My mood becomes slightly more serious when Jackson starts to kiss my neck, it’s only been a few days but I’ve missed his touch so much.
 
   “Jackson…” I try to protest but my voice lacks conviction,
 
   “Shush baby, we’ll be quiet” Jackson kisses along my collar bone and slides a hand up underneath my top.  I’m done for, the feel of his hand against my bare breast is too much and I’m giving in.
 
   Jackson sits up to remove his shirt and we become aware of the noise that my bed makes as he moves, 
 
   “Floor” I whisper, laughing and push Jackson down from the bed “Get your kit off then James!” 
 
   Jackson stands to remove his shirt and I’m thankful that he’s drunk. He momentarily gets it stuck above his head and I can admire his toned abs, a sight that makes me lick my lips every time. Jackson works out at least four times a week and he’s in great shape, my mouth goes dry each time I look at him and I thank the universe that he’s all mine. 
 
   As he finally finds his way out of his shirt I laugh and stand to help him with his trousers,
 
   “Let me get these for you baby” I look up flirtatiously while I undo his trousers and kneel as I pull them and his boxers down and he steps out of them. 
 
   “Hmm much better” I kiss and stroke his thighs and take joy in watching him get hard in front of my eyes.  I lick my lips, allowing him to watch me and knowing it drives him wild. I pull my vest up over my head, discarding it to the floor and Jackson takes a sharp intake of breath at the sight of my now naked breasts. I waste no time at all taking him in my mouth.
 
   “Oh Rosie, that’s good” Jackson says, a little too loud for my liking, 
 
   “Shush baby, we don’t want to wake the neighbours” I wink up at him and then continue to lick and suck the length of his rock hard penis, encouraged by his moans and loud exhalations. I’m becoming more aroused by the second, replacing my mouth with my hand and looking up at my naked man.
 
   I encourage him to join me on his knees, “Kiss me Jackson” I continue stroking him while he kisses my mouth and then my neck. He strokes up and over my breasts squeezing gently before leaning down to kiss and suck my left nipple and then my right, I squeal a little at the ripple of pleasure that runs through me.
 
   Jackson strokes a hand between my legs, moving my underwear aside and dipping the tip of a finger inside me, then spreading the moisture upwards. I throw my head back and moan as he starts to massage my clit,
 
   “Shush Rosie. Do I need to put something in your mouth to keep you quiet?” we both giggle like teenagers trying to avoid getting caught and Jackson sits down and crosses his legs, using his hands on my hips to guide me forward. I straddle his lap and ease just the swollen tip of him inside me as I kiss him deeply, passionately; I’m lost in him again.
 
   Using my hands on his thighs I push myself up as I wrap my legs around him and slowly lower down until he is inside me, completely. We still for a moment, kissing and adjusting, Jackson runs a hand up my spine and with the other under my backside he supports me as I start to lift up and down, sliding him in and out of me. As the pleasure starts to course through me I bury my face into Jackson’s neck, kissing him to stop myself from calling out.
 
   “That’s it baby, that’s it” Jackson whispers as he encourages my movements and then lifts me and lays me down on my back. He starts to thrust hard and fast into me and a groan escapes me. Jackson laughs and puts a hand over my mouth, I giggle briefly before becoming overwhelmed by pleasure as he continues to push deep into me, my legs still tight around his back and the familiar waves of an orgasm start to course through me. 
 
   My body shakes as I breathe heavily into Jackson’s hand and he ups his pace as I clench around him. “Oh Rosie, so fucking good” Jackson groans seductively into my ear as he climaxes inside me and then slows to a stop.
 
   He pushes himself up to look me in the eye, he smiles as he pulls out of me and kneels up between my legs, “Think I can make it to the bathroom like this without being seen?” he winks as asks and I smile as I throw him his boxers,
 
   “No fiend, you’ll give my mother a heart attack with that thing!” I bite my lip and playfully squeeze his still semi hard penis.
 
   Jackson pulls on his boxers and tucks himself in as best he can before heading to the door and opening it,
 
   “Oh, erm hey Rafe!” He freezes at the door,
 
   “Oh...Hi Jackson!” I hear my brother speak from the landing before they both start to laugh “Great minds!”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Come on Rosie, we need to get going or we’re going to miss the train” I’ve been waiting for Rosie to get ready to leave for nearly an hour. She is driving me crazy pottering around checking and double checking that she has everything.
 
   “Ok ok I’m ready! Sorry, I’m just really nervous Jackson” Rosie zips up her bag and looks at me, biting her lip as she always does when she is unsure about something,
 
   “Rosetta, he is going to absolutely love you, you have nothing to be nervous about. Unless you don’t like dogs?” I smile trying to put her mind at ease before realising that I have no idea whether she does like dogs or not,
 
   “I love them, and I love you. Let’s go”
 
    
 
   We’re heading up to my Dad’s in Yorkshire for New Year and I’m really excited to see him, it’s been a while and I can’t wait to introduce him to Rosie. Once we get settled on the train, Rosie takes out her laptop and continues working on her new book; I’ve never really seen her work before and it makes me smile. She frowns when she concentrates and slightly pokes her tongue out of the side of her mouth. I smile and she looks up at me, 
 
   “Do some work James; you’re the one with a deadline! And stop watching me you weirdo!” she smiles and returns her gaze to her screen. She’s right; I do have a deadline and it’s fast approaching, so I take out my own laptop and get to work.
 
    
 
   “How’s the book coming along slacker?” after a while, Rosie pulls me out of ‘work mode’,
 
   “Good, I feel like I’m getting somewhere finally” I smile at the look of surprise in her eyes, “I do work quickly Rosie, once I get started! How’s yours?” I ask as I close my laptop,
 
   “Good, I’m happy with it. It’s about a sexy chauvinist pig that corrupts an innocent romance novelist, it’s got bestseller written all over it I think!” she winks at me and closes her laptop as we pull into the station.
 
   We change trains at Manchester and as we head towards Leeds I feel excited. I’ve never introduced my dad to anyone that I’ve had anything to do with before. I don’t think ‘Dad this is the girl I’m fucking’ would have gone down particularly well so the thought of actually being able to say ‘This is the woman I’m going to spend the rest of my life with’ is an amazing feeling, Dad will have something to be proud of me for, finally. Of course he tells me all the time that he is proud of me and everything that I’ve achieved, but Dad is a family man and he worries constantly about me ending up a lonely old man and regretting my choices.
 
   Looking at Rosie now, tapping away at her keys and frowning at her screen, I know that he was right all along. If she hadn’t come along when she did would I have ever realised that I do want someone by my side? I really don’t think so.
 
   We head into Leeds train station and I feel content. Dad is picking us up from here and I notice Rosie take a deep breath to compose herself as the train comes to a stop.
 
    
 
   “Hey Pops!”  Dad is waiting inside the station for us; he couldn’t wait for us to get up here. I put my bag down and give him a massive hug before turning to introduce him to my fiancée, 
 
   “Dad, this is Rosie, Rosie this is Pete, my Dad” Rosie holds a hand out for Dad and he just uses it to pull her into a hug too, 
 
   “It’s an absolute pleasure to meet you love. Come on,  let’s get you both home” Dad takes Rosie’s bag and we head out towards the car park, Rosie smiles to let me know that she’s ok and I breathe a sigh of relief.  My two favourite people have met. That’s the hard part out of the way.
 
    
 
   “Brucey” Dad’s Staffordshire Bull Terrier is waiting in the garden to greet us when we arrive at the house, “Hey boy, come here!” I call him to follow us into the house, unsure how Rosie will feel about being licked to death by such a brute of a dog, but when her face lights up at the sight of him and she calls him to her by patting her knees, I realise I’ve no need to worry, “You ok with him babe? He’s not exactly a delicate little thing”
 
   “Yeah I’m fine Jackson, I love Staffies” she smiles as Bruce tries his best to lick her ears clean off of the side of her head and the sound of her giggling and playing with him warms my heart. It just makes me love her even more.
 
   Dad’s house is gorgeous, even to me who grew up here. It’s a stone built cottage in the Dales, the postcard picture of Yorkshire. People often knock on his door and offer to buy it but he’ll never sell, there are too many happy memories here. 
 
   “How are things then Dad? You look well” I catch up with my Dad while he puts the kettle on and Rosie comes to join us in the kitchen,
 
   “Oh you know me son, plodding along. It’s good to see you though Jackson, both of you” he smiles towards Rosie who returns the gesture, “So Rosie, what exactly do you see in this lout?” 
 
   Rosie laughs and shrugs her shoulders as if to say that she has no idea, but then smiles at me and answers “He makes a pretty good cup of coffee!” 
 
   Dad laughs and raises his eyebrows to me, “I like her!”
 
    
 
   After a cup of coffee I show Rosie up to my old room, she looks around and then at me, wide eyed,
 
   “Jackson, I feel like I just walked into a wet dream!” she’s referring to the posters of naked and semi naked women all over teenage Jackson’s bedroom,
 
   “Rosie I was eighteen when I left home, Dad just shut the door and left it as it was, and I guess it was nice spank bank material when I came to stay!” her mouth drops open in shock and I laugh as I dump our bags onto the bed and sit down, “I’ll take them down, I have you in the bank now!” I wink and she shakes her head as she moves to stand in front of me. I laugh again, “I don’t need these now, well, except maybe that one!” I point at one above the bed and Rosie smacks me on the arm and laughs before leaning forward and kissing me, “Ok, just you Alvez!”
 
   By the time I’ve shown Rosie around the village and made sure that she feels comfortable in Dad’s house, the day is getting away from us. None of us can be bothered to cook so Dad, Rosie and I decide to get a take away Chinese and watch a dodgy Christmas film that’s on TV.
 
   The fire is lit and I’m comforted by the sight of Rosie in her flannel pyjamas and fluffy socks, snuggling up to Bruce on the sofa while dad and I sit in the arm chairs and moan about the bad acting in the cheap film. I can’t help but wonder what Mum would have made of all this, no doubt she would firstly have told Bruce to get down off the furniture, but she would have loved Rosie, I know that for certain.
 
   Mum was a hopeless romantic just as Rosie is, and they share the same family values but the most important thing to Mum would have been the fact that Rosie makes me smile every day, that’s surely all that any mother wants for her child.
 
   “Right young’uns, I’m off to bed!”  Dad stands and Bruce eagerly looks up, waiting to be called to join him. 
 
   Dad got Bruce a couple of years ago to try and fill the house with a bit of life and quench the loneliness a little, but I don’t think he realised how attached to him he would become. We picked him up from a rescue in Leeds when he was only seven weeks old. Dad was adamant that he wanted a border collie but when we arrived there we were shown straight to the five small Staffy pups.
 
   The rescue centre assistant explained that the mother had been abandoned while she was pregnant and the pups had been born in the rescue centre. Sadly the mother didn’t survive; she’d been badly mistreated and used for over breeding so her heart gave out. The pups had been hand reared by the staff  at the rescue and were now ready for loving homes, there was no way that dad could resist and chose the runt of the litter there and then. 
 
   We took Bruce home a week later, the same time that my Uncle Mike took home two of Bruce’s litter mates and they never looked back, 
 
   “Come on then you!”  Dad calls him up to bed and Bruce eagerly follows his best friend, tail wagging as he goes.
 
   “Bedtime Alvez?” I question as Rosie smiles at me sleepily, 
 
   “Yeah come on then James” I stand and hold out my hands to pull her up from the sofa and as she wraps her arms around my waist I know I’m done for, this is what being really happy feels like, I love it.
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   “Jackson I love it here, it’s so picturesque but it’s bloody cold!” I blow on my hands as Jackson stands throwing a ball for Bruce.
 
   “I did tell you to put gloves on Alvez! Come on we’ll head back” 
 
   We’ve been out walking Bruce for about an hour and I feel completely content, that may be because I’m numb from the cold but either way I’m happy. Pete, Jackson’s Dad is fantastic; he’s so welcoming and makes me feel completely comfortable in his home. 
 
   We get back to the house and Pete’s car is not on the drive, inside there’s a note on the dining table, ‘gone for supplies, back in a bit.’ 
 
   Jackson sees an opportunity and smiles as he pulls me toward the stairs and up to his room, I laugh and enjoy his need for me,
 
   “Alone at last beautiful” Jackson kisses me and slides his hands up the back of my top to undo my bra, 
 
   “Hey eager beaver slow down!” I push him down onto the bed and smile as I pull my jumper up over my head and off,
 
   “We may not have long Alvez, get your kit off!” he removes his own jumper and throws it to the floor, 
 
   “Who said romance was dead?” I laugh as Jackson undoes the button on my jeans and I push them down.
 
    
 
   Jackson kisses me on my forehead as he lifts up and out of me, just as we hear his dad’s car pull onto the driveway, 
 
   “Timing Alvez!” he smiles and raises his eyebrows as he passes me my underwear before heading to the bathroom. That was certainly one way to warm up.
 
    
 
   “Hey Pops, Get everything you were after? Need owt doin’'?” I can’t help but laugh at Jackson’s accent, he’s suddenly more ‘Yorkshire’ than I’ve ever heard him, “What are you laughing Alvez?” he and his Dad look at me, confused and amused at the same time,
 
   “Oh sorry, I’ve just not heard you sound so, well, northern!” I bite my lip and scrunch up my nose hoping that I haven’t offended either of them when Pete cracks up with laughter,
 
   “He weren’t born wi’that plum in his mouth Rosie; his student loans bought him that!” Pete and I laugh while Jackson shakes his head,
 
   “Right you two, I’m goin' down t’pub, who’s comin'?” Jackson smiles as he exaggerates his Yorkshire accent and pulls me into a hug, Pete winks at me from behind his son’s back and I giggle into the neck of my man.
 
    
 
   After a couple of pints in the local pub, Pete, Jackson and I head back to the house. It’s New Year’s Eve and Pete has invited some friends from the village around to celebrate. 
 
   Jackson and I set about preparing a table with bottles of spirits, beers, wine and soft drinks, plastic cups and a bowl of party poppers ready for midnight. There’s a beautiful oak dresser in the dining room and I’m drawn to the smiling face of Jackson and a woman that I can only presume is his mother. I walk over to the dresser and pick up the frame. Jackson looks young but as handsome as ever, I can see the resemblance to his Mum,
 
   “Is this your Mum? She’s lovely” He smiles as he sees the picture in my hands and walks over to me,
 
   “Yeah, that’s Mum. She was always smiling” He smiles at the memory, “She’d have loved you Rosie” he takes the photo from my hands and I see only love in his eyes, no sadness. 
 
   Beth James was a very attractive woman. She had a smile that I imagine would light up a room when she walked into it. Her shoulder length blonde hair was shaped to frame her face and she had the same piercing eyes as her son. Jackson has already told me that she was a dancer and then a ballet teacher in Leeds and that after he was born she set up a small dance school in the village so that she could be closer to home. 
 
   I had told him then that we should go to the ballet together some time, he said that he’d never expect me to sit through something just so that he can feel closer to his Mum but I confessed that I had wanted to go and see Swan Lake since I was a little girl, dancing around the room pretending I was a prima ballerina. 
 
   As I look at the various pictures of her around the house and remember all that Jackson has told me about her, I’m sad to not have had the chance to meet her. I also think she would have got on like a house on fire with my Mam. 
 
   I find myself in front of the fireplace in the living room, Jackson is still in the dining room and I’m compelled to speak to the woman that will be my mother in law even if she can’t physically be here, I speak quietly, 
 
   “I will take care of him. I love your son. Thank you for making him the wonderful man that he his.” 
 
   As I turn to walk back to the kitchen I see Jackson leaning against the doorframe smiling at me, his arms folded across his chest, 
 
   “Having a nice chat?” he asks with a smile and I blush, embarrassed that he caught me talking to his dead mother, “Its ok Rosie, I didn’t mean to embarrass you. It’s nice that you did that. I talk to her all the time”
 
   “I just wanted her to know how much you mean to me. I know if I had a son and some red haired vixen came into his life I’d probably hate it!” I grin and Jackson laughs and heads into the kitchen, I give Beth a quick glance over my shoulder and follow after my man.
 
    
 
   As the evening arrives and the house fills with people I become nervous. These people know Jackson; they were the ones that saw him getting into fights and brought him home when he was drunk. I look around at the women in the room, there are at least 10 here around our age and I wonder if he has slept with any of them, do they know him as intimately as I do? 
 
   As my mind wanders I feel Jackson’s hand on mine and his fingers interlink with my own, I forget my concerns, 
 
   “Rosie, come and meet John. He’s hilarious but for all the wrong reasons!” Jackson introduces me to John who runs the farm next door. He’s at least seventy with grey hair above his ears and a black toupee on top of his head. Jackson informs me privately that he only wears it to social events and replaces it with a flat cap when he’s working. 
 
   Jackson and I spend about ten minutes chatting to John and his party hair about the price of cattle and other farming issues before Jackson is pounced upon by an attractive brunette, 
 
   “Jackson you’re back. I didn’t think we’d see you back here for New Year anytime soon” the brunette smiles and leans up to plant a kiss on Jackson’s cheek. When she lowers back down she leaves her hands on his arms and my thoughts from earlier return.
 
   “Hi Molly, It’s great to see you” Jackson smiles at her before introducing her to me, “This is Rosie, my fiancée” Molly looks at me and then Jackson as though she can’t believe her ears, she snaps out her response, 
 
   “You…Engaged? You’ve got to be joking?!” She looks at Jackson, confusion clear to see in her eyes,
 
   “No Mol, it’s true. It’s been a bit of a whirlwind but we’re happy” Jackson slides an arm around my waist and pull me close to him as Molly raises her glass, 
 
   “Well then, to the happy couple” she downs her drink and turns on her heels, She can’t get away quick enough and I look to a laughing Jackson for an explanation,
 
   “We had a bit of a thing years back, but I told her I’d never settle down. I guess it’s a shock to see me with you, for everyone” Jackson leans down to kiss me on the temple, “Let’s get you a drink”
 
    
 
   “Come on you lot, get in the front room it’s nearly time” Pete calls all his guests to gather around the TV, he’s turned off the music and increased the volume on the BBC coverage. 
 
   Big Ben fills the screen, ticking down the last minutes of the year, and I look around at the room full of happy faces waiting to ring in the New Year. Jackson pulls me into a hug and looks into my eyes as the people around us start counting down from ten, 
 
   “This is going to be our year Rosie” I can only focus on Jackson as the crowd continues to count,
 
   “THREE, TWO, ONE…” 
 
   “Happy New Year Alvez” Jackson kisses me and I can feel the conviction behind his words in his passionate embrace, this is our year.
 
    
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577006]Chapter Three 
 
   I wake with a start realising for the first time in weeks that I’m alone in bed. Jackson has an early start this morning at the magazine that he writes for, so he went home late last night. It’s surprising how quickly you get used to someone sleeping beside you. 
 
   It’s still dark outside so I reach for my phone to see what time it is. “Ah Rosie sleep!” I say out loud to myself when I see that it’s only four fifteen am, but it’s no good. I’m awake now and once I’m awake there’s no getting back to sleep so reluctantly, I get up.
 
    
 
   After taking about ten minutes to make a coffee I sit at my desk and reluctantly turn my laptop on. One good thing about Jackson not being here last night is that I slept in flannel pyjamas and fluffy socks instead of being naked as the day I was born, I’m thankful for the warmth this early on a cold January Monday morning. 
 
   I open my email account and start to trawl through the emails that have been sent in over the weekend. I have a rule that I don’t check emails between six pm on a Friday and eight am on a Monday, but I guess four forty five today will do.
 
   The first email that I come to is from a contact of mine that is helping me with a piece that I’m writing. It’s a follow up to the article about the nursery, this time it’s about similar charities in the UK.
 
   From: Geoff@Home4kidz.co.uk
 
   To: Rosetta.Alvez@author.com
 
   Subject: Your wish is my command…
 
   ‘Hi Rosetta, 
 
   I’ve attached all of the background info that you needed for the article. I look forward to reading it.
 
   Regards,
 
   Geoff’
 
    
 
   I click on the attached document and start to read through the information that Geoff has sent over, it’s exactly what I’m after and I feel inspired enough to get straight to work.
 
   I’m stopped in my flow by the overwhelming need for another coffee, it’s getting light and when I check the time on my laptop I realise that I have been up and writing for three hours already. Jackson will surely be up by now so I pick up my phone to text him, 
 
   ‘Good Morning my sexy man, this is your 7:45 wakeup call x’ I click send and smile as I head back into the kitchen to put the kettle on, my phone beeps its reply, 
 
   ‘Go away…5 more minutes x’ I laugh as an image of teenage Jackson trying to get out of going to school pops into my head and decide not to text back, yet.
 
    
 
   At five past eight my phone rings, I’m expecting it to be Jackson so I am surprised when I see ‘Gold Square’ on the caller ID,
 
   “Rosetta Alvez” I answer, a curious tone in my voice,
 
   “Good Morning Rosetta. It’s Sarah from Gold Square. Can I put you through to Francesca?” Sarah is extremely perky for this time in the morning, 
 
   “Yeah sure” I ready myself, Frankie always makes me nervous, especially when I have no idea what she is calling me about,
 
   “Rosie, hi it’s Frankie. Good Christmas?” she doesn’t give me chance to answer “I have news. We’ve booked you on a tour. Signings, interviews...the works. The book has been received really well Rosie and now we need to get you out there to push it, sound good?” 
 
   Wow, I’m excited! I’ve been very successful as a writer but I’ve never done a book tour before.
 
   “Yeah Frankie, that sounds great, thank you” I’m over the moon and want to get her off the phone so that I can call Jackson and let him know,
 
   “Great, I’ll email you now with all of the details and we’ll catch up next week. I’ll check the diary and send you an appointment” Frankie isn’t one for pleasantries and hangs up immediately. I select Jackson from my contacts list and press call, 
 
   “Guess who’s been booked on a book tour?” I question playfully,
 
   “Really Rosie?  That’s great, when is it?” his question makes me realise that I didn’t ask Frankie for any details, 
 
   “Oh, I don’t know. I was excited and didn’t think to ask” I am embarrassed and Jackson laughs, 
 
   “Oh Rosie, you’re so cute sometimes. Shall I come over after work? I missed you last night” his words send my stomach into knots, 
 
   “Yes definitely! I missed you too, I’ll cook. Now get to work slacker, I’ll see you tonight”
 
   “See you later beautiful” He hangs up and I suddenly feel energised and excited so head for a shower. I need to get dressed and go out, I’ve got a tour to shop for…I need Pippa!
 
    
 
   “Oh my gosh Rosie, I’m so proud of you!” Pippa is over the moon when we meet outside Selfridges at just after eleven. She’s been spending the morning editing shots from a fashion shoot she did over the weekend and was happy for the break when I called. 
 
   “I know, I’m really excited about it Pip, and a bit nervous. I think Jackson will be able to come to some dates but he has a lot of work on lately and his book deadline. I need to get all the details,”
 
   “Well when you have the itinerary we can look at my schedule and I’ll try and meet you somewhere on the tour” Pip smiles and I realise that this is a huge thing for me; the look of pride in my best friend’s eyes tells me so, “So Rosetta Alvez, what look are we going for on this tour?”
 
   We head further into the store and Pip the personal shopper is in her element, dressing me in chic suits and sleek dresses that are the perfect mix of professional and sexy. After a couple of hours, Pippa needs to get back to work so laden with bags containing an entire new wardrobe I head home, with a smile on my face as wide as the Thames.
 
    
 
   I open the door to Jackson at ten past five and am practically attacked as he hands me a bunch of flowers and throws his arms around me, kissing me passionately, 
 
   “Honey, I’m home” he smiles as he speaks softly and kisses my forehead before releasing me, “I’m proud you you!” 
 
   He follows me into the kitchen as I return to the paella that I’m cooking for tea, 
 
   “That smells great babe” Jackson speaks as he pushes himself up to sit on the work surface behind me, “Listen, I got some info today for the flights. We’ll need to get them booked soon if we’re going to fly on the twenty fifth” his words stop me in my tracks and wide eyed, I bite my lip and turn to face him, “Rosie what’s wrong?”
 
   He looks at me confused. When I read Frankie’s email earlier on, Steve and Annie’s wedding hadn’t even crossed my mind. I scrunch my eyes up and then tentatively open one and then the other, 
 
   “I forgot about the wedding Jackson. My book tour starts on the thirtieth” I bite my thumb nail anxiously as I wait for his reply,
 
   “Oh, shit Rosie” he takes a breath and continues, “Well, you have to do the tour I get that. I’m gutted though, I was looking forward to it” he pushes himself off the counter top and comes closer to hold me in his arms, “I don’t know how I’m going to manage two weeks without you.”
 
   He kisses me softly and I feel filled with worry and regret. Two weeks in paradise, alone! I just hope that he can manage it without me, the thought of him remembering that he prefers being single terrifies me.
 
    
 
   I wait with Jackson until he has to go through to departures,
 
   “Hey don’t look so sad, it’s only two weeks and then I’ll see you north of the border” Jackson is home before my tour is finished so he’s booked a return to Glasgow to meet me on the Scottish leg of my tour,
 
   “I know. I’m just going to miss you and…” I stop before I reveal my concerns but Jackson is way ahead of me, using a gentle hand under my chin he tips my head up so that he can look into my eyes,
 
   “Rosie, there’s only you. There will only ever be you. You have nothing to worry about” he kisses me and feel the truth behind his words. He loves me; I have to trust in that.
 
    
 
   As I watch Jackson head through the departure gate I realise that I’m going to have to get used to saying goodbye to him, he is a travel writer and this is his life. I push aside my concerns and just enjoy the last view that I’ll have of my fiancé for two whole weeks. Tears fall from my eyes as I realise that I don’t know how to cope with missing someone, I’ve never had to before.
 
    
 
   I get in a taxi with the intention of heading for home, but Rafael’s Café, Shoreditch High Street comes out of my mouth in place of my address.
 
   “Hey little Sis!”  Rafe greets me warmly when I enter the quiet café, “Has he gone then?” he asks and I nod pitifully in response, “Ah get used to it babe, he’ll be back soon enough. Sit down; let me get you a coffee!”
 
   I head over to my usual window seat and take out my phone, there’s a text from Jackson. I didn’t hear my phone and I panic that he won’t get my reply for about twelve hours, 
 
   ‘Hey beautiful, saying goodbye is hard, but saying hello in two weeks will be amazing. Be good, I love you x’
 
   My heart leaps into my throat, he’s right, it’s only two weeks and then he’ll be home, and he’ll be all mine! 
 
    
 
   I leave Rafael’s feeling more upbeat than when I arrived. Rafe and Matthew are going to come over this evening and I’m looking forward to spending some time with them. I haven’t seen much of them since Christmas because of work, we haven’t been able to find any time to get together.
 
   By the time I reach my flat, I’m thinking more about what to cook for tea than the fact that I miss Jackson, so when I open my door to an envelope with ‘Rosie’ handwritten on the front in Jackson’s handwriting, I’m shocked and immediately miss him like mad again. He must have left it there when he locked up this morning, he sent me down to tell the taxi that we were on the way.
 
   I open the envelope and a key falls out onto the floor, I’ll pick that up in a moment but first I pull out the notecard and turn it over to read it, 
 
   ‘Beautiful Rosetta, I’ll be home to you soon but if while I’m gone you want to feel close to me, this is a key to my flat. Let yourself in anytime (this invitation will still stand once I’m home) I love you. Good luck with your tour, I will see you very soon! X’
 
   I bend down and pick up the key, this is big. There’s a lump in my throat as I remember giving Michael a key to my flat, he never left! 
 
   I decide to take things slowly with Jackson, I know we’re engaged but one day at a time is the best way forward if we’re going to last. I drop the key into my handbag and head straight for the kitchen.
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577007]Chapter Four 
 
   “Jacko! Great to see you mate” Steve meets me at Krabi airport, without the pink name sign this time,
 
   “You too man, how you feeling?” I ask when Steve releases me from the man hug that he had pulled me into,
 
   “Great dude, I’m so excited. It’s a shame Rosie couldn’t come though, are you two ok?” I can tell he’s concerned that I’ve fucked it up already,
 
   “Better than ok Stevo she just has to work. I’m not too proud to say you were right about us!” I punch him on the shoulder as he savours the taste of glory,
 
   “Better get you a beer then mate, because you’ll be useless after a couple of days without her, trust me! Come on” 
 
    
 
   After the freezing cold winter of England it’s great to be back in the sun. I’ve always said that I was built for warmer climates, it’s just a shame I was born in the Yorkshire Dales.
 
   I’m staying with Steve and Annie and to be honest I’m grateful for it. I have no desire to be with anybody other than Rosie, but the lack of temptation when staying with friends makes her feel a lot more comfortable about me being here without her. She hasn’t said as much but I saw the relief on her face when I told her this is where I would be.
 
   I’m exhausted from the early start yesterday and the long flight, I need to get some sleep so head in for a nap. I send Rosie a quick email to let her know that I got here safe and close my eyes, I’m shattered.
 
    
 
   “Morning gorgeous” Stevo wakes me up with a cold beer, my second favourite way to wake up,
 
   “Nice one bud, what time is it?” I ask a little sleepily,
 
   “Four pm mate, I thought you better get up now so you can sleep tonight. Fancy some grub?” 
 
   “Yeah, sounds good” I get up and tell Steve I just need to dig out some shorts and I’ll be with him, he heads out of the room and I check my phone, 
 
   ‘Glad you’re there safe baby. Be good, see you soon. I love you xxx’ 
 
   Rosie’s text puts a smile on my face and a spring in my step as I head out for some food with my soon to be married best mate.
 
    
 
   “So Stevo, who’s here then?” I ask over a Pad Thai and a cold Singha,
 
   “Mum and Dad got here yesterday, they’re staying in that hotel that Rosie stayed at. Sasha gets in on Thursday” 
 
   Sasha is the third wheel in mine and Steve’s tricycle of friendship. We’ve all been friends since university and get on like a house on fire. Sasha is the girl that men want to fuck and girls want to be, she’s funny and cool, likes sports and is drop dead gorgeous. She’s also been my go to shag for the past ten years. Steve notices the uncomfortable look on my face at the mention of her name. He never approved of us being fuck buddies and has always been adamant that friendships and sex shouldn’t mix, “Don’t pull that face Jacko, you know my opinion when it comes to you two. Just remember that you’re with Rosie now”
 
   “Like I could forget! I’m not going to be doing anything I shouldn’t. I’m just worried you know, one day Rosie will meet Sash and Sasha is just the right amount of bitch to tell Rosie all the sordid details of our past, of which there are many…it’s not like either of us are shy in the bedroom!” 
 
   I scratch the back of my head, Sasha and I have had some sexual contact every single time we’ve been in each other’s company for the past three years. It got harder to keep a lid on things whenever we were together, even leaving Steve sitting on his own at the table in a restaurant when he came home last year so that Sasha could give me a blow job in the toilets in between the starter and main courses. I know I need to keep my wits about me this time. 
 
   “Yeah well, just keep it in your pants, what you’ve done pre-Rosie is irrelevant.” Somehow I don’t think Rosie will see my being close friends with someone I know so intimately as irrelevant. But I just sip my beer and hope for the best.
 
    
 
   On Thursday morning I reluctantly agree to do Steve a favour so that he can get some wedding stuff done. I take Annie’s car and try to keep my head straight as I set out on my way. Steve has asked me to pick Sasha up because he and Annie are taking his parents shopping for traditional Thai outfits for the wedding.
 
   “Hey stranger” Sasha walks through Krabi airport arrivals. She has so much confidence in the fact that men and a lot of women find her completely irresistible that she seems to float. She looks gorgeous, ‘Keep it in your pants Jackson,’ Steve’s warning rings in my ears, 
 
   “Hey Sash, you look well” I kiss her on the cheek and give her a hug, “Just one bag? Not like you to pack light!” 
 
   “Jackson all I need is bikinis and a couple of dresses, where’s Steve?” Sasha looks past me trying to find our friend,
 
   “Shopping with the parents” I smile and she passes her bag to me, “let’s get you back to the house then.” 
 
    
 
   Sasha is also staying with Steve and Annie. As much as it’s great to catch up with her as a friend I just hope it doesn’t come back to bite me on the arse when Rosie meets her. 
 
   “Wow, this place is great” Sasha heads out to the pool as I put her bag down and follow her out, “Fancy a dip?” she turns and looks at me with a look that I’ve seen in her eyes a thousand times,
 
   “Sash…” I protest, 
 
   “I know I know, you’re engaged! You can’t blame a girl for trying Jackson” she smiles and I relax a little, I can resist “Go on then Jamo, get us a beer!” 
 
   As I head into the kitchen I can’t help but see through the window as Sasha strips down to the bikini that she has been wearing under her clothes. I notice that she’s curvier than I’ve ever seen her before, but all I can really think of is Rosie, ‘It’s ok Jackson, she’s just a friend’ I tell myself and head back out to the garden.
 
    
 
   By the time Steve and Annie return home with his parents Sasha and I have had a good couple of hours to catch up. She’s told me about a guy she was seeing but that she doesn’t see it going anywhere, and all about her new job as an event organiser. I’ve told her all about Rosie and she seemed sincere when she said how happy she was that I’ve met someone that can finally make me give up my bachelor ways. 
 
   “Sasha! Hello gorgeous!” Steve gives Sasha a bear hug and picks her up to spin her around. Laughing he pulls her away to introduce her to Annie while his parents sit at the table with me. His dad looks thankful for some shade and the cold beer I’ve just placed in front of him,
 
   “So Jackson, we hear you’ve been tamed?” Steve’s Mum worries about me more than he does, so the news of my engagement was a huge relief to her, “It’s a shame she couldn’t come with you, I’m dying to meet the woman that’s got you on your knees” she winks and smiles at me and I laugh,
 
   “She’ll be in Devon Kath, you’ll love her” I smile back just as Steve, Annie and Sasha head back out of the house. We’re having a BBQ and a few drinks and I feel relaxed, I’m in great company, with good friends, the only thing missing is the woman I love. I send Rosie a text, ‘BBQ at Steve’s tonight, I’ll try calling you tomorrow, about 7pm your time. Love you xxx’
 
    
 
   I’ve had a great evening and feel that I’ve turned a corner with Sasha. I’m not even tempted when she hints about being all alone in the next room and instead head to bed alone. 
 
   My phone is flashing on the bedside table; it’s a text from Rosie, ‘I have a dinner thing gorgeous. Saturday? same time? x” 
 
   I’m a little disappointed, I’ve been here four days and we keep missing each other, all we’ve managed so far is a few texts here and there. It’s only going to get worse come Monday when she starts her tour.
 
   I look at the clock and consider calling her now, but realise it’ll be about ten am in England and she’ll more than likely be right in the middle of working, so I text back instead,
 
   ‘Ok baby, I miss you x’
 
    
 
    
 
   I am exhausted, I’ve only been on my book tour for four days but it’s been none stop. To make it worse, I’ve hardly managed to speak to Jackson at all and I miss him so much. We have been able to text and he’s emailed me a couple of times to see how things are going, but we’ve both been so busy. Him with the wedding and me being Francesca’s puppet, we’ve only actually managed one ten minute phone call. It’s bad enough not being able to see or touch him, but to not even hear his voice is torture.
 
   The tour is going really well though and I got into Liverpool this morning. Pippa is en route to join me and we’re going to out for some dinner and a catch up this evening, I can’t wait.
 
    
 
   “Hey you sexy bitch, missed ya!” Pip calls out as she runs from the train to hug me,
 
   “Oh my god I’m so happy to see you!” I hug my best friend and she looks me in the eyes,
 
   “Missing him?” I just nod and stick out my bottom lip pitifully, “Come on you, I need a burger and a glass of vino” she hooks her arm in mine and pulling her travel case along behind her as we leave Lime Street Station in search of a bar.
 
    
 
   Over dinner Pip and I catch up on how the tour has gone, a new contract she’s just landed and about how much I miss Jackson and can’t wait to see him, and how much I love him, and how happy he makes me…I’m even boring myself but I don’t seem to be able to stop the words rolling off my tongue, over and over again.
 
   “So, Rosetta, when you’ve finished whimpering about your perfect man” Pippa rolls her eyes playfully and I laugh, “I have news!” she places her palms down on the table like she is bracing to tell me something serious, “I have a boyfriend”
 
   “What?” In over two decades of friendship, I have actually never heard those words from her before, “Like a serious, monogamous, relationship?” I cannot hide my smile, 
 
   “Yes, well not serious. Not yet anyway, it’s very new…but I like him a lot, and he came to visit me last week and said he wants to give it a real go. The distance sucks a bit though” She looks up at me and blushes, I’m confused,
 
   “Distance? Where does he live then?” I question, 
 
   “Buxton” She smiles and I realise,
 
   “BEN? Oh my god Pip, that’s awesome, I love Ben!” I’m over the moon, Pippa has never had a real relationship and I always worried that when she did, it would be with completely the wrong guy, but Ben is an absolute sweetheart and he’s gorgeous.
 
   “Well hands off, you’ve got you own. I’m happy RoRo, I think we’ll be good together” she smiles, the girliest shyest smile that I’ve ever seen from her and I’m overjoyed, 
 
   “Me too babe, I’m really pleased for you! 
 
    
 
   We’re staying at the Hotel Indigo, it’s a trendy new hotel in central Liverpool and I absolutely love it. It’s more contemporary than I usually go for, being a hopeless romantic I’m usually a country house kind of girl but this place is great and the staff are fantastic. Pip of course loves the clean lines and bright colours used all over the hotel and is like an excited small child by the time we make it to our room,
 
   “Oh Rosie, I love this place, well done you!” she is impressed,
 
   “Well done Gold Square Pip, I didn’t book it!” I flop down onto my bed and Pip jumps on next to me, 
 
   “Come on, let’s get dolled up and go out!” she smiles excitedly and I can’t help but laugh at her childish enthusiasm, 
 
   “As you wish Carvalho! Shotgun having a shower first though” I jump up and quickly run into the bathroom closing the door behind me as Pippa protests that she has longer hair than me so needs more time, I giggle, it feels great to have my best friend by my side again.
 
    
 
   Pip and I head out into Liverpool, dressed to the nines and ready to party. The people here just seem to want to have a good time and the mood is infectious. We bump into a male model that Pippa knows and he invites us to join him and his friends at a club called Playground, and playground it is! 
 
   Pippa fits in perfectly with the models, footballers and soap stars but I feel awkward and strange amongst all of these perfect people. I have always felt awkward around really beautiful people, even Rafe and Pip. I know I’m not ugly but I was a tomboy when I was younger and as I got older my hair got wilder and I think I stopped growing years before I should have. Despite being petite I feel lanky and gawky and just learned to sink into the shadows. Since I met Jackson, my confidence has started to rise slowly but surely. He tells me every day that I’m beautiful and sexy, he loves that I’m small enough to pick up and carry to the bedroom and I know that I turn him on, he’s a walking erection most of the time that we’re together, but years of Michael putting me down have had an effect, and now being surrounded by these people that look like they have been photo shopped it’s intimidating. I decide to try and let go and Pip and I head to the dance floor.
 
    After a couple of hours of trying to appear like im enjoying myself, Pip being Pip takes me by the arm and leads me out of the club,
 
   “Sorry RoRo, I could see you felt uncomfortable in there!” She apologises and starts to walk, pulling me with her by our linked arms, 
 
   “Everyone in there is just so…perfect Pip, I just felt a bit weird” I feel guilty for making her feel that she had to leave when she was having such a great time, she stops and laughs, 
 
   “Rosetta, that place and those people…that was far from perfect! Perfect is you, me and the hotel bar. Come on Honey, let’s go!” 
 
   I’m surprised as we head back toward the hotel; Pip wasn’t enjoying herself as much as I thought she was...she really has changed.
 
    
 
   We get back to the hotel and head for the bar, Pip orders a bottle of wine and we grab a table by the window. She spends a couple of hours catching me up on details about Ben Long that I really shouldn’t know but am glad that I do, and I can’t help but feel excited for the future. Pip, Rafe and I were the three musketeers for so long, but now we’re all growing up and settling down and I wonder what’s around the corner for us all. What I do know is that we’ll all be facing it together.
 
   After a great evening Pip and I are ready for bed, more than slightly intoxicated, happy and both completely loved up. 
 
   “Ring him” Pip tries to encourage me to call Jackson,
 
   “Pip, it’s about six in the morning in Thailand, he’ll kill me” I giggle in my drunken state,
 
   “Nah, he’s the other side of the world, he can’t reach! Ring him!” She throws my phone onto the bed and I notice that it’s already calling him,
 
   “PIP!” 
 
   “Hello” I hear Jackson’s voice muffled through the phone and pick it up, 
 
   “Hey baby. Sorry it’s late, I mean early! Sorry” I feel terrible for waking him but giddy knowing that he’s on the other end of the phone, 
 
   “Rosie, is everything ok? You’re up late for a school night” the sound of his voice is heaven, 
 
   “Pip’s here, we had a few drinks and I just missed you so… sorry for waking you” I’m embarrassed, 
 
   “You didn’t Alvez. You know me, I’m an early bird. It’s so good to hear your voice. I miss you like crazy” I bite my lip, he misses me
 
   “Me too, it’s been hell not speaking to you” there’s a pause as we both take a moment to appreciate that we’re actually talking, “Hey guess what, Pippa’s got a boyfriend!” Pippa throws a pillow at me to try and shut me up but Jackson has already heard me loud and clear, I’m giggling as he responds, 
 
   “Really, who’s the lucky bloke? Anyone I know?” he questions,
 
   “Yes actually, but we’ll catch up on that when you’re home. How are the wedding plans coming along? All ready for tomorrow?” I feel myself sobering by the minute as I talk to him, 
 
   “Yeah it’s all go, Steve is like a kid at Christmas; Annie has gone to her parents’ house now. I’m looking forward to it, partly because the sooner it’s over the sooner I can get back to you” he says quietly, I guess it’s just in case Steve hears him, 
 
   “Jackson, do you want coffee?” I hear the voice of an English woman call to him and my heart sinks, why is there a woman asking him about coffee at six in the morning?
 
   “Rosie that’s Sasha, she’s a friend!” he explains without being asked, “You have nothing to worry about,”
 
   His words do put me at ease but being so far away from him is hard. I am so tired and as much as I don’t want to, I have to say goodnight and get some sleep,
 
   “Ok babe I trust you. Listen, I'm exhausted so I'm going to go. Let me know how tomorrow goes” 
 
   “Ok sweetie, I will. Get some sleep, I love you”
 
   “I love you too Jackson, I miss you”
 
   “Me too beautiful, speak soon” 
 
    
 
   We hang up and I look over to a version of Pippa that I have never seen before, one that is smiling at her phone like a teenage girl. 
 
   I am struggling to keep my eyes open now so quickly change into some pyjamas and climb into bed, Pippa is in the middle of a text conversation with her new man and the thought makes me smile as my head hits the pillow and I give in to the tiredness.
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577008]Chapter Five 
 
   The wedding day is finally here. It’s an early start as we had to be at Annie’s parents’ house for seven am for the arrival of the monks that are coming to bless the happy couple, Rosie’s wakeup call helped!
 
   The Thai wedding is full of traditions to uphold and Steve wants to make sure that it’s perfect for Annie, she’s dreamt of this day since she was a little girl.
 
   The monks chant and say prayers before placing a lit candle in a bowl of water. Steve, Annie and their guests all then offer food to the monks and we leave the room to allow them to eat. After their meal, the monks begin their chants again and a senior monk blesses us all with holy water. After the blessing, Steve, Sasha, his parents and I leave Annie’s parents’ house to go back to Steve’s and prepare for the khan maak procession. 
 
    
 
   “How you doing bud?” I ask Steve while we change into traditional Thai suits ready for the procession,
 
   “I’m good, we’ve been waiting for this day for a long time so it’s exciting that it’s finally here” Steve seems nervous behind the happiness that he is projecting and I suspect it’s because of the pressure of making sure he gets everything right,
 
   “You’re doing great mate, I’m happy for you” I pat him on the shoulder to reassure him just as Sasha leans around the door to Steve’s room and wolf whistles, 
 
   “Wow, check you two out! Come on then, let’s get this show on the road”
 
    
 
   The procession is a fun, happy tradition with musicians playing long instruments like trombones and dancing all of the way to Annie’s parent’s house. Once we arrive at the house, women from Annie’s family block the way with gold and silver ribbons, meant to symbolise gates. Steve has to negotiate his way through the gates by offering money in envelopes as a key.
 
   Annie’s relatives certainly make it difficult for him, joking that he’s not offering enough money to convince them to open the gates. Everyone is laughing and teasing Steve and there is so much happiness in the air you can almost touch it. 
 
   Once the gates are successfully negotiated, Steve’s family present gifts to Annie’s family, including banana and sugar plants as these traditionally represent fertility, and food is offered and laid out for dead ancestors.
 
   The next part of the wedding ceremony is conducted by a senior elder of Annie’s family; Steve and Annie wear traditional Thai clothing and kneel down. They ‘wai’ as white cord is used to link their heads together, this is meant to link together their destinies. Water is poured by the elder and then the guests from a conch shell over the hands of Steve and Annie with bowls of flowers underneath the hands to catch the water. 
 
    
 
   After all of the tradition of the day, I am looking forward to the informal evening that Annie has planned. Instead of a formal dinner, the newlyweds have closed Presley’s to the public and we have a buffet of Thai food, an open bar and karaoke!
 
   “Fancy a dance then James” Sasha sits next to me at the bar. I’ve been watching Steve and Annie dancing while various members of their families sing songs dedicated to the newlyweds, I realise as she speaks that I have a stupid grin on my face,
 
   “Yeah ok Sash, why not” 
 
   I walk to the dance floor with Sasha and Steve eyes me warily. I shake my head to let him know that I’m not going to do anything stupid as Sasha takes my hands and we start to dance to Kath’s rendition of ‘Club Tropicana.’
 
    
 
   I’m having a fantastic time! everyone is laughing and singing, the drinks are flowing and my best friend is the happiest that I have ever seen him. I can’t help but think about what my wedding to Rosie will be like and the thought excites me, I decide to go outside to try and call her.
 
   As I step outside of Presley’s I’m met by the sight of an extremely drunk Sasha throwing up into a plant pot,
 
   “Sash, Jesus. Come on, you need water” I take Sasha’s arm and start to lead her back to Presley’s when she stops me, 
 
   “No Jackson, I just want to go to bed. Will you help me get home?” 
 
   I look at her for a moment. I can’t let her go alone in this state but I’m not ready to leave the wedding and don’t think that Sasha and I should be alone together when we’ve both been drinking. I tell her to sit and head back inside to find Steve, 
 
   “Mate, Sasha’s wasted. I’m gonna take her back and put her to bed. Is that ok?” I ask Steve as he watches his new wife dancing with his Dad,
 
   “Jackson, do you think that’s wise?” he looks me in the eyes, still concerned that I’m going to mess things up with Rosie,
 
   “Steve, she can hardly stand up. I can’t let her go alone. It’s fine, I’m not stupid” he shrugs his shoulders and hands me the keys to his house. I head back outside to Sasha and call a tuk tuk over.
 
    
 
   Back at the house I tell Sasha to go and get into bed and that I’ll bring her some water but when I walk into her room she has sobered up loads and is standing waiting for me, completely naked, 
 
   “Sash, put some clothes on” I look away to allow her to cover up, 
 
   “Jackson come off it, there’s no way you would come back with me if this isn’t what you wanted” She steps toward me and I step back, 
 
   “No Sasha, I don’t want this. I’m getting married you know that!” I turn and leave the room, part of me worries that if I stay too long I won’t be able to stop myself,
 
   “Jackson, you’re not the marrying type! Think about that and when you’re ready to admit it, you know where I am” Sasha calls after me as I head back downstairs and I hear her door slam, she never was good with rejection.
 
   I decide to leave Sasha and head back to the wedding. I see the look of relief in Steve’s eyes when I walk back into the bar and when he hugs me, I feel that same relief myself, I did it.
 
   Annie takes a photo of Steve and I on my phone and I send it to Rosie with a text,
 
   ‘I’ll be with you soon beautiful x’
 
    
 
   By the time we get back to the house I am seeing double of pretty much everything. I have no idea what the time is and just need to collapse and get some sleep. 
 
   In my room I strip my clothes off and flop onto the bed, I know that I should cover up in case Steve’s mum or anyone comes into my room by mistake, but I’m not in control of my limbs. I’m dog tired and pissed as a fart…
 
    
 
   I feel Rosie’s hands slide up my thighs and the soft kiss of her lips on my stomach; I am hard in an instant, begging for her touch, her kiss. She obliges and takes me in her mouth, all of me. I moan as she licks and sucks but then she stops and moves to straddle me. Her hands pin my forearms to the bed as she positions herself above me and plunges down, taking me deep inside her. It feels amazing as she rides up and down and I need to feel her, see her. I open my eyes…
 
    
 
   “SASHA!” Fuck! What am I doing? I push Sasha off me and turn on the bedside lamp, “What are you doing in here Sasha?” I am mortified as I reach for my boxers,
 
   “Well I thought that was obvious Jackson!” she laughs and rage fills me, 
 
   “I was practically comatose Sash, what the fuck?” I scratch the back of my head and throw her a t-shirt, “Cover yourself up!” 
 
   Sasha puts on the t-shirt and stands in front of me, 
 
   “I was just having some fun Jackson, you and I both know you can’t resist me!” she smiles and I’m so incredibly angry, I can’t stand violence towards women but I feel like I could hit her so easily right now. I was out cold and she took advantage, 
 
   “I thought you were Rosie Sasha!” I spit the words out and she looks hurt as she realises that I had no idea what I was doing, “You can’t fucking do shit like that Sash, it’s practically rape! Are you insane? Get the fuck out Sasha, don’t talk to me!” 
 
   Sasha’s mouth drops open and tears fill her eyes as she realises the mistake that she’s made and for some reason, I feel guilty,
 
   “Oh my god! Jackson I’m so sorry. I thought it’s what you wanted” she shakes her head and I can see tears in her eyes as she turns to leave, 
 
   “Sash, you need to realise that I’m with Rosie now, if she forgives me for this that is! Me and you, we can’t do…this” I gesture towards the bed, “Ever again!” 
 
   “I’m sorry” Sasha leaves and I sit on the bed horrified. Without even knowing I was doing it I’ve cheated on Rosie. The one thing that I promised I would never do. Now I need to decide, do I be honest and lose her or keep quiet? I think for a while before I realise that I know the answer, losing her isn’t an option.
 
                 
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577009]Chapter Six 
 
   I am bursting with anticipation. I haven’t seen Jackson for two weeks and I just cannot wait to see him, and feel his arms around me. His connecting flight from Dubai was delayed slightly and I’m eagerly watching the arrivals board to see the status change to ‘Landed.’ 
 
   I’m watching out of the window as planes of different colours and sizes come and go, my coffee is cold as I have been concentrating on looking for Jackson’s flight rather than drinking it. I look out at the runway to see a huge emirates jet touch down on the tarmac and my heart skips a beat, I walk back over to the arrivals board to see the status change. It’s him, he’s home. 
 
   As I wait anxiously for Jackson to walk through the gate I can’t help but smile as I look around and watch families reunite, loved ones holding one another as though their lives depend on it, it warms my heart. I watch as a small girl runs under the barrier calling ‘Daddy’ and is swept up into the arms of her tearful father, she throws her arms around his neck and holds on for dear life, I suspect not wanting to let him go away again. 
 
   As he leans down to put his little girl back on the ground I catch a glimpse behind him of the man that turns my stomach into an Olympic gymnast. 
 
   I am not in control of my own actions as I run forward and into the arms of Jackson. I have missed him so much and can’t wait another second to touch him, it appears the feeling is mutual and he drops his bag and picks me up, spinning me around as he kisses me intensely,
 
   “I missed you!” Jackson squeezes me as though he’s checking that I’m real and I can feel the love in his embrace, “Come on let’s get out of here”
 
   We leave the airport and head outside to get a taxi back to the hotel. I can’t wipe the smile from face as I link my fingers with Jackson’s, I didn’t know that it could feel like this, like you could need a person as much as you need oxygen. It’s scary and comforting at the same time.
 
    
 
   It’s a freezing cold February evening in Glasgow and I’m desperate to get back to the hotel. When the taxi finally arrives outside the Hotel Du Vin, I practically run to the warm lobby leaving Jackson to pay and retrieve his bag from the boot.
 
   “So I get home after twenty hours of travelling and you leave me to pay the taxi and carry my own bag?” Jackson is smiling and I laugh and blow him a kiss, 
 
   “It wasn’t twenty you drama queen, it was seventeen, and it was business class so suck it up! Come on” I head through the lobby and Jackson follows happily.
 
    
 
   Once in the room Jackson dumps his bag and flops down onto the bed. It’s almost nine pm and he looks exhausted, 
 
   “Do you want me to run you a bath Jackson? You look shattered” I ask as I climb to kneel by his side on the bed, 
 
   “Mmm that’d be lovely baby, are you joining me?” he smiles and lifts his hand to pull me close, 
 
   “Silly question James!” I lean down and briefly kiss him on the lips before I head into the bathroom and turn on the taps. 
 
   I went shopping this morning, planning a reunion that would knock Jackson’s socks off. I bought candles and champagne, massage and bath oils, as well as black lingerie that makes me feel like I'm the sexiest woman on the planet. I light candles, more than are probably necessary and fill the bath with hot water. 
 
   I hear music start to play, it’s Jack Johnson so I realise that it’s from Jackson’s iPhone on the dock. I add Ylang Ylang and Patchouli bath oil and the scent fills the air as a sleepy looking but shirtless Jackson walks into the bathroom,
 
   “Smells amazing beautiful, I’m ready for this” Jackson removes the rest of his clothes and stands naked while I turn off the taps and check the temperature of the bath,
 
   “Perfect” I am referring to the sight of my delicious fiancé rather that the bath water but he takes that as a cue to get in,
 
   “Ah jeez Rosie! Are you made of asbestos? That’s boiling!” Jackson pulls a slightly red left foot back out of the water and I giggle, 
 
   “Sorry babe, hang on” I quickly add some cold water, undress and sink into the deep bath smiling at Jackson as he tentatively climbs into the opposite end of the bath, wincing slightly as he lowers into the water.
 
   We sit for a moment, adjusting to the warmth and scent of the bath. We are facing each other when Jackson holds out his hands to me and pulls me closer, and I turn and rest my back against his chest, this is bliss. 
 
   “How was the wedding then? All go ok?” I ask lazily as I lean against Jackson and inhale the arousing scent,
 
   “Shush, plenty of time to catch up on that, let’s just relax and enjoy this” 
 
    
 
   We sit in bliss as the ‘Chill’ playlist loops from the iPod dock; we must have been in the bath for at least twenty minutes, just being together. Jackson’s hands lazily stroking mine, my arms, my legs, I can sense that he is exhausted and despite my need for him to make love to me, I know he needs sleep. Disappointedly I lean forward and turn my head to face him, 
 
   “Come on, you need sleep” I lean in and kiss Jackson softly before pushing myself up to standing,
 
   “My god Rosie, you are beautiful” Jackson looks at my naked body with an intensity in his eyes that melts me. I step out of the bath and watch his eyes following me as I dry myself and leave the bathroom.
 
   Jackson walks back into the bedroom with a towel wrapped around his waist, his skin still glistening from the droplets of water left there. I am already under the covers waiting for him and he smiles as he looks at my mischievous grin,
 
   “Don’t look at me like that Alvez, you know what that look does to me!” he removes the towel from his waist and my eyes are drawn to the erection that he has proudly revealed. I sit up, the covers falling forward and my naked breasts now exposed to Jackson, 
 
   “Come here James!” I command and he complies, climbing onto the bed and above me, pushing me back down onto the mattress as he kicks the quilt off us and the bed and settling himself between my thighs.
 
   Jackson kisses me and the feel of his tongue against mine as his hard penis nudges my clit is enough to drive me insane. I can’t help but dig my fingertips into his shoulder blades and try to encourage him to enter me. I’ve missed this so much.
 
   I rake my fingers down Jackson’s spine as he moves to kiss my neck and I gasp as he runs his tongue along my collar bone. I reach down and take hold of him, guiding him to my waiting entrance as my other hand squeezes hard on his backside, desperate to push him deep inside me.
 
   “Rosie, slow down” Jackson whispers into my ear and then nibbles at my ear lobe,
 
   “I need you inside me, now. I’ve missed you so much” I beg, and he groans into my neck as he pushes inside me. I gasp and he pushes up, looking down into my eyes,
 
   “How can I resist that” Jackson smiles as he finds a rhythm and I bend my knees to allow him greater access.
 
   My orgasm builds quickly and I grip onto Jackson’s shoulder blades as I shudder in absolute ecstasy and close my eyes. I’m losing my mind as the sensations course through my body. When I open my eyes and look at Jackson he is frowning and looks strained,
 
   “Jackson, what’s wrong?” I ask breathlessly as I notice his thrusts slow down and then he is no longer inside me, I lean up on my elbows and look downward, surprised. Jackson’s erection has disappeared as he sits back on his heels and shakes his head, “What happened?” I question confused, 
 
   “I don’t know baby, I guess I’m just tired” 
 
   I am shocked, Jackson is the guy who can have sex and be hard and ready to go again within half an hour, I’ve never known him to lose a hard on before, especially not inside me. He gets up and heads to the bathroom. I have had my release but feel bereft, like I’ve been denied my prize, the delicious sensation of him groaning into my neck as he comes into me.
 
   For some reason I feel like I need to cover myself up and reach in Jackson’s case for a t-shirt, when he comes back from the bathroom he seems to feel the same as he puts on his boxers and climbs into bed. I feel strangely vulnerable and imagine that he must feel the same, but despite his earlier compliments I can’t help but feel unattractive, as though the sight of me coming underneath him turned him off so quickly. The feeling hurts me and I sink down into the pillows, pulling the quilt up to my chest like a security blanket. 
 
   Jackson is quiet and doesn’t look at me for what feels like hours, only adding to my insecurities. Eventually he turns his head to face me, 
 
   “I’m sorry. It’s not you babe I’m just exhausted” he smiles weakly and I’m certain that I see something in his eyes, the same thing that I saw that night in Thailand, shame and regret, like he has something to hide. 
 
   I try to push my paranoia aside, ‘I trust him’ I tell myself, but the seed has been planted. I have convinced myself that Jackson has met someone. In my head I can see him with a mysterious blonde, laughing in bed about his naïve fiancée, back in England with no idea that her world will soon fall apart,
 
   “Did you fuck someone else?” The words leave my mouth before I have any hope of stopping them; Jackson looks at me, horrified,
 
   “What? Why would you ask me that?” he is sitting up now and looking directly at me, I wither slightly under his gaze and sit up, throwing my legs off the side of the bed and turning my back to him.
 
   “You love sex Jackson, more than anyone I’ve ever known. The only way that you wouldn’t be able to finish the job is if you had something to hide, or you’re just not attracted to me anymore, or both!” My brain and mouth are not connected. I know that I’m being irrational, maybe even unfair, but I can’t help the words that are spilling out of me,
 
   “Are you insane Rosie, I’ve been travelling for a fucking day to get to you” He leaves the bed now and walks around to stand in front of me, “How can you even think those things let alone say them?” he is crouching in front of me now, looking up into my eyes with so much sincerity, “I worship you Rosetta, I’m just tired that’s all!” 
 
   Jackson puts his hand to my face and looks into my eyes, I open my mouth to tell him that I’m sorry but something quite different comes out, 
 
   “But you fucked someone else once Jackson, how can I trust that you haven’t had your fun in Thailand this time?” He removes his hand from my cheek and his mouth falls open slightly in shock. I can’t believe that I said that but I did, the words are out there now and can’t be taken back, 
 
   “We’re not doing this again. You can’t forgive me for something and then bring it up again Rosie, it’s done!” he stands and starts to get dressed in jeans and a grey Superdry t-shirt from his suitcase, “I need a drink!” Jackson starts to walk toward the door, picking up his wallet on his way and I am in shock, what is wrong with me?
 
   “Jackson wait, I’m sorry!” he turns and glances at me with a clear mix of hurt and anger in his eyes. He walks back into the room and I’m hopeful, but once he has retrieved his phone from the dressing table he heads for the door and out. I can’t help the tears that have collected in my lower lids from running down my cheeks, I’m such an idiot.
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577010]Chapter Seven 
 
   What the hell just happened? I’m shell shocked as I head down to the hotel bar. Rosie just accused me of cheating on her. After all I’ve done to prove to her what she means she still doesn’t trust me, I am angry with her and then I remember that I have no right to be, she’s right not to trust me after what happened with Sasha. 
 
   She’s right, I tell myself over and over again, even in my sleep I cheated on her. She’ll never forgive me especially now, I just lied to her face. 
 
   “What can I get you sir?” the bar man brings me back to reality as I climb onto a stool at the bar, 
 
   “Vodka please, with ice” 
 
    
 
   After four straight vodkas I know that I need to slow down so I order a beer and take out my phone, there’s a text from Rosie,
 
   ‘I’m sorry, come back please x’
 
   She’s infuriating, I don’t know if I can do this! Be with someone that is going to be second guessing my every move, waiting for me to do wrong. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do, I was asleep when Sasha came to me, I wasn’t in control so surely that’s not my fault, it’s not like I carried on once I realised but I still feel the weight of it when I look at Rosie. 
 
   When I saw her underneath me, getting so much pleasure from me, all I could think of was that I had been inside someone else only days ago. I can’t lose her but not being honest with her is killing me. She already doesn’t trust me and if I tell her what happened there’s no way she’ll forgive me. I don’t know why, but I decide to call Rafe,
 
   “Hey Jackson, you’re back! Is everything ok?”
 
   “Ahh Rafe, I don’t know what’s going on, I need help. Have you got five minutes?”
 
   “Yeah, why what’s up? Is Rosie ok? Are you drunk?” 
 
   “We’ve had a row; she’s accusing me of cheating on her”
 
   “Well, have you?” his tone of voice becomes serious, and I pause and take a breath, why on earth did I call him?
 
   “Would I really call you if I had? Of course I haven’t” I am torn, half of me believing I did nothing wrong, and half of me feeling like I’m drowning in lies,
 
   “Listen Jackson, Rosie has been through a lot. She’s been betrayed more than anyone so young should have been and it’s hard for her to trust people. Knowing my sister she’ll be beating herself up as we speak because she knows she’s been stupid! Go to her Jackson, stick with her”
 
   “Rafe, I know her ex fucked her over but I’m doing everything that I can to show her that I love her. I flew to Glasgow to see her but if she’s never going to trust me…” I take a breath “I don’t know if I can live like that!” 
 
   “Listen, she’ll open up to you at some point I’m sure but it’s not all about Michael. Rosie has been through when it comes to blokes. Every single one she has been involved with has betrayed her trust. She keeps trying to get it right but in her head she’s just waiting for the next heart break. She does trust you Jackson, she just doesn’t trust her own feelings” I can’t find any words to respond, “Go to her Jackson. Be with her. I’ll see you soon mate” 
 
   “Ok, thanks Rafe. See you soon” Rafe hangs up and I put my phone down on the bar, the photo of Rosie set as the wallpaper flashes up before the screen goes dim and I know I have to do whatever it takes. I head back up to the room.
 
   “Jackson, I’m sorry” Rosie is sitting on the bed with her knees pulled up to her chest as though she’s using them as a protective shield, “I do trust you, I’m just … stupid, please don’t leave me” I can clearly see her eyes glistening with tears and my heart breaks,
 
   “Rosie, I’m going nowhere” I walk toward the bed and she releases her knees, “Come here Alvez” I hold out my arms to her and she pushes herself up onto her knees and throws her arms around my neck, she’s clinging on for dear life, 
 
   “I…I have been hurt Jackson, more than once and it’s just hard for me to accept that you won’t do it as well” I feel sick as she speaks, she is trusting me and I know I don’t deserve it, 
 
   “Shush! It’s done now. Let’s get some sleep, im bushed”
 
   We climb into bed and within moments of me holding her, Rosie is asleep and breathing deeply on my chest. Despite my exhaustion I’m struggling to fall asleep, I can’t stop thinking about my conversation with Rafe. How many times has Rosie had her heart broken? I know that I’m going to add to the tally. 
 
   That’s not an option; I can’t let her find out.
 
    
 
   I wake as Rosie stretches out beside me and turns onto her side. I am shattered, I look at my phone and notice that the time is only six forty am, it’s still dark outside and I must have only had about four hours sleep. I slide up to Rosie’s back and wrap my arm around her waist; it’s strange to feel her sleeping in a t-shirt as she’s normally always naked in bed. 
 
   I slide my hand up under the material and stroke my hand across her tummy, she responds by taking a deep breath and pushing her backside against me, another strange feeling as I’m wearing boxers.
 
   I push my fingers up Rosie’s soft skin and gently stroke her breasts, ‘she is perfect’ I think as I drag a finger back over her nipple and she pushes back once again, an invitation that I’m glad to accept after last night. I’m hard as hell and when Rosie sleepily takes hold of my hand and guides it down between her legs I’m encouraged and bury my face into her neck, nibbling softly in that way that drives her insane. 
 
   She leans back toward me, parting her legs slightly to give me better access. She is wet and so warm as I dip a finger inside briefly and run the moisture upwards, Rosie rocks her hips back into me in response, My dick is so hard and pressing against her as she pushes backward is driving me crazy, and encouraging me to circle her clit harder and faster with my fingers. 
 
   Rosie reaches her hand behind her back taking hold of me. It feels great as she squeezes and pulls upwards and back down, I can’t help but groan into her ear and push my hips forward in response. In what seems like seconds Rosie readjusts and pushes herself onto me, I push slowly into her and she leans her head back indicating that I’m pressing the right buttons.
 
   It’s bliss to be inside her, she rolls forward so that she is face down on the mattress and I roll with her, kissing the back of her neck and shoulders as I continue a slow pace inside her. Rosie pushes her backside up off the bed allowing me deeper and I kneel upright between her legs, gripping her hips as I start to thrust hard and fast deep inside her. She muffles a scream into the mattress and grips me tightly as she comes hard and fast, I can’t hold off as she clenches gloriously and I gasp as I empty into her…
 
    
 
   “Welcome home Mr James” Rosie smiles up at me from the pillow, sated and flushed in the cheeks as I return from the bathroom, 
 
   “It’s good to be back baby. Right then, breakfast and then we’re taking Glasgow by storm!” 
 
   I can do this; I can push what happened in Thailand to the back of my mind and spend a happy monogamous lifetime with this amazing woman.
 
    
 
   We order room service and eat breakfast in bed, then dress and head out into the city. As we walk, Rosie clings to my arm for warmth and fills me in on how the book tour has gone.
 
   We’re walking and talking as though we’re the only people in the world. Listening to Rosie so excited about the feedback she’s received on the tour makes me smile and when I talk about the wedding over a coffee I have to stop half way through telling her about it and just kiss her, I looked up to see her resting her chin in her hands and watching me, listening intently and smiling, she’s adorable. 
 
   While we eat lunch I start to panic about Rosie meeting Sasha in a couple of days, I can’t risk Sash letting on about what happened, I can’t let Rosie get hurt like that. I’m sure that Sasha won’t say a word; we talked before I came home to try and smooth things out. She begged me not to go to the police saying that she had raped me, I told her not to be ridiculous and that she made the most stupid mistake she’ll ever make, but it was just a mistake. 
 
   For some reason I told her we could still be friends, I don’t know why, I think it was partly because she was crying and partly to keep her on side. Sasha values our friendship and won’t jeopardise it I’m certain, but she can be a nasty piece of work when she wants, and they say there’s nothing like a woman scorned. 
 
   When Rosie asks me what’s wrong I realise that I haven’t said a word or looked at her for a while, I just assure her that I’m really enjoying my food, she seemed to believe me. 
 
   Rosie and I spend the whole day shopping and dipping in and out of bars to warm up. We’re both a bit drunk when we get back to the hotel, rosy cheeked from the cold and the alcohol and decide to get room service and curl up and watch a film in bed. 
 
   We are heading back to London tomorrow and then on to Devon for Steve and Annie’s wedding part two so I want to make the most of this, while I have her to myself.
 
    
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577011]Chapter Eight 
 
   “Are we nearly there yet?” 
 
   “No Pippa, we’re five minutes further along the road than the last time you asked!” Jackson smiles at Pip in the rear-view mirror and she laughs from the back seat of the car. 
 
   Jackson has hired a car to take us to Devon as it was going to be a nightmare journey on public transport. Watching him drive is quite a turn on; he is confident behind the wheel and handles the car perfectly, weaving in and out of the traffic to get us to Tavistock in record time.
 
    
 
   We pull into the driveway of The Horn of Plenty and I’m immediately struck by the beauty of the place. The loveliness of the hotel and grounds is accentuated by the dusting of February snow highlighting every surface that it sits on. The centrepiece of the driveway is a slate lined fountain with neatly trimmed bushes, everything is white with frost as the icicles catch the light of the afternoon sun and shine like jewels as we cast our eyes toward the impressive entrance porch. 
 
   The wedding is tomorrow, Steve and Annie are not yet legally married as their ceremony in Thailand was just a religious one, so I feel privileged to be one of less than one hundred guests here to witness them actually becoming husband and wife. We head into the hotel and after checking in and putting our things in the rooms, we all head down to the bar for some lunch. 
 
   Looking out of the windows at the stunning views over the Tamar Valley I can see why Steve chose this venue. Annie has never been to England before and this place encapsulates all that is beautiful about our small island and lays it out in all its glory, like gifts for Annie to admire and treasure. The Georgian building represents our vast and colourful history, all around it a lush green landscape and various examples wildlife show the British countryside at its best and the icing on the cake is the beauty of English winter demonstrating our changing seasons. 
 
   Our room is beautiful and the view from up here is even more breath taking than from the terrace. We have exclusive use of the hotel which is great and it all feels really intimate and cosy, Steve and Annie are already here but have taken their parents out for the day. We are all getting together for dinner this evening but not before an afternoon walk in the cold countryside with Jackson.
 
    
 
   By the time we have got back to the hotel and changed for dinner I am more than ready for it, I’m famished and in need of a glass of wine, pronto. We head down to the bar and are practically pounced upon by someone throwing their arms around Jackson’s neck, separating us and aggravating me,
 
   “Rosie, this is Sasha, a friend of mine from uni” Jackson awkwardly pushes her to arm’s length and smiles at me. As he says her name I notice the way she looks up at him, the same way that I do when he says mine. 
 
   I immediately feel that Sasha is a threat, she is petite and extremely attractive. Her black hair is perfectly tamed and cut into a sharp asymmetric bob, her dark eyes look almost black against the smoky make up that she is wearing so well. I have to gather my thoughts to remember how to speak but I can’t help feeling concerned by how pretty Sasha is and how comfortable she seems with Jackson.
 
   “Nice to meet you” I smile but try my hardest to transmit a message telepathically so that she knows he is off limits, she doesn’t seem to receive it by the way that she places her hand on his arm and laughs.
 
   “Jackson, have you seen the photos from the wedding, there are some brilliant ones of us in Presley’s!”  She hasn’t even acknowledged me and now I realise that this is the woman that was offering him coffee so early in the morning when I had called. She is stunning and oozes sexuality, she is also obviously attracted to Jackson and she was in Thailand with him. 
 
   My blood is boiling and I can feel my cheeks becoming redder, I scan the room for Pippa and when I spot her at the bar I head towards her without excusing myself from Jackson’s side. I need talking down from the ledge that I find myself on. I know that I should trust Jackson, but Sasha has known Jackson for a long time, I only found out a few days ago that it’s his thirtieth birthday next week. 
 
   “What’s happened?” Pippa asks as she sees me charging toward her, I keep walking, gesturing for her to follow and we head outside into the cold, “Rosie, I love you, but it is freezing, why are we outside?” 
 
   I explain everything to Pip and she does her best to convince me that I’m being an idiot, “So what if Jackson has female friends, and of course she was in Thailand if she’s a friend of Steve’s too, that’s nothing to be angry about Rosie. You need to let go of these trust issues or you are going to lose him” I know she’s right, I just needed to vent.
 
    
 
   We sit for dinner at one large table; there are maybe twenty five of us here. Steve’s parents have been lovely all evening, telling me how happy they are to see Jackson finally settling down, so I’m pleased when they sit opposite Pip and I at the dinner table making conversation easy. Jackson is seated to my right, opposite Steve and Sasha has sat herself on the other side of him. I feel ok whilst Jackson is holding my hand, but when he releases it and turns his back slightly toward me to talk to Sasha, I feel a little rejected. 
 
    I try to ignore the feelings and tell myself that he is just trying not to be rude, but when I glance up to see the look that Steve is giving the two of them, I know there is something that I haven’t been told. After the main course I reach for Jackson’s hand and he looks me in the eye with a smile, 
 
   “Can I have a word please? In private…” Jackson eyes me curiously but stands and takes my hand again as we walk away from the table, I can feel eyes burning a hole into my back and I presume that it’s Sasha’s, maybe Steve’s too.
 
   “What’s up baby?” Jackson asks so affectionately that I immediately feel ridiculous for feeling so insecure,
 
   “It’s Sasha, I feel like there’s something you’re not telling me about her, am I wrong?” I ask softly, not wanting Jackson to feel like I’m attacking or accusing him. He looks away for a moment scratching the back of his head, and then looks back to me, 
 
   “Ok, listen, Sasha and I are just friends. There are no feelings between us other than that of mates, you need to understand that” he looks at me as though he is waiting for me to acknowledge that I do, “But, yes we have slept together, in the past Rosie” 
 
   I knew it so I don’t know why I feel annoyed, maybe it’s just that I can tell that she has more than feelings of friendship toward Jackson, but he has been honest with me as I asked him to. I close my eyes for a second and take a breath, when I open them Jackson is looking cautiously at me, I can see the worry in his eyes, he is unsure what my reaction will be, 
 
   “Thank you, for telling me” I smile and hold out my hand for him to take as we head back to the dinner table. He is mine, and Sasha can’t do anything to change that.
 
    
 
   The wedding is beautiful, Annie’s smile lights up the whole room and Steve looks so happy and in love that I can’t help but feel inspired. After the ceremony the bride and groom and their families head out for some photos in the frosty gardens of the hotel, most of the guests stay out of the cold and drink champagne whilst watching the action out of the windows of the bar.
 
   Jackson is Steve’s best man and I smile as I watch them posing for photographs together, both pausing to blow on their hands and rub them frantically together in an attempt to warm them up. 
 
   Annie has on a white wedding coat which contrasts with her dark skin and exotic beauty making her look quite striking as she smiles for the camera. Before long Steve calls for everyone that was at the Thai wedding to come for a photo, I watch as Sasha makes a beeline for Jackson’s side and stands inappropriately close to him, smiling and hunching her shoulders to show how cold she is. Jackson smiles and wraps an arm around her shoulders, rubbing her arm to warm her up.  There is something in the way that she looks at him, there is more to their relationship than Jackson has told me, I just know there is, and from the look that Pip throws my way she knows it now too.
 
    
 
   I refuse to cause a scene at the wedding and so resign myself to having a great night and asking Jackson about it tomorrow, but after sitting through Jackson’s speech with Sasha looking at him like a lovesick teenager and playfully heckling him, my blood is boiling. Who the hell does she think she is?  
 
   I am struggling to hold it together but after the meal when I see Sasha and Jackson posing together for photographs as though it’s her that he came here with, I can’t take any more and I have to get out. I stand to leave and walk out of the room toward the toilets. 
 
   For a moment I stand in front of the mirror, assessing my appearance and realising that I will never look like her. I’ll never be as well put together or have the history that she and Jackson share. I start to tell myself I’m being stupid when the door opens and someone walks in, 
 
   “Oh, Rosie! Hello” her voice is monotone as she greets me and heads in to one of the cubicles. I know that I should leave and let her do what she came in here to do, but I can’t move, my legs have turned to stone. I am going to confront her.
 
   When Sasha opens the cubicle door she looks at me and smiles. It’s a knowing smile and I guess that she is used to being confronted by jealous girlfriends. 
 
   “Can I help you with something?” she asks coldly as she washes her hands,
 
   “You can stay away from Jackson... that would be a great help!” I’m proud of myself, my voice is strong. Sasha turns to face me head on, 
 
   “What if he doesn’t want to stay away from me though Rosie, did you consider that? You might be flavour of the month, but it’s me he always comes back to” she answers smoothly, like she had rehearsed what she would say and tilts her head to the side with a smile as though she pities me, 
 
   “Sasha, I know that you and Jackson have slept together in the past, he’s told me that. But the past is the past, I’m his future. So, either start acting like you’re just friends and keep your hands off him, or I’ll make sure that you never see him again.” As I say the words I’m not sure that I have the power to make that happen, they are friends after all, but I stick to my guns. Sasha laughs and turns to leave, before stopping and turning back to me, 
 
   “The fact that you seem to think the word ‘past’ means a long time ago is very sweet Rosie, yesterday is in the past, have you thought about that? Jackson and I have a connection you could never dream of. He and I have been sleeping together for a decade Rosie, you can’t compete with that!” 
 
   Her words stop me in my tracks for a moment. When Jackson had said that they had slept together I thought he meant once, maybe twice but not regularly for ten years. I pull myself together and answer, hoping I haven’t paused for too long, 
 
   “That’s good for you Sasha, but I don’t see a ring on your finger. You were a bit of fun for him, an easy lay… but I’m the woman that he wakes up next to every morning, and will be for the rest of his life. Hands off Sasha, or trust me you will regret it!” 
 
   Sasha purses her lips and flares her nostrils as though my words have cut her deep. Triumphant I make my exit, pushing past her and heading for the door. I bump into Jackson as I leave the toilets, 
 
   “Hey, I was looking for you” he smiles as he wraps his arms around me and kisses the top of my head, 
 
   “I’m here” I smile back as I take his hand and pull him back toward the dance floor…
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577012]Chapter Nine 
 
   “Oh, my head!” I smile as I hear Rosie grown from underneath her pillow. We drank a lot last night and she spent a large part of the early hours of this morning throwing up into the toilet. 
 
   “Come on, you need a greasy breakfast and coffee!” I declare probably a little louder that necessary, 
 
   “Oh Jackson!” she groans “Why do you hate me?” I can hear the humour in her voice, “Water please baby!”
 
   “No problem!”
 
   I head into the bathroom and turn on the shower, returning to the bed to pick Rosie up and deposit her, naked and hung over under the cold water. Her screams and giggles as she pulls me into the bathtub with her warm my heart and I turn up the temperature of the water as I passionately kiss the woman that I can’t wait to marry.
 
    
 
   When we reach the restaurant, Pippa is already sitting at a table near the window, looking more than slightly worse for wear. We join her and she groans as she looks up at a now perkier looking Rosie, 
 
   “Ahh how do you look so alive? I feel dead!” She moans as I look at the breakfast menu, I guess that Rosie just smiles because Pip places her forehead on the table and mumbles “I’d feel ok if I had someone to give me a hangover shag, no fair!” Rosie and I laugh as the waitress heads over to our table with a pot of fresh coffee.
 
   We’re heading back to London in a little while and hoping to miss the traffic, I have a meeting with Frankie in the morning and Rosie has a day of meetings to do with an article she’s writing. Tomorrow is Valentine’s Day so I also want to spend some time planning a special evening for me and Rosie. 
 
   I’ve never had a real relationship before, so this whole romance thing is so alien to me, but I’m enjoying trying. 
 
    
 
   “Ahh what a day!” Rosie lets herself into my flat with the key that I gave her a couple of weeks ago and flops down on to the sofa. I am in the kitchen but as my flat is open plan, I don’t have to stop what I’m doing to engage in conversation,
 
   “Hi Jackson, I missed you” I call sarcastically as I pour Rosie a glass of wine and then head over to where she is sitting, 
 
   “Sorry babe today has just been the longest day ever!” she takes the wine and smiles up at me, “What are you cooking? It smells amazing!” 
 
   “Never you mind! There’s a bath run for you, go and have a soak and I’ll let you know when dinner’s ready” She stands and starts to walk toward the bedroom, “Oh, Happy Valentine’s Day” Rosie smiles and continues into the en suite.
 
    
 
   When Rosie comes out of the bedroom about forty minutes later, my heart leaps into my throat. She is wearing a short silk nightdress with lace teasing her thighs at the bottom and her chest at the top. She looks sensational and for second I can’t help but think ‘Sod dinner!’ but as she heads into the kitchen and pours us both a glass of wine the feeling of contentment is overwhelming, this is my life now, my beautiful woman here by my side.  
 
   I have cooked us Thai Green Curry and Rice and I can’t help but smile at Rosie’s surprise when she tastes it, 
 
   “I can cook Rosie, I’ve told you this!” 
 
   “I know, but this is amazing Jackson!” she loves good food, it’s nice to think that before she bought my book she had never tried Thai food and now here she is, shovelling it in as though she’s scared someone will take away her plate. I laugh and tuck in to my own dinner, it is amazing, if I do say so myself. 
 
   After dinner, Rosie and I cuddle up on the sofa with a DVD and a tub of Haagen-Dazs Baileys. She is making me watch some chick flick on DVD which is absolutely terrible but I know how much of a romantic Rosie is, so I just suck it up and pretend to enjoy it.
 
    
 
   “Thank you Jackson, tonight was exactly what I needed” Rosie sounds relaxed and happy as I place another glass of wine in her hand and rejoin her on the sofa. I am shocked at how happy this makes me, just being here with her. No grand gestures or expensive evening out, just us. I wrap my arms around Rosie and the words leave my mouth before I can stop them, 
 
   “Move in with me!” 
 
    
 
   After a moment, Rosie pulls out of our embrace and looks me in the eye, 
 
   “What?” she looks confused and I feel stupid suddenly, 
 
   “Well, we’re getting married Rosie, it makes sense doesn’t it?” I ask, feeling a little vulnerable as I push backwards creating some space between us, 
 
   “I can’t Jackson, I’m sorry” Rosie stands and walks into the kitchen. I’m confused and join her as she pours herself a glass of water and takes a sip. “We’re not getting married next week Jackson, we’ve only been together a couple of months. It’s too soon!”
 
   “You said yes Rosie; it wasn’t too soon for that. You really don’t want to live with me? Do you still not trust me?”  She turns to face me and I take the glass from her hands so that I can hold them, 
 
   “I do, Jackson I do, but I need to know that I have my own space too. I don’t want to rush this. I can’t live with you, not yet” she pulls me close to her and I feel unsure, I didn’t expect that she would say no. She can sense that I’m trying to pull away, “Look, we have Rafe’s wedding coming up and we’re both busy with work, it’s just not the right time” she sounds just like I have so many times before, when I have given girls the brush off in the past and I’m blown away, 
 
   “Do you still want this Rosie, me and you? Because it sounds like you’re backing away here!” I ask as I let go of her hands, 
 
   “Of course I do Jackson, but we’ve been together for five minutes, what’s the rush?” She steps toward me and smiles sheepishly and I feel annoyed. She wanted more, she wanted me to be monogamous and I am and now she is the one wanting space and to slow down? I shake my head,
 
   “There’s no rush Rosie, none whatsoever. I’m going to bed, are you coming or do you need space?” I can’t help my sarcasm as I back away and walk toward the bedroom,
 
   “Jackson, don’t do this.  Nothing has changed, I love you I just don’t want to move in together yet” Rosie is pleading and I hear her voice crack as though she might cry, but she’s really pissed me off, 
 
   “Goodnight Rosie” I cut her off and head to bed. I shouldn’t, but I slam the door behind me. I know it was petulant of me but I just feel so rejected and angry and the last thing I want to do is get into a full blown row.
 
    
 
   I wake the next day and Rosie isn’t in bed next me, I get up and head into the kitchen. The washing up has been done and the dishes all put away but there’s no sign of Rosie at all. Last night comes into my mind and I feel myself getting angry at her all over again as I head back towards the en suite, I need a shower. I start the water and decide to check my phone, as annoyed as I am I’m slightly concerned that I don’t know where she is, there’s a text, 
 
   ‘You fell asleep really quickly last night and I didn’t want to disturb you so I came home. It’s Rafe’s fag do tonight so I’ll call you later. I’m sorry x’ 
 
   I feel guilty for going to bed in such a strop. Rosie felt so uncomfortable that she went home in the middle of the night, after cleaning up my flat. As I undress and step into the shower I can’t help but think I have a lot to learn about relationships, and as much as I thought I knew about women, I really don’t seem to have a clue. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I wake up alone in my bed and feel sad that I so spectacularly rejected Jackson last night. He didn’t even want a relationship a couple of months ago and now he wants to live with me and I said no! It was such a big step for him but I just reacted and said the first things that came to my head. It is too soon, I can’t feel guilty for being honest about that.
 
   I check my phone. There’s nothing, no messages or missed calls. I must have really pissed him off.  I decide to text him, I have a day planned with Pip and Rafe and we’re going out tonight so I won’t be able to properly talk to Jackson until tomorrow, I want him to know that I’m not ignoring him. 
 
   I drag myself out of bed and into the shower. Rafe, Pip and I are going to a spa today to get ready for his fag do tonight. Pip has planned the evening and I can’t wait, she always plans a great night out. 
 
    
 
    
 
   I hear the honk of a car horn and look out of the window to see Pip getting out of the car; I open it and shout down that I’m on my way. 
 
   In the car neither of them question why I asked them to pick me up from home instead of Jackson’s as planned, but the awkward silence is deafening so I answer them regardless,
 
   “We had a fight. He asked me to move in and I said no!” as I say the words I glance at my phone, still nothing,
 
   “Why did you say no?” Pip seems shocked that I, Miss Commitment showed some restraint, 
 
   “It’s too soon Pip” I answer defensively, 
 
   “Little sis, you’re marrying him!” Rafe decides to chip in, “You either want to spend your life with him or you don’t, if it’s too soon, you shouldn’t have said yes!” 
 
   I’m annoyed, these two are supposed to be my best friends in the world and they agree with Jackson! I know I did the right thing and I’m sticking to it. 
 
   We arrive at the spa and I can’t wait to unwind, the rest of the journey was fairly quiet as I contemplated the fact that Jackson and I are always together anyway, either at mine or his, so what would be the difference in actually living together? As it was I only came up with the positive difference of only having one lot of rent to pay between us, but I just do not want to live with him yet. I have no doubts that he is who I want to be with but we’re still getting to know each other.
 
    
 
   There are absolutely no phones allowed at the spa so I resign myself to the fact that I won’t be hearing from Jackson until later on and turn my phone off. We spend the morning relaxing in the Jacuzzi and steam room, swimming and lounging under heat lamps by the pool, to say that by lunchtime I am extremely chilled is an understatement, I feel like I could sleep for a week. 
 
   We head into the restaurant for lunch. There is something liberating about eating in a packed restaurant but being surrounded by people wearing dressing gowns, and wearing one yourself. The three course dinner is surprisingly light and the complimentary glass of champagne goes down a treat. 
 
   After lunch we all have treatments booked.  Pip and I have surprised Rafe with a full body exfoliation and hot stone massage, while I head for a facial and Pip for a manicure and pedicure. 
 
    
 
   “Mmm this is bliss!” Pip exclaims sleepily from the chair next to me in the salon as we both have our scalps massaged before our hair and makeup gets done, 
 
   “It really is, but I feel like I want to go to bed not go out!” I am exhausted; I didn’t sleep well last night and am ready for bed.
 
   “Nah, you know what my nights out are like RoRo, you’ll soon wake up!” 
 
   Rafe joins us to get his hair styled, and he looks thoroughly refreshed and relaxed as he sits next me, 
 
   “Was it good for you?” I ask sarcastically, he looks completely spent,
 
   “Amazing little sis! This was a great idea” 
 
   As Rafe slumps into the stylists chair next to me in post massage bliss and Pip begins to discuss her shoe choices for the evening ahead I begin to feel excited. This is my brother’s big night, Jackson and I will have to wait.
 
    
 
   We head back to Rafe’s flat in time to see Matthew getting ready to head out, 
 
   “Where do you think you’re going looking so hot?” Rafe asks, Matthew does look good in a fitted shirt and chinos, 
 
   “Actually, I’ve got a date with Mr Jackson James, if that’s ok with you?” he smiles as he kisses Rafe and heads for the door, 
 
   “Matthew” I stop him and walk over so that I can speak quietly, “I haven’t heard from him all day. Please, will you tell him I’m sorry” he kisses me on the forehead and winks as he heads out of the flat, he turns to Rafe before he leaves, “Be good Alvez!”
 
   Before long the flat is full of people. Every variety of gay man you could hope for on a night out, Sophie from the café and a few friends of Rafe’s as well as Matthew’s cousin Jennifer, who is as boring as Michael and I can’t imagine her enjoying one of Pip’s nights, but this is Rafe’s fag do and I am not going to worry about anyone but him tonight. My camera is charged and my purse is loaded, my bank card actually groaned as it made its way out of the cash machine earlier on, but it’ll be worth it. 
 
   As we gather our things and get ready to leave we hear loud horns from the street below. Rafe laughs loudly as he looks out of the window and sees the two fire engines that Pip and I have hired to take us to the club, complete with model friends of Pip’s in fireman uniforms, well the bottom half at least. There’s a stampede as the horny party goers scramble to get on board but the three of us lag behind for just a few moments. For the first time, the three of us smile as we acknowledge our mutual contentment; we’re all in relationships and couldn’t be happier. 
 
    
 
   We arrive at Sway Nightclub and are given the VIP treatment. The doorman is a close personal friend of Pippa’s and has done us a few favours.
 
   We’re shown to our seats and the mood amongst our group is fantastic, it gets even better as we watch the gorgeous male strippers remove every single item of clothing that they’re wearing, it’s certainly an eye opener. I never thought that I would enjoy this sort of thing and I don’t know if it’s just because we’re all having so much fun or if it’s because these men are incredibly sexy, but I love it. Before long I catch myself cheering and calling for them to ‘TAKE IT OFF’ just as much as everyone else in the room.
 
    
 
   After the show we are shown to our private booth in the club, we have our own topless waiter serving us all night so all we have to do is drink and enjoy ourselves. Thanks to our VIP status, a couple of the dancers come and join us at our booth posing for photos and even giving Rafe a lap dance, at which I see my brother blush for the first time ever and he forces me to switch places with him. I try to go along with the experience, screaming as a naked penis is thrust into my face and then trying to compose myself for the photograph that Pip is trying to take, but before long the embarrassment becomes too much and I just cover my face while I erupt in fits of giggles. 
 
   We dance and drink the evening away and I haven’t had so much fun in such a long time. The shock of Jennifer dancing on the table and eagerly kissing one of Rafe’s friends, who was gay at the start of the night but left with Jennifer twenty minutes ago is too much for me. I know that I need to stop, I am completely hammered. I fish around in my handbag for my phone to text Jackson and instead lay my hand on the key to his flat. I haven’t spoken to him since last night and I need to see him. 
 
   I make my excuses to leave. Rafe and Pippa are having a deep and meaningful at the back of the booth and I guess it’s about how their lives have changed.  I kiss my big brother and my best friend, say goodnight to the other fag do revellers and head out to find a taxi, I give Jackson’s address and am letting myself into his flat within half an hour.
 
    
 
   I try to close the door quietly. As I turn around I’m confronted with a shirtless Jackson standing in his front room, I close one eye to focus and notice that he is holding a baseball bat loosely at his side. 
 
   “Rosie?” he puts the bat on the sofa, “It’s three in the morning, what are you doing here?” I hold up the key, 
 
   “You said I could let myself in.” 
 
   I can hear myself slurring my words as I speak and he laughs as he walks towards me and pulls me into a close embrace,
 
   “Of course you can” he kisses me on the forehead and pulls me toward the kitchen, “You need water!” 
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577013]Chapter Ten 
 
   There’s nothing worse than waking up with a hangover. I’m looking down at Rosie drooling onto her pillow in a drunken stupor and already laughing internally at how rough she is going to feel when she finally surfaces. I decide to leave her to it, I need coffee.
 
   I head into the kitchen to put the kettle on and see Rosie’s handbag on the sofa, she must have just thrown it there when she got in. The contents are strewn across the cushions and I hope she hasn’t lost anything. I notice the baseball bat and shake my head when I remember the noise she made trying to get into the flat at three this morning, and then I spot her camera. 
 
   I have got to see what a mess they all were last night. I have a quick peek in the bedroom, sleeping beauty is still snoring soundly so I switch on the camera and hit the view button. 
 
   The first few photos are of Rosie, Rafe and Pip getting ready. I quickly skip past the photo of Pippa in her underwear; it feels wrong, like I’m looking at my sister or something.  There’s one of Rosie after she’d finished getting ready, posing with a glass of champagne. She looks incredibly sexy and I can’t help but feel jealous of any men that saw her like that last night, I was too busy being angry and ignoring her and missed out completely, by the time she got to me she was hammered, carrying her shoes in one hand and a kebab in the other.
 
   As I flick through the photos, I feel like I’m watching a slideshow of their evening. I find myself smiling at their happy faces as more and more people appear in the pictures, before long there are photos of Rafe with men half dressed as firemen and Rosie and Pippa being carried over shoulders laughing, onto a fire engine. A feeling stirs in me that I’m not used to, I start to tap my foot, the sight of her being touched by a half dressed bloke, especially when she looks like that, makes my blood boil. But I know she was just having a bit of fun, it was Rafe’s big night after all. 
 
   I didn’t know what their plans were for last night, all I knew is that Pippa was arranging everything and keeping her cards close to her chest. so when I see the photos of big buff blokes taking their clothes off for my girl’s entertainment I’m a little surprised to say the least, but it’s all good fun. There are photos of all the party goers enjoying themselves, Rafe, Rosie and Pippa posing together waving cash toward the stage, and I can’t help but laugh knowing that they were enjoying themselves. 
 
   The next photo is obviously in a club, Rafe is standing on a table posing while a topless waiter hands him a huge drink with straws, umbrellas and sparklers poking out of it in all directions. It’s one of the campest photos I’ve ever seen and I’m not used to seeing Rafe like that, I can’t help but laugh. 
 
   I click next and Rafe is getting some sort of lap dance from an oiled up bloke in just a thong, and even on the small screen of Rosie’s camera I can see how uncomfortable he is. I click next and I’m shocked to see Rosie taking Rafe’s place, she’s laughing as this guy rubs her hand down his chest. I click next and he’s now completely naked with his hands behind his head, displaying himself to my fiancée.  Rosie has her hands over her face on one photo but is smiling on the next, while this prick stands with his dick in his hand next to MY girl’s face! 
 
   I am fuming but click next. Rosie is now posing for a photo with her private dancer, obviously he’s finished as he has put some loose trousers on, but she’s smiling with her hand on his chest and I’ve seen enough. 
 
   I put the camera down on the side and my blood is racing through my veins. My first taste of jealousy and it’s not just because she’s talking to a bloke in a pub, I’m actually seeing her with a fucking dick in her face. I place both hands on the kitchen counter and take a deep breath. 
 
   “Morning!”  Rosie groans from the doorway to the bedroom, squinting at the brightness of the living room,
 
   “Hi” I respond bluntly but she doesn’t seem to notice my frustration,
 
   “I need coffee” she walks toward the kitchen and stands behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist, “Are we friends again now!” 
 
   I actually completely forgot that we had already been arguing and now I’m even angrier. This is what she needed space for, groping other men?
 
   “You know where the kettle is, I’m going for a shower” I head out of the kitchen and Rosie calls me back, 
 
   “Jackson wait, I thought we were ok. I love you, I’m just trying to take us slowly!” she is pleading, thinking that I’m still angry about her not wanting to move in,
 
   “Rosie, cut the crap. I’ve seen your photos from last night, looks like you were having a grand old time with Magic Mike!” I’m annoyed at myself for being so jealous but I can’t help it,
 
   “What? Are you serious Jackson? Firstly, how dare you go through my handbag, and secondly, I was having a laugh for my brother’s last big night of freedom, what’s your problem?” we’re now standing about a metre apart staring each other in the eyes, both too stubborn to give in,
 
   “I didn’t go through your handbag for fucks sake Rosie, what do you think I am? Your camera was on the sofa!” I shake my head before continuing to respond, “And my problem is that you are with me, and I’ve just seen you laughing and joking around with some bloke’s junk in your face! How would you feel if it was me? If it was photos of me with a naked woman on my lap, ramming her tits in my face?” I hold my hand up as she opens her mouth to speak, “Don’t even respond Rosie because I know how you’d react, you’d be out of the fucking door!” I turn to walk into the bedroom and she follows, 
 
   “I cannot believe you’re being like this Jackson. It was just a bit of fun, with a gay stripper who wouldn’t be a threat to you even if he was straight. You’re being ridiculous!” 
 
   “And you’re a hypocrite Rosie; you’d end this if that was me! And you know I’m right!”
 
   “Yeah but I’m not the one who can’t be trusted Jackson!” she spits out the words so venomously that I can’t speak, and when I turn to face her she has her hand over her mouth, already regretting her outburst but unable to take it back, 
 
   “Fuck this Rosie, it’s not worth it!” I pick up my keys and wallet from the counter and head out of the flat, grabbing some trainers from the shoe rack on my way. I’ll put them on outside, I just need to get out. Rosie doesn’t follow and I quickly realise that I don’t have my phone, I don’t know if I’ve just ended our relationship but right now, it’s me that needs space. 
 
    
 
   I zip my wallet and keys in my hoody pockets and start running. I haven’t stretched, I don’t have my iPod or water but I just keep running.  Before long I’m having a full on conversation with myself in my head. Internally vocalizing all of the confusion and the frustrations that this relationship is bringing me. 
 
   I don’t think I can do this, it’s just too hard. We’re constantly battling lately; I can’t help but wonder if all this is down to me and what happened in Thailand. Am I subconsciously pushing Rosie away because of Sasha or does she know? And that’s why she doesn’t want to move in. I love Rosie so much and can’t imagine not being with her, but is it really worth all this stress? 
 
   I start to think about the women in my past. I’ve never had anything serious before, Sasha is the most serious thing I’ve had and that’s only because we’ve been at it so long. Maybe that’s the answer, a good old fashioned lifelong fuck buddy! I mean Sash and I are mates, we have a laugh, well we used to. And the sex is good, really good! Yeah ok it’s nothing like it is with Rosie but she’s wild at least and willing to let me do pretty much anything, and she is sexy as hell.
 
   Maybe that’s where I went wrong, I’m just not relationship material. I thought I could do it and gave it a good go but I’m destined to fuck it up one way or another so its best that I just cut my losses now and get back to the old me.  Rosie will hurt for a bit but she’s strong, she’ll bounce back. I’ll miss her of course but I’ll move on. 
 
    
 
   She’s changed me. I don’t look at other women now; I make more effort to ring and visit Dad and do all the ‘responsible’ things that I’ve always neglected. I’ve never got jealous in the past when Sasha fucked other people because it didn’t matter, and yet here I am in a state because Rosie goes to a strip club, even though I know full well she wouldn’t dream of cheating on me. I don’t recognise myself now.
 
   Lost in my internal dialogue I just keep running. I have no idea how long I’ve been going or where I’m heading but I turn left and come to a stop in front of a Georgian property. I head up the stairs; I am breathing hard and sweating as I press the buzzer for flat four.
 
    
 
   “Hello” the voice is muffled through the intercom,
 
   “It’s me, let me in” I grip the door handle ready to pull it open the second it’s released, I need to do this now before I talk myself out of it,
 
   “Jackson, is that you?”  I’m getting annoyed that it’s taking so long for her to let me in; “I have company!”
 
   “Sasha that has never stopped you before! Open the door” I hear the buzz and click and I pull the door, letting myself in and heading for the stairs. When I get to Sasha’s door I cross paths with the guy she’s just kicked out at my command, he throws me a look that tells me he’s had his fun now anyway as he heads down the stairs.
 
   Sasha is wrapped in a silk kimono. Her hair is not as perfect as usual and the flush in her cheeks tells me she’s freshly fucked, hence the satisfied look on her former guest’s face.
 
   “Where’s the lovely Rosie then Jackson, she won’t be happy that you’re here!” I can hear the sarcasm in Sasha’s voice as I head into her kitchen and help myself to some water. If I do this then that’s it, I can’t go back. I steady myself and head back into the living room, Sasha is now sitting on her sofa, her bare legs exposed as the split of her kimono gives way to gravity. 
 
   It strikes me that while she looks hot, I’ve never really been what I’d call ‘attracted’ to Sasha. She’s just a great looking girl that’s willing to get naked for me. As I look at Sasha sitting there, looking at me with the same wanton look that I’ve seen a thousand times, I panic. 
 
   Blood rushes to my head and I feel dizzy, what the hell am I doing? 
 
   I sip at my water again and put the glass down on the table, I tell myself that I’m doing the right thing and without thinking too long on it, I quickly move toward the sofa. I kneel over Sasha, pinning her back against the arm of the sofa and I kiss her, without hesitation. For a moment I’m lost, my eyes are closed and my brain isn’t functioning as it should. The blood in my body has rushed south and Sasha immediately reacts by reaching for the waistband of my trousers, I am snapped back into the real world,
 
   “No!” I gasp and push back, “What the hell am I doing?” I stand up and scratch the back of my head. I realise that I’m in self-destruct mode again just like I was when I slept with the blonde in Thailand. Rosie forgave me once, she won’t forgive this.
 
   “Jackson please don’t stop!” Sasha pleads as she pulls open her kimono to expose her breasts in the hope that I'll resume my previous position, but all I see is that she has put weight on. That’s the thought that crosses my mind when a beautiful woman exposes herself to me, ‘my god, she’s had a few too many pies’ I can’t stifle the laugh that escapes me, 
 
   “I’m a dickhead!” I shake my head and look up to see Sasha wrapping the robe around herself, embarrassed, “Sash, I’m sorry. I was using you to try and ruin my relationship and it was out of order, I’ve gotta go!” 
 
   “Jackson wait! If you’re not happy with Rosie don’t go back to her. I’m here and you know as well as I do that she’ll never really give you what you need or you’d be with her now, not me” Sasha stands and comes over to where I’m standing, looking me in the eyes she goes on, “Please, you and I could have something good!” 
 
   This is the first time that Sasha has ever admitted that she wants more and I’m stunned. She’s had years of practice at pretending we’re just a bit of fun for each other, even though I’ve always known she had feelings for me.  That was part of the game for me, seeing how long she’d pretend it didn’t hurt seeing me with other women. I shouldn’t have led her on all these years, but I didn’t really care how she felt as long as I was getting my end away, I knew that every time she told me about some bloke she’d shagged or let me hear her having sex while I was in the next room, that she was trying to provoke jealousy in me, but it never worked. I thought I was incapable of becoming jealous, until today.
 
   “Sasha, I’m sorry. I love Rosie. I’ve got to go” I walk to the door before turning to say one more thing, “We can’t be friends any more Sash” I see Sash hang her head as she accepts the end of our friendship, and I leave.
 
   I can’t believe I nearly shagged Sasha! Why was that my first thought after our row to run to someone else?  If Rosie does take me back after this am I going to rush straight to the bed of another woman every time we fall out?  It doesn’t matter now anyway, I’m going to tell her about what happened with Sasha in Thailand and about today, and she won’t forgive that. 
 
   I can’t bear the thought of going back to flat and seeing all traces of Rosie gone. I consider going to Rafael’s but Rosie might be there, and even if she isn’t she will have spoken to Rafe by now and I don’t think I’m ready for that confrontation. I just need to clear my head. I walk away from Sasha’s flat devastated that just two days ago the future was all laid out in front of me, happy future full of love. Now I’m alone again. I head into the nearest pub knowing that if it wasn’t already, my relationship is now over.
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577014]Chapter Eleven 
 
   I’ve been alone in Jackson’s flat all day. He doesn’t have his phone and hasn’t been home since he stormed out this morning. It’s getting dark and I don’t know what I’m supposed to do. It’s his birthday tomorrow and I can’t bear the thought of not waking up with him when he turns thirty.
 
   He sounded as though we were finished when he left so he probably won’t want me here when he gets back, but if he’s calmed down and I’m not here, he might think that I’ve given up on us. So I decide to do a little of both, I pack up anything of mine from his flat into two bags and put them by the door, a clear indication that I’m ready to go if he wants me to. Then I wait, and I’ve been waiting for hours…
 
   At just after six fifteen I hear the key in the lock and my heart leaps into my throat, I don’t know what to expect. Jackson opens the door and pauses for a moment when he sees the bags; he looks at me before turning to close the door.
 
   “You’re still here.” It’s a statement not a question and I stand to leave, hearing disappointment in his voice at the sight of me; my heart starts to break, “Wait Rosie, I didn’t mean it to sound like that. I’m glad you’re here, but we need to talk.” 
 
   Tears fall from my eyes before I can muster the power to stop them, and as I have been for a large part of the day, I’m sobbing. Jackson rushes to hold me and when I look up at him I notice that his eyes are almost as wet as mine, 
 
   “Rosie, I love you, but let’s talk!”
 
    
 
   My heart is in pieces as I sit and Jackson sits next to me on the sofa, our short but sweet relationship is coming to an end because of my insecurities. I am furious with myself and with Jackson for not fighting harder. He holds my hand and takes a deep breath before lowering the axe,
 
   “We’re good together me and you, we just fit” he squeezes my hand and I am confused by his words, “But we’re also terrible together, we fight and pick at each other, and you’re never going to trust me” 
 
   “I do tr…” I interrupt but he cuts me off, 
 
   “You’re right not to trust me Rosie” Jackson looks down at our joined hands and takes a deep breath, I am nervous to hear what will follow that last statement. 
 
   “When I got scared in Thailand, my first instinct was to push you away the best way that I know how, by fucking someone else. Today, when I felt rejected and jealous, I got scared again of how different my life is now, and will continue to be. I went to see Sasha” 
 
   I pull my hand away and look intensely into Jackson’s eyes; I can’t believe what I’m hearing. “I’ve been sitting alone in your flat, waiting for you, and you were fucking her?” I am in shock, and it’s audible,
 
   “No Rosie, you’re getting it wrong, please let me finish. I didn’t sleep with Sasha, but I was going to. I thought it would just be easier to stick with what I had with her than keep trying to make this work, but I couldn’t do it. I love you, and even if we’re not together I can’t be with anyone else”
 
    Jackson takes my hands again and I am frozen, trying to process his confession, “But I kissed her Rosie, you need to know that, then I realised what I was doing and I stopped. I ended my friendship with her. I know you won’t forgive me but you needed to know. I needed to be honest”
 
   “And…” I ask, staring blankly ahead.
 
   It’s now or never, those glances between them at the wedding and her comments regarding the past when I confronted her, I need to know what they were about, 
 
   “I know that there’s more” I take my hands away and can’t bear to look at him, I can feel him watching me, trying to work out what he needs to say, “Just tell me the truth Jackson” 
 
   After a long pause and a few deep breaths, Jackson tells me a story that I wasn’t prepared for, and it makes my blood boil. He tells me about how Sasha pounced on him in his sleep and that he was dreaming that he was having sex with me when he woke to realise it was her. How he’s sorry for lying to me when I asked him outright if he’d slept with someone in Thailand, how he knows that he should have told me all of this before now but he was scared, he couldn’t bear to lose me. 
 
   He sounds frantic, desperate to make me understand… but I am furious. 
 
   “What she did is sick Jackson! And you continued a friendship with her!! You made me apologise for accusing you of being unfaithful in Thailand, but I was right” 
 
   Before I know it I am pacing the floor in Jackson’s flat, shushing him every time he tries to speak, “You were so friendly with her at the wedding, after what happened do you really think that was appropriate? Stroking her arm, turning your back on me at dinner to talk to her?”
 
   “I was just trying to keep her sweet Rosie. She’s a vindictive bitch when she wants to be and I didn’t want to rub her up the wrong way and have her tell you. She’d have twisted it all to make it sound more than it was”
 
   “You’re an idiot Jackson! She gave the game away with the looks and the comments, and you made it worse by letting all that happen in front of me. I need to think.” He opens his mouth to respond but I hold up my hand to tell him again to shut up, “Don’t Jackson!”  and then I come to a stop. I take a deep breath before looking Jackson in the eye for the first time in what feels like hours, 
 
    “Where does she live?” I ask, sounding much calmer than I feel,
 
   “Rosie, I’m not going to tell you where she lives so that you can go over there.” He stands and walks towards me and my whole body tenses with the proximity, he continues “She’s not a problem anymore Rosie, forget her!” 
 
   “FORGET HER! Are you serious? She practically raped you Jackson! I’m either going over there to fucking kill her or I’m calling the police!” I am so angry that I’m physically shaking when Jackson takes a firm hold of my arms, 
 
   “Calm Down Rosetta! You’re not going over there and you’re not calling the police. It’s done” He is holding my arms so tightly that it’s starting to hurt, and he is raising his voice in a way that sounds angrier than I thought him capable of, “She’s not a fucking issue so drop it! We need to talk about us Rosie!” 
 
   He looks me in the eyes and must see a slight look of fear in my eyes as he releases his grip on my arms and steps back, “I’m sorry, but we need to sort this out” 
 
   I know he’s right. I don’t know how I feel or where we stand. I move to the sofa and sit calmly and quietly, Jackson sits back down next to me. Neither of us speak for a few moments, I think he is waiting for me to take the lead but I need to process and make sure that whatever comes out of my mouth next is correct,  I’m certain that our future as a couple hangs on it. I speak, calmly and with firm intent, 
 
   “That. Bitch. Will. Not. Tear. My. Life.  Apart. Jackson!” I take a breath, “Listen to me very carefully… She is gone! I never want to hear a whisper of her name, ever again or I’m gone, for good. Do you understand me?” I glare at Jackson and he looks at me, confused, 
 
   “You’re not leaving me?” he asks hopefully,
 
   “Do you understand me?” I repeat through gritted teeth,
 
   “Yes, I promise. Thank y…”
 
   “I’m not done. If you ever lie to me again, I’m gone. And the next time you get scared and feel like shagging someone else, you come to me and I’ll remind you what you’re throwing away” I take a deep breath and Jackson stays quiet, unsure whether it’s his turn to respond or not, “And I’m sorry too” 
 
   As the last word leaves my mouth Jackson pulls me onto his lap and into his arms lifting my face to his with his hand. Our foreheads touching, his eyes closed he opens his mouth to speak, but there are no words, instead he just kisses me, a gentle kiss filled with love and relief.
 
    
 
   I wake the next morning in the same position that I fell to sleep in, my head and left hand on Jacksons fully clothed chest. Last night, after a few bites of toast and separate showers, Jackson and I both put on t-shirts and boxer shorts before climbing into bed, exhausted. 
 
   Neither of us wanting to put any strain on the tentative threads by which our relationship was hanging, we were both content to have the security blanket of clothes and a silent embrace, allowing the day’s events to sink in and get filed in each of our minds. When I felt my eyelids becoming heavier, Jackson was twisting my engagement ring around on my finger. I remember wondering if he was trying to screw it on to make sure it never comes off, or if he was just surprised it was still there after the last couple of days.
 
   Jackson’s hand strokes my hair and I wrap my arm tightly around him, I want to move forward, I just hope we can. I’m meeting Pip this morning for a work out so I reluctantly push myself up out of bed and Jackson stops me by taking hold of my wrist, 
 
   “I love you Rosie, don’t ever forget that” I turn to face him and he looks at me with fear in his eyes, he still thinks I’m going to leave. I lean back down and kiss him, I’m going nowhere.
 
   “Happy Birthday Jackson.
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577015]Chapter Twelve 
 
   “You’re not serious?”  Pippa is in shock as I fill her in on yesterday’s events while we warm up on the treadmill, “Oh my god Rosie, why didn’t you call me?” She looks at me with concern in her eyes,
 
   “Because you were seeing Ben and he was only down for one day. Besides, there’s nothing you could have done” I shrug and try to convince Pip that I’m fine, 
 
   “I could have beat Jackson up for being a dick, and then beat Sasha up for being a psycho!” I know that she is joking because she smiles, but I also know that she would have taken great pleasure in doing both of those things. “Have you told Rafe?” she asks, and the concerned voice is back,
 
   “No, and neither can you. Jackson and I have a lot to work out and that will just complicate it” I glare sideways so that she knows I’m serious. I’m ready to end the conversation so increase the speed. I’m ready to run and Pip understands that I’m done talking…for now!
 
   After the work out we hit the steam room and I know I can’t escape any longer, the questions are going to come my way and Pip knows me too well for me to brush her off with generic answers. She wants the truth, and she’ll get it.
 
   “What now then Rosie?” she asks as soon as we sit down,
 
   “What do you mean what now?” I know what she’s asking but I need to stall her while I think,
 
   “Rosetta, I know you! Do you really think you can just move on from this? I mean you can’t really blame Jackson for Thailand, even though he should have told you straight away! But yesterday Rosie… he went to Sasha of his own accord, that’s not cool Ro” 
 
   “He fucked up Pip, but he stopped himself before he did anything really stupid and I have to take that into account. This is all new to him and we all know how he behaves when he gets scared!” I feel angry at Pip and protective of Jackson, even though I know she is right. He did go to Sasha, “I know what he did was wrong Pip, but I can’t throw us away. So we’re going to put it and her behind us and move forward, he won’t get any more chances”
 
   “Ok Rosie, if you really think you can do that…but you know where I am” Pip is resigning herself to supporting me even though she doesn’t agree, I can hear it in her voice,
 
   “Pip, I love him, and it means the world to me that you two get on so well, so please don’t let that change now. We all make mistakes” I am pleading; I don’t want the people I love to turn against Jackson. It was bad enough having them hate Michael, but my feelings for him were nothing like they are for Jackson, he’s like oxygen to me.
 
   “Give me a couple of days Rosie. I am angry at him, really angry. Just give me a couple of days” I smile, I know Pip better than anyone and know that what she’s just said means that she wants to keep her friendship with Jackson too, we’ll all be ok.
 
    
 
   After the gym I head back to my flat. Despite it being Jackson’s thirtieth today, he has work to do and I have some ideas for a new book that I want to get down while they’re fresh. I had planned to cook a nice meal and have a romantic evening in, but the thought of that now makes me really uncomfortable. I just don’t feel in the mood for romance but we have to celebrate in some way, so I call Rafe,
 
   “Brother of mine, what are your plans this evening?” I ask, trying to sound as upbeat as possible, 
 
   “Nothing really Sis, we were just going to chill. Aren’t you and Jackson having a candlelit dinner or something? How is the birthday boy feeling anyway? Old git!” 
 
   “OI, Watch it Alvez!” I hear Matthew chastise Rafe in the background. He turns thirty in  a couple of months and is a bit sensitive about it, Rafe laughs as I respond,
 
   “He’s fine, he’s working. Look I was thinking we could all get together instead. Food, a few drinks, you could bring the Wii over?” I’m almost begging and I worry that Rafe can sense that I’m hiding something,
 
   “Yeah, sounds good baby sis, what time?” 
 
   I feel relieved, “Seven Thirty-ish? I’ll ask Pip too”
 
   “Great, see you later then” Rafe hangs up and I release the breath that I feel I’ve been holding for an hour. I’ve avoided a romantic evening in; I just hope Jackson doesn’t mind.
 
    
 
   I decide to cook a big pot of chilli and rice, it’s always a winner and everyone can just help themselves. When I called Jackson to tell him about tonight’s change of plan he sounded as relieved as me that it wouldn’t just be the two of us.  He asked if I’d told Rafe what had happened, obviously worried about a confrontation, I hadn’t of course but I told him that Pippa knew, he said he was aware of that already as she’d called him to tell him what a prick he’d been and wish him happy birthday. We both laughed and it definitely relieved some of the tension we’d both been feeling.
 
   When Jackson walked into my flat at just after four, I didn’t even hear the door. I only realised that he was here when I turned around during my big Prince number, hairbrush microphone in hand to see him leaning on the doorframe of my bedroom watching me, 
 
   “Oh my god” I jumped out of my skin at the site of him “How long have you been there?” 
 
   “Since the chorus, I had no idea you could, erm, gyrate so well!” he laughs and I feel a little embarrassed, 
 
   “You know exactly how well I gyrate Mr James!” I throw my brush at him and he catches it laughing, I turn the music down and turn to look him in the eyes, “Happy Birthday”
 
   “Thank you Rosie, can I have a kiss?” he seems sheepish, like he isn’t sure if I’ll say no, but I don’t. Instead I can’t wait to wrap my arms around his neck and start this process of moving on. 
 
   Jackson relaxes as I kiss him deeply and before long the hands resting firmly on my sides are pushed down over my backside, lifting the t-shirt that I’m wearing to reveal the black lace French knickers underneath. The feel of lace against my skin never fails to get Jackson going and his eagerness for me is evident as he holds me hard against him.
 
   “I was so scared I’d lose you Rosie” he breathes into my neck between kisses,
 
   “Shush Jackson, I’m here to stay” I don’t want to think about the past weekend ever again, I just want Jackson to do what he does so well.
 
   In an instant he picks me up and I wrap my legs tight around his waist. I can feel his arousal as he presses against me increasing my own. He carries me to the bed, kissing me the entire time, not stopping even as he lays me down and comes to rest on top of me. 
 
   Jackson stops kissing me and stands to remove his jumper, I sit up eagerly and undo his chinos as he reaches to pull my underwear quickly down and off. I am hungry for him, I need him to erase the bad memories with great ones, and it can’t come soon enough for either of us.
 
   There’s no time or need for foreplay, we need each other more than we ever have. Jackson climbs back onto the bed kneeling between my welcoming thighs and without hesitation he leans down to kiss me and pushes into me. He hasn't removed his trousers and I can feel the zip rubbing against my inner thighs, the sensation is strangely arousing as I open my legs wider to accommodate Jackson’s entry.  It’s tight without any foreplay but delicious as he slowly makes his way inside inch by inch, sliding his hand down my left side and underneath to support my backside as he withdraws and pushes back again, a little easier this time and with each thrust the pace quickens and sensations increase.
 
   “I love you Rosie” Jackson breaths into my ear as he buries his head into my neck while he plunges deep inside me and out again, I’m lost in the sensations pulsating through my body and the love that I feel for the man giving them to me, 
 
   “I love you, please Jackson quicker, harder” I am breathless, I need to feel his release inside me, I need to feel my own. 
 
   Jackson obliges and pushes himself up onto his arms, thrusting hard as I dig my fingers into the cheeks of his backside. I need him deeper and I try to pull him in as far as I can. The way he says my name through gritted teeth lets me know that he’s close and I nod my instruction for him to come when he needs to. I’m close and as he starts to pound harder into me I can’t stop the waves of pleasure rushing over me.
 
   My legs stiffen and Jackson groans as I tighten around him and then he thrusts, hard and fast before stilling deep inside me and collapsing down on top of me. We both breathe deeply for a moment, enjoying the aftershocks of our orgasms before Jackson looks me in the eyes with a shy smile and kisses me deeply.
 
   “You drive me crazy baby, in all the right and wrong ways!” 
 
   I giggle girlishly as he pushes up and out of me before heading to the bathroom, I call after him, 
 
   “I’m surprised you can still get it up at your age!” a shocked Jackson puts his head around the door and his face changes to a look that means business. He flushes the toilet and when he heads back into the bedroom I can see that he is becoming hard again, “Ah I can see you like a challenge Mr James?”
 
   “You have no idea Miss Alvez”
 
    
 
   When I wake to the sound of the doorbell I jump up in a panic, after Jackson decided he wanted to prove just how well he could still get it up I must have dozed off.  I hear Rafe singing happy birthday as I put the light on and quickly run into the bathroom. I realise that Jackson is already up and had left me to sleep, part of me is annoyed but the other part knows that he is aware how tired I have been and will have it all under control.
 
   I pull my hair into a bun on top of my head and have the quickest shower in the history of the world before throwing on some jeans and a vest and heading out to greet my guests.
 
    
 
   The evening is a blast. Pip greets Jackson with a tight hug when she arrives and I thank her for making the effort, she insists she only came so that she can yet again beat Rafe at bowling and immediately picks up the Wii control from the table. 
 
   As Jackson and I put out the food and watch our family having such a great time, we know we’ll be ok. We have something great, something that’s worth fighting for and we’re both too stubborn to lose it.
 
   “Come on then James, Let’s see what you’re made of” I crick my neck and roll my shoulders as though I’m getting ready for a fight and take the controller from Rafe, “Boxing or Table Tennis?” 
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577016]Chapter Thirteen 
 
   It’s been five weeks since Jackson’s birthday and things are great between us. We really have moved forward and I’ve surprised myself at how relaxed I’ve been. For the first time ever I can genuinely say that I do trust Jackson, I know he’s not going anywhere, we’ve been through too much. 
 
   Apart from when we’ve been working or at the gym we’ve been together and it’s been great. We were in love before but we didn’t know each other that well, I know now that Jackson has a guilty pleasure for McFly and he knows that I love to have my feet tickled. He’s learned that my toast has to be buttered and served hot and I know that he played rugby at school and could have played professionally, but chose writing instead.
 
   We’ve spent hours talking about books, films and music; we’ve cooked together, shopped together and even been out clubbing together. Jackson took Rafe out for a beer and filled him in on everything with Sasha, he knew that I needed Rafe to know and be ok with it all so he took it upon himself to make that happen. Rafe wanted to kill him at first, but Jackson was wise enough to have Matthew on standby to calm him down. 
 
   After a few days, Rafe like Pippa before him, calmed down and realised that what Jackson and I had was worth holding on to and he and Jackson have been getting closer by the day, helped along by Matthew.
 
   Jackson has some work to do in London for the next couple of days so he can’t join Rafe, Pip and I as we head up to Buxton. Rafe’s wedding is just a week away now and we’re travelling home to put the final touches together. Matthew also has work, so is going to travel up with Jackson. The two of them have become great friends recently so I feel more comfortable leaving Jackson knowing that Matthew is around. 
 
   He has lots of friends in London of course, but they’re all more familiar with the old single Jackson, so he hasn’t really seen much of any of them of late. I did feel a little guilty for that but Jackson insists that he doesn’t really have much in common with his old set anymore, all they want to do is go out, get wasted and take a different girl home each night. 
 
   We did bump into one of his friends in the supermarket a few weeks back, Andy I think his name was. He was probably the tallest man that I’ve ever met and given how tall Rafe, Matthew and Jackson are, that was quite a shock. 
 
   Andy, based on appearances seemed like the kind of guy I’d get along with. Before he spotted Jackson and came over to say hello I had noticed him, his impeccable dress sense and his perfectly coiffed hair as red as my own drew my attention to him.  I love the geek chic look that he was completely owning, and his model good looks were certainly eye catching. 
 
   When he turned and spotted ‘Jacko’ and came over to shake his hand however, I changed my mind. Andy decided that I was best ignored until he felt that the time was right to ask if I was Jackson’s ‘bit of stuff’ and then proceeded to piss himself laughing when Jackson introduced me as his fiancée. Apparently Andy found it utterly hilarious that ‘Shagger’ James is settling down, and he had no qualms about expressing all of this with me standing right there. After meeting Andy, I have to say that I couldn’t be more pleased that Jackson is staying away from his old group of friends. 
 
   Matthew is exactly the kind of bloke that Jackson should be friends with, for a start they can both have a bitch about the crazy Alvez’s whenever they need to, but mostly they just have a lot in common. They both love sport and fitness, they like old pubs, good food and travelling, and they’re both really great blokes.  I like that they spend time together, and that it’s not a third wheel situation when Rafe joins them, they’re just three guys having a laugh together. 
 
   Since we got back from Yorkshire after New Year, Jackson has been training with Matthew and quite often Rafe too, and I’ve really noticed the difference in his physique.  Jackson has always had a great body but the training he’s been doing of late has really trimmed him down and defined him, it’s really sexy. Rafe joked that he’d have to stop sparring with Jackson if he continued getting hotter, but Jackson just laughed it off with a ‘what happens in the gym, stays in the gym’ comment. 
 
   I love that he accepts that Rafe is gay and is not threatened by practicing a martial art with him and having to be so close. Michael was scared that his own brother would fancy him; little did he know that not even his fiancée did.
 
    
 
   Jackson and Matthew have come along to the station to say goodbye to us, I’m a little anxious to leave him after so long being so close, and I can tell that he feels the same when he hugs me tighter than he ever has and tells me that he can’t wait to get to Buxton. It’s bittersweet because he’ll be there in just three days, but it’s my birthday in two.
 
    
 
   “I’ll see you in a few days then Mr Alvez-English” Rafe in grinning like a small child at Christmas as he addresses Matthew by his new double barrelled name. He’s changed it in advance of their wedding and Rafe’s will change to match after the ceremony,
 
   “You will indeed, I can’t wait Rafe” Matthew takes Rafe’s face in his hands as he kisses his fiancé “I cannot wait!”
 
   We say bye to Jackson and Matthew and the three of us take our seats on the train. Pip is giddy to be heading up to see Ben. They’ve been going strong for a couple of months now and she is the happiest that I’ve ever seen her. We wave our goodbyes as the train leaves the station and Rafe wastes no time pulling out a bottle of wine and three plastic cups from his bag,
 
   “Classy Alvez, real classy!” I can’t help but laugh at my brother, always prepared.
 
    
 
   Forty five minutes into the journey Pippa’s phone rings, it’s Ben. Rafe and I heckle her while she talks but both of us are really pleased to see her so settled. She tells Ben where we are and how long we have to go, and I can tell that if she could get out and push to make the train go faster, she would. 
 
   “So, how’s the lovely Ben?” Rafe asks as a smiling Pippa places her phone back down onto the table,
 
   “Lovely” she grins her response and we all laugh,
 
   “And how is he in the sack?” My brother never was one to mince his words,
 
   “Rafael!” Pip answers, pretending to be shocked, “A lady never tells!” 
 
   “Good job you’re no lady then…spill!” I laugh at the banter between Pip and Rafe. It never fails to amuse me and I know Pip really can’t wait to disclose intimate details of her relationship,
 
   “AMAZING! Seriously the best ever!” Pip has placed both hands on the table as though trying to stop herself from floating away and Rafe presses on,
 
   “That’s not detail Philippa, come on…is he big? I bet he’s big!” Rafe has a glint in his eye, eager for a full description of Ben’s manhood,
 
   “Perfect Rafe, beyond perfect. It’s like he was made to fill me completely!” she’s now leaning forward and looking my brother in the eyes, driving her point home,
 
   “Jeez, he must be big then!” Rafe raises his eyebrows as Pippa and I burst into uproarious laughter.
 
   The rest of the journey is filled with stories about our men and the things they do to us in the sack.  Rafe shares more information than a sister should know, but I return the favour when I tell him about Jackson going down on me at the back of the cinema and about the amazing sex that we had in the back stairwell up to Rafe’s flat this morning, to which my brother laughed that he didn’t know whether he should beat Jackson up or shake his hand! 
 
   These two are the only people in the world that I would share that information with and the feeling is mutual, I am just grateful for the empty train carriage.
 
    
 
   Dad is waiting in the car park when we arrive at Buxton station; he steps out of the car to welcome us when he spots us leaving the station, 
 
   “My babies, you took so long” Dad hugs Rafe and I in turn before pulling Pip into a huge hug and joking about her being his favourite. When we get into the car the usual moaning starts and Rafe and I laugh at the familiarity of it.
 
   “Your mother! She wants me to go to the shop and get all these things, she knows I’m not well” Dad is convinced that because he is sixty now, he’s on his way out. The truth is that he’s probably fitter than I am,
 
   “You’re fine Papá, there’s nothing wrong with you” Rafe tries to convince Dad who just waves his hand to shut his son up, Rafe turns to Pip and I in the back seat and rolls his eyes,
 
   “Rafael, what do you know? I’m an old man mijo! You should look after me now!”
 
   I can’t help but giggle as I wrap my arms around the back of the driver’s seat to hold my Dad, “I’ll take care of you Daddy, te quiero Papá” 
 
   “I love you too mija; you should have sat in the front!” Dad slaps Rafael on the thigh and we all laugh. After a few moments of waiting for it, Pip doesn’t let us down, 
 
   “You know mijo means piss in Portuguese right?”  And a resounding “Yes Pip!” echoes around the car before more laughter, it’s so great to be home.
 
    
 
   “HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU, HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU, HAPPY BIRTHDAY ROSETTA, HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU…Wakey Wakey Little Sis!” 
 
   I’m woken by Rafe’s terrible singing and the welcome smell of fresh coffee,
 
   “Is Dad making breakfast?” I ask sleepily as I attempt to pull my head together. Rafe and I drank quite a lot of wine last night and my head is more than a little fuzzy.
 
   “Of course he is! The full works for his little girl!” Rafe rolls his eyes sarcastically and I can’t help but laugh as he pulls me up to sitting and I reach for my phone, 
 
   ‘Happy 27th Birthday my beautiful girl, I love you and I’ll see you soon x” 
 
   I’m a little sad that I won’t see Jackson today but we have work to do writing name cards and putting wedding favours together, so my birthday will pass in a flash.  I quickly text Jackson back before heading down for breakfast,
 
   “Thank you, I feel old! Still, I’ll never be as old as you…love you x”
 
    
 
   “Feliz cumpleaños mi hermosa hija” Dad greets me with a huge hug as I walk into the kitchen, and the smell of the food that he is cooking immediately makes me feel famished. 
 
   Dad is a great cook. He learned to cook by watching his grandmother and mother in the kitchen and was determined that he’d cook for a living one day. Experimenting with flavours and different ideas gives him so much joy, and it was food that brought him to my Mam. He was working in a tapas bar when they met and he fell instantly in love with her. 
 
   Since I was a little girl Dad has told me that one day  I’m going to walk into somebody’s life with my flame red hair and eyes as green as the hills and they will feel like their heart has stopped, that’s how he felt when he met my Mam. I loved to listen to the stories of their love for one another, he made her sound like a princess and he a prince, and of course to me, they were. 
 
   Mam is still striking today and Dad has always been a handsome man. Mam told me how she had to mark her territory when they moved to Buxton. Apparently the women here had never seen a man like Dad and they were all after him. I still find that hilarious because it conjures an image in my mind of my Mam, like Boudicca standing guard and ready to attack as the Romans approach. The Romans of course being the deprived, horny women of early nineties Buxton, identifiable by their uniform of permed hair and stonewash denim. 
 
   To this day my Mam is ready to pounce whenever she greets any of the women that used to flirt with Dad, their false smiles and her poisonous venom hidden beneath a mask of coffee mornings and the WI! 
 
   “This is great Dad, thank you” I’m starving and eager as a full English breakfast and a steaming hot coffee are placed down in front of me. I haven’t been home on my birthday for a couple of years so my parents are enjoying making a fuss. “Where’s Mam?” I realise that I haven’t yet been attacked by my mother with birthday hugs and kisses,
 
   “She’s gone to get the papers I think sis, she’ll not be long” 
 
   Rafe seems solemn as he picks at his food and I can’t help but wonder if the nerves are setting in. He adores Matthew, but he lived a pretty wild life up until they got serious, I am curious as to whether he is anxious about giving all of that up. Maybe I’m really wondering more about Jackson than Rafe, 
 
   “Are you ok Rafe? You seem quiet. You’re not getting cold feet are you?” I ask before shovelling more bacon and mushroom into mouth,
 
   “No sis, no way. I honestly cannot wait to be married to Matthew; I guess I just miss him. I’m used to him going away and me having work to distract myself, and having our things around me to feel like he’s close. It’s not normally me that goes away without him, it’s strange” Rafe takes a bite out of a piece of toast and I realise that I’m grinning at him like a crazy person, “What?”
 
   “You just, really love him don’t you? I mean I know you do, but for a while Rafe I thought you were on a downward spiral with no way of getting back up, I was worried” I put my knife and fork down and reach across the table for my brother’s hands, “But now, when I see you two together, and even more now that I see you apart, I don’t think I’ve ever seen a love like yours, and it makes me so happy Rafe” I can feel tears starting to gather in my lower lids and I roll my eyes and giggle as I dismiss them, 
 
   “Oh don’t start Ro, I can’t take it!” Rafe laughs as he squeezes my hands and then leans forward and looks at me with intent, “I couldn’t have done it without you Rosie. You are my saviour” 
 
   When Mam walks into the room to see her children holding hands across the breakfast table with tears visible in our eyes, it’s enough to set off her own tears, 
 
   “Ah my babies, my god I love how you love each other!” Mam comes over to the table and puts the newspapers down, “Happy Birthday my sweet girl” she holds out her arms to me and I stand to hug her. I feel so lucky to have the amazing family that I do.
 
    
 
   As the day passes I can’t help but find it strange that I’ve not heard from Jackson, he hasn’t answered when I’ve tried calling him and he hasn’t text me since this morning. I feel annoyed, it’s my birthday and if he couldn’t be here he should have at least called me. 
 
   Mam and Dad are busy in the kitchen making Rafe and Matthew’s wedding cake, and by the sound of the laughter and bangs drifting into the living room having some sort of food fight. I can’t help keep checking my phone every two minutes and each time I put down my pen I feel Rafe’s eyes bore into me, 
 
   “Rosetta, for crying out loud will you cheer up? He’s working, which is why he couldn’t come. He’ll be here tomorrow!” Rafe is annoyed by my moaning and lack of enthusiasm for putting together his wedding favours and writing out two hundred name place cards, and I know he’s right, I’m being stupid. I try to get my head back on the task in hand and continue writing out the names of Rafe’s wedding guests in silver pen.
 
   At just after one pm I realise that I’m famished and decide to get some lunch. I am disturbed in my train of thought by a loud car horn out the front of the house, 
 
   “Bloody hell! That scared the crap out of me. Who is it Rafe?” I call back to my brother, who is busy tying luggage tags onto little jars of biscotti,
 
   “Go and look Ro, you’re already up!” he hardly looks up from his work as I head for the front door. 
 
   I open the door and am met by the sight of Jackson leaning casually against a gorgeous Baltic Blue Range Rover Sport, which despite the long journey is sparkling like a giant sapphire in the sun, 
 
   “Oh my gosh! Jackson what are you doing here?!” I run into his arms and feel the tension drain out of me as he kisses me tenderly.
 
   When Jackson releases me I realise that Rafe has joined us outside and is greeting Matthew as though he hasn’t seen him for a year. My parents are standing in the doorway of the house, both wearing aprons and covered in flour and food colouring. 
 
   “You’re not supposed to be here until tomorrow! You didn’t need to hire a car Jackson I would have picked you up from the station” 
 
   “I didn’t Rosie, I bought one. This is mine!” Jackson stands aside to display his new motor and I am stunned, this must have cost him a fortune and he’s never mentioned wanting to buy a car,
 
   “You bought a car? Why?” I question at the same time as admiring the stunning machine behind him, 
 
   “I’ve been putting money aside for ages babe, but now I have a reason to” he smiles at me as I walk around the front of the car toward the driver’s side stroking my fingertips across the still warm metal of the bonnet, “Well we can’t keep getting trains every time we want to visit our parents can we?” he stands directly opposite me and looks me in the eyes across the front of the car. I can’t help but feel aroused by the intensity of his stare and the fact that he drove all the way here to surprise me, I smile before I start to speak,
 
   “Pass me the keys then!” 
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577017]Chapter Fourteen 
 
   Jackson looks at me confused for a moment, even tilting his head to the side as he tries to process what I’ve said, 
 
   “I didn’t know you could drive?” he questions as my family start to laugh behind him and I smile as he turns to them, 
 
   “Oh Jackson, Rosie can not only drive, she has a trophy cabinet in the garage so show just how good she is!” Rafe laughs as Jackson turns back to me for an explanation,
 
   “I’ve been racing and rallying since I was sixteen babe.  I’m a bit of a petrol head!” I wink and hold out my hand, “Come on then… keys!” 
 
   Jackson throws me the keys and I slide in behind the wheel. The ebony leather seat hugs me as my hands slide up and around the steering wheel. Everything about this car is sexual to me; it is the absolute epitome of Jackson, strong and good looking, well presented and commanding, hard and defined.  The smooth leather of the seat against my skin raises images in my mind of Jackson’s hands on my body and the feel of the cool hard black interior under my fingertips paints a picture in my mind of my hands running across his toned chest and abs.
 
   At the push of a button the diesel engine roars into life and Jackson climbs into the passenger seat beside me. I smile across at him and I know he can see the fire in my eyes,
 
   “This car is amazing!” my voice is almost a whisper but is dripping with excitement as I reach around to pull my seat belt across my chest and plug it in, Jackson does the same and that’s my cue. 
 
   I pull away from the house and head straight for the country lanes. They’re usually quiet during the week and I know I’ll be able to really see when this machine can do. I push my foot down on the accelerator and delight in the pull as the speed increases.  I race my way along the winding lanes, taking the corners and revelling in the way the car handles my manipulations. Before long Jackson is telling me calmly to watch my speed but I just smile and flex my fingers around the wheel, 
 
   “Relax Mr James; I know what I’m doing”.              
 
    
 
   After about twenty five minutes I pull into a wooded area and Jackson looks at me concerned, I know that he’s thinking about the paintwork.
 
   “If I scratch it I’ll fix it, but trust me this will be worth it!” I smile and giggle slightly as I pull into a secluded spot in the woods and bring the car to a stop.
 
   “Why have you brought me out into the middle of nowhere Alvez?” Jackson asks whilst taking his seatbelt off and smiling mischievously,
 
   “My birthday present” I remove my seatbelt and climb easily across to straddle Jackson’s lap as he leans his seat back further with a look in his eyes that ignites the fire in my belly. He drives me wild without even trying.
 
   As Jackson grips my bare thighs I am thankful for the warm spring day and my decision to wear a skirt this morning. He strokes his hands firmly upward and around to squeeze my backside. He lets out a low hum of approval as he pulls me closer to him and I can feel his arousal through the thin material of his cotton chinos and he reaches his fingers up into my hair to guide me into a deep kiss. 
 
   “You are insatiable Alvez, do you know that?” Jackson starts to stroke his thumb lightly over my clitoris making me rock against him to try and encourage him to up the pressure and pace.
 
   I reach down and undo the zip on his trousers to release him from his confinement; my eyes are wild at the sight and feel of him in my hands. His skin stretched to breaking point and the gasp that escapes Jackson as I start to stroke my hands up and down the length of him,
 
   “I need you now Jackson, inside me right now!” I order and Jackson kisses me again, it’s rough, almost aggressive and I love it, it makes me rock back and forth on his lap, silently begging for every inch of him to be buried deep within me.
 
   Jackson stops his stroking and pulls my underwear aside, encouraging me to lift up as he takes himself in hand and steers me down onto the swollen head of his penis. The sensation of stretching to accommodate him is glorious; I am tight but more than ready as he slides in to the root.
 
   We still for a moment, kissing and revelling in the pleasure radiating from where we join before I start to move, lifting up and back down, leaning back so that he can rub against my g spot. The pleasure comes in waves and I have to grip hard on Jackson’s biceps to try and contain the orgasm that is fast approaching. Jackson starts to thrust upwards to meet my rise and fall and the familiar grip on my hips lets me know that he’s close. I am more than ready so increase my pace in response. I reach my hands up to grip the head rest and give myself some leverage as I pump hard and fast to bring our mutual release.
 
   “Fuck Rosie, that’s good” Jackson blows a long drawn out breath through pursed lips as I begin to tighten around him and move my hands to his shoulders. As I dig my fingers into his skin I watch as Jackson’s jaw tightens and the hungry look in his eyes tips me over the edge. 
 
   I throw my head back as the surge of pleasure washes over me and I rock back and forth, allowing Jackson to pour into me before he grips tightly on my hips holding them still as he pulsates with the last moments of his orgasm. 
 
    
 
   We kiss tenderly as we catch our breath and come back down to earth.  I push myself back over into the driver’s seat,
 
   “Told you I could drive!” I wink and push the button to wake the sleeping beast that we just christened, Jackson laughs as he zips up his trousers and buckles up for the journey home.
 
    
 
   When we arrive back at the house I am on top of the world and can’t wait to show Jackson the garage.
 
   “Come on, wait till you see her!” I practically drag him by the hand to the garage door and wait to see his reaction as I open it,
 
   “Oh my god Rosie that’s yours? Why on earth do you leave that beauty locked up in a garage, miles from where you live?” Jackson steps into the garage and runs his hands over Audrey, my Dakota Grey Audi TT Roadster and I smile, 
 
   “Her James…not that! This is Audrey, and I don’t see the point of having her in London for her to be sentenced to a life of traffic and road rage. At least here Dad takes her out every now and again and I drive her whenever I’m home…” I walk to the opposite side of the car and smile across the top to Jackson, “She’s beautiful though hey?” I giggle as Jackson nods his approval and then turns his attention towards the trophy cabinet on the back wall of the garage,
 
   “Baby, are these really all yours?” he looks at me with a mixture of surprise and pride in his eyes as he asks the question, 
 
   “Yep, racing was my first love” I walk to Jackson’s side and he wraps an arm around my shoulder and kisses the top of my head,
 
   “This is amazing Rosie, but I’d be worried sick if you still did this!” I can hear the concern in his voice and get a sinking feeling as I realise that my racing days really are behind me.
 
    
 
    
 
   “Eduardo, Lalita it’s so wonderful to see you, it’s been forever” I greet Pippa’s parents at door.  I’m so pleased that they were able to make it to my birthday get together, but by the look on Ben’s face he doesn’t feel the same. In fact, he looks as though he might throw up and I realise that he must be nervous to be at his first social event in his official capacity as Pip’s boyfriend, I make my way over to where he is standing at the back of the room, 
 
   “Hey Benny, how you doing?” I bump his shoulder with mine and he smiles, realising that I can see his anxiety.
 
   “Her Dad terrifies me Rosie!” he laughs but I suspect that he’s serious, “He keeps looking at me like I’m the monster that deflowered his little girl” now it’s my turn to laugh, Ben is right, as far as Pip’s Dad in concerned she will be wearing the whitest white on her wedding day,
 
   “He won’t think Pip has even considered sex with you Ben, he thinks she’s saving herself I’m sure of it” I am genuine in my response and hope that it will ease his worries, 
 
   “He walked in on us”
 
   “What?” my eyes are wide as I stifle a laugh, 
 
   “Yep!” he takes a deep breath, “We were on the final lap on their living room floor and he was meant to be out till about seven, but he came home early and walked straight in!”
 
   I know I shouldn’t but I can’t stop myself from laughing. I throw my hand over my mouth to try and contain it but when Ben starts to giggle along with me I can’t hold it in and we both erupt,
 
   “The worse thing is, we finished!” he squeaks out the sentence between his laughter and I hold my stomach which is actually hurting from laughing so hard. I try to compose myself, 
 
   “Oh Ben! That is mortifying and brilliant at the same time! What did he do?” I ask, unsure if I want to know,
 
   “He just walked out of the room and he hasn’t said a word to either of us since. I’m surprised they’re here to be honest,”
 
   “Oh, they love me! You however…Good luck with that one” I wink at Ben as Pip comes over to join us, 
 
   “What are you to laughing about? Oh my god, you told her didn’t you?” Pip glares at Ben and then at me as we both start to smile,
 
   “Yes he did, and you bloody well should have, it’s fucking hilarious Pip!” I push her gently on the shoulder and head out into the conservatory to find Jackson.
 
    
 
   I make eye contact with Jackson as soon as I step into the conservatory and the look that he gives me screams ‘rescue me!’ I tilt my head to see who he is talking to and then I see Jenna, oh god, now I understand the look, 
 
   As I get closer I can hear the familiar ramblings and I cringe, wondering how long she has had Jackson trapped here, and what she may have been saying.
 
   “And you should have seen it, I don’t think I’ve ever laughed so much but then, that’s Rosie, always the class clown!”
 
   “Jenna, release him from your claws you minx” I join the duo in the corner and Jenna lights up when she sees me standing next to her,
 
   “Rosie! He is a keeper, well done darling! Had to kiss a few frogs though hey?” Jenna bumps her hip into mine and I reach for Jackson’s hand, 
 
   “Hmm, listen I have to introduce Jackson to a few people hun so we’ll see you in a bit? Pip’s inside” Jackson takes my hand and we escape inside the house.
 
   “Sorry Babe, I didn’t realise she’d found you” I laugh as I lead Jackson through the guests and toward the hallway, 
 
   “My god that girl can talk, are you really friends?” Jackson sounds genuinely confused that Pip and I would be friends with a girl like Jenna, I laugh again,
 
   “Yeah, she’s lovely really, she’s just like a dog on heat when it comes to a pretty face” I pull him close and run my fingers up into his hair “And you’re one heck of a pretty face” I pull his head down until his lips meet mine.  Jackson’s left hand runs down my back and squeezes my backside, I could easily drag him upstairs now but we’re pulled back into the real world by my brother,
 
   “Put her down, you’ll put me off my food” he playfully punches Jackson on the shoulder as he walks past us toward the kitchen and I call after him, 
 
   “Nothing could put you off your food Rafael!” I smile up at Jackson through my eyelashes and we smile as we head back into the party.
 
    
 
   “Goodnight, thanks for coming” 
 
   I say goodbye to the last of the guests and head back into the living room, Dad has already got the champagne out and is filling flutes on the dining table,
 
   “Come on, come one. Get a glass, all of you” Dad instructs us all to take a glass before he raises his, 
 
   “Right, I just want to say a few words” there’s a playful groan from Rafe, Mam and I and Dad rolls his eyes at us before continuing, “ Now listen, Rosetta my beautiful girl, you’re getting so old” 
 
   “Oh… thanks Dad!” I laugh
 
   “No, No, listen! I just mean that I am so proud of you, of both of my children. Here we are on your birthday with you so happy and in love, and we’re just a few days from your brother’s wedding and…” 
 
   Dad starts to well up as he speaks and he shakes his head to dismiss the tears, Mam starts to cry at the sight of her husband so emotional and joins him at his side. Dad continues, 
 
   “You see, when a man becomes a dad his whole life changes. I was blessed with two beautiful and brilliant children and now I look at you both, these men that you have chosen to share your lives with, and I couldn’t be happier. I feel like I did it right” he puts an arm around Mam’s shoulder and kisses her on the cheek, “We did it right” Mam becomes inconsolable and I feel a lump rise in my throat. Dad raises his glass and we all follow suit, 
 
   “To you both becoming somebody else’s problem!” Dad sips his glass as we erupt in laughter.
 
    
 
   I am tired from the long day and head up to bed, Jackson tells me that he is going to finish his drink and then follow me up but he joins me within ten minutes.
 
   “You’re up sooner than I expected!” I am surprised and put my kindle back down on the bedside table,
 
   “I didn’t have much left babe, plus I wanted to give you your presents” Jackson grins like the Cheshire Cat, I hadn’t even thought about presents,
 
   “Ooh go on then... spoil me!” I lay back and proclaim playfully. Jackson sits on the end of the bed and fumbles around in his bag before turning toward me and placing a box between us. It’s wrapped simply in brown paper with a piece of hessian cord wrapped around and tied in a bow on top, the simplicity of it warms my heart as I start to pull at the string.
 
   As I open the box and move the purple tissue paper aside, I lay my hands on two envelopes. I ask Jackson if I have to open them in any order and he takes one of them from me. I open the other and take out a black and white card, on the front is a picture of a ballerina up on pointe.  I open the card and inside there are two tickets, ‘Swan Lake in the Round at the Royal Albert Hall in June’ 
 
   “Oh My God Jackson” I leap toward him and wrap my arms around his neck, “Thank you baby, thank you so so much!” I am over the moon and feel seven year old Rosie pirouetting with glee inside me.
 
   Jackson laughs and pushes me back, telling me to look again inside the box. I lay my hands first of all on what feels like a key ring. When I pull it out I realise I was right, it’s a small print of the Mona Lisa. I am slightly confused but Jackson encourages me to dip back into the box. I dig deep into the tissue paper and find what feels like a toy of some sort, I pull out a model of the Hunchback of Notre Dame and look at Jackson baffled, he laughs and tells me there’s one more thing in the box. 
 
   I feel around inside the box again and when I pull my hand out I open it to reveal a miniature model of the Eiffel Tower and something clicks in my mind. I look at Jackson for confirmation of my suspicion and he hands me back the other envelope. I open it and pull out a printed confirmation,  
 
   “Paris! We’re going to Paris?” my voice is choked. I have wanted to go to Paris all my life,
 
   “Yes babe, just me and you and three long days in the romantic capital of the world, on the most romantic weekend of the year” 
 
   I hadn’t even looked at the dates on the paper in my hand, I stopped when I saw Charles De Gaulle but when I look again I realise, “Valentine’s Day? Oh my God Jackson, Valentine’s Day in Paris!!!” Again I throw my arms around Jackson’s neck and kiss him excitedly all over his face, “Thank you, thank you, thank you” he laughs and responds,
 
   “You like then?” 
 
   “Oh my gosh, I love! Thank you Jackson” I feel so lucky, he put so much thought into giving me an amazing birthday.
 
   “This year is going to be amazing for us Rosie, just you wait and see” 
 
   I just smile and lay back on the bed pulling him down on top of me, I need to thank him properly.
 
    
 
   When we wake the next morning there is a buzz about the house, Rafe and Matthew are getting married in just four days and they are like lovesick teenagers, giggling and play fighting, holding hands more than I have ever seen them do and they are completely inseparable since Matthew got here yesterday.
 
   The four of us are going into Manchester today, the plan is to go shopping and have some lunch but really we’ll probably just float from bar to bar, cocktail to cocktail. In truth, Mam just wanted us out of the house.  Matthew’s Mum and Dad were here at the crack of dawn and Mam and Jane have some serious wedding business to attend to, I think that’s a ‘Bernie-ism’ for looking over baby photos of their boys and drinking wine while their husbands hit the golf course.
 
   The train to Manchester takes less than an hour and as we walk through Piccadilly Station arm in arm, Jackson can’t help but point out that it would be a great city to live and work in. I love Manchester, so I just nod and smile in agreement.
 
   The day is great and to my surprise, and disappointment, there was and lot more shopping than there was margaritas! All three of the men that I came here with enjoy shopping more than me and by the time we sit down on the train to come home my feet are on fire. Jackson has sat down opposite me so I kick off my shoes and put my feet on his lap; he dragged me around on them all day so he can rub them better. I don’t remember much else until Jackson shakes me gently to wake me up and tell me that we’re home. 
 
   We were supposed to all be going to the pub this evening but I’m exhausted.  Rafe can see that I’m not up for it so I’m pleased when he tells Matthew that we’re going to have brother/sister DVD and wine night and our other halves can go to the pub without us.
 
    
 
   “What are we watching bro?” I’m so excited to have Rafe to myself. We’ve both put on our pyjamas and ordered a pizza. Rafe took Audrey to the shop earlier on to pick up some wine and nibbles and he picked up a DVD while he was there,
 
   “We have Warrior, and we have Lawless!”
 
   “So…Tom Hardy marathon then?” I say with a smile knowing the weakness that my brother has for the actor,
 
   “RoRo, I’m getting married... I need to get my fill” Rafe grins and goes to put the first of the two DVDs in the player while I get comfy and settle in for the night.
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577018]Chapter Fifteen 
 
   “Hey Ben, thought you were having dinner with the in laws tonight?” I’m surprised to see Ben behind the bar when Matthew and I walk into the pub.  Pip had told Rosie that they were spending some time with her parents to try and show that they’re serious about each other after their floor show a few days ago.
 
   “I was supposed to be mate but Eduardo got called in to work so Pip’s spending the evening with her mum” Ben blows out a breath that that screams relief and I laugh before ordering two pints and heading to a table with Matthew.
 
   “So, how you feeling then Matty boy?” I sip my pint and wait for Matthew’s response,
 
   “Good, really good. I’m nervous about the speech and stuff but not about getting married. I’ve been around a bit and so has Rafe but I’ve never known anything like what we have, it’s just so easy with him” Matthew can’t keep the smile from his face as he talks about his fiancé.
 
   The conversation moves on as we talk about rugby and music and all things Alvez; I’ve grown to really enjoy Matthew’s company. He reminds me a lot of Steve; he’s funny and swears more than anyone that I’ve ever met, even Rafe! He’s really caring and always concerned about the people close to him, but mostly I just like that what you see is what you get with him. 
 
   Before long the conversation inevitably turns back to the wedding, the drinks are flowing and our voices have definitely gone up a few decibels, mostly to shout over the morons a couple of tables down that have clearly been drinking all day, and are doing their very best to insult everyone in the pub. A year ago I’d have probably started something with them by now, but I have to keep a lid on my temper, I’ve got Rosie to think about. 
 
   Matthew and I continue our conversation, talking through the wedding details and plans for the future, we get into quite a deep conversation about his and Rafe’s desire to have children. I hadn’t realised that they wanted to be parents quite so much and Matthew becomes quite enthusiastic as he talks through the various options for gay couples.
 
   “Fucking Fags!”
 
    Matthew and I are stopped in our tracks by the outburst from the corner of the room and both turn to look at the source, “Yeah you two fuck off! We don’t want queers round here!”
 
   One of the morons has stood to try and make himself look bigger as he shouts over to us and I am livid,
 
   “Say it again?” I look him in the eyes as he holds onto the table to steady himself in his inebriated state, 
 
   “I said, get the fuck out benders. You’re not welcome!” before I can react, Matthew has leapt up and is pinning the guy to the wall by his throat and smiling up at him. He looks menacing even to me and then I remember that he’s a trained fighter, he knows full well the damage he can do if he loses control.
 
   “That’s enough! Matthew sit down, you lot get out!” Ben has joined us to take charge of the situation. Matthew slowly releases the weasel that he’s holding and I can’t help but be impressed by his self-control, I want to kill him and the insults don’t even apply to me. “Matthew, Jackson…Sit down!” Ben turns to us, his eyes wide and his voice determined; he means business. We return to our table and watch the group of low lives leave the pub, both fighting the urge to follow as Ben puts down a fresh pint in front of each of us.
 
   “Trust me, that twat is not worth it. Sup up” 
 
   Ben returns to the bar and I look at Matthew. He is a picture of tranquillity and I feel like I have steam coming from my ears,
 
   “How are you so calm?” I ask in a low voice,
 
   “I’m used to it Jackson, people aren’t as accepting as they like to pretend they are. I think maybe Rafe and I are threatening to blokes. We aren’t camp or easily identifiable as gay, so men feel comfortable and then when they find out, they are convinced we’re going to want to jump them and it freaks them out!” Matthew shrugs his shoulders and takes a sip of his beer,
 
   The mood eventually lifts and we move to the bar to chat with Ben while he works. He tells us that the group of dickheads that had been mouthing off have always been the same. They will never grow up and are best just ignored. I find it hard to just ignore people when they’re insulting those that I care about but I know he’s right, some people are ignorant, some are uneducated, some are both but their words are just words. That mouthy prick doesn’t know me, and I don’t know him, he’s not worth it. 
 
   Ben calls last orders and Matthew and I savour the last of our pints before we head home. As we walk away from the pub the mood is light, we are slightly tipsy and still laughing at the mental images of Ben pumping away at Pip in front of her Dad.
 
    
 
   I know nothing about what just happened but everything sounds distant, like when you listen to a shell to hear the sea. I push myself up from the ground as my world starts to return to normal and look around to see Matthew fighting with someone, there’s a guy sitting a few feet from me holding his nose, there’s blood pouring through his fingers. I jump up as I realise what’s happening and I’m hit hard with something across my upper back. 
 
   I turn to see the mouthy little shit from the pub throwing down a cricket bat and lunging toward me. All of the anger I felt toward him earlier rushes up inside me as I surge forward and the adrenaline kicks in. My fist connects hard with his cheek bone and he steps back, he is off balance and I step forward to push him backward, I manage a kick to the ribs before I’m pulled backward by the arm and punched hard on the jaw. Bloody nose has stepped up to defend his friend and it only fuels the fire in me more, I laugh as I push forward…
 
   After Mum died, drinking, fighting and sex were my release. I was angry, and the power that I felt when I fought or fucked someone was addictive. I loved the feeling of being in charge, either in a dark car park or whatever bed I found myself in. A rush of adrenaline would surge through my veins and I’d lose myself in the moment…
 
    
 
   “OI…Fucking stop! Right now or I’m calling the police!” Ben has picked up the cricket bat and is charging toward us. The group backs off immediately which surprises and amuses me. I can’t help but laugh at the fact that the two of us came out on top of the three of them. They’re pretty badly beaten up, but we haven’t come off unscathed.
 
   “What the fuck lads?” Ben seems angry as he approaches Matthew and I and starts to check that we’re alright,
 
   “They jumped us mate, what are we meant to do?” Matthew responds as I run my tongue across my cut lip, “I’m gonna look a right twat on my wedding photos!”
 
   “They’re scum! Sorry guys I should have expected they’d do something like this, shall I call the police?
 
   “No Ben, it’s done, don’t worry about it! Come on, let’s get home and face the music!”
 
    
 
   When I Matthew and I enter the Alvez house we take a breath before walking into the living room. Bernie is the first to look up and gasp as she leaps out of her chair, causing Rosie and Rafe to follow suit, 
 
   “What the hell happened to you?” I can’t hear Rafe and Matthew’s conversation over Rosie’s questioning, my hears are ringing and I shush her before I realise I’m doing it, “Jackson don’t you dare shush me! Start talking now!” she is annoyed and wide eyed,
 
   “We got jumped Rosie, its fine. You should see the other guys!” When it hurts me to wink I realise that I took a few more hits than I knew about. 
 
   I feel a sharp pain at the back of my head and remember the initial blow, I realise that the fight started with me being hit on the back of the head, with the cricket bat I guess. I put my hand to back of my head and can feel blood dried in my hair, I’m not still bleeding so I don’t worry too much.
 
   “Who was it? Tell me Jackson!” as she asks the question Rosie looks at Rafe, who returns her gaze, 
 
   “Just some mouthy homophobes from the pub” Matthew answers and I watch a fire ignite in Rosie’s eyes, she knows him. 
 
   Rosie jumps up and heads for the door, Rafe follows her and I stand to do the same. My head is a little fuzzy and I need to sit back down. I can’t hear what they’re saying and presume for some reason that they are whispering until Rosie bursts back into the room with the phone in her hand,
 
   “I’m not having this Rafe, look at them!” Rosie points the phone at me and Rafe holds her arms,
 
   “I’m not arguing with you Rosie, but let’s make sure they’re ok first. The police can wait ten minutes” She is pacing; the only other time that I have seen her like this was when I told her about Sasha. 
 
   “Right then you, come on let’s get you cleaned up” Rafe holds out a hand to Matthew and they head up to the bathroom.
 
   “Rosie, you’re not calling the police. Matthew and I came out of top I promise. I just want to go to bed” I hold out my hands for hers and as she takes them she relaxes slightly,
 
   “I just can’t bear looking at you like this Jackson; I want to kill the person responsible!” She starts to tense up again as I pull her down to sit on my lap and stroke her hair from her face. She starts to cry and it breaks my heart.  “I just don’t want anything to happen to you, we’ve been through too much already. I can’t lose you”
 
   “I’m going nowhere Rosie, and it’s my job to protect you, not the other way around” I guide Rosie’s face downward and wince slightly as I kiss her, “Come on, let’s go to bed.” 
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577019]Chapter Sixteen 
 
   I can’t sleep, Jackson is breathing softly next to me but I can’t relax. Party concerned that if I drift off I won’t hear if he stops breathing but mostly because I am too angry to sleep. I promised Jackson that I wouldn’t get the police involved and I won’t, but I know who did this and I won’t drop it. I know it was him.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you’re ok to drive? I don’t mind dropping you to the station” Jackson is popping up to see his Dad today but he’s in pain from last night and I’m worried that he’s going to pass out at the wheel,
 
   “Rosie, I’m fine baby.  I’ll let you know when I’m there and when I leave to get back”
 
   I wave him off at about midday and take a deep breath, I hope he’s ok, and I hope he doesn’t get back early. I promised him I wouldn’t pursue his attack last night but I lied. 
 
   Mam and Rafe have taken Audrey to Manchester with Matthew for suit fittings and a matinee performance of some musical that Mam wanted to see, and Dad is at the bar sorting out the canapés for the champagne reception on Saturday. Jackson is due back about eight and Pip, who has had to go to Liverpool for a shoot has already told me that Ben isn’t starting work until six today, so I just need to bide my time until then, he’ll be able to confirm my suspicions.
 
    
 
   As I walk into the pub just after six pm Ben looks up at me and shakes his head, 
 
   “No Rosie, you need to leave” by the tone of his voice he has already answered my questions, 
 
   “Where is he Ben?” my voice is monotone but louder than usual.  I am glad that it sounds strong and no nonsense. Ben doesn’t answer and I repeat myself through gritted teeth, “Where is he?” 
 
   “Rosie, this isn’t a good idea…” as he speaks I hear the sickeningly familiar laugh from the back of the pub and all of the hairs on my body stand to attention, Ben resigns himself to letting me past and stands aside,
 
   “Well well well, Rosie Alvez, it’s been a while!” Jonah licks his lower lip as he looks me up and down and my skin crawls, “Sit down, let’s catch up”
 
   “Cut the shit Jonah, I just wanted to warn you that you’ll be back inside soon. I’ve informed the police that it was you that attacked my fiancé and my brother in law, and let’s face it, with your history you’ll be someone’s bitch within a week!” despite my better judgement, I sit. Jonah is going to give some answers. There is silence for what seems an eternity as I gather my strength and Jonah stares at me in a way that churns my stomach.
 
   “Well, go on then” Jonah waits for me to question him, sitting back smugly in his chair and never taking his eyes off me. I turn to look at Ben, the pub is busy and he’s serving a line of customers at the bar, ‘You can do this Rosie!’
 
   “What is wrong with you Jonah, why are you happy to be such a waste of space?”  I ask but continue before he can answer, 
 
   “You need to grow up and learn to live in the real world. You’re not the big I AM that you think you are; you’re just a frightened little boy, still looking for people weaker than him to make himself feel powerful. But you picked on the wrong ones last night didn’t you?” I am finding my flow and lean back to mirror his posture, “Although I have to say, the freshly beaten to a pulp look suits you, you really should wear it more often, really!” I lean forward and stare straight into his eyes. Even through the swelling that’s closing one of them, I can see the dilation of his pupils, “Which can be arranged!” 
 
   I stand to leave and he watches me silently, I can see the anger in his face and it frightens me but I don’t allow him to see that weakness, not this time, this time I’m in charge.
 
    
 
    
 
   “Honey I’m Home” I call out playfully as I enter the Alvez house using the key from the plant pot on the doorstep, “Rosie?” the house is quiet and I realise that nobody is home. 
 
   Rosie didn’t text me back when I text to tell her I was on my way back from Dad’s early and when I call her and hear her phone ringing in the kitchen, I know why. I hear the door and head back out to the hallway.
 
   “Jackson, you’re back early” It’s Joaquin, “Where’s my little girl?” 
 
   “I was just about to ask you?” I am confused; I thought Rosie was helping her Dad today,
 
   “I don’t know, she’s been with you all day” Joaquin walks into the kitchen and I follow,
 
   “No she didn’t come with me, she was helping you at the bar wasn’t she?” Joaquin looks up at me, his face full of concern as we hear the door again. Rafe, Bernie and Matthew are in high spirits as they enter the house, but as they sense the mood in the kitchen they fall silent. Bernie notices that Rosie is not there,
 
   “Where is Rosetta?” 
 
   “I don’t know, her phone is here”
 
   “But she went with you to your Dad’s didn’t she? She said she was” Rafe has become very tense and eager to know where his sister is,
 
   “No, she told me she was helping Joaquin at the bar today. Pip is in Liverpool so she’s not with her” I put my hand up to scratch the back of my head and feel the cut from the night before, the sight of Rosie pacing comes back to me and panic washes across my face,
 
   “What Jackson?” Rafe steps in front of my and is pressing me as though I’ve done something to her, 
 
   “She was angry last night, she promised to drop it and not pursue it but I don’t know….” 
 
   Rafe rushes for the door before I can stop him and I follow, Matthew joins us before I ask him to stay,
 
   “Please, in case she comes back, in case they need you!” I point back to the house dreading the thought of something so terrible happening to Rosie that her parents would need Matthew for support. He steps back into the house and I run to catch up with Rafe. 
 
    
 
   When we reach the pub Ben immediately stands on guard, 
 
   “No more trouble tonight lads please!” He knows why we’re here,
 
   “Where’s Rosie?” Rafe is eyeballing the whole pub as he asks the question,
 
   “She left about ten minutes ago, I think she said what she came here to say!” Ben stops serving the customer whose pint he has half poured, “Please Rafe, just leave it!” 
 
   “She’s not at home Ben” as Rafe looks at Ben the colour drains from his face and he heads out from behind the bar and to the back of the pub, 
 
   “Rafe, he was here, I’m sorry he was right here. I didn’t see him leave”
 
   Rafe turns on his heels and heads back toward the door and I follow,
 
   “What is this about Rafe? Who is this bloke?” there is something that I’m not being told and it’s beginning to really piss me off,
 
   “Not now Jackson” he pushes open the pub door and steps out into the street; Ben has abandoned the bar to join us.
 
   As head away from the pub Rafe starts to call out Rosie’s name and I am worried. If Rafe thinks that she out here somewhere, and needs to be rescued then he has reason to. I am furious that he won’t tell me what’s going on but I forget my anger when I hear the scream.
 
    
 
   I set off at a run in the direction that the screams for help are coming from; I can hear my blood pumping in my ears and the footsteps of Rafe and Ben hot on my heels but can’t process anything. Rosie needs me and I am ready to murder who or whatever is making her call out in fear and desperation. 
 
   As we turn down a side street I freeze momentarily, Rosie is laying on floor with a man lying on top of her. Her arms are pinned to the ground above her head with one of his hands while the other is fighting underneath her skirt as she kicks and flails to get him off her. 
 
   On autopilot I run and pull him off, throwing him against the wall of an empty building to my left. I stand over him and realise at that moment how deep my anger can run... he is going to die. 
 
   As he looks up at me I notice that I recognise him and all of the sideways glances and wide eyes of the past twenty four hours make sense, Rosie knows this guy somehow. The homophobic drunk that attacked me last night, the reason she was so angry and why she lied to us all today, there’s history here, and I know right now that it isn’t good. 
 
   I lose myself as pull him up to standing and start to rain punches on him. I hit him hard on the spot on his ribs where I know I hurt him last night and as he buckles in pain I don’t stop. I won’t stop until he is finished.
 
   “Jackson, JACKSON STOP!” Rafe pulls me back and pushes me against the wall, holding me there until my mind catches up with my body and I look him in the eyes, 
 
   “You need to take care of Rosie now!” he speaks straight to me and I realise that I haven’t even checked on her. I push Rafe out of the way and rush to kneel in front of Rosie where she sits hugging her knees to her chest and staring at the man groaning and bleeding on the floor. Ben is on the phone to the police and I suddenly feel sick, I lost it.
 
   “Rosie, I’m so sorry…” I don’t know what else I’m supposed to say as she raises her head to look me in the eyes, 
 
   “Take me home please” I stand and hold out my hands to help her get up, “Rafe, let’s go” she speaks to her brother but he doesn’t respond, “RAFAEL, now!” 
 
   Rafe has been standing over Rosie’s attacker, kicking him back down each time he tried to get up and he doesn’t look willing to leave, but he knows that his sister needs him more. He looks to Ben who nods to let him know that he’s going nowhere and the three of us head back to the house.
 
    
 
   As the light of the hallway hits Rosie’s face, I see the bruise developing on her jaw and the red marks left by a hand closing around her throat and I think I might collapse. As Rafe says only the name Jonah to Bernie, the colour drains from her cheeks and she starts to cry as she rushes to her daughter’s side. 
 
   They head into the living room and I sit down on the stairs. I can hardly breathe as a panic floods me, if I hadn’t left Dad’s early or if we’d gone in a different direction when we left the pub, we might not have found her. He would have raped her for certain and what else? As the idea that he could have taken her away from me sinks in I can’t stop the tears from escaping me. I don’t realise that Matthew has joined me on the stairs until he puts a reassuring hand on my shoulder/ He doesn’t speak, and I can’t.
 
   When the police arrive at the house it’s all very informal. It’s obvious that they know the family and Rosie asks to speak to them in private. Of course they want to speak to all of us, about last night and tonight, but it seems they’re not interested in the damage that I may have done and are open about their desire to see Jonah Maynard back behind bars. When they leave Rosie says good night and heads upstairs, glancing at me as an invitation for me to follow.
 
    
 
   “Jackson, I’m sorry!” she has already changed into her pyjamas and given the clothes that she had been wearing to the police.
 
   “Why did you do that Rosie? Why would you put yourself in danger like that?” I am begging her for an answer, one that will explain what’s been going on, but instead she just starts to cry. 
 
   Rosie pulls her knees up to her chest and sobs, my heart breaks at the sight of her. She looks so vulnerable and I don’t know how to make her feel better, I just sit next to her and pull her into my chest.
 
   “Please don’t ever do that again Rosetta, I cannot lose you.” 
 
   I stroke her hair as I listen to the crying slowing down and the soft rhythm of her breathing lets me know that she is asleep. I carefully stand, laying her head down on the pillows and pull the covers up over her. I kiss her softly on the head and make my way downstairs.
 
    
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577020]Chapter Seventeen 
 
    
 
   The house is silent as I head into the kitchen and I’m glad that everyone has gone to bed. I need to process the past two days, but how do I do that without the facts?
 
    
 
   I step into the living room and stop when I see Joaquin at the dining table with a glass and a bottle of whiskey,
 
   “Oh, sorry I thought everyone was in bed!” I turn to leave him in peace when he calls me back, 
 
   “Jackson sit, have a drink with me” I sit opposite Rosie’s Dad and he turns to retrieve another class from the cabinet behind him, as he pours he starts to talk, 
 
   “Nearly five months you have been with Rosie now, is that right?” He slides the glass toward me and I nod before taking a sip, I don’t know what’s coming but feel like I’m about to get fired, “When I see you with her, when you look at each other, I see so much love. It makes me very happy Jackson. Both of my babies are happy and in love.” Joaquin glances up from his glass and I see the strain on his face, 
 
   “When Rosetta was five years old she asked me for a bicycle, she said ‘Daddy I want a purple bike with silver stripes and I will love it forever’ she was so cute with her big green eyes I couldn’t resist her. When she saw her new bicycle her face lit up like the sun in the sky” 
 
   He starts to laugh as he remembers and I try to imagine a tiny red haired girl racing down the street on her new pride and joy, “She fell in love with that bike, she cleaned it every day for a week but do you know she wouldn’t ride it! One day I looked out of the window and Pippa was whizzing around on her bicycle. I watched from that window as Rosie climbed onto hers, she had insisted of course on no stabilisers and as expected, as soon as she tried to ride, she fell. But she got up, brushed the dirt from the bike and tried again. Do you know I watched her fall off that bike six times before she managed to ride it to the end of the street” Joaquin smiles and I am overwhelmed with a feeling of pride in five year old Rosie, 
 
   “I cheered you know, inside the house where she couldn’t see or hear me, I cheered for my clever, stubborn girl!” 
 
   We each take a sip and a moment to reflect, 
 
   “She is an Alvez Jackson, She is pig-headed and she has a wild spirit, you must know this” It’s not a question but an instruction, “Men have tried to tame her before and have hurt her in the process”
 
   “Joaquin I don’t want to tame Rosie, I love everything about her” I lean forward to add conviction to my words,
 
   “Even when she puts herself in danger?” Joaquin looks at me as though he can’t take his daughter being hurt anymore “It’s not the first time Jackson, and not the first time with that scumbag” 
 
   He takes the last sip of his whiskey and refills his glass and mine. He stares down into his drink and continues to speak quietly, 
 
   “When Rosetta was sixteen she came home late one Friday. There was a bang on the door and when I opened it, my little girl was crumpled on the floor covered in bruises and blood. He had beaten her and strangled her because she wouldn’t give him what he wanted. He took it from her anyway and then dragged her by her hair and dumped her on our doorstep.  Tonight, he tried to take it from her again. You saved my little girl, and I know you will always protect her. But you need to know something about Rosie, she will do anything for the people that she loves, and she loves nobody more than you. She is stubborn like her mother and if you tell her not to do something, it will make her want to do it even more.”
 
   I shake my head as the realisation that Rosie, my Rosie was raped, sinks in to every corner of my mind, 
 
   “I couldn’t have forgiven myself if anything had happened to her” 
 
   Joaquin looks me in the eyes “And that’s why I gave you my blessing. When you came here to ask me if you could marry her I wanted to say no after how much you had hurt her. I wanted to kill you for it, but I saw the love in your eyes when you spoke about her and I couldn’t deny you the happiness that I have enjoyed. She needs to know that you’ll never desert her Jackson. She says she knows but she is still frightened of ending up alone and that fear drives her to be irrational and to take risks like the one she took tonight”
 
    
 
   I take the final gulp of my drink and after a few moments of silence, I say goodnight to Joaquin. I understand now why Rosie put herself in the position that she did. She needed to confront Jonah; it wasn’t just about what he did to me, but also what he did to her. 
 
   I need to be next to her and as I climb into bed next the woman that I’m going to marry I am overcome, I love her more than I knew was possible. I never want to see her hurt again and I’ll do everything in my power to ensure I never do.
 
    
 
    
 
   The house feels strange as I head downstairs, I wish that I could just forget that last night happened but I am bruised where Jonah hit me and my head hurts from hitting the floor when he threw me down. 
 
   In that moment I was sixteen again, I was weak and terrified and couldn’t bear the thought of him forcing his way inside me again. Jackson wasn’t next to me when I woke up but his side of the bed was warm, so he can’t have been gone long. I make my way downstairs and the room falls silent as I enter, and I speak,
 
   “I’m not made of glass, I won’t break” Mam kisses me on the cheek and tells everyone to eat up.
 
   The wedding is tomorrow and as I try to make conversation with Rafe and Matthew about their big they just look at each other and then at me, 
 
   “We think its best if we postpone Ro, after everything that’s happened in the past few days we just think it’s not really appropriate”
 
   I slam my knife and fork back down on the table and look my brother in the eyes, 
 
   “Don’t you dare Rafael! I am a big girl with an even bigger make up case, so we will cover these bruises and have an amazing day!” Rafe looks at Jackson who just shrugs his shoulders, “OK?” I force an answer, 
 
   “Yes, ok Rosie, ok” he smiles and I mirror his expression,
 
   “Right then, the last two days are done. I don’t want to hear a peep of ‘are you ok?’ because I am fine, I’m great in fact. So today, we are going to have fun. Matthew what time are Steph and Fran due?” Matthew’s cousins are coming up today for the wedding, 
 
   “Erm, they’re at the hotel already actually; they got here about half an hour ago” Matthew smiles at me, 
 
   “Great, then who’s up for Go Ape?” Rafe’s eyes widen and a grin stretches across his face, “I’ll take that to mean you all are, I’ll go and call them then” 
 
   I leave the room to make the phone call and Jackson follows, 
 
   “Rosie hang on” Jackson stands in front of me and wraps his arms around my waist, holding me so close that I have to tip my head back to look at him, “Just be honest with me for a minute, are you absolutely sure that you’re ok? You were in a bad way last night!” 
 
   “I know but really, I am. I was ashamed last night, I put myself and you in the positions we were in and it broke my heart. He isn’t clever or fit enough to beat you in a fair fight, but he is tapped enough to carry weapons. I was terrified for your safety, not my own. But really, I am great! My brother is getting married and you know my darkest secret, we can move forward now” 
 
   I pick up the phone and dial the number as Jackson heads upstairs for a shower, I call after him,
 
   “Jackson” he stops on the stairs and turns to look at me, “Once he is locked up for good, I never want to think or talk about Jonah again, ok?” he just smiles and nods and continues his way upstairs.
 
    
 
   When we return from Go Ape we are all in good spirits. Mam and Dad have been busy with Jane and David, Matthew’s parents, getting a barbecue together and there are balloons and bunting everywhere.
 
   “Wow, this is great Mammy thank you” Rafe kisses Mam on the cheek and leads the way toward the back garden. Pip is back from Liverpool and runs to squeeze me as tightly as she can the second she sees me,
 
   “You should have called!” She speaks directly into my ear, 
 
   “Why, what could you have done? Where’s Ben?” she steps backward and shrugs her shoulders, 
 
   “He thinks it’s his fault Ro, I tried to tell him but he wouldn’t come” 
 
   “What? Why? That’s ridiculous! Come on, we’re going to get him!” 
 
    
 
   We arrive at Ben’s flat and he just looks down at the floor when he sees me, and the bruises on my face,
 
   “Rosie I’m so sorry” he swallows hard and Pip steps in toward him, 
 
   “Ben, it is not your fault. I was stupid, and I put you in a shitty position. I’m sorry! Please will you come to the barbecue?” I hold out my hands to take his,
 
   “Rosie, I knew that you were at risk, but I was so busy. I didn’t see him follow you out, I can’t forgive myself for that” he looks at me so sincerely and Pippa looks at me, desperate for a way to convince him that he’s done no wrong,
 
   “Benjamin, I am fine, you are not my keeper so stop this now. You are not to blame! Now come on because I want a burger!” I smile and Pip pulls at Ben’s hand to guide him out of the door.
 
   As the three of us walk in to the garden Ben is sheepish and I feel for him, he has known us all for so long but these past few days have really pushed our friendships to the limit and he seems lost. Rafe makes a beeline for Ben and I stand up straight, Rafe is always looking for someone to blame and I am ready for him, but when he hands Ben a beer and holds out a hand to shake I feel proud of my brother, he’s come a long way.
 
    
 
   The barbecue is great, it’s a lovely warm evening, the drinks flow nicely and the music drifting out from the house seems to enhance the conversation. I am having a great time but am starting to feel a bit sick so I head upstairs to lie down for a while. I have drunk a fair bit and the wedding is tomorrow so I decide to call it a night. 
 
   I decide to head back downstairs to say goodnight to everyone but as I sit up my head spins and my tummy flips over, I lunge for the waste bin. Luckily I make it before I throw up everywhere, but I feel awful, I just hope it eases off for tomorrow.
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577021]Chapter Eighteen 
 
   It’s the morning of the wedding and I am so excited. I think someone was smiling down on us as mine and Jackson’s bruises have lightened considerably, I can only hope that Matthew’s have too. He went to stay at the same hotel as his parents last night and we won’t be seeing him until the wedding. 
 
   I am pleased that I don’t feel sick at all this morning and put last night down to the adrenaline of the past two days wearing off. The fact that I’m feeling better means that I am perfectly capable of diving on my brother.  I run to his room and burst through the door, he looks up at me in shock and I leap onto his bed causing him to groan and laugh at the same time. 
 
   Rafe pushes me over onto the other side of the bed and I lay down on my right side, with Rafe on his left, 
 
   “You’re getting married!” I whisper the words and I smile the biggest smile ever, Rafe throws his hands over his face, 
 
   “I know…I can’t believe it!” he looks at me through his fingers and we both start to laugh, “I’m getting married, fuck me!” 
 
    
 
   Rafe just picks at his breakfast but Mam knows better than to pester, he is nervous. We start to get ready for the wedding and when Jackson comes into the bedroom dressed in his suit I almost feel like locking the door and staying in there all day,
 
   “Oh my god! You look so sexy” I am practically panting as I look at him, 
 
   “Fuck me Rosie I was about to say the same thing” Jackson’s eyes are wide as I realise that I’m sitting at my dressing table wearing just my underwear, suspenders and stockings, “Have we got time?” he asks with a devilish grin and everything inside me clenches, I put down the makeup brush that I’m holding and look at my watch,
 
   “Only if you leave the suit on!”  I stand as he walks toward me and holds out a hand. I take it and he pulls me close, running his fingers along the strap up the back of my thigh and raking them across my backside as he manoeuvres me back against a chest of drawers and stands back to look me up and down, I’m on fire. 
 
   Nobody has ever made me feel as sexy as he does. I lick my lips as he grins and undoes the zip on his suit trousers. The sound makes me squirm as he steps closer and I open my legs to welcome him. As I reach in through the open zip to expose him to me, he speaks in a low voice,
 
   “If you make a mess of my suit Alvez, there’ll be trouble” he grins as I squeeze him and picks me up so that I’m sitting on the drawers now. He picks up my legs to wrap them around his waist and then using one hand he pulls my underwear aside and pushes two fingers inside me.
 
   I tilt my head back and he catches my moan with a kiss. He starts to move his fingers inside me, stretching me and spreading the moisture from inside me.  I shudder when he removes his fingers from inside me and starts to rub hard and fast on my swollen clitoris, partly because it sends intense shockwaves all over my body, and partly in anticipation of him pushing every glorious inch of him into me.  
 
   I look up at Jackson and his eyes flare, I know how much it turns him on when I look up at him during sex. He grins and pushes his way inside me without hesitation, I take a sharp breath and moan as he pulls out and pushes all the way back in again. 
 
   I lean back, using my hands behind my back to support me and watch as Jackson finds his rhythm and thrusts into me over and over again. 
 
   His hands are gripping my hips and I love the way that his fingers are making dimples in my skin where they dig in, helping him to take control of me. I watch the movement of his body underneath the tight fitting shirt and tie, allowing me just a hint of what I know is underneath. The thought make me clench tightly around him and he groans in response before he starts massaging my clit in circles with his thumb. I feel myself tightening and my legs close in around Jackson’s waist as his pace quickens and I feel like I might scream as the waves of my orgasm start to drown me.  I pull Jackson’s head to mine and moan into our kiss as he thrusts hard into me, the warmth of his climax filling me as he slows to a stop and blows out the deep breath that he must have been holding.
 
   Jackson carefully pulls out of me and reaches for one of my makeup wipes to clean himself up. I smile as I watch him restore the look that turned me on so much when there’s a knock at my door, 
 
   “Rosie, the photographer is here!” Mam shouts from the hallway and I start to laugh, thank god that wasn’t five minutes ago.
 
    
 
   Jackson heads downstairs and I quickly finish getting ready and into my dress. I am Rafe’s ‘Best Man’ and he has chosen a stunning floor length pewter silk strapless mermaid dress for me to wear. He’s done a great job; it clings perfectly to my curves and makes me feel amazing. As I make my way into the conservatory where Dad and Jackson are hiding away, the look on both of their faces tells me that I look as good as I feel, and my confidence is sky high.
 
   The Devonshire Dome is less than five minutes from the house. Jackson is driving the two of us there in Audrey; I can’t drive in the stiletto heels that Rafe insisted on. Rafe, Mam and Dad are travelling to the venue in a black Bentley Mulsanne, I tried to convince Rafe that it wasn’t worth hiring a car for five minutes bought he wanted his moment, “At least get them to drive you around the town a bit!” I had called as he confirmed the booking.
 
    
 
   I kiss my brother as I get ready to leave and the emotions well up inside me, I can’t believe this day is actually here. I have to fight hard to stop tears from escaping and ruining my smoky eyes,
 
   “I’m so happy for you bro” I smile and hug him hard, I hear his shaky breath and know that he is nervous, “This is your day Rafael, enjoy every second. I love you” he nods and smiles and the releases me, Jackson shakes Rafe’s hand and wishes him luck and we make our way to the venue.
 
    
 
   When we arrive at the Dome, Matthew is pacing outside the front of the building,
 
   “Hey sweet cheeks, you ok?” I ask as we approach, 
 
   “Hey Ginge! Yeah, I’m just nervous. How ridiculous is that? I’m nervous to do something that I want more than anything”
 
   “Well, he’s ready and I must say he looks bloody gorgeous, so get yourself inside” 
 
   Jackson takes his seat next to Pip and Ben and I head to the front of the ceremony room with Matthew. I say hello to his parents and try to pretend that I haven’t noticed Michael sulking at the end of the row. Matthew’s best man is his business partner and the first thing that I notice about him is that he’s built like a brick shit house. Matthew introduces him to me as Kev and I wince slightly as he grips my hand a little too tight. 
 
   As the music starts I worry for a second that Matthew is going to pass out, but when he turns and makes eye contact with Rafe walking toward him a smile spreads across both of their faces and it’s impossible to keep one from my own.
 
    
 
   The ceremony was perfect and as we pose for photos and tuck into Dad’s canapés I start to become nervous about my speech. I watch as Rafe and Matthew laugh together and my heart warms, that is true love and I’m so happy it worked out for them.
 
    
 
   “Ladies and Gentleman, please join me in rapturous applause as we welcome Mr and Mr Alvez-English” the master of ceremonies announces Rafe and Matthew into the room and they enter hand in hand. They take their seats at the top table and the starters are brought out. 
 
   The food is delicious and the champagne is going down a little too well. In between courses I call Jackson over to the table and ask him if he’d mind getting me an orange juice, I have a speech to give in a short while and I’m feeling tipsy.
 
   After the desserts have settled, the MC announces that it’s time for the speeches. Dad stands and takes hold of the microphone and jokingly bursts into a rendition of ‘Love Me Tender,’ the guests laugh and it takes my nerves away slightly, 
 
   “Ladies and Gentlemen, firstly let me thank you all for being here to share my son’s big day. I have to tell you, we could not be more proud of Rafael and the man that he has become, but to welcome Matthew into our family makes us very proud indeed. The love that you share is beautiful and the kind of love that every parent hopes their child will come across, we’re lucky that both of our children have found that. Matthew, Son, Bernadette and I thank you for grounding our boy, and for loving him, and we wish you all of the love and luck in the world on this day, and for all of the days ahead. Please raise your glasses, to Rafael and Matthew”
 
   Dad was great but now it’s my turn, how do I follow that? There is applause as I stand and take the microphone, no pressure…
 
   “Afternoon all! Rafe and Matthew asked me to say a few words and didn’t really give me much of a choice in the matter, so here I am” There’s a ripple of laughter and my nerves drift further away, 
 
   “Matthew, welcome to the family. It takes a brave man to actually choose to take on an Alvez” there’s laughter as Jackson calls out “I should know” and Matthew raises his glass in response, 
 
   “I would like to echo my Dad’s words in saying that the love that you two share really is beautiful, it inspires me every day and I personally thank you for letting me be a part of your day, your world and your lives together” I smile at my two brothers and have to look away again as I feel the lump rising in my throat, “We are all here today to celebrate the love of two people that mean so much to us all and on behalf of our families I thank you all for being here to share in this special day. I know that it’s the duty of the best man to tell embarrassing stories and raise a giggle or two, but Rafe has given me a stiff warning, so I’ll steer clear of telling you all about him crying like a little girl when Matthew proposed and instead I would just ask you all to raise your glasses in congratulations to my two lovely brothers, to Rafael and Matthew”
 
   As I sit back down and feel the heat flood my cheeks Matthew stands to give his speech and I’m nervous for him. I know how eloquent he his but I also know that he is a very private person, especially when it comes to him and Rafe.
 
   “Hi everyone, well it’s been said already by my father and sister in law, but on behalf of my husband and I” everyone cheers and Matthew smiles down at Rafe before continuing “I’d like to thank you all so much for sharing this day with us. For Rafe and I, today marks both the end and the start of massive journeys for both of us. We’ve both come such a long way toward self-acceptance and we’ve both kissed a lot of frogs, Rafe more than me I’d like to add” laughter again and Rafe raises his glass to Pippa, who laughs and raises her own, 
 
   “And we’ve both come up against our fair share of prejudice, but we stood strong and it brought us to each other, well technically, Rosie did that, but I think you get my point!” 
 
   Matthew smiles and reaches down to take Rafe’s hand, “But here we are today with all of you. People that accept and love us for exactly who we are, We’re setting out on the start of the biggest journey of either of our lives, one that will take the rest of them and Rafael, there is nobody on this earth that I would rather share it with than you. In addition to the pleasure of really good coffee, you have shown me what love really is, you have shown me that there is no greater feeling than waking up next to that one person that means more to you than anything or anyone else in the world. You have shown me how big the human heart can really be and I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life by your side. Thank you for saying yes” as he speaks those last words his voice is cracked with emotion and he leans down to kiss his tearful husband, I can’t imagine why he was nervous about that, it was beautiful.
 
    
 
   The reception is brilliant, everyone has so much fun, dancing and laughing with each other. At one point Michael asked me to dance for old time’s sake but before I could respond, Jackson had spun me around and said a simple strait forward no, before spinning me onto the dance floor.
 
   My Auntie Mariana has come over from Spain for the wedding and it’s fantastic to see her. Mariana is the original wild child, she wrote the book that Pippa learned from. Some of my craziest experiences have been when Pip, Rafe and I used to visit Mariana in Marbella before I met Michael. For a start, she owns a drag club and after the dinner burlesque and comedy shows, the music comes on and the club becomes a zoo…a zoo of drinking, kissing, groping, horny animals! 
 
   I’d wake up in her house some days and have to step over semi and fully naked bodies on my way to the kitchen. One morning I walked into Pippa’s room to see her and Rafe fast asleep and completely naked in bed together, something to this day that I have never told them or questioned them about. Back then they were all about sex and I kind of just sat in the back seat and went along for the ride, and the parties. 
 
   Once Mariana is introduced to Jackson she insists on dancing with him for about half an hour and then proceeds to fill us full of shots until I can hardly stand. By midnight I am hammered and ready for bed, it’s been such a long day. 
 
    
 
   In between the ceremony and reception, Jackson took Audrey home and I’m not walking in these heels, so he has to go outside to call us a taxi. We head back inside to say goodnight to the grooms and see if Mam and Dad want to share our taxi, but they’re still having a great time so we head home alone.  
 
   Jackson strokes my thigh in the taxi on the way home and clearly has ideas of enjoying the empty house, but as I crawl into bed and my head hits the pillow, my eyelids become heavy as the events of the day replay in my mind easing me into a happy and peaceful sleep. 
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577022]Chapter Nineteen 
 
    
 
   “Oh God!” I jump out of bed and reach for the waste bin; I won’t make it to the bathroom,
 
   “Jesus Rosie! Are you ok?” I wake Jackson up by vomiting loudly into a bin next to the bed…sexy! 
 
   “Yeah, I'm just hanging!” I drank far too much last night and my god am I paying for it now. I get up with the intention of going downstairs to get some water but as I leave the bedroom I know that I’m not going anywhere but to the bathroom.
 
   I sit back against the bathroom door and take a deep breath. I feel rough and part of me wants to kick Jackson out of bed so that I can just curl up under the duvet and sleep it off, but instead I decide to try and wash it away. I stand and turn on the shower before pulling Jackson’s t-shirt over my head and off. I feel the familiar watery mouth and rush to position myself back over the toilet.
 
    
 
   After about half an hour of sitting in the bath with the shower raining down over me there’s a knock at the bathroom door,
 
   “Rosie, can I come in? I need a piss!” Jackson needs me to let him in and I groan as I realise that I’m going to have to move to unlock the door. The stillness seems to have sent the sickness packing, but I’m unsure if it’s only temporary. I’m just glad I don’t have my usual hangover headache; I don’t think I could cope with both.
 
   Dripping wet I step out of the bath and unlock the door before stepping straight back in. Jackson laughs as he watches me resume my position on the floor of the bath tub,
 
   “Feeling sorry for yourself lightweight?” he asks over the sound of him peeing, 
 
   “Jackson, don’t talk to me while you’re taking a leak!” I am impatient today, “And yes I am feeling sorry for myself” he laughs again. 
 
   “Alright pisshead you go and get back into bed and I’ll go and get a fry up. Your Dad’s cooking and the bacon and sausages smell amazing” he laughs again as he leaves the bathroom and the smell of the food drifts in through the open door, all I can do to not throw up on myself is lean over the side of the bath. I am a mess this morning!
 
    
 
   “Rosie, you won’t sleep tonight” Jackson sits on the bed and strokes the hair from my face, 
 
   “What time is it?” I stretch onto my back and am thankful that I don’t feel sick any more, 
 
   “Two o’clock babe, how are you feeling?” he strokes my arm as he speaks and I smile without realising I’m doing it.
 
   “Ok now I think, just needed to sleep it off. Has anyone heard from Rafe?”
 
   “He’s downstairs beautiful, along with his husband!” he smiles as he speaks and I jump up, I’m so excited to see my brother and knowing that he’s here is the motivation that I need to get my butt out of bed, “Your crazy Spanish aunt is here too…” I hear him say weakly as I run for the stairs.
 
    
 
   “Rafael Alvez-English, you are a sight for sore eyes” I call out as I practically run into the living room and throw my eyes around my newlywed brother, 
 
   “Rosetta Alvez, you are a sore sight for eyes! Are you feeling ok? You look rough!” Rafe always did have a way with words, 
 
   “Oh, thanks big brother! If you must know I slightly over indulged last night and quite frankly, I feel like shit today” Rafael laughs as he encourages me to go back upstairs brush my teeth and put some make up on, but I have to say hello to Matthew first.
 
   “Hi brother in law” A grin stretches across my face, 
 
   “Hi sister in law” Matthew returns my expression,
 
   I smile as I leave the living room and head back up to my bedroom to sort myself out. As I catch sight of myself in the mirror I realise that Rafe was right, I look like death, just slightly warmed up.
 
    
 
   By the time I have finished making myself look like an actual living person again I am starving, my stomach is well and truly empty and I can’t wait to get some food inside me. 
 
   As I walk into the kitchen I am over the moon to see Mam pouring batter into a muffin tray, a sure sign that her Sunday roast is almost ready. I peek under the warm tin foil parcel and steal a slice of mouth-wateringly delicious beef before being whipped with a tea towel and banished from the kitchen. Sundays at home are the best.
 
   I walk into the living room where all of the men in my life are watching Seven Brides for Seven Brothers and I can’t help but laugh as I plonk myself down in Jackson’s lap and wrap my arms around his neck.
 
   “One gay wedding and you go all Rodgers and Hammerstein on me!” Jackson smiles as he ruffles the hair at the back of my head and turns my face to his for a kiss,
 
   “Pip called for you earlier, I answered your phone so it didn’t wake you. It’s on the table” I smile at Jackson as I get up to get my phone and return Pippa’s call, I sit on the stairs not wanting to disturb the macho men in the living room and press call on Pip’s name,
 
   “Oh my god, how good was last night?” Pip sounds worse than me, she hardly has any voice and I giggle as an image of her singing into the DJs microphone comes clearly into my head.
 
   We talk for a while about the wedding. Pip found it hilarious when Jackson shot Michael down and watched as Michael skulked off to the bar to drink himself silly. I hear Ben in the background singing loudly and ask Pip what he’s up to, she tells me that he’s cooking and that his food is absolutely to die for. 
 
   After a while Pip giggles and I hear Ben saying “Hi Rosie” loud and clear down the phone and then the sound of them kissing, 
 
   “GET A ROOM!!” I shout and burst into laughter as Pip chuckles on the end of the phone,
 
   “Oh crap that reminds me, I forgot to take my pill, well done RoRo!” as Pippa speaks a haze descends over my eyes and I gasp, 
 
   “Pip… I don’t remember when I last took mine. And I’m late!” Pippa falls silent for a moment before telling me she’ll be round about six.
 
    
 
   I eat my dinner in a daze. When Jackson and Mam both ask me if I’m ok I just tell them I’m feeling a little delicate. When Pip knocks the door at six on the nose I let her in and she just hugs me, I tell everyone that I’m going out for some fresh air with Pippa and my best friend takes my hand and leads me out of the house.
 
    
 
    
 
   Rosie is still a bit off colour since the wedding. I’m wondering if it’s some kind of virus rather than a hangover. Rafe and Matthew are heading off to New York this evening for their mini-moon, they’re having a proper honeymoon later in the year but Sophie has been running Rafael’s for two weeks now and Rafe is a nervous wreck. We’re all going out for dinner together before we drop them to the airport and I’m hoping that will cheer Rosie up. 
 
   We’re eating at Joaquin and Bernie’s bar and I can’t wait, I love tapas and know that Rosie loves being together there with all of her family. Her face lights up in those moments, the only time that she looks more beautiful is when she is overcome with pleasure underneath me.
 
    
 
   “You ready babe?” Rosie asks as she comes into the bedroom where I’m getting dressed,
 
   “Yeah I’m coming, have you seen my wallet babe?” I can’t find it anywhere and I can’t go out without it,
 
   “No but you don’t need it, come on we’re on a schedule” she smacks me on the backside as she leaves the bedroom,
 
   “You lot go, I’ll follow. Leave the key and I’ll lock up!” I call after her and continue to look for my wallet. 
 
    
 
   I hear the door close as I’m on my hands and knees looking under the bed. I remember paying for the taxi after the wedding but haven’t seen it since. I’ve looked downstairs and I know if I’d left it down there anywhere Bernie would have found it while she was cleaning so it has to be up here somewhere. I pull out the bedside table to look behind it and the drawer falls open.
 
   “Yes!” I knew I’d find it eventually, I pick up my wallet and I freeze.
 
   As I pick up the white stick from the drawer my mouth goes dry and I sit down on the bed. It takes a moment before I even look at the little window to see two blue lines and when I do, I feel sick. I’m not ready for this, we’re not ready.
 
   I put the pregnancy test back in the drawer and try to compose myself when my phone rings, its Rosie, 
 
   “Hey, you coming or am I eating your food?” she laughs but all I can think is that she’s eating for two now. I know my voice is monotonous as I answer, 
 
   “Yep, on my way”
 
   I paint on a smile through dinner. I laugh and joke with everyone and talk to Matthew all the way to Manchester airport as Rosie and Rafe sing and giggle from the back seat. The ride home with just Rosie and me in car could have been awkward and silent but I’m thankful when she falls to sleep. 
 
   As we arrive back at the house and I wake Rosie we hardly make eye contact before heading inside. Pip and Ben are sitting around the dining table chatting with Bernie and Joaquin and the smell of fresh coffee hits my senses, it’s just what I need right now. 
 
   At some point I need to confront Rosie about the test but right now I can’t speak to her. I can’t pretend anymore that there’s nothing wrong so I take my coffee out into the garden.
 
   I’ve been sitting thinking about what I’m going to do for about ten minutes when Rosie opens the conservatory door and speaks to me,  
 
   “Babe it’s getting cold are you coming in?” her voice sounds just at is always does. Not a care in the world and I wonder if she was ever planning on telling me.
 
   “No I’m fine!” I don’t even look at her as I answer, 
 
   “Right Jackson what the hell is wrong with you today? You may have been painting on a smile in front of my family but I know you, you’re being really off with me!” She walks over to stand in front of me and I glance up at her briefly before shaking my head and laughing,
 
   “You’re really not going to tell me are you? I saw the fucking test Rosie, I know you’re pregnant, and you know I’m not ready for that! I told you in Thailand that I don’t want kids!” my voice is low and I shake my head. I can’t help being angry, we always used condoms until she told me she was on the pill and now this.
 
   “Jackson…I…” she stutters over her words and steps back as I stand closely in front of her,
 
   “I can’t do it Rosie, I don’t want this” She looks me in the eyes with tears in hers and takes a breath before she speaks, 
 
   “The test isn’t mine Jackson, its Pippa’s!” 
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc350577023]Chapter Twenty 
 
    
 
   We’ve been back in London nearly two weeks and things between Rosie and I are tense to say the least. She is quiet and withdrawn and we haven’t slept in the same bed since we’ve been home. A lot happened while we were in Buxton; more that I can believe is even real. We have to go back up at the end of the month to give evidence against Jonah and then hopefully we can move forward. 
 
   I wish I could pin all of this bad atmosphere on him but the truth is that I know I’m to blame. I saw the reaction in Rosie’s eyes when I told her so venomously that I didn’t want the child that I thought she was carrying, but I can’t change who I am. 
 
   I don’t know where we go from here. I don’t want children and Rosie does so I don’t know what the future holds for us. What I do know though is that if we have any chance of making this work, I need to convince Rosie that I’m the same man she fell in love with.
 
   I knock the door to Rosie’s flat and Pip answers the door, 
 
   “Oh, hi sorry I didn’t know you were here, should I leave?”
 
   “No come in, I’m going now anyway. Rosie’s just in the loo” Pip picks up her coat and handbag and calls in to Rosie, “Ro, Jackson’s here. I’ll see you later babe,” she kisses me on the cheek and closes the door behind her.
 
   When Rosie steps into the living room she takes my breath away, her normally curly red hair is poker straight and drapes over her bare shoulders. She’s wearing her yoga trousers that hang low on her hips and the matching vest top that somehow pushes her boobs up and displays them like a work of art, she looks so incredibly sexy and I am eager to get my hands on her.
 
   “Rosie, you look gorgeous” I walk over to where she’s standing and feel her become tense as I put my hands on her hips to pull her close, “Rosie, can we move forward, please.”
 
   Rosie looks up at me through her lashes in that way that she knows drives me wild. 
 
   “I want to Jackson, I do, but…”
 
   “Rosie, I was a twat, I know that. Look I have a perfect weekend planned for us, I’ve really missed you. Come to my apartment with me, please” I stroke my hands around to her spine as I beg her to help me get ‘us’ back,
 
   “Ok, but you have to kiss me first” she smiles weakly and I oblige.
 
    
 
   I’m lying on Rosie’s bed watching her pack a bag for the weekend and I can’t help but get hard when she gets down on all fours to reach into the back of her wardrobe for something.
 
   “Jesus Christ, I love those trousers on you!” when she turns her head to grin at me I have to use my hands to try and adjust my jeans to accommodate my arousal. Her eyes are drawn hungrily to where I’m now stroking slowing and she moves with cat like agility to straddle me and pin my wrists down above my head,
 
   “You Mr James are a tease” she circles her hips, rubbing herself against my erection and causing me to buck my hips in response, as if it’s possible to fuck her through the layers of clothes we’re wearing,
 
   “I’m not teasing Rosetta; you can do whatever you want with me. I’m all yours” 
 
   She releases my wrists and leans down to kiss me as I dig my fingers into her hips and encourage her to keep moving, rubbing herself against me is making both of us hot. 
 
   “This is quite possibly my favourite outfit of yours, but I want it off you right now!” I am breathless with the ferocity of our kissing and can’t wait much longer before I’m inside her. 
 
   I sit up and encourage Rosie to lie down. I kiss across her lower belly and hip bones as I pull her trousers under her bum and sit up to pull them off, she’s wearing the black French knickers that I love on her and I’m tempted to leave them on, but as much as I love fucking Rosie with her underwear still on, I love making love to her completely naked.
 
   I pull them down and off before removing my own t-shirt. I pull Rosie to sitting and she raises her arms as I pull at the hem of her vest and raise it over her head and off. She undoes and removes her bra as I watch, looking into her eyes as she looks into mine.
 
   I’m kneeling in front of Rosie and am eager for her touch as she slowly undoes the buttons on my jeans and frees me, taking me immediately in her mouth as she pushes my jeans down over my backside. I’m glad I decided to go commando today and am free for her to suck and stroke as she pleases. 
 
   The feel of her warm mouth surrounding me makes me tip my head back as I push forward, offering myself to her. Rosie’s nails rake across my backside and come to rest on my hips. I look down and take a moment to enjoy watching her take me into her mouth. She circles with her tongue and the shockwaves cause me to lose my mind a little. 
 
   My fingers grip into her hair as she moves her head back and forward sucking hard when she reaches the tip. When she comes up for air and pumps her hands up and down my dick she looks up and me and smiles before licking her lips. I can’t take any more. 
 
   I pull out of her hands and push back, pulling her legs so that she falls onto her back and spreading them wide. She’s beautiful.
 
   I sit back on my heels and use two fingers to rub Rosie’s clit in circles; I can watch her reactions from here and can’t help but push my fingers inside as I lean down and circle the tip of my tongue around and over Rosie’s clit. She pushes her hips down as if she’s trying to force herself onto my mouth and working fingers and I suck, she arches her back and I take it as my invitation.
 
   Rosie’s head is hanging off the end of the bed as I lean up and pull her by her legs towards me. I know she’s ready for me and as I lean above her and push the tip of my dick inside her, her hands pulling on the back of my ribs encourage me to plunge hard and deep into her.
 
   Her head goes back and she arches her back up toward me as I find a delicious rhythm. I take Rosie’s hand and encourage her to rub her clit as I push hard into her and she happily obliges. 
 
   I feel the familiar clenching around me and it feels like I’ve been punched in the stomach as Rosie starts to rock toward me moaning uncontrollably. I feel my balls tighten underneath me and pick up my pace. The pleasure washes over me as the heat rushes through my body and I open my eyes to see Rosie become limp underneath me.
 
   Sex is so much more with her, I feel so connected to her in that moment, physically and emotionally. And if I can spend a lifetime making her come like that, I’ll be a happy man. 
 
    
 
   When we get to my flat I lock the door and tell Rosie that it’s staying locked until Monday morning. I make her switch her phone off and I do the same, I’ve already told Rafe that he can call the landline if he needs us, but only in an emergency, otherwise this weekend is just about Rosie and me getting back on track.
 
   “What are your plans then Mr James? Lock me up so that I can’t run and then ravish me all weekend?” Rosie is playful as she turns to face me and takes her coat off. The yoga trousers are back and all of a sudden the ravishing sounds like a perfect idea,
 
   “Hmm you will certainly be getting seen to Alvez, I promise you that” I walk towards her, “But first I just want to cook for you, eat with you, and cuddle up on the sofa with a DVD…is that ok?” she smiles and throws her arms around my neck, standing up on her tip toes to reach me,
 
   “Perfect!” she kisses me and my tummy flips over, we’re going to be ok…
 
    
 
    
 
   “You cannot be serious Alvez!!! Jurassic Park is one of the best films ever made, closely followed by Jaws!” I am defensive as she insults my favourite film, but can’t help laughing at her confused expression, 
 
   “I don’t understand; you seem so intelligent sometimes Jackson and then you say things like that!” She pisses herself laughing and I have to throw a cushion at her face to shut her up,
 
   “You’re dead to me Alvez!” I stand up and head to the kitchen for another beer as Rosie stops laughing long enough to take a sip of her coke, “Come on then Miss Empire Magazine, what’s your favourite film?” without thinking and with a completely straight face Rosie answers,
 
   “Cars! Closely followed by Days of Thunder!” then she smiles the very smile that got me into this mess in the first place and I laugh. I’m a lucky bloke. 
 
   The rest of the evening is spent listening to Emeli Sandé and debating our different tastes in film, literature and music. Before I realise it, it’s two am and we’re still talking. Rosie starts to yawn and I know it’s time for bed. 
 
   “Right then, it’s bedtime for me. Are you coming?” I stand and hold out my hand to Rosie and she lets me lead her to the bedroom.
 
    
 
   I take off my t-shirt and Rosie takes it from me, she puts it on and climbs into bed. I can’t help but smile as she stretches out and shivers in the cold bed. I take off my trousers and climb in next to her,
 
   “Mmm, you’re so warm” she rolls into me and rests her head on my chest while stroking her fingers lightly over my abs as she falls asleep. 
 
   I love lots of things about Rosie. The way she bites her lip when she’s nervous, and sticks her tongue out when she works, the way she sings in the shower as though she’s performing to thousands and sex with her blows my mind, but my favourite thing about her is this, the moments of calm, when there are no words but just the soft sound of her breath as she drifts into a peaceful sleep and the scent of her shampoo sending my senses into overdrive. I love her, I love us.
 
   It’s a gorgeous sunny mid-April Sunday morning as Rosie rolls over and smacks me in the face with her forearm,
 
   “Oh god Jackson, did I just hit you?” she wakes with a start and I pretend to hold my nose in pain, “Oh my gosh, I am so sorry!” 
 
   I can’t help but laugh as she sits up and pulls my hand from my face, and then smacks me for real for teasing her. She lies back down, resuming her position from last night and starts giving her orders, 
 
   “Stroke my hair then!” I of course oblige, she is the boss after all. 
 
    
 
   After breakfast Rosie and I sit at opposite ends of the sofa. Sunlight is streaming in through the large windows in my apartment. I keep peeking over the top of my book to glance at Rosie while she reads. I’ve never seen someone’s facial expressions change so much when they’re reading, one minute she’s frowning and then smiling, it makes me laugh and when she glances up I have to look back to my book to pretend it’s that amusing me and not her. The weekend has been amazing. No distractions at all, just each other’s company, good food and crappy films that Rosie has chosen to watch.
 
    
 
   Today has been so gloriously lazy, we read for a few hours together, we cooked lunch together and listened to music while we ate, we made love slowly before sharing a bubble bath and by the time I was standing in the kitchen cooking dinner, Rosie was napping peacefully on the sofa.
 
    
 
   “Ok, so we have Water for Elephants, or The Impossible, what do you want to watch?” I made the mistake of letting Rosie choose the films for tonight,
 
   “Erm, I really don’t mind babe, you choose. I’m going to sort some nibbles” 
 
    
 
   While we watch Robert Pattinson making friends with a circus elephant that shares her name, Rosie stuffs herself silly with Minstrels before starting on the Doritos and dip.
 
   “Go easy chubs, you’ll be sick!” I can’t believe how much food she’s put away today. I love that she enjoys her food and can’t help but laugh as she grins up at me with salsa all over her teeth, 
 
   “What? Do I have something in my teeth? Can I have a kiss? Go on, gimme a kiss…” Rosie sits on top of me and tries to pin my hands as she threatens to kiss me with food all over her teeth, 
 
   “Ooh go on kiss me, kiss me! Oh!” Rosie sits bolt upright and puts her hand over her mouth before jumping off me and running to the sink to be sick, 
 
   “Oh god. I’m so sorry. I’ll clean it up, I’m sorry!” 
 
   “I told you that you’d be sick, are you ok? Get some water” I stand and follow her into the kitchen to see if she’s ok,
 
   Rosie starts to cry as she tries to clean her vomit from the kitchen sink, 
 
   “Hey, come on, it’s ok. We all get sick from time to time, don’t get upset” she continues to sob when I turn her around and hug her into my chest, 
 
   “Rosie why are you so upset? I don’t love you any less because you ate too much and redecorated my kitchen you know” I smile but she pushes me away and heads for the bedroom, I follow Rosie and as I reach the door I hear her vomiting again in the en suite,
 
   “Rosie, are you ok?” I hear her crying through the closed door and tentatively push it open. As she looks up at me I realise there’s more to this, there’s a look in her eyes that I’ve seen before, 
 
   “I lied to you Jackson, I’m sorry” she slumps back against the wall next to the toilet and looks up at me defeated, “The test was mine, I’m pregnant”
 
    
 
   It takes a moment of silence before I can think straight, once that moment passes all I can do is walk away.
 
   “Jackson wait, please let me explain!” Rosie has pushed to her feet and followed me into the bedroom. I’m sitting on the edge of the bed with my head in my hands, “Please just listen, let me explain”
 
   Rosie kneels on the floor in front of me, begging me to listen but I am furious. I can’t bear to look at her right now, but I do, I look her straight in the eyes as I speak, 
 
   “Explain what Rosie? How you lied to my fucking face? How you have been lying to me for the past two weeks? I just cannot fucking look at you right now!” I stand up and push past her. As I leave the room I can hear her start to sob,
 
   “Jackson…Please…I’m sorry!” she’s followed me into the living room and speaks in between gasps for breath, it breaks my heart to see her cry like that but I’m livid with her.
 
   “Rosie don’t! Just bite your fucking tongue because I don’t want to hear it. I don’t want kids, you know that. Maybe that will change in the future but we’ve been together five bastard minutes and it’s been nothing but trouble since day one” Rosie collapses back onto the arm of the sofa and cries so hard that I think she may be sick again. I can’t talk, I can’t go to her. I just stand in the kitchen and stare down at the work top blankly.
 
   After a while Rosie stands and walks to the opposite side of the breakfast bar, she doesn’t raise her head to look at me, 
 
   “Jackson, I was scared, I still am…I don’t want to lose you” she speaks calmly but her only infuriate me more, 
 
   “So what you thought you’d just hide a pregnancy from me? What would you have done when you started to show? Were you going to trap me is that it? Were you just going to wait until it was too late to do anything about it?” I stare into her and she takes a step back, she doesn’t look upset now, she looks horrified. I stand my ground.
 
   “What are you saying Jackson?”
 
   “I don’t want that Rosie” I point to her tummy, “I don’t want to be a Dad”
 
   “So you would expect me to get rid of this baby? Is that what you’re saying?” Rosie is red in the face and clearly holding back tears as she asks the question,
 
   “Yes, that is exactly what I’m saying” I’m actually shocked myself that the words have left my mouth but I can’t go back on it now, they’re out there.
 
   “Fuck you Jackson!” 
 
   Rosie storms into the bedroom and I don’t know what she is doing until she comes back out with her bag and tries to open the front door,
 
   “Where’s the key? WHERE IS THE FUCKING KEY JACKSON?? Let me out now!” 
 
   “Rosie you can’t just leave now. It’s the middle of the night and we need to make a decision together on this” I have a calmed down a lot but my opinion hasn’t changed,
 
   “I’ve made a decision Jackson, you can go fuck yourself! I am having this baby; this child that we created together in what I thought was a loving relationship. You’re not who I thought you were”
 
   “Well that feeling is fucking mutual! You know that I’m not ready for this so how did you think it was going to go? If you thought it would all be ok, you’d have told me straight away. I’m not having this forced on me Rosie! And for the record, we didn’t do this together; you did this by not taking your pill!”
 
   “How fucking dare you! Nothing is ever one hundred percent Jackson, every time you didn’t wear a condom and came inside me we took the risk of this happening!” she is shaking, I can hear it in her voice and see it in her hands as she raises them to brush her hair back from her face,
 
   “Rosie, this is fucked up. You didn’t even want to move in with me and now you want a baby? It’s not the right time, why can’t you see that?” I’m speaking calmly and trying to make her see sense, but she starts to sob,
 
   “I’ve done it before Jackson! You have no idea what it is like to see a heart beating on a screen and know that you’re taking the decision to stop it, I do! I’m not doing it Jackson; I’m not killing this child! I was sixteen years old then, I’m a grown woman now and I’m taking responsibility for my actions!” 
 
   I am stunned; Rosie has never mentioned that she’s had an abortion before, or anything that hinted toward it. My brain whirs as I realise that it was probably from Jonah and I have to sit, I’m on information overload.
 
   “Jackson, let me go. I can’t look at you. I don’t want you anywhere near me! I am not having an abortion Jackson, no fucking way. I’m disgusted with you. You make me sick Jackson! Let me out now!”
 
   Her words cut me like a knife but I know I can’t make her stay, too much has been said. I really have lost her. 
 
   I open the door to let her leave and watch as she walks away from me and I can’t believe what just happened.
 
    
 
   I sit staring at the glass of vodka on the table while I bandage up the cuts on my hand. I lost it after Rosie left and before I knew what I was doing I had thrown a vase at the front door and put my fist through the door of one of the kitchen cupboards.
 
   I tried to call Rosie. Over and over again my calls were diverted to voicemail, eventually my call was answered and Pippa told me in no uncertain terms to back off. I tried to convince her to let me talk to Rosie but the line just went dead and when I called back, both of their phones were off. 
 
   As I sit in complete silence staring at the shattered glass on the floor it hits me that I’m going to be a dad, just like Joaquin and my Dad, whether I’m involved or not that is my child. Who am I kidding? I’m nothing like mine and Rosie’s dad’s, they’re real men, not the type to shy away from their responsibilities, not like me. It’s just another thing to add to my list of failures. 
 
   As I realise that I’ve probably just pushed Rosie away for the last time my hurt and rage overwhelm me, the glass that I’m holding joins the vase against the back of the door and I head into my bedroom, I need to try and sleep. Maybe this will all turn out to be a bad dream.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Rosie, I told you not to hide this from him, of course he’s angry” 
 
   Pippa tries to be rational but right now I just need her to hold me and tell me that I’m better off without Jackson.
 
   “Pip, he said he wanted me to have an abortion!” I’m not anti-abortion; I think there are situations where it’s understandable. I became pregnant from Jonah’s attack and would rather have killed myself than have to stare into the face of the product of that attack each day and be expected to love it. I went through with the termination and don’t regret it, but when I’m tired or sad I still see that tiny heart beating on the screen when I close my eyes and I can’t bear to add another one along with it. When a child is conceived in love, when the people are going to be married and spend their lives together, how can that be wrong? It’s not ideal to be pregnant when we haven’t even been together a year but we love each other, I thought we did.
 
   It’s three am, I couldn’t face going home alone so I came to Pip’s, thank god she’s a night owl and was up when I got here. When she opened the door I collapsed into her arms and she just sat holding me on the floor as I cried. She didn’t push me to find out what was wrong; she just waited until I was ready to talk. I would be so lost without her.
 
   “Rosie, I know it seems bad right now but remember how Jackson was with the kids in Thailand, he loves kids and he will come round. He’s just in shock and he’s angry that you lied to him”
 
   “I don’t want him to come round Pip, he’s not who I thought he was” 
 
   I am adamant that I am done with him. When my Mam got pregnant with Rafe she was a young unmarried Irish Catholic girl with no option of going home. Dad was just a kid himself, both just starting out in life and had only been together eight months but he stood by her side, he married her, and he still loves her as he did then even to this day.
 
   I continue rejecting his calls until Pippa takes my phone and tells him to leave me alone; she turns both of our phones off and has silenced the door buzzer. I have an appointment with Frankie tomorrow about the manuscript that I submitted a few weeks back, I am not in the right frame of mind but I know that I need to try and get some sleep. 
 
   I head into Pip’s bedroom and she passes me some pyjamas from her top drawer. We climb into bed and despite thinking that I was wide awake, as soon as my head hits the pillow I feel my eyelids becoming heavier as I try to block thoughts of Jackson out of my mind.
 
    
 
   When the alarm goes off at eight am it takes me a moment to recognise where I am. As I slowly wake up, memories of last night flood into every corner of my brain and I’m overcome with emotion. I’m furious and heartbroken at the same time and I push myself up out of Pippa’s bed as the tears start to fall from my eyes. 
 
   Pip is already up and drinking coffee on her balcony as I head out of the bedroom for the bathroom, I see my phone on the bookcase but I daren’t turn it on, I’m not ready to face whatever may be lurking on there.
 
    
 
   I shower on autopilot and without giving a second thought to what I’m doing I am dressed and leaving Pip’s apartment and heading for Gold Square. 
 
   I can’t face the tube today so I take a taxi to Shoreditch. The traffic is bad and I decide to get out where I am and walk the rest of the way, I’m only a couple of streets away.
 
   I listen to my heels on the pavement and the sound of cars driving by. Horns are being pressed in fits of road rage and the sounds of people shouting and talking, car stereos and busses hissing as they stop and start fill my ears.
 
   I try to focus on the here and now but my mind is whirring, running through Jackson’s words last night, I am still in shock. I know that he said he didn’t want kids, but he also didn’t want a relationship and now look at us. I turn a corner toward Gold Square and fight back my tears as I remember the venom in his voice and the look of anger in his eyes. 
 
   As I approach the crossing, the sound of revving engines Is deafening, the thought of pressing the button to stop the traffic crosses my mind but is quickly replaced by the first clear thought that I’ve had in days, 
 
   ‘Fuck him! I am having this baby, with or without Jackson James!’ 
 
   As I revel in the clarity of my decision, I step out… 
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