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Adjective


 


Not able to
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I lie awake looking at the
only colorless surface in this room: the ceiling. I have an arm wrapped around
Angel, and my other arm is resting against the pillow above my head. I can’t
seem to stay asleep, and it’s not from lack of being tired. I’m fucking
exhausted. As soon as I close my eyes, she moves or makes some little noise
that makes me think she is going to wake up. She’s restless, and it’s driving
me crazy. I know she is having a hard time with everything that has happened
since her mother called. All I can do is hold her tight and let her feel me, so
she knows I’m here for her. 


I’ve stayed as still as I possibly can. My arm
actually went numb hours ago, but I don’t dare move it, in fear of waking her.
The lack of feeling in my arm is nothing compared to what I feel when I see
tears run down her face. They fucking kill me, knowing I can’t do anything to
stop them. Her mother is gone and left behind a ton of unanswered questions.
Nothing I can say or do will help her with that.


After she told me she loved me, I held her in my
arms until she fell asleep. She once again cried into my chest, and there was a
point when I could no longer tell if the tears were from the loss of her mother
or the fact that she finally told me how she felt. I couldn’t even keep count
of how many times I told her I loved her. It was all I could say, but it didn’t
matter, not even those words had calmed her.


 My entire body stiffens as I hear my phone ringing
again. That’s about the tenth time since she’s fallen asleep. Thank God the
sound is muffled from being inside the pocket of my jeans, lying on the floor.
She has slept through all of them because I haven’t felt like getting up and
letting go of her. Whoever it is, I will call them later. 


I can’t decide if this breakthrough she had was
good or bad. I mean, I’ve known for a while that she loves me, and that she was
just scared to admit it. Now there’s not a doubt in my mind, but I wonder if
she only told me because her mom passed? She lost someone she loved. I hope she
didn’t feel pressured to say she loved me. I hope that she wasn’t thinking I was
going to leave her as well. I was telling her the truth when I said I would
have waited a lifetime to hear those words from her. Not one person or thing
could take me away from her.


I hear the front door open and close, followed by a
car start up. Courtney must have decided to go on home. I never did go back
downstairs after I brought Angel her soup. Soup that she didn’t even touch. 


I bring my arm from above my head and wrap it
around her small body, pulling her tighter to me. Closing my eyes, I try to
think about getting some sleep. I’m going to need the rest. I have a feeling
today will be a long day for Angel, making arrangements for her mom’s funeral.
I move ever so slightly, turning onto my side and taking in a deep breath. I
snuggle into her, holding her close against me, the scent of strawberries filling
my nose.





I hear a few hushed voices
coming from downstairs as I open my eyes. It’s still dark in the bedroom, but through
her window, I can see that the sun is starting to shine. I look down and Angel
is still sleeping. Trying my luck, I pull out from under her as slowly as
possible, stand, and grab my clothes. 


Once dressed, I pull my phone out of my pocket and notice
there are fifteen missed calls and over twenty texts. Who the fuck could have
called me that much? I scroll through and notice it was mainly my mom and Holly,
a few from my brother and Josh. Opening a couple of messages, I see they all
contain their worries about Angel. I haven’t called a single person since Josh
informed me that her mother had passed, and that Angel was here in Tulsa. I
also forgot that she busted her phone, which must be the reason everyone is
blowing up mine. I need to add that to my to-do list for today.


I leave the room quietly so I don’t wake her and walk
down the hallway to the stairs. As I get to the main floor, I hear a familiar
voice. I shake my head. There is no way that my mother is here.


I take off towards the kitchen and come to a halt.


“What are all of you guys doing here?” I say, eyes
darting from my dad to Micah, then to Holly and my mother.


“We came for Sam.”


I turn to look at the table. I didn’t even notice Josh
sitting there with Courtney on his lap.


“Good morning, hun,” my mother greets, ignoring my
shock. 


She walks around the kitchen and gives me a hug.
“Is Samantha sleeping?” she asks as she pulls away.


I nod my head. “How did you guys get here?” I wonder
aloud, still astonished that they are all standing in Marie’s kitchen.


“Well, we have been calling and texting you.” My mom
places a hand on her hip. “But you have been ignoring us.”


“I wasn’t ignoring you.” I run a hand over my hair.
“I was trying—” 


“It’s okay, we understand,” Holly tells me sadly.
“We were able to get a hold of Courtney and she came to the airport to pick us
up.”


“How long are you guys staying?” My days have been
all bunched together and it takes me a few seconds to figure out it is
Wednesday.


“We are staying until Saturday,” my dad answers as
he takes a sip of his coffee. “We have a late flight out that night.”


“Saturday? How are you guys missing that much
work?”


My father shrugs. “We wanted to be here for
Samantha. I have someone covering the office. Work will be there for us when we
return.”


I stand there watching him in a daze. My dad never
misses work. I don’t think the man has ever even taken a sick day. “Well thank
you, I know she will appreciate it.” 


“Do you know her plans for her mother?” my mom asks
as she goes back to frying some bacon.


I walk over to the table and sit across from Josh
and Courtney. “No, she hasn’t told me anything yet. I still don’t know how she
even found out.” I rub a hand over my stubble. The past twenty-four hours have
been crazy. I haven’t even had a chance to shave.


“Well, someone must have called her. You could
check her phone,” Micah suggests as he eats chocolate chip cookies out of a
polka dotted cookie jar.


“No, I can’t. She broke her phone when she threw
it.”


“Poor Samantha,” my mom says, laying down a plate
of bacon in front of me.


Josh and I both grab a piece and we start stuffing
our mouths. “Yeah, I should probably go wake her. See if she’s hungry. She
didn’t eat dinner last night.”


I shove another piece of bacon in my mouth as I get
up from the table. I walk up the stairs and enter her bedroom. Ambling over to
the bed, I pull the covers back and lie down next to her.


“Angel.” I rub her bare shoulder with my hand.


She shifts her body a little bit, trying to wake
up. “Angel,” I whisper next to her ear.


“What?” 


“Are you hungry, baby?” I ask, bending down to kiss
her shoulder.


“No,” she mumbles.


“You need to eat something,” I encourage.


She rolls over to face me but leaves her eyes
closed. She drapes her arm over my side and her eyes spring open, giving me a
breathtaking view of their bright green intensity.


“Why are you dressed?” She frowns.


I push some brown strands of hair off her face.
“Because it’s daytime.”


“Get up, get undressed and then lie back down with
me.” She smiles.


I’m having trouble gauging her mood. She seems
generally happy and I hate to admit that it confuses me. That was the last
thing I expected her to feel after the way she slept. Is this because of the
step we took last night or because reality of her mother hasn’t hit yet? Less
than 24 hours ago, she had a breakdown in my arms. So why does she seem so
happy?


I lift my hand and run my fingers through her soft
hair, it’s still damp from the bath I gave her before bed. “Are you okay?” 


Her smile drops off her face. “Yes,” she answers quietly.


“Angel, you can talk to me.” I brush my hand over
her cheek.


She shakes her head. “I’m okay, Slade,” she says
firmly as her green eyes stare into mine. “I promise. I just want to lie in bed
with you all day. Just you and me. Alone. Naked.” She bites her bottom lip
seductively as her hand makes its way down the covers. I hiss in a long breath
as she presses her palm against my zipper. I feel my dick getting hard but I
fight to ignore it. 


“Angel, I don’t think—”


“Please Slade,” she urges.


I search her features for a few seconds. The closer
I look at her the more I think she is about to start crying. She’s trying to
smile and look happy, but I know her too well. Her green eyes look shiny, and
they have a lost look to them. Like maybe she’s grasping at straws to stay
sane. I hear the soft sound of my zipper before I feel her hand seek out my
hard cock.


I lose all self-control at the feel of her soft
hand wrapped around me. I pull away, leaning up, and take my shirt off. I lay
back down beside her as I lift my hips, sliding my jeans and boxers down my
legs.


“See, isn’t this better?” She drags her hand up
over my chest as I settle myself on top of her and look down. 


“This is perfect,” I whisper as I lean my head down
to hers. 


She closes her eyes for a second and it brings me a
moment of clarity. What the fuck am I doing on top of her naked? Didn’t I just
tell myself this was not a good idea? While I’m trying to gauge her emotions,
she slides her hand between us and grabs my cock roughly. I have to hold back
another moan, fuck she drives me crazy. I just want to flip her over, putting her
ass in the air, and grab a handful of her hair. I want to hear her gasps and
whimpers. I want so badly to slip my fingers into her and see how wet she is
for me. Just to see if she really wants to fuck.


As I continue with my mental battle, she starts to
rub my cock against her pussy. I can’t take it anymore. I reach down, taking
her hands away, and then pin them both beside her head.


I swallow as I feel a small line of sweat form on
my forehead. Fuck, I love the way her body feels under me, especially when I
know she is pinned down and at my mercy. “We really shouldn’t.” My voice is
shaky.


 I’ve always known that Angel is strong, but she’s
only that way because she thinks that’s how she needs to be. I feel like we are
back to when we first met, and I wanted her to open up to me. I need her to be
herself with me, to let her guard down. I don’t want her to think that I’m only
with her for sex. Even though I enjoy showing her how much I love her
physically, it’s not the only reason why I am with her. I’m going to stand by
her side and hold her hand for as long as she needs me to.


“Is this a test?” Her voice gets my attention and she
lifts an eyebrow. “You want to see how well I can beg?”


Fuck! Please don’t beg.


She licks her lips and I tighten my hold on her
wrists, trying to keep my control. “Please, Slade. I need you.”


She has told me that before, but the only time I can
remember right now is when she sat on the end of this bed with tears rolling
down her face. That’s the only thing missing right now: tears. It’s like a
nightmare that keeps playing through my mind on repeat.


“Angel—” I’m about to tell her no, when she arches
her back and leans her head back. 


“Slade,” she pleads, “I need you to fuck me.” 


I have always had one weakness, my dick! Then I met
Angel. Put the two together and I’m just fucked! I’m a child who is being
offered the sweetest candy in the world. How can I say no to that? I’ve never
been good with temptation. 


I lean down and kiss her neck, eliciting a moan. I
let go of her wrists and tangle my hands in her hair, tugging her neck back
even further. I want to hear her scream like I know she can. She whimpers as I
pull her head to the side and nibble my way up to her ear.


“What do you want, Angel?” I rasp into her ear,
making her shiver.


“You. I want you inside of me.”


My cock jerks and I can’t hold out any longer. I
lean up on my elbow as I run one hand between us. I just slide a finger into
her wet and waiting pussy when we get interrupted. 


“Shit!” 


Angel squeals as she crawls underneath my body and
the sheets. I turn my head to look at Micah standing in her bedroom doorway
with his hands covering his eyes.


“What the fuck are you doing in here?” I laugh,
because this is too funny, and not the first time for him to walk in on me with
a woman. He’s lucky she is covered, because I have no problem punching him in
the face. 


“Holly told me the bathroom was up here on the
right,” he says as he turns his back to us.


“It’s the last on the left,” Angel calls out from
below me. 


“Uh, I’m so sorry,” Micah stutters as he shuts the
door. 


I smile down at Angel under me hiding. “Why was
Micah just standing in my bedroom doorway?” 


“Well.” I chuckle. “That was why I came up here to
wake you in the first place. Everyone is here.”


Her bright green eyes widen. “What do you mean
everyone?” she asks slowly.


“My family came to see you. They just informed me
they are staying until Saturday.”


“Slade,” she hisses, “why didn’t you tell me?” She
scoots her way back up my body and pushes on my chest.


I roll off her and onto my side, letting her get
up. 


“I had no idea that they were coming. I went
downstairs and they were in your mother’s kitchen.” I see the slight flinch of
her body at the mention of her mother. “I’m sorry.” I jump up, pushing the
covers off myself.


“For what?” she asks, pulling on her jeans.


I walk up behind her, wrapping my arms around her.
I bend down so my lips are at her ear. “I shouldn’t have said that.”


“It’s fine. I’m fine.” She shakes me off.


I stand back from her, running a hand through my
hair, confused. I don’t know how to take her right now. She was just begging me
to fuck her, now she is pushing me away. 


Should she be lying on the floor crying, clinging
to me for dear life? If I know my Angel, she is regretting the moment of weakness
that she had exhibited. I want her to know that I love her, all of her. No
matter how she feels or how much her mother’s death will change her, I’m not
going to leave her.


She throws on her shirt and opens the door, leaving
the bedroom without even a backward glance.


 Great! I feel as if I’m in one of those situations
where I would have lost either way. Sex or no sex, she would have been pissed
at me. I release a sigh as I stand up and throw my clothes back on, trying to
think of anything but her lying beneath me, so my dick will go down before
following after her.


 





I run down the stairs,
heading toward the kitchen, trying to calm my body. My heart is still pounding
from the heart attack I almost had when Micah walked in on us. And my body is
screaming to go back upstairs and rip Slade’s clothes off and make him give me
the release that I need. I don’t know why he was taking his sweet ass time to
give me what I know we both wanted.


I mentally give myself a little shake before I
round the corner and smile. “This is a wonderful surprise,” I say, walking to
the coffee pot. I don’t even make it to the counter when arms pull me into a
hug.


“I’m so sorry, Sam,” Holly whispers as she squeezes
me a bit tighter.


“It’s okay,” I assure her when she pulls away from
me.


“How are you feeling, honey?” Vivian asks as she
walks over, also giving me a hug.


“I’m fine.” I give her a small smile, wondering how
many times I am going to have to repeat those words.


After she releases me from a long hug, I finish my
walk over to the coffee pot. I pour some into a mug and then face everyone. It
is eerily quiet in this room that is holding eight people. I give a weak smile
as I take a sip and everyone watches me as if I’m on display. It makes me
nervous. 


“You guys didn’t have to come down here,” I blurt
out, the first thing I could think of to fill the silence.


“We wanted to be here for you.” Holly gives me a
small smile. “We figured you could use some help.”


“Yeah, I haven’t thought much about what I’m going
to do with everything.” I take a sip of my coffee. “Thank you for coming.”


“You don’t have to thank us, darling,” Vivian
replies.


I start to speak to her, but my eyes are drawn to
Slade as he walks over to the kitchen table where Courtney and Josh are
sitting. I see Josh fold up a piece of paper and place it in Courtney’s hands.
My brows scrunch as I watch her hand it off to Slade. It only takes me a second
to realize what it is. 


The letter from my mom.


I feel the wind knocked out of me. How dare they
pass that around like it wasn’t my mother’s final goodbye to me? I set my
coffee mug down and march over to Slade. 


I snatch the note out of his hand and briskly walk
out of the kitchen, fuming.


“Angel, wait.” I hear Slade call from behind as he follows
me. I choose to ignore him, stomping up the stairs and into my bedroom. 


“Angel,” Slade says softly as he comes through my
door.


“What do you think you were doing?” I whirl around
to face him. “Why would you pass this around?” I feel my anger start to fade as
sadness overtakes it. “Why would you let everyone read this?” I cry, as I stare
down at the paper in my hand. I have always felt ashamed that my mother hadn’t
wanted me, but the note proves me a fool. In a way, it seems that I didn’t want
her. That I didn’t try hard enough to be with her.


“I didn’t.” He inches closer to me and places a
hand under my chin, lifting it so that I can peer into his baby blues. “Baby, I
have been up here with you. I only went down there for a second. As soon as I
saw everyone, I came back up here to get you. I don’t know who found it or who
has even read it.” His eyes search my face. “I’m sorry.”


I take a shaky breath and hold back the tears. I’m
tired of crying. I’m tired of having an empty spot in my heart. Slade and I
took a big step last night and that makes me happy. I love him and I’m going to
move in with him. He loves me, really loves me. I mean, he came to me, he held
me, even when I was at my lowest. He gripped me tightly while his soothing
voice told me it was going to be okay, that he was here for me. That he would
always be there for me. And I believe every word that he said.


I look at his messy hair, the stubble on his square
jaw and his soft baby blue eyes. I have fallen madly in love with this man and
he loves me back.


“It’s okay.” I shake my head slightly. “It wasn’t
your fault.”


 He frowns as he stares at me, his eyes roaming my
face. “Angel, I want you to know that you don’t have to hide your feelings from
me. When I said that I love you, I meant that.” He runs his thumb over my
bottom lip, making my body tremble with the heat that it leaves. “I love you.” 


“I love you,” I whisper as I reach up, placing my
arms around his neck. I pull him down until our lips brush. I keep it soft and
sensual, although all I want to do is rip his clothes off and ravish him.


I pull away as he watches me closely. His face is
expressionless but I know he’s waiting for me to say something. “Honestly, I’m
okay.”


He stares at me a few more seconds before he nods
his head.


“I need to take a shower and get ready. I have to
start getting things in order. I don’t really even know what all I need to do.”


“I’ll help you. Whatever you need, I’ll do it. Just
tell me what you need me to do.”


I pull my shirt off, exposing my chest to him. I
watch his eyes as they land on my breasts. I unbutton my jeans and slowly push
them down along with my lace thong.


I smile to myself when he parts his lips. I think
this is the perfect time to finish what we started before Micah interrupted us.
I walk up to him until I feel his clothing against my naked skin. 


I take his hands in mine and place them on my
backside. “I need you, Slade.” Why hasn’t he already taken me? Can’t he see how
much better I am today than I was last night? I thought I had cried all the
tears I had left last night in his arms. And then after I told him I loved him,
I lost it all over again.


I started crying because he didn’t run away
laughing at me when I poured my heart out. He actually loves me as much as I
love him. And also, I felt guilty for how good it felt to know that. I just
lost my mother, who didn’t know how much I loved her. I wasn’t supposed to feel
loved and special when I was so selfish and stubborn toward her. To say it is
screwing with my emotions is an understatement.


But doesn’t he understand how I feel when he’s
inside me? I know he realizes that he takes away my ability to think, to feel.
Well, except about what he’s doing to me.


I look into his eyes and swallow nervously. They
look hard, like he’s mad at me for some reason. But the way his tongue runs
over his lips makes me think something entirely different and that throbbing
between my legs returns.


We made love one time when we arrived here on
Monday. And although he was gentle and I loved it, I’m ready for something a
little more aggressive. I want him to take me, to show me that he still owns
me. He takes me away from reality. To another world where lust and passion are
so overwhelming, all I can think about is him. All I can feel is him, taking me
higher and higher. I have come to need that escape, that release. Not only have
I fallen in love with this man, I have become obsessed with how his body can control
of mine.


I watch as he swallows, eyes still hard. He places
a kiss on my forehead and pulls away from me. “I need to go get you a new
phone. Do you want to stick with the iPhone or would you like something else?”


He has just turned me down. I try not to
show the hurt on my face. 


“Uh,” I stammer, “you don’t have to do that. I will
get a new phone later.” A phone doesn’t seem important right now, everyone I
could possibly want to call was standing downstairs in my mother’s kitchen.


“I’m going to get you a phone.” He turns away from
me, opening up my bedroom door.


“iPhone?” he asks again, turning his head to look
at me over his shoulder.


“Sure. Thank you.”


He nods then walks out the door, closing it softly
behind him.


I let out a breath and head to my bathroom. I turn
on the shower and step in, letting the water run over me as I wash my hair. 


I feel like we just took a huge step back. Why
would he do that? Does he not desire me sexually anymore? Maybe he finally sees
what a bad person I am. I mean, shit! All I can think about is getting laid
while his family is downstairs and my mother’s body is waiting to be buried.


I rinse out my conditioner and sit down, bringing
my knees to my chest. I lay my head down on my knees. I’m mentally exhausted.


He had a point, though. I do have a lot to do today,
but I don’t even know where to begin. Whom do I talk to first? I guess my
attorney would be the first person I need to call. I’m guessing Mom has a will.
She did mention that she was leaving me everything. I’m hoping she noted where
she wants to be buried.


I have never thought about dying. You would think I
would have, considering my dad died so suddenly, but I haven’t. My mom said
that my father had paid for her treatment. I’m sure he had contacted his
attorney to set up things for her just in case she didn’t make it. I know that
sounds bad, but that’s just how he was, always planning for the unexpected. 


I bet he never expected Mom to ignore me. He
probably thought she would have let me take care of her. Had I known what she
was going through, I would have never packed my bags the day after graduation
and left. I would have fought and argued with her until she caved. I would have
put my entire life on hold for her. Now all I have left is guilt, guilt that I
never came back demanding that she talk to me. Instead, I cowered behind a
phone once a month, offering her money. She probably laughed at me, thinking I
was trying to buy her affection. Didn’t it seem like I was though? 


I was just trying to give her what I thought she
didn’t have. I didn’t want her to go without. I thought it was the money that
made her hate me, so I was trying to remedy that. 


 “How was I so stupid?” I whisper into my knees. I hate
that she thought she didn’t need me. I also hate that I believed that
she didn’t need me. It’s more my fault than hers. All she had to do was ignore
a phone call. She would have never been able to ignore me had I had
shown up just once at her house. I would have seen her and known something was
wrong. Her body had been too small and frail, it would have sent up red flags,
and I would have gotten an explanation.


 I inhale deeply. I told myself I wasn’t going to
do this, that I wasn’t going to blame myself, that she wanted it this way. The thought
alone makes my chest ache and my breathing labored. How could she not want me?
She said she wanted me to live my life. I’m not going to let her down. I want
her to be proud of how I choose to live my life. That I have the strength to
pick myself back up and go on. She wouldn’t want me sitting on the floor
thinking about the things I can’t change. She wants me to live a life with no
regrets and I have already taken a step toward that by telling Slade I love
him. Even if he had turned around and walked away from me, I still would have
taken that chance. 


I take a shaky breath as I feel a tear run down my
face. I’ve always wondered about our future, but now I know where it’s heading.
We are moving in together. I wish I could ask my mom for some advice. She told
me that she knows Slade loves me, but I know there’s more to a relationship
than love. It takes hard work, from both partners. I know Slade is worth the
work but what if he decides that I’m not? 


I lift my head up when I think I hear the bathroom
door. I look around to see that I’m still alone. Was someone just in here? 


I stand up, quickly wash off, and turn off the
water. I wrap a towel around myself and open the bathroom door. 


Slade looks up at me from where he sits at the end
of my bed.


“Hey,” I say, walking over to him.


He flashes me a small smile and then his eyes drop back
down to his hands. I notice that he is holding a new iPhone. How long was I in
the shower?


He doesn’t say anything to me as I stand there, staring
down at him. I start to shiver, realizing my hair is a dripping mess, so I turn
and head back into the bathroom. I close the door behind me and redo the knot
in the towel to help keep it up. I pull the hairdryer out and get to work on my
hair. 


Is he mad at me? What could I have done for him to
act so distant? Slade and I both have some crazy emotions. It reminds me of the
first time we kissed outside of Larry’s. I tried to fight it, hell, I even
slapped him. I was so mad that he thought he could just drag me out of a club,
but really, the reason for my anger was that it was true. Even then, he had
power over me. I hated that I wanted him so badly, but at the same time, I was
giddy that he was jealous over me dancing with another man. In all honesty, I
wanted Slade to notice that man touching me. I wanted it to be Slade’s hands on
me, but since he wouldn’t dance with me, I just picked some random guy. I couldn’t
believe it when Slade had the nerve to call me a whore, judging me when he was
the one who slept around. Although, I’m sure the alcohol played a big part in how
all of that played out. In the end, my little manipulation worked, leading to
the best night of my life, and it’s just been getting better since then. Well,
in the bedroom that is, the other areas of my life have been shitty. 


As I finish drying my hair, Slade opens the
bathroom door and places my suitcase on the floor. “Here’s your stuff.”


“Where did that come from?” I had left it at my
house when I had gotten the phone call from my mother’s neighbor.


“Holly went by your house and grabbed it for you.” 


That was nice of her. Holly is another person I
don’t know what I would do without. 


I notice Slade is still standing there quietly,
staring at me. “Is something wrong?” I ask, wondering why he is acting so
strangely. He was fine last night and this morning. Well, he was until we went
downstairs and I grabbed that note from him.


“No.” 


I hold in a sigh. “Why are you keeping your
distance from me?” 


Instead of answering, he just continues to stare at
me. Usually when I’m in a towel, it’s off in a matter of seconds, right before
he’s lying on top of me.


He runs a hand over his face as if at a loss. “I’m
just giving you some space, Angel,” he says softly.


I turn my body to fully face him while I let his
words sink in. Do I need space? I look over his features and notice his
eyes are no longer hard, they look sad, and his beautiful lips are frowning. He
has his hand on the doorknob and his body positioned away from mine. Why
would he think I need space? He turned me down earlier, and then went to
get me a new phone. When he came back, I was still in the
shower….


It all starts to make sense. I had heard the
bathroom door open. He walked in and saw me, once again, huddled up on the
floor, when I had just told him I was fine this morning. He must think I’m
lying to him. Am I? I felt great when I had told him I loved him last
night. Then this morning I felt good about being in his arms, knowing that he
had said he loved me as well. I was okay until…until I had seen Courtney
handing him that note. Maybe I do need space, but if I admit that will he think
I mean for him to go back to St. Louis?


Why am I more confused now than ever? I look up
into his eyes and nod my head, because I don’t really know how to respond to
that statement.


He leaves, closing the door behind him. I reach
down to my bag and start pulling things out. I need to get ready and make some
phone calls. 

















[bookmark: CH02]CHAPTER TWO





 


I close the door and lean
back against it, closing my eyes. When I saw her sitting on the shower floor,
it broke my heart. I wanted to pull her into my arms again and tell her that I
love her. Then I remembered her telling me she was fine this morning. She
obviously doesn’t want me to see how bad she’s hurting, and who am I to make
her feel like she can’t help herself? 


When she asked me to have sex with her earlier, it killed
me to turn her down. I wanted nothing more than to bring her to her knees, have
her panting and begging. I need her just as badly as she needs me, but my
reasons are selfish. I need her because I crave her scent, her taste. I need to
feel her body aching for mine, to feel her come undone. I don’t even care about
my pleasure. I just want to please her. But right now, she only wants me to
help drown out her thoughts; she only wants me to take away her pain. 


After how hurt she was when she saw that note, I
know that she is not ready. I know sex will take her focus off of things, but I
don’t want to temporarily fix her emotions. I want her to grieve in her own
time, even if that means me just holding her in my arms every night as she
cries. Even if that means no sex.


I push off the door and head out of her room. Going
down the stairs, I hear everyone talking in the living room. I walk into the
room and take a seat next to my mom on the couch. 


“Where’s Samantha?” she asks. 


“She’s upstairs getting ready.” I notice that they
all got quiet as soon as I entered. “What were you guys talking about?” 


“Well,” Courtney says, getting my attention, “I was
just informing them that I am coming to St. Louis with you guys.”


My eyes immediately search out Josh. I should have
guessed that’s why he had a huge ass grin on his face.


I haven’t told them that Angel and I took it to the
‘I love you’ stage last night, and I also haven’t told them that I asked her to
move in with me. 


“What?” I turn at the sound of Angel’s voice and
see her standing behind the couch. “Why are you coming back to St. Louis?” 


“To help take care of you,” Courtney says as if
it’s obvious.


“I don’t need—”


“It’s okay to take time to grieve, Sam,” Courtney
interrupts her. “I’ll help, you can’t expect Slade to keep taking off work.”


“What do you mean, ‘keep taking off work’?” Angel
snaps, and I feel her mood shift into defensive mode. “I don’t need a
babysitter and I haven’t asked Slade to take off of work.” She glances over at me,
giving me a look of disbelief. I know what is going through that brain of hers.
She thinks I’ve been down here complaining about having to miss work.


“That’s not what she means.” I throw Courtney a
pointed look, silently begging her to backtrack her previous statement. Angel
already has enough shit to deal with; I don’t want her to think she’s putting
me out as well.


“Then what did she mean?” Angel turns to me. “Is
she going to stay at your house with us?” Her tone is hard.


“Wait. What?” Josh puts a hand up. “Why would you
stay at Slade’s house?” asks Courtney, clearly confused.


“You haven’t told them,” Angel states, glaring at
me. 


I run a hand through my hair and release a sigh.
This conversation is going south very quickly.


“Told us what?” Holly asks, bouncing up and down on
the couch. She can sense where this is leading and she is obviously excited.


“Slade asked me to move in with him last night,” She
pauses. “After I told him I love him.” I look around, watching the smiles on
everyone’s faces, except for Courtney. Then I look to Angel whose face is
expressionless. “But I guess our plans have changed.” She turns to walk off.


I stand quickly. “Angel, nothing has changed.” I
reach for her hand and hold it in mine. “I just haven’t told them yet. I didn’t
know if you wanted them to know.” I thought her mom passing was more important
than the news of us moving in together.


“Why wouldn’t I want them to know?” she whispers
looking down at the floor. When her eyes finally meet mine, they are watery,
and she looks heartbroken. “You don’t want them to know. That’s why you
haven’t told them.” 


I shake my head, placing my hands in her hair and
tilting her head up to me. “I love you,” I say loud enough that everyone in the
room can hear. I don’t want her to think that I’m embarrassed of my feelings.
“I asked you to move in. I want you to move in. Please believe me.” I run one
hand through her soft hair. “I haven’t said anything because….” I pause,
thinking of the right explanation. “Because that seems like such a minor
subject compared to why we are all here in the first place.”


Her eyes go wide and I hear someone inhale sharply.
She walks backward pulling her face from my hand. “You’re right.” She gives me
a small nod. “They are here because my mother died.” She swallows as her eyes
lock on mine. “God forbid I have something I actually want to be happy about.”
A tear trickles down her face.


“Angel—” 


She puts her hand up shaking her head at me. “I
understand.” 


I start to speak but am interrupted by the
doorbell.


She walks around me, heading for the door. I sit
down on the couch, running a hand through my hair. Well, that didn’t go so
well. I lean forward, placing my elbows on my knees. I look up to notice
everyone is staring at me. Well, not staring, more like burning holes into me. 


“What was that about?” Holly snaps


“She’s upset and grieving. She just needs some
time,” I respond.


“Doesn’t matter, Samantha is right,” my mom says,
“she needs something to make her happy.” She stands up from the couch. “And you
just took that from her.”


I throw my hands up in the air and lean back. “I
can’t win,” I mumble to myself.


“Just keep that mentality, son.” My dad chuckles.


I get up and head into the kitchen. I see Angel
placing a white ceramic dish covered with foil onto the countertop.


“That was nice of them,” my mom says as she leans
over to move things around in the fridge. 


“Yes it was. They shouldn’t have,” Angel agrees quietly.


“Who shouldn’t have done what?” I ask.


Angel stays silent as she continues to look down at
the dish. 


“The neighbors brought some food over.” Mom reaches
around Angel, and picks up the dish. She places it in the fridge then shuts the
door. She looks up at me then slides her eyes to Angel as she walks by me.


I understood the implication: beg for forgiveness.
Haven’t I been doing that since the moment I first saw her?


“Angel.” As I approach her, she doesn’t lift her gaze
from the countertop. “I’m sorry for what I said earlier.” I place one hand on
her back and, with the other one, sweep the hair off her shoulder so I can see
the side of her face.


“You were right.” She peeks up to me. “It wasn’t
that important.” I can still see heartbreak in her green eyes. I lean down to
give her a kiss but she pulls away. “I need to make some phone calls.”


My heart aches for her. I’m just trying to help her
out, but I’m clearly making it worse. I nod my head and turn around to leave
the kitchen, since I’ve been dismissed.


 





I take a deep breath,
wondering how in the hell I’m going to make it through this day. The excitement
of mine and Slade’s future is what is keeping me from breaking down. He
obviously does not share my enthusiasm. Should I reconsider my decision to move
in with him? Maybe he is having second thoughts about our relationship. Or
maybe he’s just ashamed of me. I am the selfish bitch who yelled at her mother
when she had informed me she only had three months to live. What in the hell is
wrong with me? Who does that? Someone who only thinks about themselves,
someone so selfish that they deserve to be alone the rest of their life.
I’ve always felt like the people that I loved have abandoned me, but maybe it’s
the other way around. 


I shake my head as I reach into my back pocket and
pull out my new phone. I’ll revisit those questions later. Right now, I have to
figure out what needs to be taken care of so I can get the hell out of here. 


I scroll through my contacts, thanking God that
Slade was able to get my numbers from my other iPhone. I find my attorney’s
name and let out a puff of air as I hit send.


It rings several times, making me wonder if I’m
just going to have to leave a voicemail.


“Walter.”


“Hello, Walter, this is Samantha Hall.” I swallow
hard, hoping he will say he doesn’t have time to talk to me and will have to
call me back. As much as I want out of this town and back to my old life, I
dread the part where I have to go over my mother’s instructions.


“Hello, Samantha,” he says, sounding surprised. “I
was just about to walk out of my office to come to you.”


“You’re coming over to my mother’s house?” 


“Yes, I have….” He pauses, and lets out a long
sigh. “Some papers for you to sign and I didn’t want you to have to leave. I’m
sure you’re trying to tie up loose ends so you can get back home.”


I take in a shaky breath. Those words sound just as
heart shattering as they did when he had told me and my mom he had papers from
my dad. 


 


My mom and I were sitting
in his office. He seemed apprehensive to tell me what the papers were about. 


“Samantha, your dad has left you his business,
Hall Concrete.”


“What?” my mother and I both ask. I said it like
all the air had left my lungs, but my mother had shouted it.


“He couldn’t have done that. That”—she points to
the paperwork Walter holds as she stands up—“must be a mistake. Check it again!”
she demands.


“There’s nothing to check, I’m sorry,” he says
sympathetically. “It’s all written right here.”


“Well, hand it over to me,” she says, looking
toward me.


I start nodding my head. She can have it. “I
don’t want it—”


“I’m afraid that’s not what Jack wanted,” Walter
interrupts me.


“Who cares what he wanted,” my mom snaps at him.
“This was not what we had discussed,” she cries.


I frown, discussed what? As far as I knew, my mother
and father never spoke. Maybe she is just as confused as me. 


“Why would he leave his company to you?” she
screams, making me flinch. I start to tear up and my throat closes. Why is she
so mad at me?


“I’m sorry, Mom,” I say as a sob threatens to
come up.


She gives me one last look of hatred as she
throws her purse over her shoulder before slamming the door on her way out.


“This is what your dad wanted. I don’t know the
reasoning, but he left you letters explaining.”


He reaches across the desk and hands me a few
papers. I wipe my eyes so the words don’t look so blurry.


 


Princess,


I know that you are probably
confused about why I left you a concrete company. But don’t worry, I want you
to sell it. Your mother and I always wanted the best for you. And believe me, I
know this company is not that. I know neither you nor your mom know how to run
a company, and a concrete one at that. I have a man who has been asking me for
years to sell it. Walter has his info, contact him and let him buy it from you.


I hope that you will not receive
this until you are older and have a family of your own. But if for some reason
you are still young, and I am no longer there for you, please do something for
me. Please take the money and live the life you deserve. The life that I always
wanted for you. Don’t get me wrong, you can still experience heartbreak and
loss with money. People are wrong when they say money can buy you anything. You
can have all the money in the world and still have nothing that holds value.
But I know you are strong. You’re my princess with the ability to save herself.
I love you. Never forget that. You have always been and will always be Daddy’s
princess.


 


I lean over the counter, trying to catch my breath.
“Okay,” I whisper, not able to say more.


“I’ll be there shortly.” He hangs up before I can
answer.


I stand up straight and look around the kitchen,
thankful that I am alone. I need something to keep me busy. I need something to
keep my mind off my dead mother and my boyfriend who thinks I’m broken beyond
repair. Am I? I went kind of crazy when my dad died. I had never lost a family
member before. So, when we lost him, I went off the deep end. My stepdad had
mentioned the word ‘therapy’ once but I wanted nothing to do with that. I
didn’t want to tell someone how my mom and I had drifted apart, that I thought
God had taken the wrong parent from me. I also didn’t want to be put on
medication. So, I stayed away from home. It’s not like I went to parties, I
just went to my father’s house. I enjoyed the silence there while I cried. My
mom didn’t want me at home anyway, she just yelled at me. Or she was yelling at
Greg. I knew they were on the verge of a divorce. They fought like cats and
dogs. They hadn’t even been married long, maybe a little over a year. He and I
never saw eye-to-eye because he always tried to be a father figure in my life,
and I pretty much told him to go to hell. That caused fights between him and my
mother because she didn’t back him up. She might have hated my dad, but she
knew how close we were. Just because she was married to the man did not mean he
was my father.


I need to clear my head, to think about something
else. I start rifling through the cabinets for something to cook. 


I find a container of noodles and see a glass jar
of spaghetti sauce. I open the freezer and find some frozen meat in there. I
frown; it’s the only thing in there. How was she eating? 


I pull my earbuds out of my front pocket and plug
them into my phone. I download the Pandora app and sign into my account. I want
to, once again, drown everything else out. 


I know it seems like I’m ignoring everyone and
maybe that’s what I am doing. I just need to keep my emotions in check.
Courtney had pissed me off when she mentioned Slade missing so much work
lately. I know it’s the truth. That doesn’t mean she has to point it out in
front of Mark and everyone else. I don’t know how much missing work affects
him, and I don’t want Mark to think that I don’t care about his son, that I
only think of myself. Because I don’t. I know Slade loves his job.


Courtney has always been the type of girl to tell
you how she sees it, even if you think she sees it wrong. Witnessing my
breakdown obviously told her that I am in need of help, but all I need is
Slade. I know that I can get through anything with him by my side.


I pull out a pan and start frying the meat. Does
everyone feel the same way as Slade? Should I not have been as happy about
moving in with him as I am? I will forever blame myself for the lack of time I
had with my mother, but will they always bring it up? 


I had just put the meat in the strainer when I see
two hands flatten on the counter in front of me.


I look up to see Slade standing there with a blank face.



I pull the earbuds out. “Yes?” I smile, not wanting
to fight with him. I just want us to be happy, not bring each other down.


He frowns, and it makes my shoulders slump.
“There’s a Walter here to see you,” he says carefully.


I nod and pick up the towel next to me, wiping off
my hands.


“Walter.” I gesture for him to sit at the table. I take
the chair across from him and Slade comes to sit next to me. I don’t hear any
other voices in the house. I wonder where everyone has gone.


Walter takes a deep breath as his brown eyes land
on mine. “I want to start out by saying I’m so sorry, Samantha. I can’t even
imagine what you’re going through.”


I reach out, grabbing Slade’s hand. “I’m okay.” I
give him a small smile. I will be okay. I will do what my mom wanted…live my
life. 


Walter scrunches his brow, then after a few seconds,
he opens up a manila envelope. “Your mom has arranged everything. She has left
you the house, her Tahoe, and also your dad’s car, the one he had left to her.”


“Yeah, she told me all of that in the note she left
me.” He nods. “How much does she owe on the house?” Would he know the answer to
that?


“It’s paid for.”


“What?” I question. “I know Dad built it for her as
a wedding present, but she took out a loan against it when I was in eighth
grade.” The only reason I know that was because I overheard the fight they had
about it. Dad was mad that Mom hadn’t told him she needed money. Instead of
going to him, she had borrowed against the house. She explained that her
husband wouldn’t want her borrowing money from her ex-husband. It had been a
very heated discussion.


He shakes his head. “Your dad paid it off not two
months after she borrowed on it.”


How did I not know that? I guess parents don’t
discuss financial business with their children.


“I’m sure you could get three hundred thousand for
it. It’s a beautiful home in a secluded neighborhood. The school district—”


I cut him off. “What do you mean, ‘get three
hundred thousand for it’?”


“Selling it.” He looks from me to Slade. “You are
going to sell it, aren’t you?” 


“No! Why would I sell it?”


“Because you live in St. Louis. You already have
your father’s home here in Tulsa,” he reminds me, like I could forget. 


“My dad built this home for my mother. I would
never sell it,” I state in a bitchy tone. Slade squeezes my hand and I look
over at him. He’s giving me a small smile but I can tell it’s forced. He’s
starting to get aggravated with Walter as much as I am.


“My apologies.” He pulls out some papers. “Your
mother has left all of the information you will need. She will go to Malcom’s Funeral
Home. The process will take a couple of days but you will have to go sign a
release.”


I don’t have the slightest idea what he is talking
about, but that doesn’t matter. The way he said it knocked the wind out of me.
I try to gulp in some air, but I’m getting nothing.


“What do you mean?” Slade questions, he can tell
I’m having problems breathing.


“That’s the process for the crematory. Even though
Marie had a will stating she wanted to be cremated, Oklahoma law states that
Sam has to sign off for it.”


“What?” I ask, hyperventilating. “Cre—” I can’t
even finish the word.


“You didn’t know her wishes?” Walter looks from me
to Slade, wide-eyed.


“No,” Slade barks. “She doesn’t know anything. So
watch how you fucking word things,” he growls.


“I’m…I’m so sorry, Samantha. I thought you said she
had left you a letter with what she had requested.”


“That wasn’t in there,” I whisper. “Why does she
want to be cremated?” That thought never even crossed my mind.


“Well, your father was cremated. Your mother was an
only child. Her parents are buried in Texas.” He shrugs, looking down at the
table.


I release Slade’s hand and place my elbows on the
table. I let my head fall in my hands as tears well up in my eyes. It’s not
that the thought of burying her was any better, it’s just I never thought that
she would want to be cremated. It’s like this nightmare is never-ending. 


“Can you give us a minute?” I hear Slade ask
Walter.


I feel Slade’s hand on my back as the sobs rack my
body and the tears come pouring out, landing on the table. I don’t know if I
can do this. Any of this. 


Slade wraps an arm around my side and pulls my
upper body into his muscular chest. I cry into his shirt. Once again clinging
to him, needing him, showing him how weak I am. Why do I feel like every time I
have myself under control something new comes along and knocks me back to the
ground?


“It’s going to be okay, Angel.” Slade runs his hand
down my back over my hair. “I’m right here,” he whispers.


I pull away from him, trying to rein in my emotions
once again. He takes my face in his hands, wiping the tears with his thumbs.
I’m glad I didn’t bother with makeup today. “I love you,” he says, looking into
my eyes.


“I love you too,” I reply in between hiccups.


He gives a little chuckle. “Do you want me to throw
him out?” He grins, finding amusement in that thought.


I laugh as I wipe the remainder of the tears from
my eyes. “No. I need to finish this.” I look down at my hands sitting in my lap,
and then back up to Slade. “I just want to get this part over with.”


He nods and gets up from the table to retrieve
Walter. For the next hour, the three of us sit at the table discussing
everything that my mother had wanted. From her belongings to her ashes. There
were times I couldn’t hold back the tears, and I just let them fall. Slade held
my hand the entire time and spoke for me when I couldn’t. It was like he was
reading my mind, and I was thankful for that.





“Thank you for coming over,
I was going to come to you.” I reach out to shake Walter’s hand as we stand by
the front door.


He looks down at my hand before pulling me into a
hug. “I’m so sorry, Sam.” He releases me and backs away. “Your dad and I were
close friends. I always told him I would look out for you, and then you go and
move away. Please keep in touch. If you need anything, call me. I will do
whatever I can to help you with what you need. And Slade.” He reaches his right
hand out to him. “Take care of her.”


Slade shakes his hand and then wraps an arm around my
shoulders “I will.”


Walter turns and walks out the front door and Slade
closes it behind him.


“Where is everybody?” I ask, on my way back into
the kitchen.


“They went out for lunch. When Walter showed up,
they wanted to give you some privacy.”


I get back to work on preparing the pasta. Slade
places his hand over mine, stopping me from pulling the strainer out of the
sink. “What are you doing, Angel?”


I look up to see him frowning. “Making spaghetti.”


“You don’t have to cook anything.” 


“I guess I should be doing other things right now.”
My mom had said that she wanted me to get rid of all of her belongings. She
wanted me to give everything to charity, to people less fortunate.


Slade grabs my hand and turns me to face him. “I’m
sorry, Angel. You have plenty of time to do the other stuff. If you want to
make spaghetti then make spaghetti. I’ll help you with the rest of the things
that need to get done.”


“Thanks, baby.” I lean forward and wrap my arms
around him. His chest moves as he breathes, and I’m suddenly very aware of how
close we are. I feel as if he hasn’t touched me since we were in bed this
morning. We are here alone and I want to take advantage of that. 


I pull back and push my hands up into his hair. He
closes his eyes and lets out a low moan. I bring his face down to mine and his
hands seek my hair. I close my eyes as my lips brush his. He kisses me sweetly,
our lips working together. I slide my tongue into his mouth. I want him, badly.
I need him inside of me. Sometimes you need more than words, this is one of
those times. I need him to show me that he’s here for me, that he still wants
me.


My breath hitches as he tugs on my hair. “Slade,” I
rasp into his mouth, releasing his head and placing my hands under his shirt. I
want to feel the warmth of his skin. I run my hands over his stomach and push
his shirt up, trailing over his muscles and onto his chest.


He lets go of my hair and grasps my hips, lifting me
up and placing me on top of the counter. My legs instantly wrap around his
waist, locking him in. I am so worked up I am ready to fuck him right here on
my mom’s kitchen island. 


I pull away from his mouth and place my lips on his
neck, licking my way up to his ear. 


“Angel,” he pants, “we shouldn’t….”


“Yes, we should,” I whisper in his ear. His body
shivers and I reach down to feel his hard dick pressing against his jeans. 


He grabs my face and kisses me hard, taking my
breath away. I feel a throbbing sensation between my legs and my heart begins
to race. I need him, need him to take away the pain that I can’t seem to shake
myself. I know an hour with him will feel like heaven, a dream. I want him to
take me away and give me some sense of security in this horrible life.


He pulls away all of a sudden, holding my hips, and
jerks me off the counter. I stumble on my shaky legs. I think he is going to
carry me off to the bedroom, but instead he starts fixing his shirt and my
hair.


“What are you doing?” I question as I try to catch
my breath. He looks unfazed, put together, and is breathing normal, a complete
one eighty from how he was acting five seconds ago. He looks nothing like how I
feel. I feel shaken up and out of control.


I peer into his blue eyes as they search my shirt.
“We have stuff to do,” is all he says as he turns and walks out of the kitchen.


I stand there, stunned, chest heaving. That’s the
second time he has turned me down today. Not counting the first time this
morning, when Micah interrupted us. 


What happened? 


Should I not want him? 


He said earlier that he was going to give me space,
but he was still here. He sat next to me while Walter was here. He chose to
stay with me while his family went out to eat lunch. But when it comes to
physical contact, he doesn’t want it. Is that what he meant by space? He
doesn’t want to be intimate with me? What did I say to make him decide that? I
was just ready to have sex in the kitchen and instead, he turned around and
walked out. 


I hear the front door open and close. Coming out of
the kitchen, I look down the hall to the front door, but there’s no one there.
I had expected to see everyone walking in from lunch. Instead, the house is
quiet. I cross the living room to the window, just in time to see Slade’s
rental car pulling out of the driveway. Where is he going? Have I pissed him
off? 


I don’t know what’s going on and I don’t have the
energy to figure it out right now. Maybe he’s going through something, too. I
haven’t heard him talk about work, but I know even though he’s not there, he’s
still getting emails, and phone calls. He was right; we do have more important
things to do.


Once again, I go attempt to make the pasta,
plugging my earbuds back into my ears. As soon as I am finished with dinner, I
am going to go to bed. I know it’s only midafternoon, but I just want a warm
bath and some sleep. The last two days have sucked away all of my energy, and I
am too drained to even try to figure out what the hell is wrong with Slade.
It’s probably just his job. Hopefully it will blow over soon.

















[bookmark: CH03]CHAPTER THREE





 


I readjust my pants as I
drive. Fuck, I had to get out of there. She does not need me the way she wants
me. She needs my encouraging words and love. She does not need a temporary fix.
She needs me to be strong so she can be weak, in case she needs to fall apart.
Not fuck her to take her mind off her problems momentarily.


I wanted to reach over and punch Walter when he
started talking to her, like her mother hadn’t just passed away. I could tell
she was having trouble breathing and was about to break down. All I can do is
hold her and reassure her that I am here for her and will stay with her. No
matter how hurt she is, I will not leave her.


That’s what I keep reminding myself as I drive. She
told Walter that she was going to pack up all of her mom’s things and give them
to charity. I need to help and do my part. Therefore, I left to get her some
boxes. 


Angel said we were only going to stay a couple more
days. She didn’t want me missing any more work. I had tried to tell her that
work could wait, but she wasn’t listening. What Courtney said earlier was
really bothering her. I never want Angel to think that my work is more
important than she is. She is the most important thing in my life. She is my
world. I would hate for her to think that she is less than my everything.


I try to focus on the road, even though I have no
idea where the fuck I am. I have never been to Tulsa before, and my mind continues
fantasizing about fucking her on that kitchen countertop. What is up with her?
Every time she touches me, it’s more desperate than the last. I want to be
gentle, to make love to her once again, but there’s no way I will be able to
stay soft when she has her hands on me.


I shake my head, pull into a Quiktrip and dig my
cell out of my pocket. I type Tulsa, Oklahoma into my GPS, looking for a
Lowe’s. 


 


Twenty minutes later I’m
walking through Lowe’s trying to find what I need when my phone rings. I pull
it out of my pocket and see that it’s my brother.


“Hello?”


“Hey, man, where are you?”


“I’m at Lowe’s picking up some stuff.” I walk down
aisle after aisle looking for the fucking boxes.


“Oh, okay.” He lets out a deep breath.


“Is something wrong?” I come to a stop in the
ceiling fan aisle. 


“No, we were just worried. We weren’t here long
before Sam went up to her room. She told us she made dinner, then just turned
around and went upstairs,” he says sadly.


I start walking again, but my heart hurts for her.
I can’t help but feel this hole in my chest, especially when I think back to
her lying on the floor in her mother’s room, everything around her destroyed.


“Walter upset her with a few things she didn’t
know. She probably just wants to be alone.” That’s how she is. She does not
like people to see her when she is down. Doesn’t she know that anyone else
would be just as heartbroken if it had been their mother who had died? “She
just needs some time,” I assure him, as I find myself once again wandering
aimlessly in this store.


“Okay, well we will see you when you get here.”


I turn around as a man is walking toward me. “Where
are the boxes?” I ask, obviously frustrated.


“How many do you need?” He takes off towards the
front of the store.


I run a hand through my hair. Shit, I don’t know
how many it will take.


Thirty minutes later, I walk out of the store with
three hundred dollars’ worth of boxes. When I get back to the house, everyone
is in the kitchen. I look around and notice they are all talking and laughing.
It breaks my heart that Angel is upstairs, probably crying her eyes out.


“What’s everyone doing?” I sit down at the table
next to Micah.


“Just visiting.” Holly looks over at me. “What’s
the plan?” she asks as she pops a cookie in her mouth. 


“Well, I know you guys said you were staying until
Saturday, but after Angel talked to Walter, she wants to head back on Friday.
She wants to spend tomorrow packing up all of her mom’s stuff and taking it to
a shelter here. Then she wants to drive her mother’s Tahoe back to St. Louis.”
We both had only purchased a one-way plane ticket since we didn’t know how long
we would be here. “Oh, and we have her dad’s car that’s out in the garage to bring
back as well, but I don’t want her making the drive alone. So I will drive her
in the Tahoe.” I turn to Micah. “Will you drive her dad’s car back? I’ll
reimburse you for however much your plane ticket was.”


He smiles and shakes his head. “Of course I will
drive it back and you’re not going to pay for my ticket.”


I look around at all of them. “I’ll pay for
everyone’s ticket. I know they will probably charge you a fee to change the
return flight.”


“You’re not going to pay for our flights. Coming
here was the least we could have done. We see Sam as part of our family, and
you do anything for family,” my dad says as he rubs a hand up and down my mom’s
back.


I just stare at them, feeling my chest swell with
pride. Will she see my family as her family? I want her to be my wife someday.
She didn’t think twice before she said yes about moving in with me. Will
marriage be too big of a step? Will this set her back? I’m getting ahead of
myself once again. I know I just need to give her time. 


I stand up from the table. “I’m going to go to
bed,” I announce to no one in particular. It’s not late but I’m fucking
exhausted from the lack of sleep last night. I have a feeling tomorrow will be
an emotional day for Angel, having to pack up all of her mother’s belongings.


I walk up the stairs and slowly open her door. She
is pulling a clean shirt over her head. “What are you doing?” I question,
hoping she doesn’t mention my leaving earlier.


“I have to go to the funeral home.” She walks over
to her bed and picks up her purse.


“Okay. Let me use the bathroom real quick and I
will go with you.” 


“No.” She turns to face me, and for the first time
I notice the circles under her eyes and how much smaller her body appears. She
looks exhausted and alone. I feel a stab of guilt in my chest about leaving her
earlier. She needs me. I walked away when she wanted me, and now she is going
to push me away.


“I want to go alone.” She places her purse over her
shoulder and walks over to her closet. She picks up a garment bag hanging on
the door.


“What’s in that?” 


“I picked out an outfit for my mother. I want to
view her before….” She pauses and it tears me apart. “Before”—she swallows—“they
cremate her. And in order for me to view her, they have to embalm her. So, I
picked out her favorite outfit.” She stops and looks down at the floor. “Well,
her favorite outfit from what I remember.” She takes a deep breath, making her
way to her bedroom door. “I want to have a memorial service here at the house
before we head back. So we won’t be leaving by Friday,” is the last thing she
says to me before she walks out, leaving me standing there, praying that what I
did earlier did not destroy us. So what if sex only temporarily fixes her
problem? She needs me and I abandoned her.


I sigh, feeling like an ass for walking out on her.
I head back downstairs to visit with everyone. I sure as hell don’t want to sit
up here with my thoughts of how much I have fucked up today. 


 





I walk out of the house without
saying anything to anyone. After I had finished cooking, I went up to my room
and took a nice hot bath. I was going to lie down and try to take a nap, but
first I had to call the funeral home that my mother wanted to use.


After discussing the necessary arrangements with the
funeral director, I went to her room and looked through her clothes. I picked
out the dress that she had worn for her and my dad’s wedding reception. She
always told me that she would have worn it every day if she could, that she
loved it more than her actual wedding dress. My grandmother had chosen her
wedding dress, and although it was gorgeous, my mom always said, “It just
wasn’t me, not my style.”


I laugh to myself as I drive down the highway,
remembering the way she would curl her lip, scrunch her nose, and shake her
head when she spoke. She always had the funniest facial expressions. 


I made the decision to go to the funeral home
alone. Slade obviously has something on his mind, and I don’t need him to hold
me every time I shed a tear. I have to see her, even though I know it’s no
longer her, and I have to tell her how sorry I am. Sorry that I wasn’t there,
that I ran when she gave me the chance. I have to let it all out or it will forever
eat at me. I want her to know that she means the world to me. That even though
I thought she didn’t want anything to do with me, I still loved her, every second
of every day. She was my mother and not even cancer can take that from me. 


I wipe a tear from my cheek as I pull into the
parking lot. I get out, carrying her dress and my purse. I steel myself as I
walk in the front doors. 


“Hello. My name is Shirley,” greets an older woman
with a blonde bob. “What can I do for you?”


“I talked with a Mr. Hopkins earlier. He said that
I needed to sign some paperwork.”


“Please follow me.” She takes me down a hallway, soft
elevator music filters in from speakers above. We come to an open door at the
end of the hall.


“Mr. Hopkins. This lovely lady is here to see you.”


He stands up from behind his desk and offers me his
hand. “Hello. Miss Hall, is it?


“Yes.” I reach out my hand to shake his.


“Please have a seat.” He gestures to one of the
chairs facing his desk.


I take a deep breath as I sit down, trying to remind
myself to stay calm. Freaking out right now would not be in anyone’s best
interest. 


He sorts through some papers and then hands me one.
“This just states that you release her body to us and that we have your
permission to cremate her.”


“What do you mean, release her to you?” I question,
as I sign my name, not bothering to read what he just explained.


“She is still at the morgue,” he tells me as he takes
the papers from my hand.


“Is that the normal procedure or is something
wrong?” I ask, panic overtaking me. Why would she be in the morgue? I was under
the assumption she was already here. 


“Oh, it’s proper procedure, nothing to worry
about,” he reassures.


I sigh as I lean back in my chair. I blink a few
times, trying to hold back tears. I feel so lost and alone right now. I don’t
know anything about this stuff. I wish I didn’t have to do any of it. But
there’s no one else and I would hate to miss a chance to be there for my mom.


I look down to see her dress lying over my legs. “I
brought an outfit for her.” I pat the garment bag softly.


“Let me take that.” He stands up and reaches for
it. “It will take a couple of days for the process.” He hangs the bag up on a
hook nailed to the wall and then sits back down. “She will be transferred here
and we will embalm her. You can come in, view her and then we will cremate her.
You said over the phone that you would like to do a memorial service?”


“Yes.” I pause, not knowing what to say. “I haven’t
seen my mom in five years,” I whisper, not wanting him to judge me, or my
mother for that matter. “I don’t know who all to tell about it.” I feel a tear
slide down my cheek.


He reaches over to grab a tissue out of a box. “You
can write the obituary, and I can place it in the paper for you,” he informs
me, while handing over the tissue.


“Okay,” I say as I feel a lump catch in my throat.
“I can do that.”


“I’m truly sorry for your loss.” He gives me
another tissue. “I am here to help you through this. Do you have any
questions?”


I nod slowly. “An urn, do you have any here?”


“We do. Would you like to see them?”


I take a deep breath, willing the tears to stop. My
mother is dead. I just saw her three days ago. I thought that I was going to
get to be in her life again and instead she was taken from me, for good.


 


I sit in my rental car
outside of my mother’s house. I didn’t want to drive the Tahoe, I don’t know if
I ever will. It was hers, not mine. That’s actually why I never came back to
live in my dad’s house. I just couldn’t do it. It was all too painful. Slade
once said that I’m the strongest person he knows. I wonder how he would feel
about me if he knew how truly weak I really was.


I picked out an urn and wrote a eulogy before I
left the funeral home. It was hard, and I didn’t know what to say, but I wanted
to do it. Mr. Hopkins was even nice enough to leave me alone while I cried my
eyes out. I don’t know who my mother’s friends were now, but I wanted them to
know she had passed, and for them to have the opportunity to come and pay their
respects. 


Mr. Hopkins said he would call me when she was
ready for me to view. I dread that call. I dread having to see her like that.
I’ve asked myself a thousand times what would have happened if I would have
just stayed instead of going back to St. Louis to pack up my stuff. Would I have
found her? Would I have had my chance to apologize for my outburst? I guess
life is full of what if’s. Some questions are just meant to remain unanswered.
That doesn’t mean you don’t go bat shit crazy thinking about them though.


I get out of the car and walk to the door with my
eyes trained on the ground. I’m hoping everyone is still in the living room so
I can sneak up to my bedroom. I really want to go to bed now and forget about
this horrible day, even if it is just for the night.


I open the door quietly and hear everyone talking
and laughing, and I smile. I’m very grateful that they are here. I don’t know
what I would do without them. Even though I have kept my distance from them, I
still know that they came here for me and that means a lot. 


I make my way quietly up the stairs and pull my
clothes off. I crawl into bed and let the tears fall again as I bury my face
into the pillow, not wanting anyone from downstairs to hear me. I wonder when
the pain will stop, if it ever will. 
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“That is not funny,” Holly
whines as Micah hugs her.


“Well, it would be cheaper,” he offers.


We all laugh.


“Are you trying to get in trouble?” my mom asks my
brother.


“What?” He shrugs. “Her mother is driving her
absolutely crazy! Eloping would be the easiest thing for her.”


“My mother would kill us both if we eloped and you
know that.” Holly pushes him away as she laughs.


“Have you set a date for the bachelorette party
yet?” I ask 


Holly shakes her head, and looks over to Micah.
“Actually, I have several dates, but every one I suggest, Micah is like ‘that
won’t work. So and so won’t be able to make that.’” She rolls her eyes.


“We have decided on Vegas,” Micah says as he
relaxes into the couch. “We want to have a joint bachelor/bachelorette party.
The girls do their own thing and we do ours. Then all of us meet up later and
party together.”


That sounds like fun. “How many are you thinking of
inviting?” I ask, taking a drink of a beer that they had picked up during their
lunch outing.


“I’ve got forty names written down.”


I start coughing on my beer. “Forty?” I choke out.
“Holy shit, Micah. Why so many?” We don’t even hang out with anyone besides Josh
lately. 


 He just rolls his shoulders. “I haven’t seen many
people since college, this gives us a chance to see everyone again.”


“Us?” I incline my head towards Holly. “Who do you
know from his college days?”


“Us.” Micah points a finger between me and him.


I have a sick feeling forming in my stomach. “Who
all are you inviting?” I ask cautiously.


He starts listing names and that sick feeling gets
worse. “Fuck,” I mumble after he finishes telling me every person he plans to
invite.


“I tried to warn him,” Holly says sympathetically.


Micah looks at me. “What are you so concerned about?
Sam loves you. Nothing to be worried about.” He points his longneck at me.
“Plus, it’s not like you are the same person you were in college. You’re in
love.” He sighs dramatically. 


I pick up a throw pillow from the couch and hurl it
at his head. 


There’s a silence in the room before Holly speaks.
“When do you think she will be back?”


I look down to my beer and start pulling on the
label. “I don’t know. She said something about wanting to do a memorial
service.” I look up to everyone. “Have any of you called to change your flights
yet?”


My mom and dad say no. Micah says yes. I look up at
my parents. “Keep yours for Saturday for now. I don’t know what all a memorial
service entails.” I take a swig of my beer.


They both agree. “I should order flowers tomorrow,”
my mom tells me. “Is she having it at the funeral home?”


Shit! “I don’t know.” I feel like a jackass
for not knowing any of these things. If I had stayed with her instead of going
to get fucking boxes, then I would know all of her plans. 


“Don’t beat yourself up, sweetie,” my mom says. “She
will open up when she’s ready.” She gets up from the couch and walks over to
me.


I stand and give her a quick hug. “Thanks, Mom. Thanks
to all of you. I know it means a lot to Angel that you all are here.” 


“She’s family,” Dad says, getting up from the couch
and hugging me as well. “We are going to go to bed. We will see you in the
morning.”


They hug Holly and Micah then head off to bed. I
walk over to the window and frown. “Did Angel take the Tahoe?” I ask, glancing over
at Micah.


“No, I saw her drive off in her rental car.”


I furrow my brow, looking back out to the driveway.
“Her rental car is right there.” 


Holly’s face turns sympathetic, as she says, “She
must have just gone straight upstairs.” 


I feel like someone has stabbed me in the chest. I
take a deep breath and walk away from the window. 


“Don’t worry, Slade. Sam loves you,” Holly tries to
reassure me.


I nod. She has probably been crying and didn’t want
any of us to know. “I’m going to head up to bed. I’ll see you in the morning.”


I go up the stairs and into her room. It’s only a
little after eight, but she has the lights off and is lying in bed with her
back to me. I shut the door and walk over to the bed. I empty out my pockets
onto her dresser and get undressed. I pull back the covers and slowly get in
behind her. I lean up on my elbow, looking down at her. Her face is so peaceful
right now. I haven’t seen it look this way in days. I lean down, giving her a
gentle kiss on her shoulder. “Good night, Angel,” I whisper. Then I lay back,
looking up at the ceiling. I normally pull her into me, snuggling tightly, but
right now, I do not want to wake her. She looks so calm. I don’t want to see
that sad look on her face when she realizes where she is and what tomorrow will
consist of. I want her to have sweet dreams, even if that is all they are right
now…dreams.


 





I wake up seeing a pink wall
in front of me. I blink a few times trying to get my eyes to focus. Once I can
see clearly, I turn over. There, lying next to me is Slade. I still feel a bit disappointed
that he left yesterday without explaining to me what happened between us in the
kitchen. It’s not like him to keep things bottled up. That is usually what I
do. He has always told me how he felt.


I need to clear my head. I have no right to think
that way. 


I sigh as I think of all the stuff I have to do
today. I climb out of bed, careful not to wake him. I throw on a bra, a tank
top, and a pair of cotton shorts. I put my hair up in a messy bun and slide on
a pair of flip-flops. I don’t bother with makeup, I’m sure I will end up crying
it off sometime later.


I check the clock and see that it’s six thirty-four
in the morning. I’m already behind. In all honesty, I probably should have
never gone to bed last night. I should have started packing. But I needed the
rest, and although my brain feels sluggish, my body actually feels well-rested.


I make my way out of the room and head down to get
some coffee. When it’s ready, I venture into my mom’s room with my cup in hand.
I figure this is the best place to start. I had looked around in here yesterday
trying to find the dress from her wedding, but I made it quick. There were no remnants
of glass from broken memories on the hardwood floors. I felt bad that I made
the mess, knowing that Slade was probably the one to clean it up.


I walk over to the closet and open the door. I step
in and run my fingertips over the clothes hanging up. My mother was petite. She
was about an inch shorter than me but weighed around the same. While in the
bathtub last night, I wondered about what I would give away, and I knew there
were quite a few things I wanted to keep. Like the sweater dress that she wore
every Valentine’s Day. My dad had gotten it for her their first year together
and it became a tradition for her to wear it every year. I don’t remember
exactly how old I was when I asked her why.


She had said, “Your father and I were shopping one
day and I spotted it through a store window. I just stared at it, thinking it
was so lovely. It was two days before Valentine’s Day. I was so shocked when I
opened the pretty box wrapped in red paper with a white bow and saw it. He said
he had gone back the next morning on his way to work and bought it for me. He wanted
me to put it on right then, said he couldn’t wait to see what it looked like on
me.” Her face had the biggest smile on it while recalling that memory.


She didn’t talk about my father much, but every now
and then she would bring him up and it always made her smile. I always thought
that she loved my dad more than she let on. But now I guess he had loved her
more. He stayed in love with her even when she had taken his trust and love for
granted and went into someone else’s arms. I guess his love wasn’t enough for
her. Will my love be enough for Slade? 


I come to the end of her closet, on the back wall
where there is a set of shelves. I smile as I look at her jewelry box. It’s
dark cherry wood and the lid opens to reveal compartments that hold her rings
and bracelets.


I open it and see my grandma’s wedding ring. She
had passed before I was even born but my mom said they got along really well.
She loved her son but also loved my mother just as much. 


My brow crinkles as I look around, not seeing my
parents’ wedding rings. I open the bottom drawers and still don’t find them.


Hmmm, I wonder where they are.


I know my mom had them. I shut the lid and turn
around. I need to start getting stuff done. I can look for the rings later. I
need to go through this entire house today. I begin by pulling her scarves out
of drawers. I want to keep them; she and I had a fascination when it came to
accessories: scarves, shoes, and purses. She taught me everything there was to
being a lady, while my dad taught me it was okay to be a lady that could kick
some ass.


“Do you need any help?”


I look up to see Holly standing there with her own
cup of coffee in hand. I smile at her. “That would be great, thanks.” I scan
the room and frown.


“What’s wrong?” Holly takes a step toward me.


“I don’t know what I’m going to put everything in.”
I hadn’t even thought about that yesterday. Maybe some trash bags. That seems
kind of tacky though.


“Use the boxes,” she says simply as she takes of
sip of her coffee.


“What boxes?” I look around once again. Did I miss
something?


“The boxes Slade bought.” 


I just stare at her, clearly confused. She lets out
a puff of air. “When Slade came in last night he said he had bought boxes to
pack with today.”


I feel a smile tug at my lips. Is that where he had
gone? I thought he just needed some time away from me, and really, he was just
thinking ahead. “Did he bring them in?” I ask her, walking out of the closet.


“I didn’t see him bring any in. They must still be
in his rental car. I’ll go grab as many as I can.” 


“I’ll go with you.” We both set our coffee mugs
down on the dresser and head out of the room to go retrieve the boxes.


 


About two hours later,
Holly and I had accomplished quite a bit. I sit on my mom’s bed as Holly holds
up a shirt of hers. If I shake my head no, she throws it in the box by her
feet. If I nod, she throws it to me and I fold it, placing it into the box by
me. 


“I’m excited about you moving in with Slade,” she
says as she holds up a blouse.


“Yeah,” I mutter, trying not to sound hurt about
the subject.


“He loves you, Sam.” 


“I know.” 


“Honestly, I think he is afraid to say anything
right now.” She holds up a shirt and I nod.


“I was just so excited and he acted like it was no
big deal.” 


“I know this is a big deal to him. I know he has
never been this happy.” She gets up from the closet floor and comes to sit
beside me. “I just think he’s afraid to show any happiness. He thinks you’re
hurting. He doesn’t want to walk around smiling and laughing, knowing you are
not doing the same.”


I fold the shirt, placing it in my keep box, and
look up at her brown eyes. “Holly.” I reach out and take her hand in mine. I
know if there is anyone I can get through to, it’s Holly. “I did break, I was
lying broken on this floor, crying my eyes out, trying to breathe. I thought I
was going to die and all I could think of was Slade and how much I loved him.”
I take in a deep breath as she smiles. “If my mom’s death taught me anything,
it is that a person can misunderstand a situation. When I was lying on this
floor, I realized I wanted him to know how much I loved him, no matter if he
didn’t feel the same. I just had to tell him. Then he showed up and I became
terrified. I thought it was a mistake, that my mind was playing tricks on me.
That, like my mother, I had been given the chance to make something right only
for it to end.


“Then when he held me, I didn’t want to let him
go.” I shrug. “When I realized that he was really here, I told him how I felt, and
I couldn’t be happier that he feels the same.” I stare down at her hand
squeezing mine. “But I don’t know why he’s keeping his distance from me now.”


“Like I said, Slade has never experienced something
like this. He’s clearly confused on how to react.”


“Thanks, Holly.” She leans over, pulling me in for
a hug. “Let’s get this finished up.” 


It only takes thirty more minutes to get all of the
boxes taped, labeled, and in the hallway. 


“What if these boxes won’t fit in the Tahoe?” I
place my hands on my hips looking down at them. I don’t plan on keeping much
but they are pretty big boxes and the Tahoe can only hold so many.


I feel two strong arms wrap around me from behind
and a face nuzzle my neck. “I will rent a U-Haul trailer to pull behind the
Tahoe if we need to,” Slade says in that deep voice that makes me break out in
goose bumps.


I smile, bringing my arms up to hold onto his
tightly. Then my face drops. “Crap,” I whisper.


“What?” Slade says letting go of me. I turn around
and look at him. 


“We will have to drive separately. Do you want to
drive the Tahoe or my dad’s car?”


“I thought of that last night. Holly and Micah are
going to follow us in your dad’s car.” He nods over to Holly.


“Oh.” Guess he got a lot figured out last night.
“Okay.”


“Is that okay? We don’t have to if you don’t want
Micah driving it,” Holly says.


“Oh no, that’s very nice of you guys. Thank you. I
just hadn’t thought of that.” I give her a small smile. It is a very good idea.


The doorbell rings, breaking up our conversation.
“I’ll go get that for you,” Holly offers, walking past us in the hallway. 


I look up at Slade and he is frowning. I remember
what Holly told me and I give him a little grin. I want him to know he doesn’t
have to walk on eggshells around me. I hate what happened, but that does not
change the fact that I love Slade and I want him to know how much.


“Sam,” I hear Holly yell from the front door.


I walk down the hallway with Slade following behind
me. I come to the entryway and see a man standing outside the front door. A very
nice looking man. He has on a tight black t-shirt, a black leather jacket, a
dark pair of jeans, and black boots. He has a chain that’s connected to his
belt loop, hanging against the side of his pants’ leg, and dipping into his
back pocket. He has dark hair, about the same color as Slade, but not as long
on top. His eyes are dark blue and his defined jaw is outlined with what looks
to be a few days of stubble.


“Can I help you?” I ask as I come to stand in front
of the door.


The man looks at Slade for a second, and then down
to me. I see his eyes soften as his face breaks into a small smile. “Sam,” he
says politely.


“Do I know you?” I question, tilting my head to the
side. He doesn’t look like anyone from school. The only person I have stayed in
contact with from Tulsa is Courtney. 


His smile drops off his face and he clears his
throat. “I, ah, need to speak to you,” he says not taking his eyes off of mine.


Slade comes to stand beside me. “She asked you a
question!” His voice is hard.


“Yes.” He nods, still looking at me. “You know me.
You just don’t remember me.” I feel a chill run up my spine. I know this man?
Where do I know him from?


“Sam,” he begins, placing his hands behind his
back. He must know that Slade has a tendency to punch first, ask questions
later. “I won’t keep you long. Holly said you were busy packing. I just needed
to come by and see that you were okay.” How does he know Holly’s name? Did
she introduce herself? His eyes leave my face and flash to Slade’s before
finding their way back to mine.


“I’m fine,” I say, unsure of what this man is doing
on my mom’s porch when I have no idea who he is. 


“Look.” His eyes shift to Slade again. “I don’t
mean to keep you guys, I just came to see you, Sam.” His gaze drops back to
mine. “I need to have a conversation with you. I need to tell you some things.”


My back stiffens over how close those words sound
like something my mother would say. “What do you need to tell me?” I ask
cautiously. How could this man, whom I don’t know, need to tell me something?


“Do you really not remember me?” He frowns as if
disappointed.


I shake my head.


He takes a deep breath. “It’s me, Tate.” 


I feel a small smile creep up on my face. “Tate?” I
whisper. How the hell was I supposed to know what he looked like now? Last time
I saw him I was ten, and that was over thirteen years ago. He had long shaggy
hair and was built like a scrawny kid. Those are not the words I would use to
describe him now.


“What are you doing here? I thought you lived in
Alaska.” His mother was my mom’s best friend. His dad had abused his mother.
One day she left him, took Tate, and headed off to Alaska to live with her
sister. As far as I knew, my mom had never spoken to her again, but I have also
been absent for the last five years.


I step closer and give him a hug. The smell of
leather from his jacket fills my nose as he wraps his arms around me, gently returning
my embrace before he pulls away.


“I wish Mom was here to see you,” I say with a sad
smile. She took care of him a lot. She felt bad that his dad was a drunk and
beat on his mother. I don’t know if he ever hit Tate or not, I never asked. 


He looks over to Slade then back at me. “How did
you find out that my mom had passed?” 


“Well….” He pauses like he’s trying to find the
right words. “That’s another reason why I’m here.” He inhales deeply. 


I instantly know this reunion is not going to go
well. I have had enough bad news to last a lifetime and I have a sickening
feeling about this one. “What is it?” I ask cautiously.


He stays silent for a few seconds. “I was helping
take care of your mother.”


“What? When?” Was she up in Alaska?


“Sam, you have to understand, it was what she wanted,”
he starts, defending her.


“What are you talking about, Tate?” I snap.


“She wanted me to make sure you were safe.”


I just stand there, stiff as a board. What the hell
is he talking about? “Just say what you came to say, Tate.”


He keeps his dark blue eyes on mine as he inhales
another deep breath. “I was the one who kept her informed on how you were
doing.” He takes a step toward the door, and I instantly step back, still not
breathing. This has to be a nightmare. How has he been able to keep tabs on me?
How did he ever find me? What all has he seen? Why would he report back to my
mother and not inform me that she was dying?


“How could you?” I whisper as tears start to fill
my eyes, making him a blurry vision.


His dark blue eyes bore into mine. “I’m sorry, Sam.
I want to explain it all to you.” He shoots a nervous glance at Slade and then to
Holly, who haven’t spoken. “But I think we should do it in private.” 


I feel Slade take a step toward him, but I place my
arm out to stop him.


“That’s not necessary. I’ve heard enough.” My voice
cracks and it makes me want to cry harder.


He reaches in his jacket pocket and pulls out a
card. I don’t know why, but I find myself reaching out with numb hands to take
it. “Please call me. I want you to know.” Then he turns around and walks to the
curb, slides a pair of dark sunglasses over his eyes, and climbs onto his
motorcycle.


He drives off and I stand there, still holding my
hand out with the card in it. What the hell just happened? Why does this shit
keep happening? Anger flares and I take in a deep breath as a tear falls down
my cheek. I have to hold myself together. Who cares if he was going behind my
back? He knows what he did was wrong, or he wouldn’t have told me that he
wanted to explain. Well, to hell with him, he can live with his guilt. 


 I reach out and slam the front door, making Holly
jump. I spin around, passing her and Slade, and race down the hallway to the
kitchen. I shred the card and throw it in the trash. I grab an empty box out of
the living room and storm up the stairs. I have shit to pack. I want to get out
of this God forsaken town and back to St. Louis as soon as possible. All I want
is to be in Slade’s bed, while he holds me tight, leaving this town and these
horrible memories behind.
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I stand there looking at
the front door.


“Did that just really happen?” Holly asks in
disbelief.


I don’t know how to answer that question. I saw it
with my own eyes but I can’t comprehend it. Some strange man just told my Angel
that he has pretty much been stalking her.


I want to beat the fuck out of him. 


How long has he been following her? Her mother told
me that she was always there watching over her. I shake my head. Marie could
barely walk. How in the fuck would she have been able to follow her around in
another state? 


“Fuck,” I growl. “The shit just keeps coming, right
when I think I have it figured out, just when I think she is going to be okay,
someone new throws something in the mix.” I run a hand through my hair.


“How does she know him?” Holly questions. “Neither
one of them explained that part.”


“What did he say when you answered the door?” Right
now, I don’t care how he knows her. I care why in the fuck he showed up here,
pissing her off.


“He just asked to talk to Sam.” She gives an
apologetic shrug. “I thought that maybe he was a neighbor coming to give his
condolences.” 


“Well there is obviously something there. They must
have been friends once.”


“I don’t think they are friends anymore,” she
whispers.


I turn around and head to Angel’s room. “Angel.” I
walk in and she is all over her room. She’s throwing some stuff in a trash bag and
other things are tossed into a box on the floor. She’s wrapping picture frames
in shirts before putting them into yet another box.


“What Slade?” she asks without even turning in my
direction.


“Are you okay? Do you want to talk about what just
happened?” 


“No,” she replies flatly.


I sigh and she spins around to face me, balling her
fist at her sides. “I want out of this town. I want out of this house. I just
want to get all this stuff packed up and head home as soon as possible.”


I can see the tears in her eyes. I feel so
helpless. I want to protect her from everything, but I can’t as long as people
keep showing up and hurting her. I walk up to her and pull her into a hug. Her
body goes slack against mine and she wraps her arms around my stomach. “I know,
Angel.” I lean down and kiss her head. “What do you need me to do?” 


“I have labeled the boxes that I want to be
donated. Do you think you could go and drop them off?” she says into my shirt.


“Of course.” 


She pulls away from me and her green eyes look up
into mine. “I just want to go home,” she whispers.


I can’t help but smile. She wants to get back to our
home in St. Louis. That makes a thought pop in my head. We haven’t really had
time to speak about what happened in front of everyone yesterday. 


“Angel.” I reach up and cup her face in my hands.
“I’m so sorry about yesterday.” She already has enough going on, I don’t want
her to have to worry about or doubt the feelings that I have for her. “I was
going to let you tell them, whenever you were ready.”


“It’s okay, baby. I understand.” She pulls her head
out of my hands and gets back to work.


I find Micah back in the kitchen. “Is that like a never-ending
cookie jar? Every time I see you, you have your hand in there,” I tease.


“There are several bags in the pantry, so I just
keep filling it up.” He looks down and grins. “I like it.” 


I guess he is talking about the cookie jar. 


“You can have it,” Angel says entering the kitchen.


I turn around as Micah looks up. “Oh, no.” Micah’s
face drops as he shakes his head.


“Really.” She flashes him a smile. “You can have
the cookie jar.” She shifts her attention over to me before he can protest
anymore. “Where are Courtney and Josh?” 


“They stayed at Courtney’s last night,” Micah
answers while shoving cookies in his mouth.


“Where are Mom and Dad?” I haven’t seen them yet
this morning. They had stayed here last night in the spare room.


“They went to go grab lunch,” Holly states as she
bounces into the kitchen. “You’re going to get sick from eating all of those
cookies.” She laughs, smacking Micah on the arm. 


“It will be worth it,” he agrees through a mouthful,
knowing she is telling the truth.


“Micah, will you help me load these boxes? I’m
going to haul them off while Angel continues to pack.”


“Yeah, I’ll go with you.”


“What are you going to do with all of the
furniture?” Holly asks Angel.


“I don’t know. I guess I could leave it here.” She gestures
around the room, and then shrugs. “I am keeping the house, so I guess I could
keep it furnished.”


 She reaches up and redoes her messy bun. A few
stray hairs fall around her face. I take this chance to let my eyes roam over
her sexy body. She has on a pair of black cotton shorts that are rolled down
twice, and a white tank top that shows off her full chest and small arms. Her
hair looks messy and she has no makeup on. I don’t think I have ever seen her
look more beautiful. And I don’t think I have ever been more turned on. 


She looks over to me with those bright green eyes.
They still have the power to take my breath away.


“What do you think?”


I mentally shake myself. “It’s whatever you want to
do.”


“I don’t know,” she says, frustrated. “I mean, will
I ever come back here? Should I just get rid of it?” She looks down to the
floor and rubs her forehead. She is starting to stress herself out. 


I walk up to her. “How about Micah and I take the
boxes you are donating, while you and Holly finish packing up what you want to
take with you. We can figure out the rest later. We can come back here next
weekend if you want. Hell, we can come back as often as you want.”


“That sounds like a good idea. I will worry about
the rest of the stuff later.” She reaches up and gives me a soft kiss on my
lips. “Come on, Holly. We have a lot to get done.”


The girls leave as Micah and I grab some boxes.


 


The day goes by quickly.
Micah and I end up making four trips total, filling the Tahoe each time. Mom
and Dad had shown up with lunch while we were making our first run. Dad ended
up helping us while Mom helped Angel and Holly. We had just gotten back from
our last trip when we hear the girls in the living room and I’m pretty sure
they are laughing.


“What are the girls doing in there?” 


“Oh no,” Micah says laughing as he walks into the
living room before me.


I come up behind him to see what is going on. The
girls are sitting on the couches, each holding a glass of wine. 


“Are we invited to join the party?” I tease as I
sit down next to Angel.


“Absolutely.” She hands me her glass, letting me
take a sip.


“How did everything go?” I ask cautiously, handing
it back to her.


“We finished. I packed everything that I want to
keep. The rest will be here when I decide what I want to do with it.”


“You’re not afraid something will happen to it?”
Micah asks as he pulls Holly onto his lap.


She shakes her head. “No, I’ll set the alarm. If
someone breaks in or if there is a fire, the alarm company will be notified.”
She takes a drink of wine.


“Has anyone heard from Josh or Courtney?” I ask,
looking at my dad who is drinking out of my mom’s wine glass. I smirk, knowing
he hates that stuff.


“Courtney called earlier,” Angel says with a dead
tone to her voice, letting me know that conversation didn’t go very well.


“What happened?” 


“What happened….” She pauses, and brings the wine
glass to her lips. “Is she and Josh have been spending the day packing up her
stuff.” She takes a deep breath and looks over at me. “She’s coming back to St.
Louis with us.”


She was serious? “She’s coming back with us?” I ask,
somewhat shocked.


“Yep. Guess she thinks I need a babysitter.
Whatever! I told her she was not staying with us. I heard Josh practically beg
her to move in with him.” She rolls her eyes and lays back onto the couch. “I
told her if she wanted to, she could move into my rental house because my lease
is not up yet. I told her she was not staying with us,” she repeats,
showing me that the wine is affecting her.


I lean back, placing an arm around her shoulder,
bringing her into my side. “That sounds like a good idea.” I can’t wait to have
Angel living with me. Just the thought of having her there, 24/7, has me grinning
like a fool.


“What are we doing for dinner?” Micah asks.


Angel lifts up her wine glass. “This is my dinner.”



“Mine too,” Holly says.


My dad looks over to my mother. She holds up her
wine glass, and announces, “I’m with the girls.” 


I wish Angel would eat something. She has barely
eaten anything in the last three days. I can tell she has lost a few pounds and
it worries me. 


“Well then, I will just eat cookies.” Micah stands
up and turns around to face us. “Is there leftover spaghetti, Sam?”


“Yes.”


“Great, that was delicious. I’ll have spaghetti and
cookies.” He beams at us, before making his way into the kitchen.


“I’ll eat that as well,” my dad states as he stands
up.


I lean over and kiss Angel on the forehead before getting
up to follow them.


 





My body is floating and my
eyes are heavy. I feel as if I am mobile, but I can’t move anything.


“Slade?” I whisper. I know he is close. I can smell
him and it is turning me on.


“I’m right here, Angel,” he answers quietly.


“What are you doing?”


“I’m carrying you to your room. You fell asleep on
the couch.” I feel him bend down and then I hear a doorknob turn.


Now I remember. As soon as the guys had left with
their last load, I had lost it again. All my mom’s things that I didn’t want
were gone. I would never see them again. Then there was the fact that Tate had
come by today, plus there was no escaping Courtney’s plan to follow us back to
St. Louis. It was just all too much. Vivian had gone to the liquor store and
bought us several bottles of wine. 


I wanted to drown out the bad thoughts and
memories. Holly suggested we toast to new beginnings: me moving in with Slade
and her marriage into the Long family. We celebrated all right. Once the guys
got back, we all sat in the living room while the guys ate dinner. Now I’m
drunk and horny. I want him.


He lays me down on the bed and I hear him move away.
I slowly open my heavy lids and see him going into my bathroom. I feel a burst
of energy surge through me. I sit up quickly, even as the room tilts. I take in
a deep breath, pull my shirt up over my head, and then unfasten my bra. I let
my body fall back onto my mattress as the room continues to spin. I close my
eyes and shove my shorts, along with my underwear, down my legs. I toss them
with my foot, not knowing where in the hell they land. I lay there, breathing
like I just ran two miles, completely exhausted. I feel like I’m going to be
sick.


No! I take a few deep breaths to calm down.
I am not going to get sick. I’m going to get laid. I feel a smile creep over my
lips. I maneuver my body to get under the covers and wait for Slade to come to
bed. It doesn’t take him long to emerge from the bathroom. I close my eyes,
peeking out from underneath them and the covers. I watch him stand next to the
bed as he takes off his Nikes. He unfastens his jeans and pushes them down
along with his boxers. My eyes land on his dick and I lick my lips as I think
about it being in my mouth. He reaches behind him and pulls his shirt up over
his head. I watch his arm muscles work as they strain against his tight skin. I
want to run my hands all over him. 


He plugs his phone in and crawls in bed next to me.
I pretend to stay asleep. I want to wait until he’s on the brink of sleep before
I pounce.


I watch him close his eyes as he exhales a deep
sigh. He must be stressed out. Well, I’m going to fix that.


It doesn’t take more than a few minutes for his
body to relax and his breathing to even out. 


I crawl my way under the dark covers. I place my
hand on his ripped abs, travelling over his defined V, until I grasp his cock.
His body jerks a little as he starts to harden.


I lean up and run my tongue along his length. I
feel like I haven’t tasted him in ages. Just as I wrap my lips around the tip,
I feel his hand make its way into my hair, and I smile around him. That’s
right baby. Tell me what you want. I love when he takes control, how he
tells me what he wants without saying the words. 


I pull away from him and lick my lips. I bend down
and suck him into my mouth. His hips come up off the bed a bit as he pushes
himself deeper down my throat. I moan and I feel the shiver that runs through
his body.


His hand tightens in my hair, almost untangling my
messy bun. I frown as he pulls me off of him. 


Then the covers are pushed back to reveal his face
looking down at me. I smile. He sits up a bit and puts his hands under my arms,
pulling me up to lay on top of him.


“Why did you stop me?” 


He ignores my question as his baby blue eyes roam
my face. His features are expressionless like he’s in deep thought.


“God, you are so gorgeous.” He reaches up and pulls
my bun out, letting my hair fan over my back and fall over onto his chest. “You
know that? I have never seen someone as perfect as you,” he whispers, running
his knuckles down my cheek.


I just stare at him because I don’t know what to
say. That’s the way I see him, too. Perfect.


“Your beautiful skin, soft lips.” He then takes his
thumb and runs it over my bottom lip. “Mesmerizing green eyes.” His baby blues land
on mine and I feel lightheaded. Those eyes have always had the power to see
into my soul. “So perfect,” he whispers as he pushes a strand of hair behind my
ear. “My Angel.”


I can’t speak. He still has the power to render me
speechless when he talks to me as if I’m the only woman he’s ever seen. 


I place my hand on his muscular chest and shut my
eyes. I love to close my eyes and touch his body, just feel as my hands
rolls over each muscular curve. I let my fingers trail down his sides. I reach
in between our bodies and take his still hard dick in my hand once again. 


“Angel,” he breathes out.


“Slade.” I sigh as I bite back a smile. 


I want to drive him wild. He’s been standoffish for
the last couple of days. I love how gentle he can be, but I’m at my breaking
point. I want him to take me, to show me that I am still his. I want him
to dominate me, letting my body know where it stands, under his control.


“Angel,” he murmurs again as I feel his fingers in
my hair. He pulls me closer into his chest as he slowly pumps his hips into my
hand.


I flick my tongue out, letting it run along his
collarbone until I come to his neck. I lightly nibble on him. 


He tugs on my hair, lifting my face away from his
chest. “Open your eyes, Angel,” he commands softly.


I obey and look down at this gorgeous man that I
call mine. He releases my hair and places both hands on either side of my face,
holding my hair back.


“How did I ever get you?” he whispers in awe.


“Just lucky, I guess,” I tease playfully. 


“I must be very lucky.” 


“You’re about to get lucky.” I wiggle my hips, rubbing
my most sensitive part against his erection.


“I don’t think—”


“Why not?” 


He moves and places me on my side, facing him. “I
want to just lay here with you. I want to hold you while you fall asleep in my
arms.” He reaches up and runs his hand up my side. “Nothing in this world
compares to holding you in my arms, Angel.”


I give him a small smile.


“You know the first night I met you?” I nod my
head. “I drove you home in your car and placed you in your bed. I hated leaving
you.” He grins. “I wanted to crawl in bed next to you and hold you all night
long.”


“You did?” I question, somewhat shocked.


“Yes.” He removes his hand from my arm and places it
in my hair. “I couldn’t wait to hold you like this.” He wraps his arms around
me, pulling me as close as we can get. “I knew then, that you belonged in my
arms.” He gives me a gentle kiss. I close my eyes as I kiss him back. When he
pulls away, I keep my eyes closed and I think of how right he is. Nothing
compares to being in his arms. 





I groan as I wake to my alarm
going off. I had set it for six-thirty again.


I shower, dry my hair, and put a little bit of
makeup on. I want to look as good as I feel. Because other than a small
headache, I feel okay. One of the hardest parts is over, going through all of
her belongings. Today is a new day, a day to start fresh, and one more day
closer to going home.


After I finish getting ready, I tiptoe downstairs
to make a pot of coffee. I am going to need it. Once again, I didn’t sleep well
last night. 


I make my way into the kitchen and start the machine.



“Good morning.”


I look up to see Holly standing there. “Do you
always wake up this early?” The last two days she has been up before me.


“Yeah, I’m a light sleeper. So every morning when
Micah gets up for work, he wakes me up.” She shrugs, sitting down at the table.
“So I’m used to getting up early.”


I pour her and myself a cup of coffee before joining
her at the table. We sit there quietly for a few minutes before Holly speaks.


“Can I ask you something?”


“Sure,” I say, taking a sip.


“What are you going to do with your dad’s house and
the vehicles he left you?”


“The house, I don’t know.” I set my cup down. “There
are two trucks there as well and I haven’t even thought about what I’m going to
do with them.”


She nods before taking another sip of coffee.


I sit back in my chair and sigh. “I don’t know
about anything.” I run my fingers through my freshly washed hair. “On one hand,
I feel it’s all sentimental and I should keep everything. On the other, I also
feel like it’s a part of my past, just weighing me down. Something that I need
to come to terms with and move on.” 


“But?” 


“But I’m moving in with Slade.” I peer up at her.
“If Slade ever chose to leave me, I wouldn’t stay in St. Louis. I would come
back to Tulsa. It would be too hard to be that close to him,” I whisper. “If I
keep the houses here, I’ll have a place to come back to. To start over
fresh…again.”


“Well, that makes sense.” She’s silent for a few
seconds until I look up at her. “But he’s not going to ever let you leave.” She
smiles, bringing her cup to her lips.


I laugh at her while shaking my head, and finish
drinking my coffee. “Guess I will start loading the truck with the boxes.”


“Oh, Slade and Micah did that last night after they
ate dinner.” 


“Oh.” I stand there, thinking, before I feel my
phone start to vibrate.


“Hello?” 


“Miss Hall, this is Mr. Hopkins at the funeral
home. Your mother is ready for viewing,” he says as nicely as possible, but it
still breaks my heart.


“Oh, um, okay.” I take in a shaky breath. “When may
I come by?”


“Sometime today is fine. You’re having the service
tomorrow at your house, correct?” 


“Yes.” 


“Then anytime today is fine.”


“Okay, I’m already up and around. I will head on
over.”


I hang up and stare at my phone for a few seconds.


“I’ll go with you.”


I look up to see Holly’s sad face, and I just nod.
I don’t want to wake Slade and this time I don’t want to go alone.


I stand up from the table and follow her out of the
house. I get in the driver’s seat of my rental car and we head to the funeral
home.


 The drive is silent as I replay the good memories
of my mother from when I was younger. She used to bake for me and Tate.
Sometimes several different things a day. She would sit on the back porch and
watch as Tate and I jumped on the trampoline or swam in the pool. There were
times that Tate would stay with us for days. My mom would even buy him clothes
when she would take me shopping. As a kid, I didn’t understand much about that
at the time. Tate was like an older brother to me. I never asked any questions
about his family or why he had his own room at our house. I would only overhear
phone conversations every now and then when my mom was talking to his. My mother
would usually say, ‘it’s okay. You know he can stay here as long as he needs
to’. 


I never understood how my mother could go from
being so caring and nice to treating me like I didn’t exist. I guess now I have
a few ideas about why she treated me that way. She wanted to push me away, and
I’m sure it killed her just as much as it did me.


I frown as I think of all the fun Tate and I once
had. How could he do what he did? How could he keep such a major secret from me
knowing the pain it would eventually cause?


I quiet my rambling thoughts as we pull into the
parking lot of the funeral home and get out of the car.


“Hello, Miss Hall,” Shirley greets us as we walk
in. “Follow me.”


She leads us down the hallway and through a set of
double doors. 


“Take all the time you need dear,” Shirley says
politely before she leaves us alone.


The tears start to form before I can even take my
next breath. I walk up to my mother’s body with sweaty palms and trembling legs
as tears roll down my face. I feel a heaviness in my chest when my eyes lock on
her. She looks nothing like my mother, she looks lifeless and cold. The good
memories of her flood my mind. When I wasn’t in trouble, she was so much fun.
We would play games and laugh, she would let me have sleepovers, and she would
spend most of her time baking cookies for me and all my friends.


I don’t hold back the sob that comes from my
throat. “I’m so sorry,” I whisper, “so sorry I wasn’t there for you. That I was
so selfish. I’m sorry for thinking that you didn’t love me.” 


I feel a soft hand on my back and turn to see
Holly, silently crying. I wrap my arms around her as we cry together.


“I’m so sorry, Sam,” she croaks out, gripping me
tighter.


I just nod my head because I can’t speak right now.
What have I done? How could I have thought my mother didn’t want me? She must
have been so scared. She must have thought I was the most horrible person on
earth. How could a daughter abandon her mother? How could I have said the
things that I did and then run away? I have always run from things that
frighten me. I don’t know why. Growing up, I was loved as a child. I mean,
yeah, my parents were divorced but so what? I’m not the only child to come from
a divorced home. They both loved me very much and were both affectionate toward
me. I just changed when my father died. I guess my mom had, too, just for a
different reason. I had lost my father. She had lost the only man she would
ever truly love and she knew she was losing her life as well. She knew that
their only daughter was going to be left alone to face the world. And so that’s
exactly what I’m going to do, I’m going to be the daughter that they raised. I
don’t want them to be ashamed of me. For all the wrong things I have done, I’m
going to face them with everything I have.


“Thank you,” I say as I pull away. I turn back
around one last time to my mother. “I love you,” I whisper as I bend over and
place a gentle kiss on her cheek. “I will always love you, Momma.” Then I turn
around and walk out of the funeral home with my best friend by my side.


 My newfound strength starts to fade with every
passing mile on the way back to the house. I could never be someone that they
could be proud of. I am a selfish person who did not deserve to be their
daughter. After Holly pulls into the driveway, I get out of the car, and walk
in the house.


“Where have you been?” Slade demands as he stands
up from the couch. I had left my cell in my purse on silent. I figured he knew
where I had gone since I was with Holly. Guess I was wrong.


“I went to view my mother,” I whisper.


“I’m sorry, Angel,” he says as he inches towards
me. 


I raise my hand to stop him. “I just need some time
alone.”


He stops a few feet away from me and nods his head.
I walk past everyone as the tears start to fall once again. I don’t want to be
around anyone. Sometimes a girl just needs to be left with her thoughts, no
matter how terrifying they might be.
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“Is she going to be okay?”
I ask as I walk back over to the couch and sit down.


“Yeah.” 


I look up at Holly. Her voice had cracked and I
couldn’t help but stare at her.


She shakes her head as Micah scoots closer to her
and gently wraps her up in his arms. “Are you okay, baby?” 


 “It was horrible,” she cries. “She was so
heartbroken, and the stuff she said to her mother.” Her shoulders shake as she
places her head in her hands. “I can’t imagine what she is going through.” 


Micah leans back against the couch as he pulls her
close to him and kisses her hair. He looks up at me and exhales a sigh.


If she is this upset, I know Angel is probably up
there having a panic attack. I jump off the couch and run up the stairs, taking
two at a time. 


I hate that I let her push me away. I just don’t
know when to let her be and when to reassure her that I’m there for her. 


I lean up against her door and listen. I don’t hear
anything, so I open it slowly. Searching the room, I don’t see her, but then I
hear soft cries coming from the bathroom. 


I open the door and walk in. My heart drops when I
see her soaking in the bathtub with her knees to her chest, her head resting
atop them. 


I pull my shirt over my head roughly and strip off my
shoes, socks, jeans, and boxers. This is one of those times that I need her in
my arms. I need to comfort her and try to help her. 


I step in the hot bath behind her and slowly lower
myself into it, gritting my teeth. Fuck, the water is so hot. I don’t know how
she can stand it.


“Angel.” She hasn’t even looked up, just continues
to cry into her knees. 


I run my hands up her back and over her shoulders.
I pull her back to my front. “It’s okay, baby. I’m here for you.” I wrap my arms
around her as she tries to quiet her sobs.


She tenses and attempts to pull away from me.


I squeeze tighter. “You shouldn’t be alone,” I say
softly. I don’t want to make it worse, but it can’t be good for her to be by
herself either. Last time she was alone she destroyed a room and had a
breakdown. If that’s what she needs to do, that’s fine with me, I just want her
to know she can do it in front of me. 


Her body lightly shakes. “Let it out, Angel,” I
whisper. 


She reaches up and shoves my arms away. She stands
and water splashes out of the bathtub and onto the floor. She turns to me, sniffling,
and I hold in a sigh as I see tears run down her face. 


“I want to be alone. Why can’t you understand
that?” she cries.


I stand up and grab a hold of her arms. “I’m not
going to let you go. I’m not going to let you keep things bottled up inside.
It’s not good for you!” 


“You can’t fix it, Slade.” She raises her voice.
“It’s over, she’s dead,” she sobs out. 


“Talk to me,” I plead, reaching up and brushing
away the tears streaming down her face. “Please, Angel. Let me be here for
you.”


She crashes her body into mine as her arms wrap
around me. “I don’t know what to say,” she replies honestly. “One minute I feel
great and want to live the way they wanted me to. Then the next I—” Her sobbing
restarts, cutting off her words.


I run my hand down her smooth back, and bend down
to kiss her hair. I know that was a huge step for her just to admit that much.
I won’t push her anymore. “Come on, let’s sit back down.”


She allows me to guide us back down into the tub.
Once situated, I reach over and grab her soap. I lather up my hands before I
start to run them over her back and shoulders.


“I’m trying,” she says quietly.


I stay silent as I continue to rub her back. I
don’t want to say anything that will stop her from telling me how she feels.


She pulls away and angles her body so she can face
me. “I want you to stop asking me about my feelings, Slade. I honestly don’t
know what I’m feeling. It can change within minutes. I know I’m a tad crazy
right now and that’s why I wanted to be alone.”


“Angel, you’re not crazy.” 


“I feel like I’m going crazy.” She looks down,
running her hand through the bath water. “And I don’t want you to see me this
way. I don’t want you to think differently of me,” she whispers.


“There is nothing you could do to make me see you
any differently,” I say, gently placing my hand on her back. 


She keeps her head down and nods before she turns around
and leans back against my chest. I know she thinks I’m lying. And she can think
that all she wants. I know how I feel about her and, once again, I’ll just have
to show her. 


 





I stand in my old closet,
looking at the black lace dress that hangs at the very back all by itself. It
haunts me.


The ironic thing is that my dad bought it for me. I
can’t even remember why I wanted it. I didn’t go on dates and this dress was
one to be worn to a fancy restaurant.


He got it for me during my sophomore year. He had
taken me and Courtney shopping at the mall. She had spotted it and thought it
would look great on me. I tried it on because it was very beautiful. Once I
stepped out of the dressing room, Courtney started telling me how pretty it
looked. My dad insisted on buying it for me. I told him that I didn’t have
anywhere to wear it, and he informed me that I would someday. 


The even more ironic part; he was right. I ended up
wearing it for his funeral. My father’s funeral was different. I didn’t get to
say goodbye to him, he was unrecognizable from his accident. He died instantly
due to the head trauma, and his spinal cord had been severed. Even though they
were divorced, my mother was listed as his next of kin. My mom had seen him but
didn’t feel that I should. I took her advice and stayed in my room, bawling my
eyes out. I now know why she reacted the way she did when he passed. I should
have seen the signs. She was gone a lot. She must have been going to doctors’
appointments all that time.


We didn’t have a memorial service for him. Mom just
had him cremated. All of his workers had stopped by the house to bring us
things and offer their condolences. That was about it.


I approach the garment and take it off its hanger,
knowing that I’m going to wear this dress for the second time in my life.
However, one thing I’m certain of is that it will be the last time. I slip it
on over my black lace bra and panties.


I walk out of my closet and look at myself in the full-length
mirror. It may be a tad inappropriate for a funeral, but it just feels right.
It’s a black, silk dress with a high, scoop neckline. It’s fitted, and the
length hits about mid-thigh. It has a black lace overlay and lace three-quarter
length sleeves.


I brace myself on the edge of the bed and slide on a
pair of red high-heels. I sit there and take in a few deep breaths. I turn to
look at the bed as Slade begins to stir. He must be exhausted because he never
sleeps in at home. He is always having to get up so early for work. 


He mumbles a few things that I can’t quite
understand as he pulls the covers up over his head, making me smile. I remember
us in the bath last night and frown. He washed me from head to toe. Once again,
I wanted to beg him to take me, make me feel something other than my loss, but I
was not in the mood to be turned down. He didn’t spend any extra time on my
breasts or touch me as if he were desperate to have me. So I knew he did not
want me sexually and I hate that it made me feel even more alone.


I stand up and walk to the bathroom, needing to do
something with my hair. Ten minutes later, I give up on trying to do anything
fancy with it. I just pull my bangs up and pin them back, before taking out the
curling iron and fixing the rest into loose curls.


I add some makeup, which I keep very light, just some
foundation, powder, and mascara, finishing it off with some nude lip-gloss. Then
I head downstairs, I need to start cooking. 


I don’t know how many friends my mother had or how
many are going to show up. But I want them to have something to eat.


Just as I put some cookies in the oven, Holly
enters the kitchen. “Do you need any help?”


I look up at her and smile. “Yes, thank you.”


I help her get the ingredients ready to make
lasagna and French bread. I’m not sure what you’re supposed to offer at
funerals, but I have to do something.


We have our backs turned as we wash our hands in
the sink, and I hear hushed voices. I turn off the water and we turn around to
see Slade and Micah both filling up the kitchen entryway. Slade is wearing a
pair of gray sweatpants with a black wife beater and it makes me smile.


He walks over to me and wraps me in his arms. He
looks down at me as he pushes a piece of hair away from my face. His eyes
search mine and he seems apprehensive about something.


“Are you okay?” 


He gives me a sad smile, shaking his head. “I’m
fine, Angel.” He sighs. “It’s just—”


The doorbell ringing interrupts him. “One second,”
I say as I move to answer the door. 


“Delivery for Miss Hall,” a man says, standing
there with a bouquet of flowers. 


“Please come in.” I step aside for him to enter.
Yesterday I had ordered five bouquets of pink lilies. They were my mom’s
favorite. She bought herself flowers every Sunday and set them on the kitchen
table.


I lead him into the living room and start pushing
the couch out of the way. 


“Angel,” Slade admonishes as he enters the room,
“let Micah and I do that.” He takes my hand from the back of the couch. “What
are you wanting to move and where do you want it?” he asks softly.


“I just want them moved back a bit.”


I bend over and start dragging the coffee table.


“Stop, Angel.” Slade puts his hands on my arms. “We
will do it okay?” 


I take in a deep breath, I know he’s trying to be
nice, but I’m perfectly capable of doing shit. 


“I want it over there by the fireplace,” I call
out, heading back into the kitchen, where I finish preparing the food with
Holly.


 


Around noon, the funeral
home shows up and I let Slade handle it. I stay in the kitchen. I don’t know
how I’m going to feel once I see the urn. I just keep telling myself to stay
busy. Maybe if I stay preoccupied the day will fly by and I won’t have to
endure any more.


It’s not much longer before people begin filtering
into the house. I hear Slade greeting them and directing them to the living
room. I just don’t want to face them. I’m afraid of what they might think of
me. I know this isn’t about me, but I’m afraid they will know how horrible I
was.


That they will ask questions like: 


“Where the hell were you?” 


“How come we never saw you?” 


“Why weren’t you there for her?”


Those are all questions that I don’t have answers
for. I hear the doorbell ring once again, as I pull the cookies out of the oven,
and then I hear Slade’s voice. 


“You need to leave.”


The way he growled that has me rushing out of the
kitchen and to the front door.


“I don’t want to fight you,” I hear a man say.


Slade lets out a little laugh like he would gladly
take on the guy. “Then fucking leave.” 


I come to the hallway and look toward the door. I
can’t see much because Slade is standing in the doorway taking up all the
space.


“Slade?” I question nervously.


“No need to worry, Angel,” he answers, keeping his
back to me.


I come up behind him and push my way past him to
see Tate standing outside with his hands in his pockets.


 What the hell is he doing here?


His eyes look me up and down, and he seems to be
considering what to say as he rocks back on his heels. “I saw the obituary in
the paper,” he states sadly.


I release a sigh, not wanting to be a bitch and
turn him away. My mom had done a lot for him, practically raised him. I don’t
have the right to tell him he can’t say goodbye.


“I told you to leave,” Slade demands.


I begin to speak but Tate beats me to it. “I will
only leave if Sam tells me to,” he growls back at Slade.


I place my hands up, not wanting a pissing match on
the front porch. “Let him in.” I start to turn around but Slade places a hand
on my arm, stopping me. 


“You don’t have to do this, Angel,” he says softly,
and then he looks over at Tate with hard eyes, mouth set in a tight line.


I glance back to Tate as well, and he appears as if
he hasn’t slept in several days. He has bags under his handsome blue eyes and
the hair on his face is more untamed. I turn to Slade. “Everyone deserves a chance
to say goodbye to someone they loved.” Locking eyes with Tate, I continue to
speak to Slade. “My mom loved him like a son. I know he loved her as well.”
Then I turn and walk back into the house.
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I run a hand through my
hair. I don’t know what the fuck to do. I look up at Tate. Loved him like a
son? What the hell did that mean? I thought they hadn’t seen him in a long
time?


“You can come in, but leave her the fuck alone,” I
growl. “This is already a tough enough day as it is. She doesn’t need someone
to make it worse.” I stalk off, leaving the front door wide open for him.


“Angel, you didn’t—” I say, walking into the
kitchen.


She spins around to face me. “I said he could come
in,” she snaps. “So if you shut the door in his face, you better go open it.”
She slams her hands down on the kitchen counter.


I ignore her outburst and approach her. Taking her
in my arms, I smooth her hair down her back. “I let him in,” I assure her. “I’m
sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you.”


She pulls away and sighs. “No, I’m sorry. I
shouldn’t have snapped at you.”


“No apology is necessary.”


Just then, I look up to see a man entering the
kitchen holding a pie, offering a sad smile when he sees Angel. “Hey Sam, I
wanted to bring by your favorite.”


She pulls away from me and hugs the older man.
“Thank you. Slade, this is Marley, he lives next door.”


I reach out my hand. “It’s nice to meet you.” 


“You too.” He turns to Angel. “I’m so sorry about
Marie.” He takes her into another hug as he starts to cry. “I hated that I had
to tell you over the phone.” 


So, that’s how she found out? The neighbor had
found Marie and called her? I wish I would have never gone to work. I wish that
I would have been with her when she heard the heartbreaking news. I would give
anything to go back in time and redo that day.


“It’s okay. I’m sorry you found her,” she whispers,
patting his back.


I know she’s having trouble keeping it in, all of
her sadness. Before this day is over, she is going to break. And I have a
feeling it’s going to be the worst one yet.


I leave the kitchen to give them some time alone.
Josh walks up to me and I notice he is holding Courtney’s hand. “Some guy just
came in and he does not look happy to be here,” he says, coming close enough to
talk quietly.


“Who is it?” If I had to guess, I would say that there
are fifteen people here at the moment. Some came earlier while Angel was
cooking. They said their goodbyes to Marie and left, not even bothering to
speak to her. I think that’s how she would prefer for this day to go, though. 


I wanted to drag their asses into the kitchen and
make them tell her they are sorry for her loss, but I refrained. I’m a tad
pissed due to the lack of respect they are showing her. I guess I can’t say
much about that subject. She keeps crying and all I want to do is fuck her like
a horny teenager. I wanted to fuck her last night while in the bath as my hands
ran over her soft skin. How inconsiderate of me. I woke up so hard this morning
my balls still ache. 


Josh elbows me, getting my attention. “What?” I
snap.


He narrows his eyes at me. “I was talking to Mark
when the guy walked in. Your dad told me to ask you to keep an eye on him.”


“I don’t even know who the fuck you’re talking
about,” I whisper harshly and Courtney narrows her eyes at me as well. 


I ignore her, waiting for Josh as he scans the room
for the man to point him out. 


“I’m ready,” announces Angel’s small voice as she joins
us.


I take her hand as she pulls me to the living room
with Josh and Courtney following behind us.


I sit down on the couch next to Micah and Holly as
Angel walks to the front of the room. She has a petrified look on her face as
she swallows, eyes roving over everyone in the room. I want to hold her. I want
to pick her up and carry her off to her room, smother her in kisses and love,
but I don’t. I have to keep my ass glued to this couch. This is something that
she feels she needs to do, and I need to respect that. No matter how hard it is
for her, she wants to do this.


She clears her throat softly. “I want to thank all
of you for coming today.” She takes in a deep breath as she first crosses her
arms and then drops them to her sides. “I know my mother would appreciate
having you all here to pay your respects.” She sniffs as she fidgets,
straightening her already perfect black dress. “It’s no secret that I wasn’t
around for the last five years.” She shakes her head sadly as she looks down at
her hands. “And that was all my fault,” she whispers. “I didn’t know she was
sick, but I know that’s not an excuse.” She reaches up and wipes her fingers
under her eyes. “After we lost my dad, things just changed, and I closed myself
off from the world.” She takes in a shaky breath and lifts her head to look
around the room. Slow tears roll down her cheeks. I start to stand up but Holly
grabs hold of my shirt and pulls me back down. “I will forever regret my
actions and selfishness.” She wipes her eyes again. “There’s not a day that
will go by that I won’t think of her or remember my memories of her. She was a
great mother.” 


I watch closely as her chest heaves. If I didn’t
know her, I would think she is about to have a panic attack. She’s trying so
hard to be strong and it’s breaking me into a million pieces. I move slightly
and Holly grips my shirt even tighter in her fist. I turn my head to tell her
to let go of me, when I spot a guy standing up against the back wall. He looks
to be late forties and has his arms crossed over his chest. His narrowed eyes
are on Angel.


I turn my head quickly and get Josh’s attention. He
looks at me and then slides his eyes over to the same guy. 


I turn back to look at him as Angel continues to
speak about her mother. I notice every time she mentions Marie’s name the guy
stiffens and shifts his weight. 


My attention returns to Angel when I hear her
sniffle. Tears run down her face and she licks her lips nervously. “Thanks
again for coming,” she says before spinning around and rushing out of the room.
I turn to Holly to let her know that she can release my shirt now, when I realize
that the guy is no longer standing against the wall. 


I jump off the couch and rush toward the kitchen
when I hear her voice coming from a back room. As I walk in, I see the guy has
his hand around her arm. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she cries.


“Don’t lie to me. You knew all along,” he snarls.


“What the fuck is going on? And who the hell are
you?” I demand, stepping toward them.


“I’m Greg, her stepdad.” He shakes his head
quickly. “Was her stepdad and this doesn’t concern you,” the guy says,
keeping his eyes on her.


I grab the back of his shirt and pull him away from
her. “Oh, believe me. Everything about her concerns me.” I shove him, placing
myself between him and Angel as Josh, Micah, and my dad enter the room. I try
to take a calming breath, the last thing Angel needs today is for me to start a
fight.


“Please. Just leave,” Angel pleads from behind me.
The fact that she’s begging him to leave has my anger rising. Fuck the word
please. I will drag his ass out.


“Not until you admit that you knew. All this time
you knew Marie was fucking around on me.”


Angel moves around me and toward him. “Stop lying!”
she screams. 


He looks her up and down with a scowl on his face
before he offers a hard laugh. “You know what? You probably don’t know the
truth. You were never here. You were too busy out partying and whoring yourself
around. Like mother like daughter.” He gives her a threatening sneer as his
eyes rake over her tight black dress and down her bare legs to her red heels. I
step in front of her, pushing her behind me so she will be out of harm’s way
when I beat the shit out of him.


Before I even have the chance to raise my fist, my
dad has his hand around his throat and shoves him against the wall. 


“Don’t fucking speak like that to her! Have some
fucking respect, her mother just died,” he growls before releasing the man. Greg
doesn’t waste a second and darts toward Angel. She squeals as I shove her out
of the way and grab him by the back of his shirt. I don’t stop pushing until he
is falling down outside the front door on the gravel.


“What the fuck did you think you were going to do
to her?” I demand, marching outside to where he’s trying to get to his feet.


“She ruined my life.” 


“I doubt that,” I spit out.


He stumbles as he stands. “Do you know how many
problems Marie and I had over that little bitch?”


I swing and punch him in the jaw. He rubs it,
stumbling back. 


“I knew Marie was seeing someone and Sam kept it a
secret.” He spits blood onto the gravel. “I even confronted Marie. Something
was different. She wasn’t coming home. I asked if she was having an affair. She
denied it. Then Sam’s dad died—”


I grab a hold of the collar on his shirt and bring my
face in front of his. “I don’t give a fuck what Marie was doing behind your
back, but Angel clearly knew nothing about it. I’m going to give you two
seconds to get off this property before you have to be hauled off by an
ambulance.” I let go and step back.


He inhales and narrows his eyes at me. “She had to
have known—”


I punch him in the face again and again, blood
pours from his nose. 


“Slade.” I turn to see my father walking out of the
house. “I’ll take care of him, Son. Samantha needs you inside.”


I don’t even bothering looking back at the man as I
walk toward the house. I know my dad, and his meaning of ‘taking care of him’
is the exact same as what I had planned to do. 


I walk into the house, rubbing my hand, when I hear
Angel’s voice coming from the top of the stairs. 


“Please. Don’t,” she says, shaking her head as Tate
stands in front of her.


“I need you to understand,” he pleads with her.


I’ve had about as much as I can take with men
bothering her today. Can’t they see how torn up she is?


I reach up and spin him around. I raise my arm back
and go to punch him in the face, but I get yanked back. I turn to see Micah
standing there as he tightens his hand on my arm.


“Stop,” Angel cries out, “just fucking stop.” She
turns to Tate. “I don’t care what you have to say. I will never forgive you for
what you did. What you kept from me. I don’t need to understand your reasoning
behind the lies. Because that’s all they are. Lies.” He flinches away
from her as she screams at him.


She turns to me with a pissed off look as tears
continue to run down her cheeks, leaving a trail of black. “Stop trying to
fight. It just makes matters worse,” she yells, then spins around and stomps
off to her room, slamming the door behind her.


I jerk my arm out of Micah’s hold and walk past
Tate to her bedroom. I turn the doorknob, thankful it’s unlocked. I would have
hated to bust it down and cause an even bigger scene.


I storm into her room and see her over by her bed
trying to take off her dress. 


“Son of a bitch,” she yells, frustrated. 


I shut the door behind me. “What the hell is the
problem?” 


She looks up with what could only be described as
disgust on her face. “What kind of question is that? You know what just
happened. You dragged a guy out of this house and almost hit another,” she
snaps.


“I was trying to protect you.” I inch closer. “You
kept begging them to leave you alone. Would you rather I just stood there and
did nothing?” I yell. 


“Quit yelling at me. I did nothing wrong.” She wraps
her arms around herself and takes a few steps away from me, looking down at the
floor. “I just wanted people to say goodbye to my mother,” she cries. “I
wanted to say goodbye to my mother. I needed to do something for her. Nothing I
do is right,” she whimpers.


I stand there, raking a hand through my hair. What
a fucked up day this has turned out to be. 


“I want out of this dress.” She starts to claw at the
material as she tries once again to get it over her head. “Shit!” she hisses.


“May I help you?” I can see the top of her head and
her arms are raised. She sighs and lets her arms slump down to her sides. It
pulls her dress back down, showing me her face. 


“I just want this dress off,” she sobs out. “I want
to burn it, I’m never going to wear it again.” She grips her head in her hands.


I wrap my arm around her as she cries. “I’ll help
you.” I kiss her head, pull away, and reach down, grabbing the hem of her
dress. “Lift your arms.”


She raises them and I bring the dress up over her
body. She drops her arms down as I pull it off of her.


I place my hands on her bare hips after tossing the
dress to the floor. “Is that better?”


She nods, looking down at her heels.


I lift her chin up and stare into her green eyes.
“I hated that I didn’t understand what was going on.” I’m not going to
apologize for defending her. I would kill someone if that meant keeping her
safe from harm.


“I know.” She bites her bottom lip.


“Do you want to talk about—”


“No,” she interrupts me, obviously not wanting to
rehash what happened downstairs.


I grit my teeth at her refusal to tell me about her
stepdad and Tate. I want to know about their past and why Tate all of a sudden
wants to explain his actions. 


She pulls away from me, heading to her closet.
“What are you doing?” I ask.


“I’m getting dressed and going back downstairs.”


“Angel,” I whisper as I walk over to her. “You
don’t have to. They all understand what you’re going through and that you need
some time alone.”


She takes a few deep breaths, keeping her back to
me. I can’t help but let my eyes rake over her high-heels, her bare legs, and
her ass in only a black lace thong, her hair falling down her back. I am so
fucking hard and craving her that I actually contemplate throwing her onto the bed
and taking what is mine.


Then she turns around and I see tears running down
her cheeks. I mentally slap myself. What the fuck am I thinking? She just had
two men trying to upset her. Her mother has died. She has no one left, no one
but me. I walk up to her and her body sags against mine as she hugs me. Her frame
shakes as she cries into my chest. I pick her up and carry her to the bed. We
lie down and I hold her.


“I love you, Angel,” I whisper as I kiss her head.


“I love,” she says between hiccups, “you too,
Slade.”


It breaks my heart. I squeeze her to me as tightly
as I can, holding on for dear life, because she is my life.


She peers up at me, and I gently wipe the tears
from her face. “Why are you with me?” 


My fingers pause over her cheeks and I frown. “Because
I love you.” 


She pulls my hands away. “No one can love someone
as selfish as me,” she whispers as she moves to get out of bed.


I grab her arm and pull her back, rolling myself on
top of her.


“Let me up, Slade,” she cries as she tries to push
me off. I grab her hands, pinning them down by her head. 


“Stop.” I hate how she sees herself. She is still
that caring, loving, passionate woman that I am madly in love with.


“You don’t love me.” She shakes her head.


“I do. I am in love with you, Angel.”


“You can’t love me,” she screams.


“Why not?” I yell back. 


She flinches and stops shaking her head as her
green eyes land on mine.


“Why not, Angel?” I demand. Maybe this is what I
need to do. Maybe I need to get her mad and then she will tell me what she is
feeling.


“Because everyone who loves me will leave me.”
Tears slide down the side of her face as she closes her eyes.


 Letting go of her wrists, I cradle her face in my
hands. “Look at me.” 


She opens her eyes slowly, blinking the tears away.
“I love you,” I whisper, bringing my lips down to hers. “I’m not going to leave
you. I promise, Angel. You are my forever,” I remind her as she lets out a sob.



“Please leave,” she whispers.


“What?” 


She closes her eyes tightly. “Please leave,” she
repeats, “I don’t want you in here right now.”


“No. I’m not going to leave you,” I rasp out.


She tries to speak but I lean down and place my
lips on hers. I kiss her sweetly, slowly coaxing her tongue to meet mine. She
needs to physically feel something right now besides heartache. She needs to
know that I love her. What are words without the actions to prove one’s self?
She kisses me back slowly. I place a hand in her hair, pulling her head back
for me. I place my lips on her neck and trail a path up to her jaw. I make my
way back to her lips and she kisses me back this time with as much force as I
kiss her with.


I pull away and roll over, lifting her on top of
me. I pick up her hand and place it on my chest. “Do you feel that, Angel?” I
ask as she quietly weeps.


She nods her head once. 


“That is my heartbeat. It only beats for you,
Angel. It has always only ever beat for you. I only breathe for you. All I
think about is my forever with you. Believe me, I am not going anywhere. You
can push me away as much as you want. It won’t matter, I’ll push back.” I will
too, it doesn’t fucking matter that she doesn’t want me to see her like this. 


She lays her head on my chest and takes a deep breath
as I smooth her hair down her back.


It doesn’t take more than a few minutes for her to
fall asleep. I let go of her and move out from underneath her. I take off her
heels one at a time and place the blanket over her.


I head down to find out what’s going on. I see my
mother as I get to the bottom of the stairs. “Hey Mom, where is everyone?”


“The family is in the kitchen eating. Everyone else
has left,” she responds sadly.


“They left already?”


She nods. “They could hear Samantha arguing with
someone and figured it was time to go. They know she is having a hard time.”


I sigh, running my hand over my face. “That was me.
She was yelling at me. It wasn’t her fault.” How could I have been so
inconsiderate to the people who had shown up to pay their respects to Marie?


“I know, hun.” She puts her arm in the crook of
mine. “Come on, let’s go eat.”


We walk into the kitchen and my eyes catch sight of
Courtney by the coffee pot. She is leaning against the counter giving me a
weird look.


“Where’s Sam?” she asks, voice hard.


“She cried herself to sleep,” I respond flatly, not
happy with her tone.


“What were you doing to piss her off?”


“Courtney drop it,” Josh says before I can reply.
“I would have done the same thing if someone who kept a horrible secret about
you was making things worse.”


“She—”


“Drop it,” Josh snaps at her.


I try to hide my surprise that he just snapped at
her in front of everyone. Courtney, on the other hand, looks pissed. I can tell
everyone is anxious and upset. I look around the room and see Holly quietly
crying while Micah rubs her back. My mom and dad are sitting across from them
at the dining table silently drinking coffee. My dad doesn’t look like he just
beat the shit out of another man.


He’s always been that way. Once he beats the shit
out of someone, he walks away in a good mood. I, however, take a little longer
to calm down.


I look down at my watch and see it’s almost six in
the evening. I’m so glad this day is almost over with. I am ready to get back
home, where it is just me and Angel. 


“What time are we leaving tonight?” Josh asks once
he knows Courtney is going to keep her mouth shut.


“Once Angel wakes up from her nap.” I run a hand
through my hair. “I want her home in our house, away from here. I think things
will be easier on her that way.”


The room falls silent for a few minutes as I think
about her moving in with me. I hate that she still has to worry about the move.
I wish she already lived with me because it fucking sucks to move. 


“I have an idea.” I look up at the guys. “Will you
guys help me tomorrow with moving her stuff into my house?”


Josh and Micah start nodding their heads. “I just
know that if I wait until next weekend then she will start trying to move
herself on Monday. I don’t want her doing any of that on her own.”


“No worries, we will help you,” Josh says, coming
over to me. He surprises me by pulling me into a man hug. “I’m so happy for you
and Sam.”


“Thanks.” I pat his back. Josh and I have always
been as close as Micah and I, but we have probably hugged only a handful of
times.


“We need to get going to the airport,” my mom
finally says, standing. “Will you tell Samantha to call me tomorrow?”


“Yeah.” Maybe she can go over to my parents’ house.
That will give her something to do while I move her belongings to mine.


“Where are the keys to your rental cars?” my dad
asks as he approaches. “We will drive them back.”


“Hadn’t thought of that.” I’m trying my hardest to
think of everything so Angel doesn’t stress. I know her mind is full of
unwanted memories and things she has to get done. I need to stay one step ahead
of her, so I can get her the hell out of this state.


The guys and I help load up my parents’ bags into
the cars and tell them goodbye. We walk back into the house and make our way to
the kitchen. 


“Did you get Courtney’s things packed?” I don’t
know how long she intends to stay, but if she’s anything like Angel, she has
three closets full of clothes and shoes.


“We have Courtney’s things packed and are ready to
roll.” He sits back down at the kitchen table next to her. 


“How long are you going to be staying in St. Louis,
Courtney?”


She gives me a shy smile then looks over at Josh.
“Well, I plan on moving there.”


“Like for good?” I lean up, placing my elbows on
the table. 


She nods. 


“What about your job?”


“I quit.” She grins. “I’ll get a new one there.”


Micah and I stare at her with a dumbfounded look on
our faces while Josh leans over and kisses her. Damn, they are moving awfully
fast. I keep my mouth shut though. Josh never said anything to me about falling
for Angel so quickly.


“Are you all packed?” I ask Micah, changing the
subject. 


“Yeah, we can go ahead and load the last few boxes
up in Sam’s truck.” 


I stand up to follow him out to the garage. We had
already placed all of the boxes out there. I was actually very surprised with
how few boxes Angel ended up packing to take back with us. She didn’t keep as
many things as I thought she would. I know it was very hard for her to give all
those things away. I’m sure if she really thought about it, everything was
sentimental.


“Do you think Sam is going to be okay?” Micah asks
lifting a box into the back of the Tahoe.


I give those words some thought. “Do I think she
will be okay?” I repeat slowly.“No,” I answer honestly. Not after the outburst
she had up in her bedroom. “Do I think she’ll learn to get over the loss? Yes,
eventually.” I don’t know what hurt will linger longer; the loss of her mother,
or the fact that she thought her mom was pushing her away. Either way, it is
going to affect her.


Micah and I load the last box and close the hatch
as Holly enters the garage. “Sam is up from her nap.” The sad look on Holly’s her
face tugs at my heart. I nod my head and walk back into the house, heading for
the kitchen. 


“Where is she?” I ask, but Josh doesn’t hear me as
he is speaking with Courtney. “Josh. Where is Angel?”


“Oh,” he says, turning around to look at me with a
smile on his face, “she went back upstairs.”


I walk up to her room and slowly open her door.
“Angel?”


She’s in the bathroom, shoving stuff into a bag. I
approach her from behind and turn her to face me. “Are you okay?” Her green
eyes look soft and happy.


“Yes.” She frowns, and then asks, “Are you okay? Is
something wrong, Slade?” She reaches up, cupping my face with her hands. 


Why would she be worried about me? I’m fine. 


“I know you didn’t sleep well last night. Do you
want to talk about something? Is it work? I want you to know you can talk to
me, Slade.”


I shake my head, kind of at a loss over what is
happening. How can it be that she is worried about me? And if she knows I
didn’t sleep well last night, that means she didn’t sleep well last night
either. I take in a deep breath and pull her hand away from my face to kiss her
knuckles. “You know you don’t have to pretend, right? It’s okay to be upset.”


She yanks her hand away from mine and spins around
to finish packing. 


“Angel?”


“I know, Slade,” she says with a bite to her words.
“Let’s just get out of here.” She picks up her now full bag and walks out of
the bathroom. I sigh, running a hand through my hair, trailing after her once
again. Maybe she just wants to ignore what happened earlier with Marie’s ex,
and the entire Tate situation. 


 





I close my eyes tightly
trying to ignore the pounding headache that I’m pretty sure I got from taking
that God awful nap earlier. I sit in the passenger seat of the Tahoe, staring
out the window. I watch the kids in the backseat of passing cars laugh and push
one another. Every family we pass seems to be happy. I wish I could be happy. I
feel as if every time I think of something to be happy about, Slade makes me
reconsider. I don’t know what he wants from me. Does he not want me to move on
from my mother’s passing? Does he expect me to live the rest of my life mad at
myself for never making the effort to come home? Should I feel that way? 


I sigh because I don’t know what the fuck to think
or how to act. We have been on the road for over two hours now and have said
maybe five words. Slade tried to talk to me several times but I mostly
responded by just shaking or nodding my head. I bet he thinks I have fallen
asleep.


All I can think about is what Greg said to me
earlier today. My mom admitted she had cheated on my father. She had been so
ashamed about that confession I cannot imagine her doing that to someone else
she loved. But he had a point, I was never home. I wasn’t out whoring around
like he so colorfully stated, but I was still not there.


I look through my sunglasses as we continue to pass
cars. Leaning my forehead against the cold window, I start to think about my
mother’s urn, which is sitting on the floor behind my seat along with my
father’s urn. 


Once again, I had an outburst today, but at least
only Slade saw it this time. When I woke up, I felt like a different person. I
felt like there was nothing that could bring me down. No one else to pop up and
make me feel guilty. We were leaving that house behind and going to start a
life together. Of course, Slade ruined it within ten minutes by, once again,
reminding me that I have demons. Demons from my past that will always haunt me.


As soon as Slade spoke, it pissed me off. Does he
think I’m faking it? How long does one live with guilt? Well, I probably will
for the rest of my life, but that doesn’t mean that I can’t be happy. 


“Are you hungry, Angel?” 


Guess he knows I’m awake. “No,” I say, keeping my
head facing the window.


He sighs. “When was the last time you ate?” 


Hmm. When did I eat last? “Yesterday.” Really, I
don’t remember, but it’s not like I’m starving myself. I’m just not hungry right
now.


I lean my seat back and turn onto my side, facing
away from him. I really am tired. I feel drained and am in a pissy mood—not a
good combination for a woman. 





The next three hours consist
of me falling in and out of sleep. Every now and then, I hear Slade talking on
his phone, but I can’t quite make out what he’s saying.


I open my eyes as I feel the Tahoe slow down. I sit
my seat up and realize we are on Slade’s street. I look at the clock on the
dash and it’s almost midnight. Slade backs up to the garage and I get out to
hit the code into the keypad. He reverses in as I walk into the garage. 


I already feel a smile creep up on my lips just knowing
that we are home. 


“Good thing you have a six car garage, Slade,” Josh
teases. 


“Yeah,” Slade answers as he pulls a box out. 


I smile looking over at Ruby, I’m going to give
Nadia a break and drive her this week. 


“You should sell the Z, sis.” I look over at Courtney,
giving her a death glare. Is she crazy? Why would I sell my car?


“I was thinking the same thing on the way here,”
Slade agrees, shocking me even more.


“What?” I stare at Slade in horror.


He shrugs. “You don’t need it, and you drive the
truck everywhere anyway,” he says as he sets a box down over in the corner.


“So.” I put my hands on my hips, like that’s a good
enough reason not to sell her.


“It’s not safe.” He walks over to me, placing his
hands around my waist. 


“But I—”


“I don’t like you driving it, you will be much
safer in the Tahoe or the truck.” He bends down to kiss me.


Before his lips even touch mine, I pull away from
him and stomp into the house. I want to scream. What the fuck is everyone’s
problem?


You should sell your mom’s house, Sam! 


You should sell your car, Sam! 


Why do they want me to give everything up? 


I go to the kitchen, pull out a bottle of wine, and
don’t even bother grabbing a glass. I march straight to the bathroom, taking my
frustration out as I yank my clothes off of me and get into a hot bubble bath.
I relax back into the water and take a drink from the bottle. 


I know it’s just a car and that getting rid of it
shouldn’t be a big deal, but it is to me. I feel like they are trying to get me
to let go of everything from my past. I was so excited that I had bought myself
a new car. Though, I felt as if buying that car with the money my dad had left
me meant I was accepting his death, and that was hard for me to swallow. I
guess that’s why I’m so attached to it.

Now they want me to sell it. I want to move in with Slade, but if I sell my car,
I will not have anything left that is just mine. The car symbolizes a
time in my life when I was actually happy. 


He wants me to drive the Tahoe. I frown at that
thought because that car will forever remind me of my mother. Hell, I’m already
going to see her ashes every day. I close my eyes tightly as I feel my throat
close up. How much torture does he want to put me through? He keeps telling me
it’s okay to be sad, to grieve the loss of her, but I don’t want a life of
sadness. 


I open my eyes and tears spill down my cheeks. I
take a big gulp of the wine. Everything is falling apart in my life, including
me, and I feel that everyone else has noticed it, too.


I will sell my car, if that is what he wants me to
do. I will drive the Tahoe, if that’s what will make him happy. I don’t want
him to second-guess me, to think that I’m not capable of going on with my life.



I gulp down another good-sized drink from the wine
bottle, using the back of my hand to wipe off the extra that had run down the
side of my mouth. 


I hear the doorknob turn on the bathroom door.
“Angel?”


“Yes?” I acknowledge, but don’t turn around and
look at him. I notice I’ve done that a lot in the past few days. I’m tired of looking
at his eyes, tired of how sad they look for me. 


“I was just coming to check on you.” He kneels down
beside the tub.


“I’m fine.” I tilt back the bottle, taking a small
drink. I don’t want him concerned that I’m going to become an alcoholic on top
of everything else.


“I see.” I can tell by his tone that he does not
approve of the wine bottle in my hand. He takes in a deep breath. “Selling the Z,
it’s the right thing—”


I cut him off. “Sell it.” God that was painful to
say. It’s just one more thing in my life that I have to get rid of. I feel like
I have to do whatever he wants to prove that I’m still the same strong girl he
met.


He places his hand on my face to make me to look at
him. He doesn’t say anything as he brings his lips to mine and gives me a soft
kiss. He backs away and stands up. 


I hear him taking his clothes off, and then the
water to his sink comes on for a few minutes. Once he turns it off, he leaves
the bathroom. 


I place the bottle of wine on the windowsill, not
wanting to drink any more. I need to quit drinking, it’s not going to help my problems,
and I sure as hell don’t want to add another thing for Slade to worry about. I
sink down a little more into the water as I start to cry. I don’t really know
what I’m crying about. I just have an anxious feeling deep in my gut, one I
can’t quite put my finger on. I feel like I’m fighting a battle that I’m not
going to win but I just keep telling myself that I can do this. I have a
chance. How do I fight something though, when I don’t know exactly what it is?
Can my love be enough to keep us together, when everything else seems to be
falling apart?
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I pull my ear away from the
door and walk to the bed. I sit down and run a hand through my hair. She’s in
there crying and I don’t know what to do. I told her it was okay to tell me how
she felt. She either doesn’t believe me or she doesn’t want me to know she’s
upset. Either way, I want her to lean on me, but I don’t want to push her. I’ve
always had that fear when it came to me and Angel. That she would think I’m
suffocating her and it would drive her away. 


I stand up from the bed and get under the covers. I
grab my phone from the nightstand and text Josh.


 


Me: Let that guy know Angel’s car is for
sale.


 


He and I had talked on the phone during our drive
back to St. Louis. He told me he knew a guy that would love to buy her car. It
was perfect. She doesn’t need that car. She has plenty of others to drive. She
hasn’t driven that car in weeks, and it just isn’t safe.


 


Josh: You sure she wants to sell it?
Because I know he will buy it.


 


Me: Yes.


 


Josh: Okay, I will call him tomorrow.


 


I set my phone down and lie back, resting a hand
under my head. Well, that is one thing good to go. I also think she should quit
her job and just take some time off to relax. I know customers at work hassle
her. She has complained several times about women who have mentioned me, or men
that have tried to grab her ass. I think she needs to eliminate all the negative
stuff from her life.


She walks out of the bathroom naked and comes to
lie down next to me. She turns over, facing away from me without saying a word.


I roll over and kiss her shoulder. “Good night,
Angel,” I whisper.


“Good night, Slade.” 


Her voice still sounds small and heartbroken. I
hate this feeling, the feeling of being lost. 


I close my eyes and take a deep breath, knowing it’s
going to be another night of tossing and turning.





I wake up and roll out of
bed leaving Angel to sleep. It’s Sunday and I have a lot to do if I want to
move her belongings over here today. I don’t want to waste any time, and I
don’t know how next week will go at work. It could be laid back or I could get
two new clients and be busy. It would just be better to get her stuff over here
today. It is mainly just her furniture, all of her other things are pretty much
already here. 


I send a quick text to the guys then I get ready.
By the time I am dressed, they have both texted me saying they would meet me in
an hour at her house. 


I lean down and kiss my sleeping angel, before grabbing
her keys and heading out.


 





I sit at the kitchen island
pushing pancakes around on my plate. I don’t know why I even made them. I’m not
hungry. I don’t know where Slade is. I’d woken up and found myself alone. For
some reason that didn’t bother me. I feel like I can actually think when I’m
alone. Think about how my past has been and how I want my future to go. Is it
wrong for me to want happiness? It seems everyone feels that way.


As I look down and shove some more food around, I
hear the garage door open. 


A few minutes later I watch as Slade walks in
followed by Josh and they are carrying my couch. What the hell?


I walk around the kitchen and stop in the hallway,
looking into the living room.


“What is that doing here?” I know that is a stupid
question, but I felt it needed to be asked.


“Hey, Angel.” Slade smiles as he sets his end of the
couch down in the middle of the living room. “We got the furniture from your
house,” he replies, then turns around, picking up his brown couch. “Well, not
all of it. We still have another trip to make.”


I stand there looking at my couch as Slade and Josh
haul his brown one down to the basement. 


Micah walks in carrying one of my end tables and a
lamp. His smile drops when I don’t return it.


“You didn’t know we were moving your stuff today?”
he asks with a blank expression.


I shake my head slowly. Slade and Josh sprint up
the stairs. Slade looks at me and smiles. I just stare at him. Why didn’t he
tell me about this?


I walk past all of them, grab Slade’s arm and drag him
back to our bedroom.


Once inside, I shut the door behind me. “What’s
wrong, Angel?” 


“Why didn’t you tell me you were going to move my
stuff today?” 


“I figured we would get it over with. The guys said
they would help me since I didn’t want to do it during the week.”


I turn around and run a hand through my hair. Why
is he doing all this stuff without asking me first? Am I not supposed to get mad?
Because I’m actually pretty pissed. 


“Wait, are you mad?” he asks, surprised.


I shake my head fast as I start to bite on my
thumbnail.


“Yes, you are,” Slade says. “Why are you mad?”


“Why didn’t you tell me you were moving my stuff in
today? We haven’t even discussed where we are going to put it!”


“I know you don’t like all the browns. So I figured
I would leave your things in the living room and move my stuff down to the
basement.”


I release a sigh, not going to argue with that,
because that is actually really nice of him. 


I hear a knock on the door and go to open it. 


“Slade.” Josh stands there with his phone in his
hand. “It’s Kip.” He holds the phone out to Slade.


Slade takes it and starts talking to this Kip guy.
“Who’s Kip?” I ask Josh.


“The guy that’s buying your car.” He beams proudly.


“What?” I bark, causing him to jump. He already
has someone to buy my car? It hasn’t even been twenty-four hours since I
agreed with him that I would sell it. 


“Yeah. I can have it ready by tomorrow.” I turn to
face Slade. He is watching me closely as he talks to Kip on the phone.


I pull my cell out of my back pocket and text
Holly.


 


Me: Do you need any help at work today?


 


She texts back immediately.


 


Holly: Always J 


 


I walk over and shut myself in the closet. I pull
my shirt up over my head then grab my work shirt off its hanger. I put it on
and slip on a pair of tennis shoes. I have an hour before the shift starts, but
I don’t mind going in early. I just want to be busy working, and not have to
deal with what is going on in this house.


I walk out of the closet and all three of them are
standing in the bedroom talking.


Slade frowns, looking at me. “You’re going into
work today?”


“Yes, Holly needs help.”


“Can you give us a minute?” he asks Josh and Micah.



“Angel.” He walks up to me, placing his hands on
either side of my face. “You know you can quit your job if you want.”


I just stare at him. Why does he keep throwing
these curve balls at me? “Why would I quit my job?”


“Take some time off.” He rubs his thumb lightly on
my cheek. “Let yourself grieve.”


If I have to hear that word one more time, I am
going to scream. “I’m going to work.” I walk toward the bedroom door to leave
but then pause. “Thank you for moving my stuff,” I say, as nicely as I can
manage. That really was nice of him to want to help me out. I shouldn’t be mean
to him. It’s not his fault that any of this has happened. I turn into him and
wrap my arms around his waist. I feel his lips on my hair before he speaks. 


“I love you.”


I pull away and look up into those beautiful blue
eyes. “I love you too.” I reach up and give him a soft kiss.


“You should leave the bed and the dressers for
Courtney. I think she is going to move into my house.” I know she stayed with
Josh last night, but I also know she won’t move in with him. Courtney likes her
space.


He nods, giving me one last kiss before I pull
away.


I walk out of the house, thanking the guys as I
watch them unload stuff from Nadia. 


I slowly get up into the Tahoe, hating the fact
that Slade has used Nadia to move my furniture. I do not want to drive the
Tahoe. I sit there looking out of the windshield at the garage wall in front of
me for a few minutes before I start it up. I’m going to have to get over it
though, that’s life. I put it in reverse and back out of the garage.
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I stand there watching
Angel stare at the wall in front of her for a few seconds before she backs out
and drives off.


I turn around to lift a side of her black leather
love seat.


“Why didn’t you tell her?” Micah asks as he stands
on the other end with his hand on the sofa.


“Pick up your end of the sofa.” I ignore his
question.


“No.” He shakes his head, placing his other hand on
the couch. “Why didn’t you tell her?”


I stand up and let the couch fall to the floor.
“Because she would have tried to help.”


“You shouldn’t keep things from her,” Josh says,
grabbing her nightstand out of the back of the truck.


Oh, isn’t this great, everyone wants to give me
advice. “You know nothing.” I turn to face him. “You didn’t see….” I stop
myself before I explain what state I had found her in last night. They have no
clue what’s going on in her mind. Fuck, half the time I don’t even know what
she’s thinking. “She tries to do everything herself. I’m just trying to lessen
the load. She may be a little pissed about it, but in the long run she will be
happy that she doesn’t have to worry about moving her stuff.”


They are both silent for a few seconds, then both
nod their heads.


“Where are we going to put all of this stuff?” Josh
asks, looking around.


“I don’t know.” I think we are going to need a
bigger house.


“We could put it downstairs in the basement
office,” Micah offers.


“No.” I do not want any of her things in the room
that Jax cheated on her in. Although she has never asked which room he was in,
and I have not offered the information, I still know what happened in that room
and that is not where her things belong. “We can split it between the living
room and media room. We will move my stuff downstairs.”


They both nod as Micah picks up his end. “Oh, and
Josh, we don’t need to make another trip to her house. This is all I’m going to
move.”


“Why? Her bed, dressers and other couch are still
over there,” he says moving my couch back so we can set Angel’s sofa down.


“Angel said that Courtney was going to move into
her rental house and knew Courtney didn’t bring anything besides her clothes.”


Josh slumps down onto the couch. “I’m trying to get
her to move in with me.” He lays back looking up at us. “When I found out she
was coming back here I told her how I felt about her. I like her. A lot. But I
don’t want her to feel like I’m rushing her. I just want her to know that I’m
serious about us and willing to move forward with our relationship.”


“And she doesn’t feel the same?” Micah asks.


“She said she did, she just thinks she should have
her own place for now. Although I don’t like it, I told her I would respect her
decision.”


“That sucks,” Micah agrees, causing Josh to let out
a little laugh.


“Speaking of the girlfriends,” I say, rubbing my
hands together. “I need a favor from you.” I point to Josh.


“Sure. What is it?” he asks, sitting up straight.


“Hang on.” I turn and head to my office. Angel
never goes in there, so I hid her parents’ rings in my office safe last night
as soon as we got home.


I return to find both of the guys sitting on the
couch now. They stare up at me as I smile. I have never been more excited about
anything in my life. I know I want to take this step with her, I just hope that
she feels the same way. I mean, we have only been together for a short time,
but it already feels like a lifetime. Nothing before her matters, or even
exists.


“Why are you smiling like an idiot?” Micah asks
seriously.


I hold my hand out to them, revealing the wedding
rings. 


“What the fuck?” Josh exclaims as he stands up.


Micah jumps up also but has a harder time speaking.
“What, uh. Slade, those are wedding rings.”


I roll my eyes. “Yes they are, genius. Marie gave
them to me. She wanted Angel to have them. I want to propose to Angel, but first,
I want you to make something special out of her mother’s for me.”


“Whatever you want to do,” Josh says, smiling wide.


“I can’t fucking believe it.” Micah shakes his
head. “My big brother is going to get married.” Then he elbows Josh in the
side. 


Josh chuckles, shaking his head a bit, before
mumbling, “I know.” 


I ignore them and look down at the rings. “Yeah. Well,
she has to say yes first and then not kill me when she sees what I did to her mother’s
wedding ring.” That is the part that terrifies me the most. I thought about
just proposing with her mother’s ring, but I can’t. I have an idea in my head
and it just screams Angel.


“Do you know what you want?” Josh urges, looking to
me.


“Yes.” It didn’t take me long to figure out what I
wanted for her. It was all I could think about on our drive back from Tulsa.


“When do you want it by?” 


“I’m thinking Thanksgiving.” That gives us some
more time for her to get used to living with me and for her to learn how to be
herself again.


“Done,” Josh says, taking it from me and placing it
in his pocket.


“We need a beer,” Micah proclaims as he smiles
brightly over at Josh.


“We do?” I raise an eyebrow.


“Of course, you’re getting married.” He reaches
over and pulls me into a hug.


 “She has to say yes first,” I remind them again,
laughing, and then we head to the kitchen to get a beer.


 





I walk into work and smile
when I see Holly. “Hey girl. I’m surprised you wanted to work today,” she says.


“Well, the guys are at the house, so I figured I
needed to get away.”


She frowns. “Did Slade not tell you he was moving
your stuff?”


“No. At first I was mad, but I understand why he
wanted to do it today.”


I feel my phone vibrate in my back pocket. I pull
it out, figuring it will be Slade, but instead it’s a blocked number. I frown
looking down at it. 


“Something wrong?” Holly asks.


“Someone is calling me from a blocked number.”


Who could it be? I’ve never had anyone call me from
a blocked number before. 


Holly places one hand on her hip and points at my
phone with the other. “I bet it’s that Tate guy. He didn’t seem like he was
going to leave you alone.”


“You are probably right.” I press ignore and stick
my phone behind the bar, not wanting to be bothered by it. I take a deep breath
and put a big smile on my face. Tonight is going to be a great night.


“What’s the story with him anyway?”


“His mom was my mother’s best friend,” is all I supply.


“And?” She tries to dig for more.


I don’t know how much I should tell Holly. I love
her to death, but Tate’s story is not mine to tell. “My mom watched him a lot
when we were younger. Then he and his mother moved to Alaska when he was
thirteen.” 


“That’s cool. I’ve always wanted to go to Alaska.” She
sighs as she gets a dreamy expression on her face. “I would love to go on an
Alaskan cruise.”


“Why don’t you tell Micah that’s what you want to
do for your honeymoon?”


She shakes her head as she laughs a little. “Yeah
right. Micah, on a cruise?”


“Will he not go on a cruise?”


“No. He’s terrified of cruises.” She rolls her eyes
making me giggle.


My laughter dies down as I see the bartender from
the bar of the hotel the night before we went to the Rams’ game walk in the
front door of Larry’s.


“Hello, ladies,” he says nicely as he walks up to
the bar with a smile on his face.


“Hello. What can I do for you?” Holly asks him
sweetly.


“I would like an application, please.” He looks at
me with that smile still plastered on his face.


Great! I already didn’t like this guy the first
time I met him, now I may have to work with him. Good thing I don’t work often.


Holly reaches behind the cash register and hands
him one. He takes a seat at the bar and starts to fill it out.


“Why do you act like you hate him already?” Holly
asks quietly, pulling me to the side.


“He was our waiter at the bar the night we went out
before the Rams game and he…he just rubbed me wrong.” From what I can recall anyway.
I remember snapping at him for calling me Angel. Everything else after that is
pretty blurry.


“Hmm,” she says in thought, “maybe you were just in
a bad mood?” 


“Yeah, maybe,” I admit, biting on my bottom lip.
I’m pretty sure that was not the issue though.


I look over at the guy as he finishes up his
application. He hands it to Holly and reaches out his hand to introduce
himself. “Jeremy,” he says giving her a smile. I can’t help but think it’s a
sneaky smile. One that says I’m a snake and going to strike out at you as soon
as you turn your back. 


His eyes then move to me as he reaches out his hand
in my direction. “Jeremy,” he repeats, as if he has never seen me before.


Maybe Holly is right. I could have just been in a
bad mood because of how much I had to drink. “Sam,” I say as I slowly reach out
my hand.


“It was nice to meet you lovely ladies. I hope to
hear from one of you soon.” Then he turns around and walks out. Maybe I was
just overreacting that night at the bar.


“See, he was nice,” Holly says, placing his
application in the drawer.


“Yeah, guess I was wrong,” I agree with her, pulling
out my tray and getting ready for my shift. 





I groan as I lean over and
grab Slade’s pillow, placing it over my head, trying to drown out the talking.
Instead, I hear the voices getting louder. I lean up and grab my phone from the
nightstand. It reads ten in the morning. Why is he not at work? I listen and
hear another male besides Slade.


I get out of bed, throwing on some clothes, and
walk out of the bedroom in search of the voices. I find Slade in the kitchen as
he laughs with a man who looks younger than me. He has bleach blond hair that
is so tall, spiked with enough gel it could be deadly if he decided to ram you.
And I could probably fit my thumb through the holes in his ears.


“Hey, Angel, sorry, we didn’t mean to wake you,”
Slade says, turning his attention to me.


“It’s okay. What’s going on?” I look from Slade to
the kid that looks like he should be playing the drums in a hard rock band.


“This is Kip. He is buying your car,” Slade answers
excitedly.


Oh, right, I almost forgot about that. He is giving
my car away. I put a big smile on my face and look over at him. 


“I love it. I’ve been looking for one for a while
now,” he says happily.


“Well it’s perfect timing then,” Slade says, reaching
into his pocket for the keys. 


“I need to clean it out,” I say, trying to keep my
voice even. 


“I did that last night, Angel.” 


Of course he did. The man thinks of everything and
for some reason it’s starting to drive me fucking nuts. I take in a deep breath
to calm myself. All Slade has done is help me out and he has tried to stay one
step ahead of me so I don’t have to do as much. I peer up at him. “Thanks,
babe.”


“No problem.” He turns to Kip. “Come on, it’s in
the garage.”


I duck my head and walk myself back to the bedroom.
I don’t want to see him drive off in it. I don’t want to have to say goodbye to
one more thing. I know it’s just a car, but it is no longer mine. Which means
the only vehicles I have now are my mom’s Tahoe and my dad’s cars. I don’t want
to drive them. Maybe I will buy myself a new car. 


I sit on the edge of the bed and my thoughts drift
to my mom again. She crosses my mind every second of the day. Getting away from
Tulsa did not help at all. Work did help though, and I kept myself busy last
night. I cleaned more than usual and spent more time talking to customers. I
found myself laughing at their stupid jokes, some I didn’t even understand, and
I told Holly I would work every night this week. It bothers me that for some
reason that place feels more like home than Slade’s house. 


“What are you doing?”


I look up to see Slade standing in front of me in a
pair of black dress slacks, a crisp white shirt, and a black tie. It makes my
mouth water and my heart stop. He cracks a little smile as I sit there staring
at him. 


I clear my throat. “I was wondering why you’re not
at work.”


“I took an early lunch.” He bends down and kisses
me on the forehead. “I have to go back now.”


“Okay,” I say, folding my hands in my lap.


“I love you.”


“I love you too,” I reply before he walks out to
head back to work. Once he leaves, I lie back down and close my eyes. I need
more sleep.
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I walk out into the garage
and slide into my car. I smile brightly knowing her car is gone. I didn’t ask
Josh how he knew Kip. He had the money and that was all that mattered to me.
That and the fact that Angel is now driving safer vehicles.


I make my way back to my office. I’m really
surprised by how slow work is right now, especially since I spent a week in
Oklahoma. I think my dad is taking it easy on me so I can focus my time on
Angel, and although that’s great, I have always lived for work.


I pass Rose on the way to my father’s office. I
approach his open door and knock on it lightly. He looks up from his desk as he
holds his phone over one ear. Lifting one hand, he signals for me to step
inside. 


I walk in and sit down in one of his seats as I
look out his windows. I can see the Arch and it makes me grin. It reminds me of
last month when I took Angel there. I would give anything to see the same big
smile on her face that she had when we stood out in the pouring rain, to hear
that giggle as I spun her around. She just seems to have a black cloud over her,
and no matter how I try to break her free from it she won’t allow me. 


My father gets my attention as he hangs up his
phone. “What are you up to?” he asks, tilting his head to the side as he stares
at me.


“Work,” I respond. “Although I don’t seem to have
much to do. Why is that?”


“Well, to tell you the truth, I didn’t even think
you were going to come in today.”


Should I have stayed home with her? In actuality,
I think she wanted to be alone. All she has been doing is pushing me away every
chance she gets. I know I told her I would push back, but I think right now the
best thing to do is step back.


“I have a few clients I need to contact,” I say,
standing from the chair and exiting his office. I’m here to work and that’s
exactly what I’m going to do. 





I walk into the house and
quietly make my way back to the bedroom, first stopping by my office to drop
off the papers that I had needed to pick up for a client this morning. Entering
the bedroom, I find Angel in the same place that I had left her not two hours
ago. I place my phone on my nightstand seeing that it’s a little past ten on
this Saturday morning.


After undressing, I lie down next to her and pull
the covers up over both of us. I place my hand on her back and lightly rub it.
I release a sigh. We have been back home for two weeks now and not much has
changed between us. She still seems distant. I feel like she has completely
shut me out. Every time I try to talk to her about something, she changes the
subject. We have gotten in a few fights over her feelings regarding her mother,
or the two houses she owns, or the cars her father left her that are still in
Tulsa. She just shuts down and turns away from me. I want her to talk to me,
but all that leads to is us fighting with one another. 


Another thing that has been pissing me off is that
she’s working so much at the bar. It’s like she is avoiding everything except
work. She has worked almost every night these last two weeks, and I’m getting
tired of it. Don’t get me wrong, I’m spending time with her, it’s just the time
we do spend together feels like it’s weighed down with complications that she
doesn’t want to bring up. She won’t talk about her mother or all of the boxes
we brought back that are still in the garage. She hasn’t opened any of them.
They are just pushed over to one side and out of the way. I know she’s avoiding
them and I’m okay with that. She will get to them when she is ready. Courtney
has tried to bring up her father’s house a few times. Courtney keeps asking her
what she’s going to do with it, and she just shrugs. So, I have stepped back
and am going to give her the time she needs to make a decision.


I pull my hand away and lay back, looking up at the
ceiling. I am so fucking horny, I feel like I’m going to explode. I haven’t
even tried to have sex with her but I feel I’m at a breaking point. How long
can a man resist his sexy as fuck girlfriend? All I have to do is think of her
and I’m hard. And yet, when I get home, she has already left for work. 


Fuck, the smell of her perfume hits me and I can’t
think straight. Visions of her underneath me are all that my mind can focus on.
I have relieved the tension in the shower more times then I can count, but it
hasn’t helped me one fucking bit. Nothing can compare to her soft hand, her hot
mouth, her tight pussy. I reach down into my boxers and readjust my now hard
cock. I don’t know how much longer I can resist. I’m afraid the next time she
touches me I’ll explode. 


I lean up and kiss her on her cheek. “Good night,
Angel,” I whisper before I lie back down and pull her close to me. 





 


I open my eyes to see Slade
sleeping, and he has one leg slung over mine and one arm wrapped around me. I
inhale his scent and it makes me throb between my legs. I need a release. My
body is wound up so tight it is going to break, and if he refuses to give me
what I need, I plan on doing it myself. Although, that’s not what I really want.
I need to feel connected to him again, and sex is as intimate as two people can
get. 


I place my hand on his smooth chest. I slowly run my
hand downward between our bodies. As I take his dick into my hand, he pulls me
closer to him, letting out a small moan. I smile when I feel it start to harden
in my palm.


“Wake up, baby,” I say, bending down to place small
kisses on his smooth chest.


“Angel,” he mumbles, keeping his eyes shut.


“I want you.” I’ve needed him for so long now. We
still have not had sex since the first night at my mother’s house. I keep
trying to tell myself that it has nothing to do with me, that maybe he is just
busy or preoccupied, but even those thoughts don’t erase the doubts that he no
longer wants me.


His eyes remain closed as his hand travels its way
upward to the back of my neck, where he grabs a hold of my hair. I close my
eyes and suck in a breath as he pulls my head back. Then I feel him shift our
bodies so that he is lying on top of me. I open my eyes to see him looking down
at me. 


“Good morning, gorgeous,” he whispers with a small
smile on his face.


“Good morning.” I run my hands down his side and
grab his ass. “I heard you leave this morning.”


He nods. “I had to run to the office for a few
things.” He reaches up and brushes his knuckles down my cheek. “Then when I
came home and found you still sleeping, I couldn’t walk away.” He leans down
and places his head in the crook of my neck as he rains soft kisses on me. Then
he pulls away and looks down at me. “How was work last night?” He releases his
hand from my hair.


“I don’t want to talk about work.”


“I still think you should quit.” His baby blue eyes
bore into mine almost as if he is trying to break me. 


I hold back a sigh. I refuse to quit the only place
that makes me feel like me anymore. I love him and I love that we are
living together, but that does not mean I have to give up everything I had
before him.


“I’m not quitting.”


“I think you would be happier just staying home.”


I’m sure this is every woman’s dream, to have a man
who wants to take care of them. I know he’s not trying to be controlling or
tell me what I can and can’t do. He just honestly thinks I need to stay home
and grieve for the rest of my life.


“I’m happy right now,” I say, digging my fingers
into his ass. “I would be even happier if you were inside of me.”


He lays on top of me for a few long seconds. I
think he’s going to get off me when he instead shifts his body up a little bit.
He smiles as he places his hand between my legs. I spread them further to give
him as much space as he needs. I lean my head back and close my eyes. I could
almost cry at the relief that rushes over me as he glides a finger into me. I
almost combust right then with just the feel of him finally touching me. It’s
been too long since he has shown any interest in me sexually and I can’t hold
back the moan.


His face falls to the crook of my neck. I feel his
tongue touch my skin as he works his way to my earlobe. “I love how fucking wet
you get,” he whispers, making me shiver.


“Please don’t make me wait. I want you,” I say,
arching my back as my hands try to pull him toward me.


“What is it that you want, Angel?” I lift my hips
as he pushes a second finger into me.


I take in a deep breath before I can speak. “I want—”
The sound of the doorbell cuts me off. 


“Fuck,” Slade swears softly as he removes his
fingers. “I’ll go get it. Stay right here.” He gives me a light kiss and gets
out of bed. He grabs a pair of shorts out of his drawer and grabs a t-shirt off
the foot of the bed as he leaves the room.


I lay there looking up at the ceiling. I don’t
think I have ever been this sexually frustrated in all my life. 


I reach over, grab his pillow, and hold it over my
head. I release some frustration as I yell into it, giving it all I have,
screaming as loud as I can. Knowing no one can hear me. I scream until I feel
somewhat relaxed and slightly lightheaded.


I throw the pillow to the floor and continue to lay
there with my eyes closed. Trying to figure out what I can do to make him be
aggressive again. I’m in desperate need of the rough, toss me around, push me
up against a wall, show me who’s in control, sex! The kind that leaves you
shaking and panting. It is obvious that I’m the one who is going to have to
spice it up and get us back to that point. 


“Are you going to get out of bed today?”


I open my eyes and sit up, pulling the covers up to
my chin when I hear Courtney talking.


“What are you doing?” I take in a deep breath,
trying to control my heartbeat as I see Holly is standing next to her as well.


“Slade said you were in here,” Holly says as she
plops down on the edge of my bed.


“How long were you two standing there?” I ask,
letting go of the sheet a bit, but not letting it fall, since I am
naked.


“Long enough to see you scream into a pillow,”
Courtney says as she joins Holly on the bed.


“I was letting out my frustration because you two…interrupted
us.” 


Courtney gives me a look that says she doesn’t
believe me.


I narrow my eyes at her. 


“Well, sorry about that,” Holly says. “We came over
because we picked a date for Vegas and have decided where we are going to
stay.” 


Thank God. Holly has had the hardest time choosing
anything when it comes to her wedding. That’s all her and I talk about. I have
spent a lot of time looking up things on the Internet with her while at work
this week.


“Okay. What’s the plan?” I ask, letting my back
fall against the headboard.


“We go on the twentieth of January, which is a
Thursday, and come back Sunday.”


“That sounds good,” I agree. “Where are we going to
stay?”


“Planet Hollywood.” 


“That sounds good to me.” 


They both continue staring at me as an awkward
silence fills the room.


“I can’t get out of bed until you guys leave the
room. I’m naked,” I explain, in case they hadn’t already figured that out.


“Okay.” Holly pats my leg over the covers. “We will
wait for you in the living room. The guys are out there visiting. Slade
mentioned something about going to lunch.” 


 After they leave the room, I sit there for a few
minutes. Lunch? He didn’t want to come back to bed with me? That three minutes
he got was enough? Well, it wasn’t for me. I wrap the sheet around myself and
walk to the bedroom door. 


“Slade,” I yell into the empty hallway.


“Yeah, Angel?” he calls from somewhere. 


“Will you come here for a second?” Why am I yelling
in my own house? I shake my head. This day is already starting off bad.


“What?” he asks as he comes down the hall. 


I hold the sheet tight to my chest while I stick one
hand out. As he reaches me, he places his hand in mine. I pull him into the
room, shutting the door behind him. I push him up against the wall and let the
sheet fall to the ground as I start kissing his chest over his shirt.


“Angel.” He puts his hands on my shoulder, holding
me back a bit.


“Slade,” I snap.


He sighs. “What are you doing?” His brows scrunch
as he looks down at me.


“Seriously? We were interrupted.” I rub myself
against him and feel that he isn’t even hard right now.


He looks down at me with a blank expression on his
face. “We have company, Angel.” He goes to open the door but I stop him by
placing a hand on it.


“Are we going to lunch with them?” I demand.


“Yes. That’s okay, isn’t it?” he asks, sounding
like he’s worried he made a mistake by agreeing to go to lunch with them.


“Well, I wish you would have asked me first. I wanted
to do a few things today.” I need to go through the boxes I brought back from
my mother’s house. I’ve been avoiding them since I’ve been trying to keep a
positive attitude about everything. I feel like I may break down while going
through them and I don’t want Slade to see that side of me again. But I can’t
hold out forever, I need to get it over with.


“We can do them later this evening.” He pulls my
head to him as he kisses my forehead.


“I have to work tonight, Slade.” 


He gets angry, setting his mouth in a tight line.
“You have worked almost every night for the past two weeks. Why won’t you quit
that job? I do not like you working there.”


I don’t know what he expects from me. “Then where
would I work, Slade? I ask with a hard tone to my voice. He knows this is a
touchy subject for me.


“No, that’s not what I meant.” He runs a hand
through his hair as his shoulders slump. This is how things have been going
lately. We end up fighting over everything. “We’ll talk about this later.” He
leans down kissing my forehead once more, before opening the door and leaving
the room.


I turn around and head to the bathroom to get
ready. While in the shower, I think about my job. I like working at Larry’s,
but I know it’s not the best job in the world, and it has nothing to do with my
degree. I still love it though. I guess it’s the nightlife that I love. The
customers may be drunk, but there is never a dull moment. 


 I start to think of my mother as I rinse my hair.
She is still on my mind all the time. It’s just that when Slade and I fight I
wish I could call her. I wish I could ask for some advice. Although, I already
know she would tell me that I’m overreacting. She was just as stubborn as me,
but she knew when to pick a fight. I seem to be picking a ton lately. 


I get out of the shower and dry off. I need to get
ready, and quickly, if we are all going to go to lunch.


As I’m applying my eyeliner, Slade enters the bathroom.


He walks up behind me and looks at me in the
mirror. “I love you.” The sound of his voice saying those words still makes me
think that it’s all a dream. 


I give him a small smile, but it’s forced. “I love
you, too.”


He kisses my hair and turns to get in the shower. I
watch as he undresses and I have to tighten my thighs and close my eyes. God, I
don’t know how much longer I can go before I just attack him. I’m trying to
give him time. Maybe he decided he doesn’t want to be with me anymore. But his
actions go against his words. He always tells me I’m beautiful and that he
loves me. Maybe he is just dealing with stuff at work. I guess it could be
several different factors. I’ll just continue to try to wait it out. I don’t
want him to think I’m unhappy. Because I’m not, I’m just frustrated.


With a sigh, I open my eyes and leave the bathroom
so I can get dressed.
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I don’t see Angel as I walk
out of the bathroom. She must already be visiting with everyone in the living
room. I know she needs that. She needs her friends. 


I know the girls are worried about her just as much
as I am. With everyone’s help, we can get her through this. It will just take
time.


I throw on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Once I
have my shoes on, I grab my watch out of Angel’s jewelry box and then head out
to find everyone.


I find them all in the living room talking about
Vegas. My eyes first spot Angel sitting on the loveseat, leaning against one of
her pink throw pillows. Most men would not allow their girlfriend to redecorate
their house with pink things. It doesn’t bother me one bit though. I would let
her paint the entire house pink if she wanted. Whatever brings a smile to her
face makes me happy. I lean against the far wall and watch her. She has on a
pair of black shorts with a pink shirt and black, sky-high heels. 


I notice she isn’t talking to anyone, just staring
off at something in deep thought. I follow the direction of her eyes and
realize she is looking at the fireplace where her parents’ urns are setting. My
heart still breaks for her, wishing I could save her from herself, from her
thoughts.


I push off the wall and go sit beside her. She
looks up at me and gives me a smile as I put my arm around her. She always
smiles; I can tell they’re forced though. She doesn’t think I see it, but I
know my Angel better than I know myself.


“You ready for Vegas?” Josh asks me.


“Yep! It’s going to be a time to remember.” I
squeeze Angel closer to me.


“It’s going to be so much fun.” Holly bounces
excitedly as I laugh at her.


“I’m hungry,” Courtney announces, changing the
subject.


“Where we going to go eat?” Angel asks, looking at
Holly. 


I’ve also noticed that she has been giving Holly
more of her attention than Courtney. She’s been working a lot more than she
used to. I don’t know if something has happened between her and Courtney, but I
need to find out.


“I don’t care. Wherever you guys want to go, but let’s
decide fast. I’m starving.”


“How about the Hard Rock Café?” Josh suggests.


“That sounds great.” Angel removes herself from
underneath my arm and stands up. “Let me grab my purse real quick.”


As soon as she leaves the room, everyone looks at
me. “What?” I ask.


“Were you and Sam having sex when we rang the
doorbell?” Courtney blurts out before Josh whips his head around, giving her a
look of disbelief.


Good thing I’m don’t embarrass easily. I chuckle.
“Why?’’


“Because when we walked into your room she had a
pillow over her face, screaming into it.” Josh goes to say something but she
stops him by placing a hand up. “She said we interrupted you guys. I don’t
believe her. Something was wrong and that wasn’t it.” 


“Stop, Courtney,” Josh warns her as he stares down
at her with a hard face.


I look to Holly who is giving Courtney a death
stare. “Of course we interrupted them. Sam would not have lied to us.”


“Well, something is wrong. She is not the same
person anymore,” Courtney fires back.


“Just let it go. I think she is doing great
considering what she has been through.” Holly narrows her eyes at her.


“You weren’t there. You didn’t see her. She wasn’t
yelling at you. Ask Slade,”—she points a finger at me—“she was yelling and
hitting him. Then two hours later she was all ‘I love you’. No offense Slade, I
know she loves you. I’m just saying, she is not herself.”


“Let it go, Courtney,” Josh snaps.


I raise my hands up to quiet everyone. “Josh is
right. We should just let it go. She is still grieving, but she is getting
better.” I don’t know if I said that to convince them, or myself. “You have to
remember, she was alone and scared. Now she has all of us.” I pull my keys out
of my pocket. “Oh, and yes, you guys did interrupt us.” I turn around as the
guys laugh at me. “So next time call in advance.”


“Ready, Angel?” I prompt as she enters the now
silent living room.


She gives me a small nod, and we make our way out
to the garage. I open the truck door for her, and once everyone is in the
garage, I call out, “We will follow you guys.” 


I climb into the driver’s seat and back out of the
garage. Once we get on the highway, I try to speak to her. “Are you okay,
Angel?” 


She looks at me, her face expressionless. “Yeah. Why?”
she says, sounding bored.


“I was just wondering.” I reach down and grab her
left hand out of her lap, bringing it up to my lips. “I just worry about you is
all.”


“I promise. I am just fine.”


“Is there something going on between you and
Courtney?” No reason to wait to ask that question.


 She sighs and it makes me glance over at her.
“What is it?”


“She’s always asking me if I’m okay. It’s driving
me nuts. I’m not going to go crazy again, breaking stuff.”


“She just worries about you.”


She’s silent for several minutes. “You’re right.
I’ll be nicer.”


She agreed with me way too easily, something is
obviously bothering her.


“You know I’m here for you if you need to talk
right?”


 “Yep,” she says, looking out of the window.


“Are you excited about going to Vegas?” I am
actually very nervous about the trip. There are going to be old friends there
that I used to party with and I have a feeling things may not go very well. I’m
just hoping that they don’t make it hard on Angel and me. Some of my friends
can be…well, obnoxious horn dogs doesn’t begin to describe them.


She doesn’t answer so I look over at her again. “I
think it will be fun.” She glances back at me, giving me a small smile.


“Of course it will.” I agree, trying to reassure
myself.


We pull up to the Hard Rock Café and she gets out
of the truck before I can get to her door. I frown. She knows I like to open
the door for her. I like to do the little things that make her feel special. 


“When are we going to go shopping for Vegas outfits?”
Holly asks the girls as soon as we are all seated.


“I’m ready whenever you are,” Angel answers,
opening her menu.


“Would you rather go shopping there?” I lean back,
rubbing my hand up and down her back.


“Doesn’t matter to me.” She shrugs, still looking at
her menu.


“Hello, everyone. What can I get you all to drink?”
the waiter asks, approaching our table. 


Holly and Courtney both order strawberry daiquiris
while all the guys order a beer. 


I pat Angel’s back to get her attention when it’s
her turn.


“Oh.” She looks up from her menu. “I would like a
water, please.”


Holly smiles at her while Courtney frowns. “We
ordered daiquiris.” 


Angel shakes her head. “I want a water,” she
repeats to confirm her answer to the waiter.


“You don’t want to drink?” Courtney sounds shocked.


“No. I’m cutting back on my drinking.”


“Why?” Courtney narrows her eyes at her while Josh
elbows her. “What?” she snaps looking over at him. “She always drinks.”


Angel looks up at her with a look of hatred.
“Because I don’t want to Courtney. It’s not even two in the afternoon. I
decided I want to cut back on my drinking. Is that a fucking problem? Do I have
to ask your permission—”


“Wow, wow.” I lean up patting her back and cutting
her off. “Calm down, Angel. She was just asking a question,” I say to her in a
low tone. She whips her head over to me and her green eyes are giving me a ‘go
to hell’ look.


“No, she wasn’t. She was questioning why I have
decided to cut back on drinking. Why does it matter if I don’t want to drink?”
she huffs.


Courtney looks like she’s about to say something
when Josh slides out of the booth, pulling her with him. 


I watch them walk out of the door, and then look back
at Angel. “What was that about?” She has me seriously concerned. Not only did
she snap at her, she also said fuck. That just isn’t like her.


She doesn’t say anything as she slides away from me
and stands, leaving the table, heading to the bathrooms.


“Are you going to follow her?” Micah asks Holly.


“No. Unlike Courtney, I know my friend’s
boundaries. Sam just needs a moment to herself.”


“I don’t know what is wrong with her.” I set my
elbows on the table and run a hand through my hair, confused.


“I totally agree.”


I look up and give Holly a small smile knowing that
she understands what I’m talking about.


“Courtney was way out of line.”


I frown. Clearly, we were not thinking the same
thing. “You think Courtney was out of line? You don’t think Angel snapping at
her was out of line?”


“Sam was right, it’s none of her business what she
wants to drink.”


Courtney and Josh come back in and sit down at the
table. Courtney looks pissed and so does Josh.


“Where is Sam?” Courtney asks, looking around.


“Bathroom,” Holly answers before I can.


Courtney nods and gets up, heading in that
direction.


“Do you think I should go to the bathroom to make
sure they don’t get into it?” I know the girls have been best friends for years,
but Angel looked like she wanted to punch someone. 


Josh shakes his head. “She’s going to apologize. I
told her she needs to relax when it comes to Sam. So what if she is not going
to drink as much as she used to? It’s not like she’s drinking more.” 


“What did she say?” I ask, curious.


“That she worries about her.” He rolls his eyes.


My brows scrunch. “You don’t think she should?”
Even I know she is not acting like herself. 


“I don’t think it is Courtney’s place to question
why Sam is doing what she does. Sam has gone through a traumatic experience and
she is obviously trying to cope. Who is Courtney to question that?”


I nod as that makes sense. I look up to see the
girls coming from the bathroom and they both look bitchy. Great!


They take their seats, but don’t speak. Our waiter reappears,
placing all of our drinks on the table.


“Are you guys ready to order?” he asks with way too
much enthusiasm.


He starts with Josh and works his way around to our
side. I’m the last one to order. Once he is gone, I place my arm around Angel
and pull her into me. She comes willingly and rests her head on my shoulder.


They rest of lunch is filled with an uneasy
tension. I notice that Angel talks to everyone else more than she does Courtney,
and Courtney does just the same. They don’t say two words directly to one
another.


I have a feeling things are just going to get more
complicated before they get any better.


 





I open the drawer and pull
out my work shirt along with a different bra. I’m still steaming from
Courtney’s outburst at lunch. She had no right to question my decisions. It’s
not as if I said I was going to drink myself into a coma, or start trying every
drug on the market. I just said I was going to cut back on my drinking. How is
that a bad thing?


“Angel?”


I turn around to see Slade leaning against the
doorway to our bedroom with his arms crossed over his sculpted chest. As soon
as we got back from lunch he locked himself in his office while I spent most of
the day cleaning the house.


I reach down, pull my shirt up over my body, and
toss it onto the bed. Then I reach back, unfastening my bra before tossing it
as well. 


His eyes never leave mine while I put on my new bra,
followed by my work shirt.


“What?” I finally ask since he continues to just
stand there, his blue eyes never leaving mine, while I change. A month ago he
would have already had me on the bed stripped naked.


“What was said when you girls went to the
bathroom?” 


He has already asked me this question twice on the
way home from lunch but I ignored it. I don’t want to repeat what she said,
although, I can’t forget it.


She storms into the bathroom to find me washing
my hands. 


“Josh told me to apologize to you. Though I
don’t know why.” She places her hands on her hips. “You may be able to fool all
of them, but you can’t fool me.” Then she spins around and walks out with me
hot on her trail. 


“Nothing important.” I head into the closet and take
off my shorts and heels. I slide on a pair of jeans.


When I come out, he is still leaning against the doorframe.
His head is resting against it now, his eyes closed. I know he’s tired, but of
what I’m not sure. I don’t know if the problem is me or his work. And if it is
his work, I’m sure I’m not helping the situation at all.


I sit down on the bed, thinking, as I put on socks
and my Nikes.


We were perfect before my mom called. Yeah, we had
our arguments, but now, I feel as if we are both in a deep, dark hole trying to
figure out how to dig our way out of it. 


There’s no doubt in my mind that I want Slade by my
side no matter what path I decide on. I can just think better when I’m by
myself and not constantly being questioned how I feel about…well, everything.


I stand up, grab my phone off of my nightstand, and
throw it in my purse. “I’ll be home late.” Walking over to him, I find he is
still standing in the exact same position. For a second it looks like he might
have fallen asleep there.


He opens his eyes and uncrosses his arms. He pushes
away from the door and stands in the middle of the doorway.


I walk right up to him and wrap my arms around his
stomach, resting my head on his chest. He smells so good, I would be happy
spending the entire night smelling him. My smile brightens knowing that I’m
going to go to work smelling like him.


He wraps his arms around my shoulders and kisses
the top of my hair. 


“You could call in sick.” He lays his chin on my
head.


“I can’t do that.”


“Why not?’


“Because if I call in sick, they will call someone
else in to cover my shift and that’s not fair to them.” He squeezes me tighter
for a second then I feel his chest rise and fall with a deep breath.


“Okay. Please be careful driving home in the
morning.” He unwinds his arms and pushes me back a little so he can look into
my eyes. “I hate you working nights. If you won’t quit, will you at least
change back to days?”


I had worked days for a couple of weeks after Jax
and I broke up, when I didn’t want to see a lot of people. I had then switched
back to nights, liking that it was busier and kept my mind occupied. Plus, by
then I was kind of seeing Slade, and I no longer cared what people thought
about my break up with Jax.


“I only like working with Holly and she prefers to
work nights.” That was kind of a lie, and with the way his brows scrunched, I
think he knew that. I don’t want to work days.


He nods his head and cups my cheek in his hand. His
other hand slides around my back and pulls me closer to him. “I hope you have a
great night.” He leans his head down and gives me a soft, sweet kiss. I moan in
frustration as he pulls away, wanting more. “I love you.” His baby blue eyes search
my face.


“I love you, baby.” I pull away from him and walk out
of the bedroom.





I park Nadia in the back lot
of the bar and get out. I still drive her everywhere. I have not bought a new
car yet, afraid Slade will go postal on me, but I still don’t want to drive the
Tahoe. Some days I feel great, as if nothing bad has happened, and then I have
days I feel as if I’m barely hanging on. Twice this week I have had what felt
like panic attacks in our bathroom while Slade was at work. I couldn’t breathe and
felt like my chest was going to explode. I calmed myself down, eventually, and
have not mentioned them to anyone. The last thing I need is to be sent to a
doctor and placed on medication.


Not going to happen!


I walk in through the back door and go right behind
the bar. It’s six and not all that busy yet.


“Hey, Sam.” I look over to see Becky as she walks
behind the bar.


“Hey.” I pull my phone out of my purse and shove it
in my back pocket.


“Is Holly here yet?” I ask, placing my bar key in
my other back pocket. 


“Yes. She’s refilling the cooler.” She grabs her stuff
and tells me bye. I am her replacement for the evening shift.


It surprised me when I didn’t see Holly’s car
outside, though Micah sometimes drops her off and picks her up on the weekends.



“Hey, Holls.” I walk into the cooler and see her
folding up some empty beer boxes.


She stands, straightening up. 


“Ready for a great night?” She laughs as she rolls
her eyes. 


“Absolutely.” I don’t mind spending my Saturday
nights at work. Just being here and away from the constant questions from Slade
makes me happy. Holly doesn’t ask questions. She just makes me smile.


I follow her out of the cooler carrying a box of
Corona. We walk behind the bar and I set down the box, bending over to place
them into the bin. 


“Sam, you have a customer. Do you want me to wait
on him?” Holly asks as I fold up the now empty box.


“No, I’ll go.” I throw the box in a pile on the
floor and dust my hands off. I look over the bar and see the back of a man
sitting at a table. I walk out from the behind the bar and head over to him. He
has a tight, black short-sleeve shirt on. The fabric pulls against his back and
shoulders. The guy looks like a UFC fighter from behind. As I get closer, I
notice that both arms have tattoos covering them. They look to be black ink of
some tribal work.


“Welcome to Larry’s. What can I get you?” I greet as
I come up beside him.


He turns his head to look at me and I freeze. Tate
sits before me with a small smile on his face. “Sam,” he says in a deep voice. 


There is no way he is here. This can’t be possible.
I turn around and head to the bathroom. I wish I would have listened to Slade
and just called in sick.


I burst into the bathroom and take a few deep
breaths, trying not to have another panic attack. 


Why can’t people just leave me alone? Is there
nowhere that I can go to be alone? To have some peace and try to get over what
happened? I’ll never be able to move on with my life if I can’t forget it.


“Sam?” Holly urges as she walks in.


“I just need a minute, Holly.” I nod, looking at
her in the mirror. She is the only one who seems to treat me normal. I don’t
want her thinking that I can’t handle seeing Tate out there.


She comes to stand next to me as her brown eyes
search my face. “He wants to talk to you,” she says quietly. “I told him he
needed to quit bothering you.” She takes a deep breath. “But he says he just
wants to talk to you. He wants a chance to explain.”


I push away from the counter and turn my body to
face her, taking another deep breath. “And you think I should let him explain?”



“I know you’re trying to move on. I know that Slade
and Courtney hound you about how you feel, constantly. You’re trying to live
your life.” She shrugs. “Maybe this will help move you in the right direction.
Instead of running from it, maybe you should just give him the chance to
explain. I’m not saying become his friend or forgive him, but maybe he can help
get you a better understanding of what your mother did and why.” She turns
around and walks out, leaving me in the bathroom. 


Maybe she is right. I still wonder why my mom did
what she did. My mom and I had a close relationship up until a few months
before my dad died. She told me and Slade that was about the time she had found
out she had breast cancer. That was when she changed because she didn’t want me
to postpone college to stay home with her. 


I take in one last deep breath, feeling better. I’m
an adult. The one chance I had for my mother to explain to me what happened, I
acted immature and ran out of the house. I need to let Tate explain because I
still don’t understand. I walk out of the bathroom and head straight for Tate’s
table. I sit down next to him as he takes a drink of water, which Holly must
have gotten for him.


“What do you have to tell me?” I question, looking
into his eyes.


His eyes lift from his bottle of water to me. “I
don’t want to tell you here. I just came here to get your attention.” He
reaches into his back pocket and pulls out his wallet. He produces a card and
hands it to me. It’s just like the card he gave me at my mom’s house. “I’m
guessing you threw the other one away.”


I nod, taking it from his hand. “Come by tomorrow.”
He looks up at me, waiting for an answer.


I give him another nod, not knowing if I’m
comfortable with that idea. He stands up from the table, grabs his jacket from
the chair next to him, and walks out the front door.


I grab his empty water bottle, throwing it in the
trash as I walk behind the bar.


I look down at the card. Turning it over, I see he wrote
his home address on the back of it. It is in St. Charles, which is only a twenty-minute
drive from here. I have never been there but I have heard Josh talking about it
before.


Should I go to his house? Should I tell Slade?
Maybe he should go with me, but what if what he has to say breaks me all over
again? Do I want Slade to see me that way again? I already feel like I can’t
breathe around him. Like I can’t tell him how I truly feel because he just
won’t believe me.


Making up my mind, I tuck the card in my back
pocket. I turn around and Holly is watching me. I swallow, trying to think of
what to say to her. I know she had to have read the card, I hadn’t realized she
was so close by. I need to start paying more attention to the people around me.
I should have waited and read it in the bathroom.


Shit!


She smiles at me, her brown eyes soft. “I know I’m
not the best at keeping secrets, but I would never, ever, tell anyone something
as important as this.” Her gaze darts to my pockets. “Do whatever you need to
get closure, Sam,” she says as she turns and walks off.


I let out a breath. I could not ask for a better
friend than Holly.


 


Before I know it, the place
is packed and I’m running back and forth to the bar for drinks. But none of
that matters. All I can focus on is Tate and my mother. What is so important
that he couldn’t tell me at Larry’s? What could be worse than the fact that she
hid from me because she had cancer? Did she really feel that I was too weak to
hear the truth? Well technically, she knew I wasn’t weak. She knew I would have
given up everything for her.


Holly and I close up the bar and I get home around
three. I crawl in bed next to Slade and cuddle up to him. My body is exhausted.
I just feel like I have no energy, like I’m running on fumes. I’ve had trouble
sleeping ever since we drove back from Tulsa and I think it’s starting to catch
up to me. I let out a long breath and try to close my eyes, but all I see is my
mother. And it’s the bad memories that come to mind, of tears running down her
face as I stood screaming in the middle of her living room. It’s the same
nightmare, playing in my mind every night. I hope that my meeting with Tate
tomorrow can give me something else to dream about.





I wake up to the sound of
the shower coming on. I look over to my phone to see that it is eight in the
morning. I lay there for a few minutes because, once again, I didn’t get much
sleep last night. It was weird actually. I went to bed thinking about my
mother, but all I remember is dreaming about Slade. I had a dream about Slade
finding out I went to Tate’s without him knowing, and then he left me. I can’t
even imagine my life without Slade in it. I need to tell him. He doesn’t
deserve for me to go behind his back. I sit up when I hear the bathroom door
open.


“I’m sorry, Angel, I didn’t mean to wake you,” he
says, standing at the end of the bed with a towel wrapped low around his hips.
My eyes roam over his sculpted abs and hard muscular chest. His body glistens
with the water that his towel missed. I stare at his star tattoo for a few
seconds and I sigh. I wish he wanted me as much as I want him. I would feel
better if I knew why he was staying at arms’ length. “I tried to be quiet.”


“You didn’t wake me.”


He walks over and sits down on the bed beside me.
He reaches up and runs his hand through my tangled hair. 


I take in a deep breath before I fill him in on my
plans for the day. “Slade, I have something I have to do today.”


“Just stay home today and relax. Lay in bed and try
to get some sleep,” he says softly.


“You want me to lay in bed all day?” I ask him,
dumfounded.


“You need your rest. You’re not getting any, Angel.”


Crap. I hope I didn’t keep him up last night as
well. I push myself toward him and run my palms over his chest. “Why are you
getting ready so early on a Sunday?”


“I have some business I need to take care of.” He
cups my face in his hand.


“Stay with me?” Can’t he see how much I need him?


He shakes his head, pulling my hands off of him. “I
can’t, Angel. I have to go to the office to get some files that I had forgot
yesterday, then I have to go over to my parents’ to discuss a case with my
father.”


I take in a deep breath, ready to get this over
with. “Slade, I need to go talk to—” 


“You don’t need to do anything,” he says slowly as
if speaking to a child, eyes searching mine. “You don’t have to make any
decisions about your mom’s house or your dad’s house right now.” 


What would make him think that’s what I need to
take care of today? I’m going to put that off as long as I can. “But that’s not—”


He places his finger over my lips. “Angel, I keep
telling you not to worry about it. When you’re ready to deal with that, we will
talk about it.” He leans down and kisses me softly on the forehead before he
goes to get dressed.


I lie back down as I feel the tears threatening my
eyes. I don’t know what to do. He obviously does not want to hear about my
plans for the day. So, once more, I will just keep my mouth shut, keep everything
inside.


Slade walks out of the closet, now dressed in a
pair of jeans and a clean white t-shirt. I close my eyes, thinking about how we
are drifting apart. I know a relationship is not supposed to be based solely on
sex, but we aren’t having it at all and that’s a problem for me, especially
since I’m living with the biggest horn dog in town.


“I love you,” he says, getting my attention.


“I love you too.” I lean up and kiss him before he
heads to work.


I finally get out of bed and don’t waste a second
getting ready. I throw on a pair of white jean shorts with a gray t-shirt and a
pair of white Nike Shox. I grab the keys to Nadia and make my way toward St.
Charles. 


It doesn’t take more than twenty minutes to get
there, but twenty minutes is a long time when your mind is trying to prepare
itself for the worst. I can’t keep my leg from bouncing up and down. I don’t
know if it’s my nerves or the coffee that I downed.


I pull up to Tate’s house and take a deep breath.
Not wanting to waste any more time, I hop out of the truck, walk up to his door,
and knock. I keep telling myself that I need to do this, that I need to know,
but I’m starting to rethink the situation.


I tap my foot a few times while I wait for him to
come to the door. “I can do this,” I whisper to myself. Crossing my arms over
my chest nervously, I start to bite on my lower lip. I’m about to turn around and
run back to Nadia when Tate opens the door.


He is standing before me in a pair of tight black
boxer briefs and nothing else. I turn my head as fast as I can, not wanting to
stare at his muscular abs and chest, that I now know are also covered in
tattoos. Slade is very built, but Tate is like body builder huge. He has tribal
work all over his chest and down his left side, along with both arms. There is
a saying written on his right side, but I’m not going to stare long enough to
read it.


“Sorry, Sam.” His deep voice sounds rough, like I
woke him. “I didn’t think that you would be here this early. Please, come on
in.” He steps aside as I enter, looking down at the floor.


This was a bad idea, I now find myself
chanting.


I should have just waited for Slade to get home so
he could come with me. “Just give me a few minutes,” he says as I sit down on
his couch, looking at anything but him.


I sit, twiddling my thumbs, and hear him speaking
to someone. I can’t make out what he is saying since he has lowered his voice.
Then I hear a woman. I instantly feel uncomfortable, I didn’t think about the
fact that he may not be alone. 


“I can wait,” I hear her tell to him.


“I’ll call you later,” is his only response.


“Tate,” she whines.


“I said I will call you later,” he says with more
force.


I sit in silence for another minute before a blonde
walks into the living room wearing a short mini dress and carrying her heels in
one hand. Her bleached blonde hair is a ratted mess, and her makeup is smeared
across her face. She doesn’t even bother making eye contact with me as she lets
herself out the front door, closing it behind her.


Tate walks in wearing a fitted t-shirt and a pair
of sweatpants.


“Sorry about that.” 


“Oh, no, I apologize,” I say in a rush. “I didn’t
mean to come so early. I just couldn’t wait any longer,” I finish as he sits
down across from me. 


“I understand,” he says, eyes boring into mine, and
then he lets out a long sigh.


“What did you need to tell me Tate?” I don’t want
this reunion to be any longer than it has to be. And from the situation I just witnessed,
I have a feeling he is a tad like Slade used to be and another woman may show
up any minute for her turn. 


 He sets down a couple of pictures in front of me.
I pick up the top one, looking it over. It’s of Tate and my mother at what
looks like a hospital. She is sitting in a wheelchair.


“When were these taken?” She looks so frail in her light
blue hospital gown, and she’s not wearing a wig, showing the loss of her hair.


“These were taken the day that she called you.”


I look up at him, frowning. “Where is she at?”


“She was at the hospital.” He lets out a breath.


“Start making sense, Tate,” I say rather annoyed.
“You wanted to tell me something. Spit it out, all of it,” I demand.


“Same old Sam, aren’t you?” He smiles a half smile
and it reminds me of when he was a little boy. That same little boy that played
Barbie’s with me. Well, I played with my Barbie’s, he played with his GI Joes. 


“I was with her the day she called you, wanting to
see you. She was ecstatic when you said you would come. She asked me to take
her home the following morning. She didn’t want you to see her at the hospital.
She wanted to tell you in her own way, not have you come to the cancer ward
spitting out questions.”


That makes sense. I would have freaked if she had
told me to come to a hospital room and not our house.


“I was supposed to come back and get her the next
day to return her to the hospital, but she called that morning saying she had
talked to Slade and you wanted to stay with her.” He takes a deep breath as his
eyes roam my face before he continues. “She had decided Slade was right, and
she wanted to spend whatever little time she had left with you.”


“Wait. So you’re saying if she had gone back into
the hospital, she may have lived longer?” I question in horror.


“No,” he states emphatically. “She had already
lived longer than what she was told.” We sit in an uncomfortable silence for a
few minutes before he speaks again. “Can I tell you something, Sam?” he asks.


“Isn’t that why I’m here? For you to tell me
things?” 


“She first called my mother when she and Greg were
getting together. They kept in touch often. I moved here about six years ago,
but I go home and see my mother every now and then. One day Marie called when I
was visiting my mother in Alaska. She was hysterical and my mom couldn’t
understand what she was saying. When I got on the phone and finally calmed her
down, she said that she had just finished having lunch with Jack.” He closes
his eyes briefly and takes a deep breath. “And she had received a phone call
from her doctor. They wanted her to come in right away. So Jack had gone with
her to the doctor when she was informed that she had breast cancer.”


I feel the familiar sensation of my throat closing up;
it’s been doing that a lot. I can’t seem to keep my sadness at bay.


“She didn’t want you to know. You were getting
ready to start your senior year of high school. She wanted you to enjoy it, not
worry about the outcome of her situation. Your mom was leaving Greg and Jack
had told her he was going to move back in with you guys.”


My eyes widen at the thought of that. They hated
each other.


“They both decided not to tell you. They wanted you
to have a great senior year and go to the college of your choice.”


“If he would have moved back in, I would have known
something was up. They couldn’t stand one another.”


“Sam, they were very much in love. Jack still loved
her more than anything.” He looks down to the floor before bringing his gaze back
up to me. “I had talked to him several times.” He gets a small grin on his
face.


“You did?” I question. “Why didn’t you call to talk
to me? I don’t mean tell me everything, but just call to talk?” I mean, we were
once best friends.


“They didn’t want it to stir up questions. Which it
would have.”


I nod in understanding. “Anyway, when Jack passed,”
he sighs out, looking down to the floor again. “It took everything from your
mother. She went crazy, said you were out of control, and didn’t want to come
home.” 


I nod as tears run down my cheeks.


“She was terrified. The chemo treatments weren’t
working. She was feeling sicker and Greg was making things worse. I personally
think it was the stress from Jack passing.” He runs a hand over his short dark
hair. “She called my mother the day you graduated and bawled her eyes out. She
said you were leaving the next day.” He stops and looks up at me and I can see
the pain in his dark blue eyes. “I booked the next flight out. By the time I
got there, you had already left for Texas. We argued, I told her you needed to
know, that you had just lost a father and you didn’t need to lose your mother
as well.”


A sob bubbles up my chest and I place my hand over
my mouth. “I was so stupid. I was so mad that she didn’t come to my graduation,
I was so selfish,” I mumble to myself.


“No you weren’t, Sam. You were just a confused kid
who had lost a father and didn’t know what to do,” he reassures me. But I
wasn’t a kid. I was just a selfish adult. “She begged me not to tell you, she
was just like you. She was a fighter. She fought to live, every day. She fought
for you. I ended up moving to Tulsa to help take care of her. She was in and
out of the hospital a lot, but she got to the point where she would ask me
questions about you. I started asking around and it wasn’t hard to find out
what you were up to, between the Internet and friends. She asked me to take her
to your college graduation, and I thought she was going to confront you.” He
looks down, shaking his head. “She said she couldn’t. She saw how happy you
were with Jax, and didn’t want you to feel like you had to take care of her.
She just wanted you to be happy.” His eyes move to the pictures I hold in my
hand. “She kept those two pictures of you in her hospital room. Every time I
would visit her, she was holding one of them, smiling.”


I let the tears flow out of my eyes. How stupid
could I have been to think that she hated me?


“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” I whisper. “Why
would you just agree to spy on me without confronting me?” I close my eyes
shaking my head. “You know I would have went to see her.” I open them and stare
into his hard eyes.


“That’s why I couldn’t.” He bends over placing his
elbows on his knees. “You were always so stubborn. You lived life by your own rules.
It was your mother’s life and that was her one rule. Not to tell you. I wanted
to, believe me.” He sighs leaning back in his chair. “It wasn’t like I followed
you around, I’m not a PI or anything.” He chuckles. “I found out when your
college graduation was and I took her. I found out that you moved here to St.
Louis, and she was so excited because it was close to me. She wanted to know
everything about you. I have a friend who goes into Larry’s often. He called me
the night that you worked your first shift.” He shrugs, like that’s enough
reason. He takes a deep breath, looking into my eyes. “I wanted to stop you
from going out with Slade, when I first heard you two were together. I thought
that you had traded one heartbreak for another. I know girls that have had…past
experiences with him. I didn’t want you to get hurt. But it wasn’t my place to
tell you how to live.” 


I nod as I look down at my fingers laced together.
“I don’t want to upset you, Sam.” I look up at him. “I just needed you to
understand. Marie called me crying the next morning, when she said she was
going to stay home with you. Said she had made a mistake, that you thought she
hated you. That she couldn’t turn back time and change it, but she would stay
home and let you take care of her. She wanted to give you every second she had
left. No one could have known she wasn’t going to make it much longer.”


I swallow back the lump in my throat as tears trail
down my face. “The neighbor called me as I was packing my bags, and said that
she had passed.” I blink letting the fresh tears fall.


He nods his head slowly. “Yeah, I showed up right
after he had talked to you. I wanted to stay and explain then, but I figured
you would need some time to process what was happening. I…” He pauses as I
stare at him, still silently crying. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry for the lies. Sorry
that you didn’t get the time you wanted with her. She loved you, and in her own
way, she was accepting her fate, coming to terms with the fact that she
couldn’t fight the inevitable. She was tired of fighting a battle she knew she
wouldn’t win,” he whispers as his eyes fall to look at the pictures sitting on
the coffee table. “She spoke of Jack all the time. When he discovered she had
cancer, he didn’t waste a second getting everything set up for her. The best doctors
money could buy, setting her up an account. She was so excited that he was
moving in with her and then when he passed…. I think when he died it broke a
piece of her. She wanted to die as well.”


I close my eyes, thinking of my stepdad. “He was
telling the truth wasn’t he? She was cheating on Greg with my dad?” I ask,
biting my lip. She had to have been. She was still married to Greg when she
found out she had cancer. Dad must have passed before she had the chance to leave
Greg. She told me they had only divorced last year.


“I don’t know if Marie and Jack had a physical
relationship, but I know they never stopped loving each other,” he replies honestly.


“I just don’t understand why she wouldn’t tell me,”
I say, grinding my teeth together in frustration. “You say after my dad died
she just gave up. Was I not enough to live for?” I sob out, not able to hold it
in anymore. 


“Oh, Sam.” I hear him move closer. He pulls me into
a hug as I cover my face with my hands. “Your life was more important to her
than her own.” He rubs a hand down my back. “That’s why she didn’t want you to
give it up for her.”


I shake my head, pulling away from him. I stand up
and start heading for the door. “I need to go,” I cry as I try to stop the
tears. I feel the need to fall apart again and I want to do it alone.


“Sam?”


I would have kept walking if not for the
desperation in his voice. I stop with my hand on the door, but keep my back to
him. I feel his hands on my shoulders and he turns me around. I stare up at him,
into his dark blue eyes. “I’m so sorry for everything. I want to be your
friend. Please let me help you.” 


“Help me?” I question, not really knowing what he
means. 


He comes closer to me, and reaches up to brush the
tears from my face. “If I know you, you won’t allow Slade to see you like this.
I just want to be your friend. I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you when you
thought she was pushing you away. I’m asking you now, let me in to help you
through this time of need.”


“Thanks.” He’s right. Slade cannot see me like
this. “You can never have enough friends, right?” I give him a small grin that
he returns.


I turn around and open the door. As I step out of
the house, I turn around and look at him. “I’m not mad at you,” I say. The only
person I am mad at is me. 


“Yes, you are, but that’s okay. I can take you
being mad at me, just don’t hate me. Please don’t hate me,” he whispers as his
blue eyes search mine.


“I could never hate you.” I turn and walk to Nadia.
Right now, I hate myself. I hate the world. I hate that I feel like the past
five years of my life have been taken from me. It’s all been a lie. I was
living in a make believe world, a world that my mom created for me. If she
would have told me the truth, my life would have been so different. My mother thought
it would have been filled with darkness, having to take care of her. But now,
the rest of my life will be filled with the darkness which came from her death.
I will forever live with the guilt that I wasn’t there for her, and no words or
friends will change that. Not even Slade can change that.


I drive to the only place I can be completely
alone. I need to just cry my eyes out without someone watching me or touching
me. 


I park and get out of the truck. I walk to the edge
of the hill and sit down. I close my eyes. She wanted me to live a life full of
possibilities. Those possibilities led me to Slade. I couldn’t live without
him. If he died, would I fight or would I give up? I would want to die as well,
but I would fight, because I know him. He would want me to go on with my life,
remembering the life that we had together. 


I open my eyes and walk back to the truck when I
hear my cell, knowing from the ringtone that it’s Slade.


“Hello?” I try to sound cheerful


“Hey, Angel. How is your day going?” 


“Great,” I lie.


I hear him take in a deep breath. “What are you up
to?”


“Heading to the mall,” I lie again, as I look out
over the beautiful city from on top of the hill that he once brought me to.


“That sounds like fun. I only have a few minutes to
talk. I just wanted to call and tell you I love you.”


“I love you too, baby. What time will you be home?”


“I should be done in about an hour.”


“Okay. Would you like me to cook you some lunch?”


“How about I pick us up something on my way home?”


“Chinese?” I ask.


“Chinese.” He laughs.


“Okay, I’ll see you when you get home. I love you.”


“Love you too, Angel.” 


I look down at my phone and shut it off. I toss it
in the truck and walk back to the edge of the hill. I sit down and let the
tears fall. I have got to stop this. This is going to destroy my life. I’m
lying to Slade but what other choice do I have? He will just continue to coddle
me. I need to let it all out and move on with my life. 


I close my eyes and see Mom smiling in that picture
of her and Tate. “I love you, Mom,” I whisper into the afternoon air. “I miss
you so much, but I know you’re no longer suffering. I would never want you to
be in pain.” Tears slide down my face as I bite my bottom lip. “I hope you’re
with Dad,” I sob out. “I miss you both so much.” I pull my legs to my chest,
place my head on my bare knees, and let the city watch me cry. 


This is it; I will not cry anymore. I will not feel
sorry for myself. How could I when I think of all the things my mother went
through? At least now I know she didn’t go through it alone, she had Tate.


I open my eyes and lift my head. I smile as I wipe
my face. In a way, I guess I owe him a lot. How could I be mad at someone who
was there for my mom until the end?
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I pull into our garage and
reach over to the passenger seat, grabbing the Chinese food.


I walk into the house and come to a stop when I see
Angel pacing the hallway outside the kitchen. She has her head down and her
arms crossed over her chest.


“Angel?” 


She looks up at me and her eyes are bloodshot, but
they look hard. Her face looks to be dry but I can tell she has been crying. I
don’t know what I can do to help her move on and be happy. She may never get
over her mother’s death. She may forever feel this way…brokenhearted. 


“I need to tell you something,” she says sternly.


“Okay, Angel. Are you—”


She puts her hand up. “Don’t speak, just listen.”


I nod my head, wondering what the hell is going on.
Why does she look pissed? 


“I’m fine.” 


I stand there staring at her, waiting for her to
continue, but she doesn’t. “You keep saying that, but—”


She cuts me off. “I told you to listen,” she snaps.


I swallow. Fuck! This must be a test. She is
throwing my ass into the deep end, and I am going to fail miserably, because I
don’t have a fucking clue what’s going on. 


“What do you see when you look at me?” She places
her hands on her hips.


Yep! Going to sink to the bottom like a
motherfucking cinderblock. I never know what the hell is going on in her
head. So, I start to say ‘the love of my life’ when she speaks.


“You don’t even have to say it. I know exactly what
you see. You see someone you need to coddle. Someone who breaks down all the
time.” She rolls her eyes dramatically. “I keep telling you I’m okay, but you
don’t fucking listen.” She starts to pace again as she runs a hand through her
dark hair. “My mom passed, Slade. It hurts, it is hard.” She stops pacing and
walks up to me. “But I will be okay. I am okay. I feel most of my life
has been filled with secrets and lies. I want neither of those between us. I love
you and want us to be honest. Even if we have to have a yelling match right
here in this hallway.”


She stares up into my eyes, waiting for me to
answer. I nod my head, not knowing if I’m allowed to speak yet, and wondering
why in the hell we would have a screaming match.


“I saw Tate today.”


Now I know why she said we might scream. “Why the—”
I start to demand, only to be interrupted yet again.


“I tried to tell you this morning, but you brushed
me off and told me to sleep all day,” she interjects sarcastically as if that
was an absurd idea. 


“He came into the bar last night and told me he
wanted to talk. I decided I wanted to hear what he had to say.” She turns away
from me, starting to pace again. “He had pictures of my mom. She was in the
hospital, Slade. She had checked herself out to come see me at the house. She
didn’t want me to know what was going on before she could explain it. Tate was
supposed to take her back the morning we left but she called him and said you
had talked to her.” She spins back around to face me and places her small hands
on my face. “Thank you.” 


“For what, Angel?” I ask slowly.


“For making her see how much I wanted her. How much
I loved her. She may no longer be here, Slade, but I know if she was, I would
be spending time with her.” She smiles and it’s the first real one I have seen
on her face in a long time. “I know it may sound crazy, but that’s my closure.
My mother was stubborn.” I grin. She’s just like her mother. “But she finally
wanted to let me in after a five minute conversation with you and that is all I
need to know.”


I pull out of her hands and place the take-out bags
on the floor, then step up to her. “I love you.” 


The smile drops off her face.


“Another thing.”


Shit!


“Why do you keep pushing me away? Do you not find
me attractive anymore?”


I swear some of the shit that comes out of her
mouth has me thinking she is crazy. “I always want you.” 


“Well, you haven’t had me,” she states, playfully
hitting me on the arm. Then she lets out a breath, getting serious. “Why do you
keep pushing me away?”


I’m not going to try to explain how I thought she
needed more from me than sex because I have a feeling she will just roll her
eyes again. I lean into her and drag her to me. I kiss her as if I have never
kissed her before, taking both of our breaths away.


 I pull away and she places her hands on my chest
and takes a step closer to me. “I know you love me, Slade. But lately you
haven’t acted like you still want me. I’ve been trying to show you that I need
you.” She lowers her eyes for a second and then they are back on mine. “Show me
you need me too.” She nibbles nervously on her lip, waiting for me to respond.


The only way I can think to respond to her is to
show her. I reach down and pick her up. I walk to our bedroom and toss her onto
the bed as she giggles. That sound fills my ears and I smile, lying down next
to her.


“That’s it.”


“What?” she says through her laughter.


“That laugh, I don’t know how I ever survived
without it.” I run my thumb over her bottom lip. “The world could be ending and
it wouldn’t matter, nothing matters but that sound.” That sound has given me
hope for us plenty of times in the past, and it just reassured me that she is
still here with me. “I thought I had lost you,” I say, honestly.


“I know, I thought I had lost myself too. I tried
my hardest to let it go. And I would wake up in the morning feeling great,
knowing I had you.” She smiles slowly. “But by the end of the day I couldn’t
help but feel like everything would come crashing down on me. Tate showing up.
Courtney wanting to move here. You always seemed to make me feel like I had
more of a reason to be depressed than happy,” she says sadly. 


“I never meant to do that, Angel. I’m sorry. I will
listen to you from now on.” I feel bad that I thought I was there for her but
instead I was only making it worse. 


“I was telling you the truth when I said I don’t
want any lies or secrets between us.” She takes in a deep breath. “I’ve lied to
you a lot lately.”


My hand stops running through her hair. “About
what?” I ask cautiously. 


She closes her eyes. “I didn’t want to sell my car.
I know it was just a car, but that car meant a lot to me. About being in a
great mood when you called today, I was actually in the middle of another
breakdown. My last breakdown,” she clarifies, “and I wasn’t heading toward the
mall. I was sitting on the hill alone, just clearing my mind and saying my
goodbyes.”


I search her beautiful face and bright green eyes.
I made her feel like she had to lie to me. I was the main reason for her
feeling so badly. “Thank you for being honest with me,” I finally say.


“You’re mad at me,” she says, interpreting my pause
the wrong way.


“No, I could never be mad at you for that. It was
my fault that you felt you couldn’t be honest.” I look at her for a few
seconds. “You’re right. I would have freaked out about you going to Tate’s and
not wanting me to go, though.”


“I tried to ask you this morning to go with me.”


“Well, I’m glad you found out what you needed.” I’m
also glad that she didn’t take my advice and lay in bed all day. How could I
have not seen that she was trying to move forward? I can’t believe this entire
time I was the one bringing her down and not helping her.


She gives me a soft smile. Then she gets quiet for
a few seconds. “There’s one more thing I want to do, will you do it with me?”


“Absolutely.”


She gets out of bed, tugging on my arm. I follow
her without question. She walks me into the living room and picks up her mom’s
urn. “Will you get my dad’s down for me, please?”


I bring it over to the coffee table and then watch
as she opens them both up, before pouring her mom’s ashes into her father’s urn.


“They belong together.” She looks up to me with a
small smile on her face. “They deserve to have their forever, too.”


I feel my throat tighten up as my eyes start to
sting. How did I not see it? How did I miss when she turned the corner and was
no longer grieving for her mother? 


 She walks over to the fireplace, places the urn in
the center, and gazes at it. “They were truly in love with one another. In the
note my mother left me, she said her love for me did not end with her death. I
now know what that means. My dad never stopped loving her and she never stopped
loving him.” 


I walk up to her and place my hands on her face.
“I’m so sorry, Angel. I didn’t know I was the one that was hurting you.”


“Don’t apologize, baby, just show me. Show me that
you believe me. All I’ve ever needed was you. I can survive anything if I have
you.”


Her eyes roam my face and I smile down at her. “So,
what do we do now?”


“Well, you have two options.” She runs a hand up my
chest. “One, you can go get our food from the hallway so we can eat. Or two,
you can take me back to bed.”


“I choose option two,” I say, lowering my face down
to hers.


“Good choice,” she whispers before my lips crash
onto hers as I lift her up and carry her back to our room.


Her hands grab my arms and she pulls me on top of
her on the bed. I straddle her small hips and pull her to a sitting position. I
pull my lips from hers long enough to pull her shirt over her head. She falls
to her back and I go to work on her shorts. She pushes me off of her and kicks them
off as if they are on fire. Before I even have a chance to move, she slams into
me, shoving me on my back. She lets out another laugh. “Sorry, I’m tired of
waiting on you to make a move.”


I lift an eyebrow and grab a hold of her hands as
they work on my zipper. “What does that mean?”


“It means you’ve been a prude lately.” 


I bite the inside of my lip, trying not to laugh at
how right she is. I push her onto her back and pin her hands to the bed by her
head. 


“Well Angel, let me show you what I have been waiting
to do with that sexy body of yours.”





I awaken to the sound of my
alarm and see the back of my Angel, sleeping in front of me. I smile as I lift
my hand and push aside some of her hair, placing soft sweet kisses up her neck,
but she doesn’t even move. 


“Angel,” I whisper in her ear. I want her so badly
right now. I want to take her hard and fast, just how she likes it. 


“Slade,” she whispers, pushing her ass into my hard
erection.


I smile as I kiss her bare shoulder. I place a hand
on her thigh and it slowly travels upward to her hipbone. I slip my hand
between her legs as she lets out a long breath. 


I lean up on my arm and look down at the side of
her face. Her eyes are still closed and I have a feeling she is still somewhat
asleep. I smile. I’m going to wake her up in the best way. I know she is still
tired and needs her rest but I can’t help it, I need her right now. I need to
take her, to possess her.


I ease a finger into her and groan at how wet she
is. God, she is always ready, and knowing that turns me on more than I can
handle sometimes.


“Wake up, Angel,” I murmur, leaning down to nibble
on her ear.


She moans again as she clamps down around my
fingers.


I take my fingers out of her and turn her gently so
she is lying on her back.


I set myself between her and slide two fingers into
her again. She moans as she arches her back. I look down at her face and see
her eyes are still closed. 


I take my hard cock in my hand and gently ease it
into her. I want to wake her up slowly, not quickly. I lean down and smooth her
hair off her beautiful face and start rocking my hips. 


She starts to move her head back and forth, as she
moans. “Slade,” she sighs out and I pick up my speed. 


“Yes, baby?” Leaning down into her, I place little
kisses from her neck up to her ear. “Wake up and come for me.” I reach down,
place my thumb over her clit, and make little circles. Her eyes open but they
are hooded and she’s breathing heavily through parted lips. Her hand reaches up
and grabs a hold of my hair as she screams out. I feel her clamp down around my
cock as she comes.


I stop moving as her body tries to stop shaking
from her recent orgasm. I run my hands up her side, grabbing a hold of her breasts,
and she hisses in a breath. “We’re not done, Angel.”


Her chest rises and falls as she looks up to me
with those beautiful green eyes. I lean down and place my lips on hers. “I want
you to spend all day today remembering that I fucked you senseless.” 


She lets out a whimper and my cock jerks inside of
her. I pull out and flip her onto her stomach, pushing my cock back inside of her
before she can even move. She places her hands flat on the bed and props herself
up on all fours. I grab her wrists, bringing them behind her back, and her face
falls onto the sheets. I hold her wrists tightly against her back as I start to
move. Her moans fill the room as I pound into her harder than I knew was
possible. Every sound she makes has me moving harder and faster. It doesn’t
take long for her to come again and I follow right after her.


I pull out and she lowers her body to lay flat on
the bed. I kiss the side of her head before I head to the bathroom. I return
with a wet washcloth and gently clean her as she continues to lie on the bed,
completely spent. I once again kiss her on the temple, before heading back to
the bathroom to get ready for work.


 





I wake to the doorbell
ringing. I had passed out before I even had a chance to tell Slade goodbye this
morning. Last night had to have been the best night of sleep I’ve had in a
while.


The doorbell rings again and I jump up and throw on
one of Slade’s shirts along with a pair of his sweatpants. 


“I’m coming,” I call out, running to the door. When
I open it, there is a man holding a bouquet of flowers on the front porch. “Can
I help you?”


He smiles. “I have a delivery for a Samantha Hall,”
he answers happily.


“That’s me.”


“Here you go, ma’am.” He holds out the flowers to
me. “Have a great day, ma’am.”


“You too,” I say excitedly. Who would have sent me
flowers?


I walk into the kitchen and place the vase and
flowers on the island. I lean down to smell them before I pick up the card to
read it.


 


Angel,


Thank you for such an amazing
night and perfect morning. I can’t stop thinking about how lucky I am to have
you and how much I love you.


Love, Slade


 


I smile as I look at the flowers again. I walk to
the bedroom, find my phone, and send him a text.


 


Me: Thank you for the flowers. They are
beautiful. I love you too.


 


I place the phone on my nightstand and head to the
shower. Once I’m out of the bathroom I walk over to my phone and notice that he
still hasn’t messaged me back. He must be busy today. But I do have a message
from an unknown number.


 


Unknown: I’m here if you need to talk.


 


I can only think of one person that could be.


Tate.


I press send, calling the number. He answers on the
second ring.


“Hello?” comes a familiar male’s voice.


“Tate?” I ask cautiously.


He gives a little laugh. “Yes, it’s me, Sam.”


“Just making sure.” Then a thought hits me. “Did
you call me a while back from a blocked number?”


“No.” He gets quiet for a moment. “Why, has someone
been calling you from a blocked number?”


“I wouldn’t have asked if it hadn’t have happened.”
I laugh. “It only happened once and it was back when we first came home from
Tulsa. I figured it was you.”


“No,” he says with unease to his voice.


“Probably just a wrong number,” I suggest when he
goes quiet. “Anyways. I want to thank you for yesterday. For finally answering
some of the questions that I had.”


“Sorry I couldn’t answer them sooner,” he tells me,
sounding truly sorry.


I don’t want to rehash the same conversation we had
yesterday, so I decide to change the subject. “What are you up to?” I ask,
sitting on the bed.


“I’m getting ready to go to the grocery store.”


“Fun. What are you doing this evening?”


“I don’t know. Why?”


“Well, I was just thinking that we should all hang
out. That way you can get to know Slade and the rest of the gang.”


“I don’t know about that,” he says slowly.


“Oh, come on. It’ll be fine. I spoke with Slade
last night and he knows I came to see you yesterday.”


“How did he feel about that?” 


“I think he was mad at first, but I didn’t give him
much time before I started explaining everything. And by the end he
understood,” I reassure him.


“Hmm,” he says, not sounding convinced. “What did
you have planned for tonight?”


“I don’t know. Maybe going out and grabbing a
drink. In all honesty, I just thought about this, so I still need to contact
everyone.”


He gives a little laugh. “Do that, then let me
know.”


“Will do!” 


I roll over onto my stomach and scroll through my
contacts to text the girls.


 


Me: You guys want to go out tonight and
have a few drinks?


 


Holly texts back immediately: Yep. I will tell
Micah.


 


As I’m typing her back okay, Courtney
messages me. 


 


Courtney: You sure you want to go out and
drink? Thought you quit?


 


I release a long sigh before I message her back. 


 


Me: Yes, I’m sure.


 


Maybe I shouldn’t invite her, but if I don’t then
Josh won’t come. And then Slade will be asking questions as well. There is just
no winning with her. All I can do is show her that I am doing much better.


I need to call Slade and make sure that he doesn’t
already have anything planned. I pull up his number and press send.


“Hello, Angel. I’m sorry I haven’t texted you back,
it’s been busy and I’m in a meeting right now,” he says in a rush.


“Okay. I will make this quick. I have invited
everyone out for drinks tonight.”


He chuckles. “I know, Micah just informed me. I think
that is a great idea.”


I bite my bottom lip, a tad nervous. “I invited
Tate as well.”


“Okay,” he says, not even hesitating. “I would like
to get to know him better.”


I frown at the tone of his voice. “Are you going to
be nice to him?”


“Of course, Angel,” he replies sweetly in that deep
voice that makes me light up.


“I’m going to run to the store and then go tan.” I
want to get a few things done today. 


“Okay. Love you.”


“Love you, too.”





Once I get home from the
store, I put the groceries in the fridge and when I turn around, my elbow
knocks the flowers that Slade just got me to the floor, breaking the vase in
the process.


“Shit,” I hiss as I bend down and pick up the
flowers. I walk over and open the cabinet underneath the sink to get another
vase. After placing the flowers in the new vase, I head to the laundry room to
grab the mop and broom.


I walk back into the kitchen and drop to my knees
in the water. 


“Sam?” I hear Courtney call from outside the front
door. “Sam, I know you’re home.” She rings the doorbell twice. 


Leaving the stuff on the floor, I go to answer the
door.


“Hi,” I say cheerfully.


She sighs, and my smile becomes tight. “Come in.”


She takes a step into the house and follows me to
the kitchen. She comes to a stop as she notices the water on the floor. “What
happened?”


“Oh, I accidently knocked a vase over,” I say
bending down to finish cleaning up the mess.


“You didn’t throw it onto the floor?” she asks,
clearly not believing me.


I look up at her and give her another tight smile.
“Nope. Knocked it over,” I repeat.


“Here, let me help you.” She bends down to help
pick up the big pieces of glass.


“How are you and Josh doing?” I hate knowing that
she lives so close to me now, and yet we are very distant. I wish there was
something I could say to her that would make her understand I’m okay. I know
Courtney, she will be harder to convince than Slade.


“We’re good,” she replies flatly.


“Courtney.” I say her name to get her to look at
me. Her deep brown eyes meet mine, and they have that same look of sadness they
used to when she would visit me in college. “I’m sorry about our fight at the
restaurant.” I haven’t had the chance to talk to her since then. “I was just
having a bad day. I shouldn’t have been so bitchy.”


She gives me a sad smile. “It’s okay. I understand,
you’re going through a hard time.” She pushes some blonde hairs behind her
ears.


“I’m truly okay.” I reach up and pat her arm.


She looks at me for a few seconds before she
answers. “Right.”


I stand up and throw the towel on the counter, growing
very tired of her attitude. “What does that mean?”


“Nothing,” she sighs out and stands as well. “I
just came by to see if you needed anything.”


“I’m great, thanks. Are you guys coming out
tonight?” She never did answer my question when she texted me back.


She leans over and pulls me into a hug. “Of course,
Sam,” she responds, using her much softer voice before she pulls away.


“Okay,” I say slowly, trying to figure out what she
is up to. 


“Well, I was just coming over to check on you.” She
stands back and looks around the kitchen.


“Thanks.” I guess.


“We will meet you guys later at the bar.”


I walk her to the door then turn around and head
back to the kitchen when my phone rings in my pocket. I pull it out to see a
blocked number.


I’m going to let them know that they have the wrong
number.


“Hello?”


They hang up. They must have realized I was not the
person they were looking for. I place my phone back down and start preparing
dinner.

















[bookmark: CH13]CHAPTER THIRTEEN 





 


I walk into the house and
loosen my tie. Today has been one of those days where everything that could
have gone wrong, did. I want out of these clothes and Angel’s lips on mine.


“Angel?” I holler through the house. 


“In here,” she calls from the end of the hallway.


I push open the door to the laundry room and see
her folding towels out of the dryer, smiling as she looks up at me.


“How was your day?” she asks, setting aside the
towel and flinging her arms around my neck.


“Not as good as my evening is going to be.” I wrap
my arms around her waist while bringing my lips down to hers. I give her a soft
kiss, just our lips touching.


She pulls away looking up at me with those green
eyes. She looks down to my shirt and her fingers start unbuttoning it. “What
are you doing?” I ask, knowing where this is going.


“Well….” She looks up to me again, biting on her
bottom lip. 


I reach up and pull on her lip gently, releasing it
from between her teeth. I run the pad of my thumb over her bottom lip. She
parts her lips taking in a deep breath. “I thought I would get you out of these
dirty clothes,” she whispers.


I don’t object as she continues to unbutton my
shirt. Once she finishes with the last one, she places her palms flat on my
chest. She moves her hands slowly up over my chest and shoulders as she pushes
my shirt off. I let it fall to the floor, and reaching down I pull her t-shirt
up over her head. 


She holds my gaze as she goes down on her knees
before me. I’m so hard my dick hurts as it strains behind my zipper, waiting to
be released. 


The house is quiet. All you can hear is my heavy
breathing and the sound of my zipper as she slowly pulls it down. Once my dick
is free, she licks her lips and takes it into her hands, keeping her eyes on mine.


“Christ,” I say between clenched teeth as she pulls
me into her mouth. I place my hands in her soft hair, guiding her to how I want
it.


She moans as my hands grip her hair roughly and I
throw my head back, closing my eyes as it vibrates up my dick and through my
balls. She pulls back and runs her tongue around the tip of it.


“Angel,” I pant. She wraps her lips around me and
sucks me all the way to the back of her throat.


I tighten my hands in her hair and pull her mouth
from me as she whimpers. I pull her up to her feet and go straight for her
pants. With some help from her, I am able to get them off, along with her
panties and shoes, in a matter of seconds. I toss them over my head along with
her bra. I pick her up and she wraps her legs around me as my lips find hers
again. I push her back up against the wall.


“Fuck,” I say into her mouth, when she moans from
hitting her back on a shelf. “I’m sorry,” I mutter against her mouth.


“Don’t be.” She crashes her lips to mine. 


I pull her away and set her on top of the washer. I
try pushing her back on it but there is something behind her not allowing her
to scoot back any farther. 


I put a hand behind her and knock whatever is
stopping her to the floor. The sound of something heavy hitting the floor
doesn’t distract me. I pull my mouth from hers and place little kisses down her
neck.


“Slade, please.” She spreads her legs more for me,
putting her hands behind her to hold herself up. 


I kiss my way up to her ear. “How do you want it,
Angel?”


She lets out a strangled breath.


“Do you want me to lay you down on the bed and make
love to you, or do you want me to fuck you hard and fast right here on the
washing machine?”


“Right here.” She inhales deeply. “Right now.”


I reach down and guide myself into her in one swift
move. I grasp her hips and lean my face down next to hers. “Well then you
better hang on.”





I stand in the laundry room
trying to catch my breath as Angel leans back on her hands trying to do the
same. I reach up and grab her as she wraps her shaking legs around my waist. I
turn to walk out of the laundry room and almost slip in something on the floor.
I am able to get our balance before we go crashing to the ground.


“What the hell was that?” Angel asks laughing.


I take a few steps back and look down, eyeing the
mess on the tile floor. “That would be the laundry detergent that I knocked off
of the washer earlier.” 


 She looks down to the floor then looks up to me as
she wraps her arms around my neck. “I’ll clean it up later,” she laughs out. 


I slowly make my way around the puddle on the floor
and walk to our room. We lie down on the bed trying to catch our breath. I look
over at her as her chest rises and falls quickly. She licks her lips and it
brings my eyes up to her face. Her lips are parted and her eyes are closed. 


I roll over onto my side and wrap my arm around her,
pulling her close to me. “Can I ask you a question?”


She opens her eyes and stares at me for a few
seconds before speaking. “I don’t want to keep things from you. If you have a
question, just ask.”


She makes it sound so simple. I have these thoughts
of her and Tate. I have thought about them all day. I know she has never slept
with him because I know besides me, she has only ever been with Jax, but I just
find it odd that he all of a sudden has come back into her life. “I want to
know about you and Tate.”


“What do you mean me and Tate? We are just friends.
Or we used to be friends.” She looks up to the ceiling in thought. “I don’t
know, really. We used to be very close. I would like for us to be that close
again.”


I hate the feeling of jealousy that runs through me
at that thought. I always seem to fuck things up and just because she doesn’t
want him, doesn’t mean he doesn’t want her. Maybe he is just waiting for me to
screw up so he can slide in.


“Hey,” she urges, getting my attention by running
her small hand over my face. “You have nothing to worry about.” She’s amused.


“What do you think is so funny?”


“You’re jealous,” she says matter-of-factly.


I jump up and pin her small body underneath mine as
I look deep into those bright green eyes. She reaches up to grab my face but I
hold her hands down by her head.


“You’re fucking right I’m jealous.” 


She throws her head back laughing and I let out a
growl. “I’m serious. What did he tell you when you went to see him?”


She stops laughing and lets out a long breath as
she tries to move out from underneath me. I tighten my hands around her wrists.
“You’re not going anywhere. So start talking,” I demand.


She narrows those green eyes at me. “Just that he
was sorry for keeping such a big secret from me, that it was hard for him, too.
That he wanted to tell me—”


My hard laugh interrupts her.


“You don’t know him!” she snaps. “You don’t know
how hard it was for him,” she finishes quietly.


“You don’t know him either,” I say, grinding my teeth.
“You haven’t seen him since you were kids.” 


“He had to watch my mother die, Slade.” She closes
her eyes and I feel guilty that I continue to bring up bad memories. “He said
she wasn’t thinking clearly. She was also seeing my dad the entire time.” She smiles
softly. “He still loved her, guess their past didn’t matter.”


I release her wrists, place one hand in her hair,
and pull her head back, exposing her neck to me. I lower my face to rain soft
kisses on her throat. “I understand how your dad felt about her,” I whisper.


“What do you mean?” she asks breathlessly. 


“Nothing,” I mumble as I slide one hand down. It’s
time for round two.


 





We had just pulled up into
the bar’s parking lot when Tate pulls in beside us on the same sport bike that I
remember from my mother’s house. 


“Where’s your helmet?” I place my hands on my hips
as he looks at me with a puzzled look.


“I don’t wear one,” he states simply.


“What?” I call out as he starts to walk past me to
the front of the building. “Do you know how dangerous those bikes can be?”


“I’m well aware,” he throws over his shoulder as he
moves to stand next to Slade on the sidewalk.


I’m about to give him the third degree about helmet
safety, but stop when I see him and Slade standing side by side. Slade has his
arms crossed over his chest and Tate has his hands in his front pockets. 


They continue to stand there staring at me. “Do I
need to properly introduce you guys?” I point a finger from one to the other. 


“I know who Slade is,” Tate states, not taking his
dark blue eyes off of me. 


Slade slowly turns his body to face him. “Well, I
have no idea who you are.” Then he looks at me. “But I promised Angel I would
get to know you. So, let’s go inside and have a few drinks.”


Tate seems satisfied with that and they both turn
to head into the bar. We spot everyone already sitting at a big table in the
back.


Before I sit down, I introduce everyone to Tate.
Holly and Courtney smile and say hello, whereas Micah and Josh say hello but
then look at Slade, wondering if Tate should be here or not. I clear my throat
and give them all big, threatening smiles. They are going to be nice to Tate.
He is not threatening our group in any way.


“What does everyone want to drink?” Slade asks,
coming up behind me. 


“I’ll take a beer.” 


“A beer? You don’t like beer.” He frowns.


 “I do. I just don’t drink it much.” I’m just in
the mood to sip on a beer tonight.


“So, Courtney,” I prompt, getting her attention,
“how are things going in the rental house?” I think Josh has been spending
every night over there with her. She’s afraid of love. Her mother never loved a
man. She raised Courtney with the mentality that no woman should ever need a
man for anything outside of the bedroom. Her mother went through so many
different guys, Courtney never even knew who her dad was. Hell, her mom never
even tried to figure that out. 


Of course, her mother wasn’t always that way. She
had loved once in high school and had her heart broken. Her mom has always told
her never to depend on a man. Not even for love, because that love can be gone
in a second. If you ask me, her mom is just bitter. Not every man is that way.
Hell, I think Josh already wants to marry her. Just by the way he stares at her
all the time with that goofy smile on his face. 


“It’s good.” She looks up from her phone as the
guys join us with our drinks.


Slade sits down next to me wrapping an arm over my
shoulder. 


I turn my attention over to Holly. “How’s the
planning for the Vegas trip coming along?” I am extremely excited to be going
to Las Vegas for their bachelor/bachelorette party. I’ve never been there, but
I can imagine what it is like.


“It’s going well,” she says. 


I start to speak when I hear Micah clear his throat
and then look at Slade.


“What?” Slade asks, sitting up a little straighter
and tightening his arm around me as he slides his gaze to Tate. I refrain from
rolling my eyes at how threatened he feels by him. 


“Incoming,” Micah announces, trying to cover it with
a cough. 


I look up to see two women approaching our table.
Actually, I should say girls, because that’s exactly what they look like—girls.
Two identical blondes, with straight blonde hair about shoulder-length. They
look like they don’t weigh over ninety pounds combined. They are both short and
have no curves to them at all. They remind me of stick figures and not in an
attractive way.


“Hello, boys,” the one on the right says walking up
to the table. “Tiffany, did you think we would ever see the day when all three
are taken?” She laughs lightly.


“Nope,” the other one answers, then her eyes land
on me. “She’s cute, Slade. Just let me know if you want a replay of last time,”
she says before they turn and walk off.


“Replay?” I turn to face him. “Replay of what?”


He rubs the back of his neck as he looks over to
Micah and then to Josh.


Josh laughs. “Don’t look at me. I lost that bet.”


“Bet?” Courtney eyes him skeptically. “What bet?”


Everyone falls silent. “Well, who won?” Holly asks.
There is obviously a story here, and it’s not a good one.


I turn to Slade. “It’s not like I don’t know you
were a manwhore.” I roll my eyes. “You obviously slept with her. Just spit it
out.”


Josh throws his head back as he laughs and Slade shoots
him a dirty look.


“What is so funny?” Courtney snaps, causing him to
stop laughing.


They remain silent for a few seconds before Josh
speaks. “Okay, Slade and Micah bet me that I couldn’t sleep with both of them.”
He shrugs. “One said yes, the other said no.”


“Why both of them?” I ask.


“Slade had just been with both of them the night
before….” He stops talking when Slade clears his throat and sits up straighter
in his seat.


“Both of them?” I question as his blue eyes land on
mine. “At the same time?”


Slade releases a sigh before answering, “Yes.” 


Is that what he prefers? I could never do that. I
could never share him like that. I shake my head. It doesn’t matter, I tell
myself. It’s his past. Everyone has a past and when I decided to be with him, I
knew Slade’s closet was going to be full of skinny skeleton bitches.


Courtney turns to Josh. “What was the bet? What did
you have to do?” she asks, curious.


“Nothing.” He smirks.


“Come on. Tell me. I won’t laugh,” she promises.


“I’m sure you love it,” Slade says with a smile
before he takes a swig of his beer.


Before I can ask what the hell he is talking about,
another girl walks up to our table. 


“Hey, Tate,” she says sweetly. Her dirty blonde
hair and dark rimmed glasses make her look much younger than I’m sure she is.


We all turn our heads to face Tate at the same
time. He smiles as he looks up at her. “Hey, Missy.” 


“I didn’t know you were coming out tonight,” she
says with a frown.


He points his beer to us. “It was a last minute
decision.” 


She looks over to our group with a cute smile. “Hi,
I’m Missy.”


“Hi, Missy. I’m Sam.” 


Everyone else starts to introduce themselves and I
stand up, grabbing her a chair so she can join us. 


“Would you like a drink?” Slade asks her.


“No thanks.” She looks down at the table like she’s
shy. I instantly like her. She is sweet, like innocent sweet. And by the way
she looks at Tate, I think she likes him.


“So how do you two know each other?” I question her
as she takes her seat.


“He works with my brother sometimes. My dad owns a
repair shop and Tate helps out every now and then,” she replies enthusiastically.


“That’s great. Do you work there as well?”


“No, I’ve been looking for a part-time job. I’m
still in college and it’s hard to find a job that will work around my class
schedule.”


I bob my head in understanding. “I thought of being
a waitress in the evenings, but that’s the only time I have to study.”


I take a second to look over at Slade and see that
he is talking to Tate about the repair shop. I smile then turn my attention
back to Missy.


“What are you going to school for?”


“Right now I plan on getting a degree in nursing,
but I’m still just doing my prerequisites.”


“Courtney was going to school to be a nurse.”


“Yeah, for like three days and then I changed my
mind,” she chimes in flatly before turning her attention back to Josh.


Missy frowns as she looks back to me. I just shrug.
I don’t know what the hell Courtney’s problem is, but I’m going to get to the
bottom of it tonight. 


“Tate said you two used to be best friends.” She
changes the subject. 


I nod as I start to recall times when Tate and I would
play in my backyard and ride go-carts.





Before I know it, it’s
midnight and everyone is ready to go home. As I walk out to the car I tell
everyone goodbye. The only one who does not respond is Courtney, and it bothers
me.


“Courtney, is everything okay? Are you mad at me or
something?” I ask, turning to face her, not caring that everyone is now staring
at us. I know they all had to feel the tension tonight.


“No,” is all she says with her back toward me as
she continues to speak to Holly.


“Well, something’s wrong. Can we talk about it?”


She stops talking to Holly and spins around to face
me. “You think I believe this bullshit act?” she asks calmly, placing her hands
on her hips.


I’m not surprised she has been holding something
in. We have always both held in our feelings until something little would
happen and bam, the fight was on. We have had some pretty big arguments.


“What bullshit?” I ask casually, trying not to let
everyone see that her choice of words affect me.


“That your life is perfect, and you’re over your
mom dying, and in love.” She gestures to Slade as if I can’t possibly love him.


I take in a deep breath. She is starting to push my
buttons. “What do you want from me, Courtney?” I throw my hands out to my side.
“You want me on my knees begging for forgiveness the rest of my life? Do you
want me to hate myself for being so selfish?” I demand. “Am I not allowed to
ever smile again?”


She looks from me and back to Slade a few times.
“Oh, I get it.” I give a dark laugh. “You think I’m using Slade!” I state the
obvious. “You don’t think I truly love him.”


“I saw everything,” she shrieks. “I stood there in
the doorway. I saw you scream and hit him. Then two minutes later you were
clinging to him and begging him not to leave you. Then wow! You love him.”


I take a step toward her as our friends continue
watching. “Who the hell are you to say I don’t love him? You don’t know how I
feel about him, because we don’t even discuss my relationship with him. All you
want to do is bring up my past. And when I tell you I’m fine you just look at
me in disbelief.” 


“Because you can’t—”


“I know how you are, Courtney,” I interrupt,
wanting to move on to her life and not mine. “I know how you lead men along
like little toys then throw them to the side after you’ve had your fun.” She
has always been kind of like Slade in that department, except she would keep
them around for a while. “You will drag Josh along until there’s nothing left,
until you’re tired of him, and then we will have to help pick up the pieces.”


“Ang—” I hold my hand up to silence Slade. Courtney
and I are going to get everything out in the open right now.


“Won’t you?” I demand. “That’s why you won’t move
in with him.” 


“I love him,” she screams into the quiet parking
lot. 


I laugh at her outburst. “Love? That’s not the
first time I’ve heard you say that, Courtney. What makes you think this time
will end any different for you? Or for Josh?”


She looks over to him and then back at me as I
notice tears start to form in her eyes. “Exactly!” I hiss. “You have no place
to tell me what my relationship is or is not.” Before she can say anything else,
I walk over to Slade, trying to ignore the big blue eyes of Missy staring at
me. I hold out my hand and he just stares at it. “Keys, Slade,” I bark.


He jumps and digs into his pocket, quickly
producing the keys to his car. I snatch them from his hand and stomp my way
over to the CTS. 


I feel bad for what I just said, but it’s the
truth. I’m sure as hell not going to stand there and let her talk shit about me
without throwing shit back at her. I hate that everyone was there to see it,
especially Josh. I want them to be happy together, but I just don’t see things
ending that way. Once Courtney realizes I’m really okay, she will head back to
Tulsa, leaving him with a broken heart.
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I glance from Courtney to
Josh. Josh looks at Courtney stunned. I feel stunned. Did Angel and Courtney
just break up? Like girlfriend break up? This cannot be good.


I look at Micah and Holly. Holly is trying not to
laugh as she looks over at my car. I know what she’s thinking. She has never
doubted the fact that Angel would work through her mother’s death and her
little outburst just proved it. My Angel with a feisty side is back.


I look over at Tate and Missy. She looks terrified
as she clings to Tate’s side. Her blue eyes keep darting between Courtney and
my car. “It was nice to meet you,” I say, giving her a smile, knowing the poor
girl will probably never want to hang out with us again.


Her eyes land on mine and she gives me a small nod.


“Let’s go, Josh.” Courtney spins around and marches
toward his truck.


He looks over at me and a smile starts to pull the
corners of his lips. “I love her,” he murmurs and it makes me let out a little
laugh.


I wave goodbye to Micah and Holly before I turn to
walk to my car. As I approach the driver’s side, she rolls down the window.


“Passenger side.” She points to the passenger seat.


“I don’t think—”


“Get in Slade or I will leave you.” She revs up the
engine to emphasize her threat.


I don’t feel like dragging her out of the car right
here in the parking lot and causing a bigger scene. So, I nod my head and take my
ass over to the passenger side. As soon as I open the door, she grabs the
shifter and throws the car in reverse.


“Who does she think she is?” she huffs, throwing it
into first gear. “You have no idea what she is like.” 


“I have an idea,” I mumble. I knew I shouldn’t have
driven the car tonight. She begged me to take it and of course I gave in.


“Oh,” she scoffs, getting onto the highway. “I am
not the bad guy here. You wouldn’t have just stood there and let someone talk
shit about you. So don’t make me look like the bigger bitch.”


I bite my lip to keep my mouth shut as I watch the
speedometer make its way up to eighty.


“And you.” 


Great.


“What was all that shit about sleeping with the
twins? I hope those days are over, buddy, because I am not fucking around with
another woman just so you can get a hard on. Did you have to be that big of a
manwhore? I mean, shit! The first time I met you, you asked me to join you with
another woman. Then, not twenty minutes later you were making plans to be with
a girl and her friend. Is that all you ever did was multiples?” She shakes her
head quickly. “I don’t even know what to call it,” she says, tightening her
hands around the steering wheel.


I smile, leaning my head back against the headrest
while she continues to ramble on about the things she’s pissed off about. I
just tune her out and continue to grin. She has never acted like the jealous
girlfriend before. She thought I was cheating on her, yes. She knows I have a
past, but she has tried not to let it affect us. Now that she’s acting jealous,
I have to admit, I love it. It pisses me off when another man even looks at
her. I like knowing I’m not the only one that feels that way.


She gets my attention again when she barks out my
name as she drives down the highway. 


“What?” I say, knowing that she is waiting for me
to answer some fucking question.


“Were you even listening?” She doesn’t let me
answer. “I said is that what you want? Do you want us to have threesomes with
other women?”


“Fuck no!” I yell, no longer smiling.


“Well for some reason, I don’t believe that
answer,” she snaps. “I mean how would you feel if I wanted another man to join
us? Or if you had to be constantly reminded that I fucked every man I wanted?”
Before I can respond and tell her I would kill any other man who touches her,
she continues her tirade.


I remain silent in the passenger seat as she gets off
of the highway and turns down our street. I’m not in the mood to fight tonight.
She pulls into the garage and slams the car door shut. 


As she walks into the house, she turns, placing a
finger up. “Another thing—” I can’t take it anymore. I cut her off by shoving
her back against the wall.


“That’s enough!” I demand, making her eyes go big
as she sucks in a breath. I smash my lips to hers as I tangle my hands in her
hair. Tightening them, I pull hard. She pants into my mouth and I feel her legs
go weak. 


I’ve always liked her feisty side. I love it when
she’s pissed off. I like bringing her down to a shaking, sweaty, beautiful mess
underneath me.


I let go of her hair and take the collar of her
shirt and yank, causing the buttons to fly. “These.” I reach around and undo
her bra. “Belong to me,” I growl, grabbing her tits roughly while breathing
heavy. “Don’t talk about another man joining us, or fucking you.” I pinch her
nipples and she cries out. “I have no problem telling you how possessive I am
over you, Angel.” I lean down to whisper in her ear. “I would kill anyone who
tries to touch you. Understand?”


 She nods her head. “All yours, baby,” she coos
before she opens the button on my jeans while I kick my shoes off. Then I go to
work on her pants as I bring my lips down on hers once again. She shakes her
legs as she tries to get them off along with her shoes. She pulls away and
finishes shoving them down. She then stands up straight and wraps her arms
around my neck as her lips find mine. She jumps up, wrapping her legs around my
hips, pushing me backward into the dining room. I turn us around and place her
ass on the end of the kitchen table as my hand seeks out her pussy. She leans
back on her hands, spreading her legs farther apart. 


I slowly push a finger into her, gritting my teeth
at how wet she is. I don’t know why, but yelling at someone always seems to
make her fucking horny as hell.


“Stop,” she commands, sitting up. “Stop going so
fucking slow and fuck me.”


I arch an eyebrow. “You have no patience.” 


“Not when it comes to you.” She smirks.


“Lie down.”


To my surprise, she doesn’t argue as she lies back,
placing her hands above her head.


I drop down to my knees and place my head between
her legs, slowly licking the wetness that surrounds her smooth pussy. Her body
jerks back a bit as my tongue runs over her clit. I place her legs over my
shoulders while my arms grip her thighs, holding them in place.


“Slade,” she pants as my tongue starts to tease her,
giving her enough to get a reaction out of her body, but not enough to build
toward a release just yet. My arms continue to hold her legs still but her body
is fighting me as she squirms. I open my eyes to look up at her body. Her back
is bowed, those perfect fucking big tits bouncing as her chest heaves. Her eyes
are closed and she has her hands tangled in her hair. Her lips are parted as
she pants. I take my fingers and open her wider, allowing me to get every
single inch of her pussy into my mouth. She sucks in breath after breath and
her body convulses as she comes all over my lips and tongue. I release her
shaky legs and move her body further up the table so I can place her feet on
the edge. 


I stand there looking over her as she breathes heavily.
I lick my wet lips as my eyes roam over her naked body, still shaking, and I
still feel a bit of anger. I wasn’t lying. I would kill anyone who ever saw her
like this. Only I can do this to her, only I can see her this way. I don’t know
what comes over me, some primal desire, a need to make her understand that no
other man or woman can make her feel this good.


I discard my shirt, as that was the last bit of
clothing I had on. I climb on top of the table, not even caring if we break it
and crash to the floor. Sex with Angel has always been intense, wild and
fucking amazing. 


“You’re so fucking sexy.” I lean down and whisper
in her ear. “I could never get enough of you.” I tangle a hand in her hair and
pull her head back. “Tell me what you need, Angel.” 


“I need you to fuck me,” she all but cries out as I
tighten my hand in her hair.


My cock jerks in response to the sound of her
voice. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do.” I lift my hips and rub my cock up
and down her slick pussy before I glide it all the way inside in one fast
motion. 


She lies there, still panting, with her eyes closed
as I wrap her legs around my hips. She opens her heavy eyes and looks up at me.
I pull back and slam into her. She arches her neck and back, whimpering a
little.


I let go of her hair, placing my hands on the side
of her face to hold it in place. “Open your eyes. I want to watch you as you
come on my cock this time.”


She licks her lips, takes in a deep breath, and her
eyes slowly open. 


“Whatever you want,” she promises, trying to regain
her strength as her legs continue to shake.


I smile, running my fingers lightly over her
throat. “Do you have any idea what those words do to me?” My voice is barely
audible. 


“No.”


I lean down and look into her eyes. “It makes me
want to do things to you that don’t even exist. I could be very imaginative
with your body, Angel.”


She swallows slowly and her eyes search my face as
if she is trying to decide if I’m joking or being serious.


“You can do whatever you want with my body,” she
whispers as if she just signed her life away.


I grin. “You sound scared.” 


She arches an eyebrow and lifts her chin. “Show me
what you got.” 


I chuckle. “In time I will.” I’m going to have her
for the rest of my life. That gives me plenty of time to show her what I am
made of.


I pull back and slam into her. I’ve had enough
talking. Right now, I want to make her mine, over and over again. 


I unwrap her legs from around my hips and spread
them, allowing me to thrust deeper. She arches her back and whimpers again.
“Put them on my shoulders,” I order through my teeth as I slam into her once
again. She does it without question. I lay my body on top of her and spread my
arms wide, grabbing each side of the table. 


She cries out at the new position and tries to move
farther up the table. “Grab your legs,” I demand.


She takes a deep breath and reaches up to grab
them. I fuck her shamelessly, as if I will never get enough chances. She
screams out over and over again, and it just fuels me to fuck her that much
harder.


It doesn’t take long before I feel her clamp down
around me, and she throws her head back letting out a cry of ecstasy. I pound
into her one last time before I find my own release. 


I roll away and she takes several deep breaths now
that my weight is off of her. “Are you okay?” I ask, turning onto my side and reaching
for her. She nods, unable to speak.


I continue to hold her slick body to mine as she
tries once again to calm down her trembling.


She moves her head to look up at me. “I can’t
believe we had sex on the kitchen table.” 


I push a few slick pieces of her hair away from her
face. “There is no place that I wouldn’t take you, Angel. You should know that
by now.”


She laughs, placing her hand over her chest. “Did I
hurt you?”


“No, it was just hard to breathe a few times.” She
slides her eyes over to me with a playful smile on her face.


“You liked it.” 


She giggles and snuggles up to me. I close my eyes
and listen to the silence that now fills the room, opening them when I feel her
pull away. 


“Sorry I yelled at you,” she says with a smile on
her face. “I was just pissed at Courtney and you were the closest to take it
out on.”


“You can take it out on me anytime,” I tease,
trailing one hand over her flat stomach.


She starts to speak but is interrupted by the
doorbell. She rolls off the table, stands up, and runs on shaky legs to look
out the peephole. “It’s Josh and Courtney.” She spins around and starts picking
up her clothes. I laugh as I watch her try to collect all of her buttons before
she tosses me my clothes. “I’ll be right back,” she tells me as she is running
down the hall naked.


“One second,” I yell, chuckling to myself. I get
dressed quickly and walk to the door. I open it to reveal a sad looking
Courtney, but when I look at Josh he smiles brightly. I frown. Why is he happy?
She doesn’t look very happy.


“Hey guys. Come on in.” I step to the side as they enter.
“Angel will be out in a few.”


We just sit down in the living room when Angel
walks in. She sits down on the couch and faces Courtney, who sits with Josh
across from us.


“Courtney, I’m—”


“Let me go first,” Courtney interrupts her. “I’m
sorry for how I’ve behaved. I’m sorry for what I said. I honestly don’t know
why I acted the way I did.” She shrugs. “I know you loved your mother. I was
there with you when your dad passed. I saw how everything was, your mom pushing
you away. I know you would have stayed with her. I just freaked when I saw you
this time. I remembered seeing you like that at your dorm and I panicked. I
thought I was going to lose you again. You always wanted to be alone. And all I
wanted to do was help you,” she implores, sounding choked up. “I know you love
Slade. I knew you had fallen in love with him the night you called me crying
over him.”


I look at Angel. She had called Courtney crying?
Over me? There’s no telling what I had done to make her cry. I hate to know
that I’ve made her upset, but sometimes I just don’t have the right words to
say. I try to be sensitive, but I always find a way to fuck it up.


“Courtney. You know I love you. I’m sorry for what
I said regarding you and Josh.” Angel looks from Courtney to Josh. “I know you
feel differently about him.”


I smile knowing that Angel just repeated the same
words Josh had once said to me.


“I’ve just been emotional lately,” Courtney admits.
Josh gives her a little nod before she turns back to Angel. “I’ve decided to
locate my father,” she finishes quietly.


“That’s great, Court!” Angel says excitedly. “You
know I am here for you no matter what. I will help you however I can.”


Courtney nods as she starts to cry. Angel moves to
sit by her and pulls her in for a hug. Josh and I stand to walk to the kitchen
giving the girls their privacy. 


I let out a breath watching them now cry in the
living room as they hug one another. “I’ve always wondered if all women were
like Angel; emotionally unstable. Now I guess I have my answer.”


Josh lets out a little laugh. “I don’t know. I’ve
only had one other relationship, and my ex was always such a stone cold bitch.”


I nod my head in agreement, watching the girls talk
quietly.


“You know she didn’t leave me,” Josh speaks,
pulling my attention away from the girls. 


He looks down to the floor then takes a deep
breath. “That night of my birthday.” He looks up to me. “I heard her come on to
you. I heard all the things she said about me. Thanks for being a true friend
and turning her down.”


“Uh?” I stutter as I remember throwing a house
party for Josh’s birthday the beginning of this year. 


 


I walk out of my
bathroom to find her lying on my bed in her signature skinny jeans and tight
fitting top that shows off her chest. “What are you doing in here?” I ask,
looking around. “Where’s Josh?” 


“Out there drinking,” she says, twirling a piece
of hair around her finger.


“Why are you in here? Get out.” I point to the
door.


She slowly pushes herself off the bed and walks
toward me. I stalk over to the door and start to open it when she pushes it
shut with her hand.


“I’m not ready to leave.” She presses her hands
against my chest.


My jaw clenches at the audacity of this bitch. I
grab her hands and spin her around pushing her back against the door.


“Hmm,” she hums, “I like it rough.” She smirks.


“You think I want you?” I laugh. “You’re engaged
to my best friend.”


“I won’t tell him. Come on, Slade, give me that
ride all the girls brag about.” 


“It’s his birthday you fucking bitch,” I grit through
my teeth. 


“Trust me. It will be worth it.”


I tighten my hands around her wrist. “I would
never fuck you. Even if you begged me,” I growl, pushing away, letting go of
her wrists. “Now get the fuck out of my room.”


She takes a step away from the wall. “I know
he’s fucked around on me.” I have never wanted to slap a woman, but I sure want
to right now. 


“Josh would never fuck around on you, he loves
you.” I look her in her eyes. “Although, I don’t know why.”


She gives me a little laugh. “Love has nothing
to do with wanting to fuck someone, Slade. You are a prime example of that.
Come on. You can do whatever you want with me.”


 Grabbing her arm tightly, I open my bedroom
door. “Right now, all I want to do is throw you out with the fucking trash.
Where you belong.” I push her outside and slam the door shut behind her.”


 


I had stayed in my room for a few minutes trying to
figure out a way to tell my best friend that his fiancé was in my room trying
to persuade me to fuck her. But when I came out, I couldn’t find him.


“I’m sorry, Josh. I wanted to tell you the next
morning, when I saw you, but you told me she had left you. I knew how much you
loved her. I didn’t want to make it worse.” 


“I know,” he says quietly. “When she came out of
the room I was standing there and confronted her about what I had heard. She
said you tried to seduce her.” He rubs his hand over his forehead. “Even if I
had not heard what was said on the other side of that door, I still wouldn’t
have believed her. In all honesty, I didn’t want you to tell me. I left the
party right after that knowing you would tell me.” He shrugs. “I just didn’t
want to hear it. I thought it would just be easier to tell everyone she left
me.” 


“Why did you let her talk all that shit about you?”
I grit my teeth now, pissed that he let her do that to him. The very next day
she had started talking shit about how he had been cheating on her. The bitch
just wanted people to feel sorry for her and she knew Josh was too good of a
guy to bash her fucking ass. I knew it was all a lie, but I still saw the hurt
in his eyes when someone believed the rumors she was spreading.


“Because she may have broken my heart, but I still
had my dignity. What was worse? Her telling people I cheated? Or that she tried
to sleep with my best friend and I was too stupid to ever even suspect it?
There were probably more than I care to know about who didn’t turn her down.” I
stand there speechless. After all this time, he always knew. “I wanted them to
know anything but the truth.” 


“I’m sorry you had to hear it,” I say sincerely. I
always hated that bitch. She was a whore. Don’t get me wrong, there is nothing
wrong with a girl being a little slutty, since that was the kind I fucked
around with, but then you get into the ones that use you. That was what she
was. One the entire town knew about, but for some reason, she chose Josh to
have a relationship with. He fell for her, hard and fast. I was not going to
tell him not to go the relationship route with her. I mean, I’m a prime example.
I fell for someone who has changed my life forever. It only took a phone call
and seeing her in a bathroom one night to change my mind about what I wanted
out of life.


“No worries, she was a mistake. And you learn from
mistakes.” Then he starts to laugh.


“What’s so funny?” 


He nods, looking down at my shirt. “It looks like
you got some,” he teases.


I crinkle my brows somewhat confused. “Huh?”


He points to my shirt. “It’s inside out. It wasn’t
that way at the club.” He chuckles again.


I look down and sure enough, it’s inside out. I
reach up and pull it over my head before putting it on the right way.


“So the twins didn’t get you in trouble?” he asks
with a smirk on his face.


“Oh, they did.” I laugh, recalling her rant in the
car on the way home.


“Why do you find that amusing?” 


I start to answer, but the girls get our attention
as they start to walk toward us with smiles on their faces. 


“I’m going to cook pancakes,” Angel states.


“Isn’t it a little late to cook pancakes? Aren’t
you tired” I look down at my watch to see it is two thirty.


“It’s now Sunday. We can sleep all day,” Angel
tosses at me offhandedly.


We all walk into the kitchen as she starts to whip up
some breakfast.





“Okay,” Angel says, getting our
attention, “now that it’s only us, I want to know about the bet.”


I take in a deep breath hoping that this does not
start another fight between us. 


Josh starts shaking his head when Courtney speaks.
“Josh had to get his dick pierced,” she says with a smile on her face.


She pats Angel’s back as she starts choking.
“What?” she says in a high pitch voice before her eyes land on mine.


“You made him get his dick pierced?” She looks at
me accusingly.


I look from Josh then back to her. “Hey, he took
the bet.”


“I thought I was going to win.” Josh shrugs. “Slade
would have done it if I had won.”


Angel points at me. “You would have had to pierce
your dick if he would have slept with them?” she asks, wide-eyed.


I nod. “Yep.” It was not the best bet, but hey, we
were drunk and trying to cheer Josh up. It was right after his ex-fiancé had
left him. Well, that’s how we had thought it went down. What other way to cheer
him up other than sleeping with twins?


“Hmm,” she says as she gives me a small smile.
“Interesting.” I have a feeling she is wishing I would have lost. She turns to
speak to Courtney. “Anyway, are you going to tell your mom about looking for
your dad?”


“No. I’m going to do it on my own. You know she’s a
drama queen.”


“All girls are,” I tease, making Josh and I both
laugh.


“What?” Angel eyes us both. I just shake my head.
“You think I’m a drama queen?” she asks, arching an eyebrow.


“No,” I state immediately before that comment gets
me in trouble.


“Well, he did use the words ‘emotionally unstable’ a
minute ago.”


I look at Josh in shock. “I can’t believe you just
threw me under the bus like that,” I say in disbelief.


“What?” he asks offended. “You did.” He shrugs
trying not to smile.


I narrow my eyes at him. “Yeah. In private,” I
snap. I look over to Angel ready to plead for my life when she and Courtney
start laughing out loud. I shake my head and smile as Josh joins in. I watch
the love of my life laughing with her best friend, the same friend that not three
hours ago she was yelling at in a parking lot. I realize what I said earlier
was wrong. The reason her emotions are everywhere is because she loves with all
she has. When she’s mad, you had better run for cover because she is damn sure
going to let you have it. But when she’s happy, she will give you one of those
breathtaking smiles that convey all is right in the world. My world. And
that smile is addictive. You will do anything to see it.


 





I open my eyes in our dark
room and lay there silently for a few seconds. Then I hear the noise again that
woke me. Since I can’t see a damn thing due to the darkness, I reach over to
feel Slade, still sleeping beside me. 


“Slade,” I whisper, trying to wake him. When he
doesn’t respond I get out of bed. I know we had a chance of storms early this
morning, so maybe that’s what I heard. I look over at my phone to see it is almost
six in the morning. We have only been asleep for maybe an hour. Courtney and
Josh had stayed and visited for quite a while.


I grab Slade’s t-shirt from the foot of the bed and
slip it on. I’m going to go get a glass of water from the kitchen.


As I’m walking down the hallway, I hear glass break
and someone cuss softly. 


I stand there frozen for a few seconds as my heart
beats wildly in my chest. I know that was not Slade, as he is still in the
bedroom behind me. It sounded like it came from in front of me near the
kitchen.


I try looking around quickly, but it’s too dark to
see anything. I reach out my right hand and feel a doorknob. Once I realize I’m
in front of Slade’s office, I dart in and shut the door quietly behind me. I
lean up against it as I try to stop my heart from pounding.


Someone is in our house! What the hell?
Shit! I should have tried harder to wake Slade, but I didn’t think there was a
burglar in the house! 


I slowly turn the lock on the door and run over to
his desk, thinking I will use the phone to call the police. My heart sinks when
it has no dial tone. This is worse than I thought. This was planned. But the
question is what are they planning on doing?


Shit! I have to get back to Slade before
they go in our bedroom but I can’t walk back through the hall unarmed.


I open his desk drawer and grab a few pens. I hold
one up and then throw them to the floor. What the hell do I plan to do with a
pen? Color them to death? I go over to his closet and open it up. I catch sight
of a baseball bat and grab it.


I slowly walk back to the door and place my ear to
it. I don’t hear anything, so I slowly unlock the door and peek out. It’s too
dark for me to see anything, but I will feel much safer once I get back to our
bedroom. I just need to wake Slade and get to my cell phone.


I step out into the hallway as I hold onto the bat
for dear life. As I take a step toward our bedroom, I feel the hairs on the
back of my neck stand up. Before I can turn around a hand covers my mouth. I
try to scream while I try to swing the bat around, but an arm goes around my
stomach and pulls me backward.


“Shh. It’s me, Angel,” Slade whispers into my ear.


I relax as he pulls me back into the office.


He releases me and shuts the door once again.
“Where in the fuck have you been?” he demands in a quiet voice as soon as the
door is closed.


“Really?” I hold up the bat. “You want to have this
conversation now? A noise woke me then I tried to wake you.” I squint in the
dark trying to make out his face.


“And when I didn’t wake up, you decided to go
attack an intruder with a bat?” he snaps.


“No. I didn’t know there was someone in the house.
I—”


“We don’t have time for this,” he says turning away
from me. “The police are on their way. I need to go and see if someone is still
in the house.”


I bite my bottom lip, not wanting him to leave me
to check the house. “Please don’t,” I say shakily. I don’t want something to
happen to him.


He ignores my plea as he goes over to his closet.
He reaches up, grabbing a small black case from the top shelf. He lays it on
his desk and unlocks it, pulling out a gun. He releases the clip and checks it
before sliding it back in. 


I swallow nervously. The fact that he’s carrying a
gun makes me even more uncomfortable. I’m not afraid of guns. Hell, I was
raised around guns, but I don’t know if he knows how to use one. What if the burglar
is still in the house and takes it from him?


He walks toward the door and turns to lock it
before he looks up at me. “Don’t fucking leave this room!” he warns before he
walks out and closes it.


I stand there staring at the door, praying he will
be okay. I wait in the dark silence, listening for a gunshot or for someone to
scream. My throat tightens and tears threaten my eyes. What would I do if
something happened to him? It would be all my fault. 


Making up my mind and not caring that he told me to
wait, I unlock the door and walk out of the office in search of Slade. I once
again try listening for any kind of sound, but hear nothing. I decide to head
to the living room, since you can see into the kitchen and the hallway leading
to the bedrooms from there. 


I take my time trying to be as quiet as possible,
and thanking God that he has carpet and not hardwood floors, which would
clearly give me away. I tighten my hands on the bat as I come to the end of the
hallway. Looking into the kitchen, I don’t see anyone and continue on to the
living room. Once in the living room, I place my back against the fireplace so
I can get a better view. 


I stand there and the silence eats at me. Why can’t
I even hear Slade walking around? Has the burglar already attacked him? Just
because I haven’t heard a gunshot doesn’t mean that he can’t be hurt somewhere
in the house. 


“Slade?” I whisper, trying to ignore the tears that
run down my cheek and my wobbly legs that are threatening to give out.


“Slade?” I whisper again. Nothing! I let out
a shaky breath and shuffle my weight from foot to foot. 


My head snaps over to the hallway leading to the
bedrooms when I hear the faint noise of a door opening. As I start to walk in
that direction, I hear Slade’s voice. “What the fuck?”


I don’t even think twice. I take off in a mad dash
toward the hallway. As soon as I round the corner, I run straight into him,
knocking us both to the ground.


I don’t even have time to react before he is up and
on top of me. “Where the fuck were you?” he shouts looking down at me.


I stare at him wide-eyed, trying to catch my
breath. “Uh, I was….”


He jumps up off of me and yanks me by my wrist to
stand. I bite my lip to keep from crying out from the pain in my arm.


I rub my shoulder when he turns and walks away. I
follow him into the main entryway to see the front door open. He slams it shut
with his foot. “Where in the fuck are the police?”


I frown. They should have already arrived.


Then he turns to face me. “Why didn’t you stay in
the office?” He takes a step toward me.


I chew on my bottom lip to keep it from quivering,
and shrug. What can I say? I would just be repeating the same words that I had
said when he got in that fight outside of Larry’s a couple of months ago. 


That I wanted to help.


That I didn’t want to see him get hurt.


“Nothing? You have nothing?” he demands.


I shake my head, trying not to cry.


“That’s a first,” he hisses, turning away from me. 


I know why he’s being so hateful, it’s because he
was scared something happened to me. If there’s one thing I know about Slade,
it’s that he gets angry when he’s worried. 


“Finally,” he says making me jump when we hear the
sirens. “Sit down on the couch and cover yourself with a blanket.” He doesn’t
even bother to turn around and look at me. 


I sit down, pulling the blanket off the back of the
couch and cry quietly as he ushers the cops inside.


As soon as the cops enter the house, all of the
lights come on. “That storm knocked out a couple of blocks,” an officer says,
talking to Slade.


“Were there other houses hit as well while the
power was out?”


“Not that we know of.”


Hmm, so that’s why there was no dial tone on the
phone. A storm had knocked the power out. 


I stay on the couch as Slade walks them through the
house, straining to listen to everything they are saying. 


From the broken glass in the laundry room, they are
sure that is where they entered. Nothing seems to have been taken. What I heard
was them knocking over a glass mug that was sitting on the kitchen counter.


“Did you see anyone?” the cops ask Slade.


“No. I woke up and found Angel in the hallway. Then
I went into the office and grabbed my gun. By the time I made my way to the end
of the hallway, I saw the front door was already open.”


I place my head in my hands and let out a long
breath. Thank God whoever it was had already left by the time he went looking
for them.


I jump off of the couch when I feel a hand on my
back. “It’s okay, Miss,” an officer says, pulling his hand away from me. 


“Is there anything you can add?” he asks nicely.


I shake my head no, as a tear runs down my face.
“It’s late,” Slade says, coming up to me. “Why don’t you go to bed.” It wasn’t
a request. He looks at the cops. “I can answer any additional questions you
have.”


“Of course. If you think of anything else, please
contact us.”


Before I can respond, Slade is pulling me toward
our bedroom. He steers us inside, and I wipe the tears from my face as he turns
to face me.


I expect him to start yelling at me and demand
answers for why I didn’t listen to him. Instead, he wraps his arms around me.
“Are you okay?” he asks, rubbing my back. 


“Did I hurt you when we fell in the hallway?” He
pulls back from me to look into my eyes.


“No.” He looks at me as if he doesn’t believe me. 


“Lift your arms.” I release the blanket and do as
he says and he pulls his shirt up over my head. Once he inspects my body, he
nods his head as if satisfied that he didn’t find anything. 


He pulls me over to the bed and kisses me on the
forehead. “Try to get some sleep, okay? I’m going to do another walk-through of
the house with the officers and then I will come to bed.”


“Okay,” I comply, trying to muster some courage and
not ask the stupid questions in my head.


What if he or she comes back?


If nothing was taken, then what was he or she
looking for?


Do you think it’s someone we know?


Why can’t I stay in the living room? Does you really
think I want to be in the room alone?


Instead, I just nod my head.


He leans down and kisses my forehead again. I stand
there and watch as he leaves the bedroom. I plop down on the bed with relief
when he doesn’t close the door. 


I take a deep breath. The police being here makes me
feel much safer but not completely at ease. 





I see a light fill the room
and then hear a loud noise. I sit straight up in bed trying to breathe.


“Hey, it’s okay.” Slade sits up grabbing my arm.


I whip my head to face him. “I heard… someone….” I
try to talk, but my mind is in panic mode and my heart is beating out of my
chest.


He stares at me for a few seconds before he wraps
his arms around me and pulls me into him. “It’s just a storm, Angel. No one is
here,” he says in a rush.


I try pushing away from him, but he holds me tight.
“Are you sure?” I hate this feeling, the feeling that someone may be in our
house. I know that it was just thunder because I continue to see the lightning
strikes and can hear the loud booms following. But after tonight, I can’t seem
to shake the thought of someone wanting something from us. If I knew who they
were and what they wanted, I would gladly give it to them.


“I promise, Angel.” He rubs my back. “But if you
want, I will go and check the house, if that will make you feel safer?” 


“No.” I close my eyes. “Please don’t. Stay here,
with me,” I whisper, hating that I’m being such a freaking baby about this. 


“Okay,” he says softly as he lies down bringing my
head to rest on his chest. 


I lay there listening to his heartbeat. It’s
beating just as fast as mine. “Are you okay?” I ask quietly.


“Yes. Why do you ask?”


“Your heart is beating fast.” 


“That’s because you scared the shit out of me,” he
says seriously.


I swallow nervously, feeling like an idiot. “I
didn’t mean to,” I mumble.


“I know.” He is quiet as I close my eyes and try to
not jump every time I hear the thunder. I keep thinking it’s someone pounding
on our bedroom door.


“What do you think they wanted?” I ask keeping my
eyes closed.


He removes me from lying on top of him and places
me beside him before he props himself up on one elbow. “I don’t know,” he
contemplates, as if he’s been trying to figure that out himself. “But I promise
you, they won’t get it.” He may look confused, but his words hold truth to
them. “I promise, Angel, no one is going to hurt you.”


I nod and wrap my arms around him as I snuggle up
to his body. It’s not me that I’m worried about. “You make me feel safe.” 


“You are safe. I have the gun by the bed and
I will stay up the rest of the night to make sure nothing happens.”


“You need sleep, Slade,” I say as I yawn. I don’t
know what time it is, but it has to be almost morning. I’m sure the clouds and
storm are keeping the skies dark, making it seem earlier than it really is.


He leans down and kisses my hair. “All I need is
you safe, and if I have to stay up, I will.”


My heavy eyes close and I take in a deep breath.
His scent makes me smile as I think about how lucky I am to have him.
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There is no way I could
sleep even if I tried. She was right when she said my heart was beating fast.
The look on her face when she woke up had me scared shitless. She looked absolutely
horrified. I know she is shaken up from the break-in. I had felt that same fear
when I opened the office door to find her missing. I should have known she
wouldn’t listen to me, but the first thought I had was that the intruder had
somehow gotten into that room and taken her. 


I yelled at her when we ran into each other in the
hall, but I was able to mask my temper pretty quickly. She was clearly upset
and scared, and me screaming at her, asking pointless questions, wasn’t going
to change that.


If I had been home alone, I would not have been as
scared. My greatest fear is to lose her. I always thought it would be because I
fucked up somehow and she would no longer love me, but tonight taught me that
someone’s hatred toward me could also take her from me. 


I have plenty of enemies through my line of work.
Anyone that knows she is important to me could try to use Angel against me.
There is no limit to what I would do to keep her safe; any idiot could figure
that out pretty easily.


I look down at her sleeping face and thank God that
nothing happened to her. I searched this house up and down and did not find
anything. I even went downstairs to the basement to check.


Nothing! 


Then when I came back upstairs the front door was wide
open. I didn’t know if it was a ploy to make me think the intruder had left, or
that he had heard me looking for him and was scared off. Whatever the reason, I
went straight to the office hoping they hadn’t grabbed Angel.


Once I walked her back to the bedroom, the cops and
I did another walk through of the house. They didn’t found anything, which I
had already told them was what would happen. I just wanted them out of my house
and Angel in my arms.


As my mind continues to wonder who the hell it
could have been and what exactly they wanted, the storm begins to die down and
the clouds fade away, allowing the sunlight to filter into the room. 


I decide it doesn’t matter what they were looking
for, all that matters is they won’t be allowed a second chance.





“I want an alarm system
installed,” I say to the woman on the other end of the line.


“Okay, sir. We have an opening on Tuesday,” she
informs me.


“No. I want it done today.” 


“I’m sorry, sir, our installation team works Monday
through Friday only.”


I don’t want to wait that long, but I guess I have
no choice. “Okay,” I agree reluctantly. “If you have a cancellation tomorrow,
please notify me.”


“Absolutely, sir.”


After I give her my information and we schedule an
appointment, we hang up. I look at the time on my phone and it reads almost
eleven in the morning. I get up from the kitchen table and walk into the bedroom
to check on Angel. When satisfied that she is still sleeping, I turn and walk
to the laundry room. I look at the glass that is scattered on the tiled floor
and then to the broken window. 


I pull out my phone again and make a call to my
brother.


“Hello?”


“Hey, man. Are you doing anything today?”


“No. What’s up? Need something?”


“Yes. Actually.” I take a deep breath before I fill
him in on all of the events that took place early this morning. 


“Holy shit! Are you guys okay?” he asks in a rush, and
I hear Holly’s worried voice in the background, asking him what is wrong.


“Yeah. I was worried about Angel and of course she
was pretty shaken up, but we are fine.” I turn to walk back to the kitchen.
“The alarm company is coming Tuesday. The glass company is coming to replace
the window tomorrow. I was wondering if you could run to Lowe’s for me and pick
up some plywood and help me cover this window until then.”


“Of course.” 


“Thanks. I would go myself, but Angel is still
sleeping and I don’t want to wake her. Or have her wake up and me not be here.”


“I understand. No worries. We’re already walking
out the door on our way. Text me the size that you need and we will see you
guys shortly.”


“Thanks, man.”


“No need to thank me.”


We hang up and I go to the bedroom and lie down
next to Angel. As soon as I place my arm over her, she sits straight up in bed.


“It’s okay,” I reassure her quickly, “it’s just
me.”


She falls back onto the bed and covers her face
with her arm.


“Hey,” I prod gently. This has really shaken her
up. 


She removes her arm and rolls over to face me. “I
think I’m going crazy.” She gives a little laugh.


“It’s understandable to be a little shaken up,
Angel.” I pull her close to me.


She snuggles up to me and kisses my chest before
releasing a sigh. “Let’s never leave this bed again.” 


“Best idea ever,” I agree.


“What time is it?” she mumbles.


“I think around noon.”


She groans. “I have to be at work to open at five.”


“You’re not working today,” I state.


“Slade. I have to go into work.”


“Not today you don’t. I want to spend the day with
you.”


She doesn’t respond, but I know that keeping her
home from work today will not be easy. I need to know that she is safe right
now. And I can’t keep an eye on her while she’s working at the bar.


The doorbell pulls me from my thoughts. “Who could
that be?” she says moving away from me.


“It’s probably Micah. I asked him to pick up some
wood so I can cover the broken window.”


“What?” she asks confused. “Why don’t you put a new
window in?”


“They are coming tomorrow to replace it, but until
then I want that hole covered.”


She agrees, getting out of bed. “I’m going to get
dressed, then I’ll be out.”


I shut the door so she can get ready, and make it to
the door just as the doorbell chimes again.


I open the door and Courtney doesn’t waste a second
as she darts into the house. “Where is Sam?”


I point down the hallway. “Bedroom.” Then I turn
back to Josh. “What are you guys doing here?”


“Micah called me and told me what happened. Are you
guys okay?”


“Yeah.” I run a hand through my hair, wondering how
many times I’m going to have to repeat myself.


“He said you don’t know who it was.”


“No. The cops said it was probably just someone who
was hoping we weren’t home and took advantage of the power being out. And when
they heard Angel in the hallway, she probably spooked them.” I don’t quite
believe that though. Something tells me it was someone on a mission. I just
don’t know what that mission was, or if they were able to fulfill it.


“Well, I’m glad everyone is okay.” 


Just as he finishes saying that, my front door
swings open. “Oh my God, hunny,” my mom says walking into the house, not
stopping until her arms are wrapped around me. “Are you guys okay?”


“Yes, Mom.” I pat her back.


“What did the police do?” my dad asks, as he
approaches us.


“There was not much they could do, nothing was
taken.” I shrug.


“Who answered the call?”


“Officer Phillips showed up with a rookie who was
working with him.”


“What did they say?”


“I walked them through the house a couple of times.
I filed a report. They asked if I had any enemies.” I laugh, being an attorney
has given me a long list of those. “They asked where we were when it happened.
They—”


“Samantha, are you all right?” my mom interrupts me
as Angel and Courtney walk down the hallway.


She nods her head and gives me a nervous smile. I
know she’s scared, but that’s not something the entire family needs to know. 


“I’m fine,” Angel assures her. “I could use some
coffee, though.” She covers her mouth as she yawns. “Anyone else?”


The girls head off to the kitchen as my dad picks
back up where we left off. “I think it’s someone who knows you guys.”


“Like an acquaintance?” Josh asks. “Maybe
Samantha’s ex? Or some woman you have a past with,” he offers looking at me.


I bob my head in agreement. “Anything is a possibility,”
I agree. It could be someone that I had an experience with before Samantha even
came into my life.


The doorbell rings and I open it assuming its
Micah. I frown when I see Tate standing there. “Did Angel call you?” I ask.


“No. Josh did,” he says stepping inside.


I turn to give Josh a dirty look when his eyes go
big. “What if it was Matt? Has anyone heard anything from him?” he asks in a
rush.


I run a hand through my hair, considering his
question. “I hadn’t thought of that.”


“I thought they sent him to Louisiana?” Tate says.


I turn to look at him with narrowed eyes. “How do
you know that?” I ask taking a step toward him. 


Josh places a hand on my arm and Tate just smirks.


“Word gets around, Slade.” I look at Josh as he
speaks. 


What the fuck is going on? Just how much
does Tate really know about us? Has Josh told him everything? Or has Tate
really been that close to us the entire time?


I turn my body to face Josh. “May I speak to you?”
I urge, heading to the living room, not even waiting for his answer.


I move to stand in front of the fireplace since it
is the farthest spot from the entryway so no one can hear us. “What the fuck
are you doing?” I try to say quietly but fail.


“I’m trying to keep you out of trouble.” 


“From who?”


“Sam.” He takes a step back, letting out a sigh.
“You’re looking at the picture all wrong, Slade.”


“Well, then by all means, tell me how I should see
it,” I say sarcastically.


Josh looks up at me. “You think Tate wants to take
Sam away from you.”


“And you don’t think so?”


He shakes his head. “This is a chance for Sam to
have a part of her past. She has no family.”


“We are her family,” I state, referring to everyone
in this house besides Tate.


“Have you asked her why they used to be so close?”


I shake my head. “And she hasn’t offered that
information.” 


He stands there for a few silent seconds. “Listen,
I’m going to try and explain this to you without pissing you off,” he offers slowly.


I raise an eyebrow and he releases a long breath.
“Sam seems very happy to have Tate back in her life. To have someone besides
Courtney that she has happy memories with. She does not look at him the same
way she looks at you, but if you push Tate away, you may lose her. Are you
willing to take that chance? Wouldn’t it be easier to let him into our group,
where you can keep an eye on him while you also keep Sam happy?” He takes a
step toward me and lowers his voice. “You want to marry this woman. Don’t fuck
it up because you feel threatened by someone that may not be a threat at all.”
Then he turns around and stalks out of the living room.


He’s right. I’ve had no other reason to be worried
besides my own notions that Tate wants her. Maybe I will feel better if I just
sit Tate down and talk this out, man to man. 


“Slade.” Angel enters the living room with her
green eyes wide.


“What?” I ask as my eyes quickly inspect her body
to make sure she’s okay.


“Did you check the garage? All my mother’s stuff is
out there.” She doesn’t even wait for me to answer before she takes off in a
mad dash toward the garage door.


I enter behind her, and she starts looking over the
boxes that are still stacked along the far wall of the garage.


She turns back with her hands on her hips and a
frown on her face. “I need to go through these next week.”


“Why?” Courtney asks, coming up behind me.


“Well, I just remembered that I didn’t see my
parents’ wedding rings when I went through everything at her house. They have
to be packed in here somewhere.”


I turn away from her before I give myself away. 


Shit!


I never thought about her looking for those. What
am I going to tell her to make her think they are back at her mother’s house
safe and sound, so she doesn’t spend all her time looking for them or think
they are lost? I look up to see Tate standing before me with his arms crossed
over his chest and a smirk on his face. 


I turn back to face Angel. “Come on inside. We will
look for them later.”


Everyone turns to stare at me like I just told the
biggest white lie in the world. Thankfully, Angel doesn’t notice the looks
everyone is giving me and walks inside, that frown still on her face.


We all gather in the kitchen as Angel starts making
lunch. We repeat the story of our night about twenty times while being asked a
hundred more questions. I wish I could record it and just play it when someone
asks. 





“I have to get ready for
work,” Angel announces, heading out of the kitchen.


“You’re not working today!” 


We all turn to face Tate as he stands with his arms
crossed over his chest. If he hadn’t have repeated the same words I told her
earlier, I would have been mad.


“I have to,” she snaps. I lean against the counter
and take a sip of my beer. The fact that she’s pissed off at Tate and not me
makes me happy.


“The bar can live without you for a day.”


Her mouth falls open and she looks to me. I shrug.
“I already told you earlier you were not working today.”


“But—”


“Actually,” Holly interjects timidly, “when Micah
told me what happened this morning, I immediately called and got someone to
cover your shift, Sam.”


Angel lets out a puff of air when she looks at
Holly. I can tell she does not like the fact that everyone wants her to stay
home today. “That was nice of you. Thank you,” she says, trying to act
appreciative.


The girls strike up a conversation about the work
schedule for next week, and I look over at Tate. The feeling of happiness is
now gone. What if he had a part in last night? I mean yeah, I said I had
enemies, but for one to come after me right after he shows up… is it a
coincidence? That’s just something I’m going to have to find out.


I turn to face him and speak quietly. “You seem to
know everything about me and Angel. So, I’m guessing you know where I work?”


“Yeah,” he answers just as quietly.


“Why don’t you come by tomorrow? Say around one?”


He looks at me hesitantly. “May I ask why?” He takes
a drink of his beer.


“We need to figure out who was in this house, and
two heads are better than one.”


He gives me a small nod and I lean back against the
countertop with a smile on my face. That’s not the only thing we are going to
talk about.


 





We said goodbye to everyone
around seven last night. Although I had slept in late, I still feel exhausted. 


The girls and I talked about work and having a
girls’ day sometime this week. The guys put up the board over the window and
Slade took them on a walk-through of the house after they all insisted on
looking around for themselves. 


As soon as my head hit the pillow my eyes were
closed, but not for long. Slade was not as tired as I was and had other things
in mind that included handcuffs and a vibrator. I think he was trying to
distract me from our crazy day, and it didn’t matter how drained I was, I was
not going to turn the man down. But my ass sure is dragging today.


As I park at work, I hear my phone ringing in my
purse. 


“Crap,” I say trying to dig it out of the bottom. I
figure it is Holly wondering where in the hell I am. The alarm company stayed
longer than expected, but I was glad they were able to come a day earlier than
scheduled. I thought they were just going to put in a keypad, but oh no. Slade
had to order some big bad state of the art security system, which took them
over an hour to install. 


I finally find my phone and pull it out of my purse
only to drop it on the floor. After saying a few choice words, I grab it and answer
without even looking at the caller ID.


“Hey, I’m about to walk in,” I say as soon as I put
the phone to my ear.


The only sound on the other end is silence.
“Hello?” I ask. When no one answers, I pull the phone away from my ear to look
at it. I sigh when I see it’s a blocked number again.


“You have the wrong number!” I yell, frustrated,
trying to put stuff back in my purse.


“No I don’t,” comes a very familiar voice.


I stop dead in my tracks as I try to place the
caller’s voice. The first time I heard it was on the other end of the phone
line the first time I called Slade. Then the same voice showed up at my work
and slashed Nadia’s tires. 


Jessica!


“How are things going?” she asks like we are best
friends.


“What do you want, Jessica?” I say, affecting a
dead tone to my words.


“Oh, you remember me,” she squeals happily. “I was
just calling to let you know it’s going to happen.”


I inhale a deep breath, not really wanting to hear
what she has to say, but my curiosity wants to know what bullshit she has come
up with. “What’s going to happen?”


She laughs a little and it makes me want to throw
this phone like the last one I destroyed. “Slade cheating on you,” she states
as if it’s obvious.


I remain quiet as I try to decide how to take this
conversation. I know Slade is not going to cheat on me. If there’s one thing I
have trust in, it’s our relationship. 


She laughs again, getting my attention. “You really
think he can be faithful? Why would he only be with you when he could have any
woman he wants? The only difference between Slade and Jax is that Jax was a
careless idiot. Slade knows just what to say to keep you believing him.”


“Listen,” I say, ready to end this conversation.
“First, quit calling me from a blocked number. If I really wanted your number,
I’m sure getting it wouldn’t be hard. Second, quit trying to get me to believe
Slade will cheat on me. It’s not going to work. Give it up already. He wants
nothing to do with you. Give up and move on!” I snap.


“You think you know him, but you don’t. You’ll
see,” she singsongs before hanging up.


I shake my head and get out of the truck. Even
though I don’t believe her, the situation still pisses me off. This is the last
thing I want to deal with right now.


Trying to get Jessica out of my mind, I walk inside
and decide I need to have a good shift at work.


 


As I’m pulling cases out in
the freezer, Holly walks in. “Sorry I’m late. Slade had this high-tech security
system installed today and the guys were taking forever.”


She laughs a little bit. “I thought that was
tomorrow?” 


“They had a cancellation. So I had them and the
glass company there at the same time.”


“Well, at least it’s all done.”


As she turns to walk out, I think of my phone call
with Jessica. “Hey, do you have Jessica’s phone number?” I ask.


Holly turns slowly, a scowl on her face. “Why would
you want her number?”


“That blocked number that called me a few weeks
ago. It was her.”


Her eyes go wide. “How do you know? It was
blocked.”


“She just called me again but this time she actually
spoke to me. It only took me a few seconds to recognize her.”


“She’s such an idiot.” She gives a little laugh
then she looks at me seriously.“You don’t think it was her, do you? The one
that broke into the house?”


“No. She’s not that brave. Hell, she’s calling me
with her number blocked for Christ’s sake. That was her third time to call and
she just hung up when I answered the first two times.”


“True.” She pulls her phone out of her back pocket.
“I do not have her number, but let’s check Facebook.”


Five minutes later, we find her Facebook page and
we get lucky that it’s not private and she has her phone linked to it, giving
us her number. Some bitches can be so stupid.


“What are you doing?” Holly asks as I pull my phone
out.


“I’m saving her number to my phone.” Once I add it,
I hold it up to show her what I’ve saved her under.


BITCH!


Holly throws her head back, laughing. “That’s
awesome!” she says between her snickers. “What did she want anyway?” She bends
down to pick up a case of beer and starts to walk out. I follow after her,
doing the same.


“To tell me Slade is going to cheat on me.”


She stops so quickly I almost run into the back of
her. She spins around to face me. “Sam. You know that’s not true.”


“I know, and I told her just that. That’s why I
wanted to save her number. I didn’t believe her shit, so I know that she will
continue to call me.”


She nods. “Did you mention how you know she slashed
Slade’s tires?”


“No. That would be pointless and I didn’t want to
have to talk to the bitch any more than I already had.”


She turns back around and continues to walk and I
trail behind. We spend the next ten minutes stocking beer in both the front and
small back bar.


“Oh, I forgot to tell you that you are training
someone today,” she says as we head back over to the main bar.


I groan and she laughs. “It will just be for a few
hours.”


“Who is it?”


“Jeremy. The guy that you said you didn’t like,”
she teases with a smile on her face. I frown at her happiness. The last thing I
want to do today is train someone. “You won’t have to do too much training,”
she explains. “He has been a bartender for the last two years. He is only going
to work behind the bar. Since he knows all the drinks all you have to do is
show him where we keep everything and how to work our computer system.”


“That’s it?” I ask skeptically.


She nods. “Yep.”


As I walk behind the bar, I hear the back door
open. Moments later Jeremy comes into view. I don’t know why, but just the look
on his face has me taking a step back from him. His arms are covered in tattoos
just like Tate, but Tate’s are tribal work whereas Jeremy’s are scary looking
skulls, one even has flames coming out of the eyes. Another one has a dagger
through a skull with blood dripping off of it. 


I’m not one to judge someone by the art displayed
on their body, but do you ever just get a bad vibe from someone? I get it from
him, and it could just be because he pissed me off the first time I met him.
Whatever the reason, I’m going to have to suck it up because now he and I are
going to be working together. 


“Hello, I’m Jeremy.” He reaches his hand out to me.



“I know. I remember you,” I reply flatly.


He smiles, and it’s that same cocky smile I
remember annoying me that night at the hotel bar.


“Sorry, I forgot that I met you when I came in to
get an application.” The sly smirk he has on his face tells me he’s lying
through his teeth.


“No. I was talking about the first night I met
you.” The smile falls off his face. “You were our bartender at the hotel.”


He stares at me with an expressionless face for a
few seconds and it just adds to my unease toward him. He slowly schools his
features and looks me in the eyes. “I’m surprised you remember me. Your
boyfriend got you pretty drunk that night, but you did seem like one of those
uptight chicks who needs a few drinks to loosen up.” Then he spins around and
walks off toward the back bar where Holly is standing.


Once I pick my jaw up off the floor, I place my
hands on my hips. What the hell was that about? If he remembers me from that
night, then why did he act like he didn’t know me when he first came into
Larry’s looking for a job? Why did he wait for me to mention it?


“So, Holly said you are training me today,” he says
as he walks back over to me, that cocky smile returning.


I just stare at him before I let out a long breath.
It’s only for a couple of hours I repeat over and over in my head, but I’m sure
as hell not going to be nice. He thinks I’m uptight. I’ll show him uptight.


“That’s the plan,” I state coldly as I start to
walk toward the back room. I stop and turn to see him standing there staring at
my ass. “You know.” I cross my arms over my chest as I turn my body to face him.
“I wouldn’t do that if I were you, unless you want to get fired.”


He smirks and it makes his lip ring bounce a bit.
“You can’t fire me.”


I take a couple of steps toward him and point my
finger at his chest. “I can do whatever the hell I want. So, don’t push me.” I
don’t know how true that statement is. Holly is the one who pretty much runs
this bar. I’m sure if I stomp my foot and throw a fit she would let him go.


“Whatever you say,” he says, sounding bored.


I square my shoulders. “Come on. I’ll show you what
we do to set up.” I turn around, once again giving him my back. I try not to
turn around and slap him when I get the feeling he is checking out my ass
again.
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“Slade,” Rose’s voice comes
over the intercom.


“Yes?” I answer, finishing up some notes I need for
court tomorrow.


“You have a Mr. Tate here.” Of course he shows up
three hours late.


“Send him in please.” I quickly put the papers in
my drawer as my door opens. I link my fingers together and place them on my lap
as I sit back in my chair. 


Tate steps into my office and Rose shuts the door
behind him. He just stands there as he looks around my large office. “Please,
have a seat.” I gesture to the chairs that sit in front of my desk.


“I’m guessing I didn’t come here to talk about the
break-in.” 


“We can, among other things.”


He continues to just stand there. “What was so
important that you needed me to come to your office?” he asks, finally looking
at me.


“We need to discuss a few things.”


“Samantha,” he states.


I nod my head and gesture once again to the chairs
in front of me. He takes a few steps further into the room and sits, leaning
back, mirroring my posture.


“You seem to know so much about me, Tate. Yet I
know nothing about you,” I say flatly.


“It’s not like I made assumptions. I just gathered
the facts, and the fact is that you use women.”


“If you’re referring to my past. Yes. I fucked
around, but I assure that is no longer the case.” I have never denied the way I
used to live my life.


“You’re saying you’ve changed?” He pulls his eyes
from mine to look at the picture on my desk of Angel and me at the first Rams
game we attended. She has her legs wrapped around my waist and her arms around
my neck as I give her a piggyback ride.


“Yes,” I say simply.


“I find that hard to believe,” he snorts.


“That’s funny. Because I feel the same way about
you.”


“How so?” he asks.


I sit up and place my forearms on my desk. “I think
you have other intentions regarding Angel.”


“You think I want her?” he asks, raising an
eyebrow.


“What man wouldn’t?” I’m not an idiot. I see the
way other men look at her, even though she never seems to notice. I never knew
I could be so jealous. I never thought one woman would make me want to fight
every man just because I know the thoughts he has of her.


He also leans up placing his elbows on his knees.
“Any man would be lucky to have her. And for some God forsaken reason she chose
you,” he says with a frown.


I stand up and lean over my desk. “Let me get
something straight with you. I love Angel and I will kill anyone who touches
her, including you,” I growl.


He sits back in his chair with a small smile on his
face. “I promise you, you have it all wrong.”


“Then fucking explain it to me.”


“Do you have secrets Slade?” He tilts his head to
the side.


“What kind of question is that?” I snap, getting
irritated.


“It’s an easy question. Do you have secrets?” He
leans up and picks up the picture of Angel and me. “Has Sam told you about my
past? About our past?”


I shake my head, confused, as far as I know they
don’t have a past other than friendship.


“Marie practically raised me.” He smiles like he’s
remembering her. “My mom wasn’t always able to take care of me. That’s why I
helped Marie.”


The fact that he had hidden stuff from Angel has me
mad at him for a new reason. “You should have told Angel.” I slam my fist down
on the desk. “Do you know how much pain she was in? The pain she is still in?”
I growl. “I don’t care what she says, I catch her all the time looking up at
the fireplace where both of her parents now rest. Why do you think all of her
mother’s things are still in boxes in the garage? Because it’s too painful for
her to go through them.”


He stands up and folds his arms over his chest. “A
secret for a secret,” is all he says.


“What the fuck does that mean?” Fuck, this guy is
like a riddle. He keeps changing shit up on me. 


“That means I owed Marie,” he spits angrily. “You
think it was easy to lie to Sam? It wasn’t.” His voice rises. “Do you know how
hard it was to see her at her college graduation? Or to see her around town
with that piece of shit, Jax? No! You don’t,” he yells. 


I let out a long breath as I look over at him.
“What are you not telling me? If you know something, you need to tell me.”


He takes a step back from my desk. “Not everything
is what it seems, Slade. All I’m going to say is that I would never tell your
secret, but I know that you wouldn’t be able to keep mine.” He turns and starts
to walk toward my office door to leave.


I follow after him and spin him around. 


I pull my arm back and punch him in the face,
making him stumble back. “I’m not keeping any secrets,” I growl. 


He places both hands on my chest and shoves me
backward. “I don’t want to fight you, Slade. Believe me, I would love to.” He
stands there looking at me, and for a second I think we are about to have it
out here in my office. “But for Sam’s sake.” He lets out a rough breath.
“Hasn’t she gone through enough?” He looks at me and his question makes me feel
like a fucking jackass. “She needs everyone on her side right now. Someone is
after you, or possibly her.” He throws his hands up in the air. “I’m not your
enemy, Slade. I promise. I don’t want her the way you think I do. We should be
working together to protect her.”


I take a few steps back and fall into one of the
chairs, defeated. “That’s a full time job all on its own,” I mumble.


“Exactly!” he says, sitting down beside me. 


I look up at him and see the true concern on his
face. “You love her,” I state, trying once again to fight the urge to threaten
his life.


He glances over at me. “There are different kinds of
love.”


His choice of words does not help ease my jealousy.
“I know you have her parents’ rings,” he says, changing the subject and making
me nervous as hell. “That’s your secret. You want to ask for her hand in
marriage. Believe me when I say, that is not the type of love I feel for her.” 


I relax back into the chair and close my eyes. The
thought of asking Angel to marry me has my palms sweating. 


“I’ll help you keep her mind off looking for the
rings,” he says, getting my attention as he stands up.


I stand as well. “What is your secret, Tate?”


“I already told you. I don’t trust you to keep it.”
He then turns and walks out of my office, closing the door behind him. And now
that I know he is hiding something, I have an uneasy feeling. Even if he
doesn’t want Angel, he’s still hiding something from her. The only way to get
close to someone is to earn their trust, so that’s what I will do. I’ll become
his best friend and learn what I need to know, and then when I find out, I
won’t hesitate to tell her what he’s hiding from her.


I turn around and pick up my office phone.


“Hello?” answers Angel’s sweet voice.


“Hey, Angel. How is work going?” I ask, sitting
down in my seat.


She lets out a long breath. “Slow.” 


“I’m sorry. What time are you going to be off?”


“I have to work a double.”


I frown as I look at the clock on my desk. My workday
is done. I wanted to take her out to dinner tonight. “What? Who says?”


“Well, no one told me I had to, but Becky called in
sick. I volunteered to cover it for her.”


I lean back in my chair trying to figure out why
she takes this bartending job so fucking serious. She does not need the little
income she makes working there. “Call someone else to cover for her. I don’t
like you working nights, Angel.” I have never liked her working there anyway
and I sure as hell don’t want her working nights since our house was broken
into.


“I don’t like you telling me what I can and can’t
do, Slade,” she fires back.


I sigh. “I know. I just want you to work only day
shifts until we find out who broke into the house and why.” 


“It’s too late now. I’m working tonight.” 


“You should have called me first,” I say, clenching
my jaw.


“Why?” she scoffs. “To ask your permission?”


“Well, yeah. What if I had plans for us or—”


“Goodbye, Slade. Don’t wait up.” She hangs up.


I smash the phone down onto the desk. Fuck, she can
piss me off with just one word sometimes. 


She knew her volunteering to work tonight would
piss me off. She knows how I feel about that bar and the scummy men that walk
in there to flirt with her. Plus, if a fight breaks out she always seems to be
the first one to jump in and try to break it up. That woman is fearless, but
also a huge pain in my ass at times. 


Tate’s words come back to me. “We need to work
together to keep her safe.”


That is one thing he is right about, and I could
use him to my advantage. Angel trusts him and I want her to see me getting
along with Tate. 


I dial up Josh’s number. “Hey, what’s Tate’s
number?” I ask as soon as he answers.


“Slade, don’t call and threaten him,” he says
annoyed.


“That’s not why I want his number,” I snap. “Angel
offered to work a double tonight and I plan on going up there and hanging out. I
figured I could buy Tate a few beers.”


“I don’t believe that for a second,” he offers with
a chuckle. 


“Believe what you want. All I’m trying to do is
keep my girlfriend safe and she continues to get mad at me over it.” 


“Yeah, who knew women didn’t like men bossing them
around,” he replies sarcastically.


“Just give me the damn number, Josh.” 


“Fine.” I write down the number as he rambles it
off. “Courtney and I will come up there as well.”


“Think I need babysitter?” I tap the pen on my
desk.


“Something like that.”


We hang up, and then I dial the police station to
see if they have any new leads before I go home to shower and change.


 





As I clean off the dirty bar
top, I try to take a calming breath. Today has been a day from hell. I had to
train Jeremy for two very long hours and then Slade gets mad because I offered
to work for Becky. I answered the bar phone when she called and she sounded
awful. Her daughter screaming in the background probably didn’t help matters
either. I felt sorry for her, I wasn’t going to tell her I couldn’t work her
shift because it would make my boyfriend mad. 


I place the rag in my back pocket after I clean off
the bar and turn to wash my hands in the sink when I hear Slade’s voice. I look
over my shoulder to see him walking into the bar with Tate right beside him,
followed by Courtney and Josh. 


I smile at Courtney and Josh. “What are you guys
doing here?” I ask looking at Tate.


“We thought we would come and have a few beers,”
Slade says clearly not getting the memo that I’m ignoring him.


So, I’ll make it easy for him. “I’m ignoring you,”
I say, finally looking him in the eyes.


Tate and Josh laugh as Slade gives me a smirk. “Oh,
I figured that was to be expected.”


I narrow my eyes at him. “Then what in the hell are
you doing here?”


“Actually it was my idea,” Tate chimes in, getting
my attention. “I wanted to hang out tonight and Slade said you were working.”
He shrugs. “What better place to hang out than a bar?”


The smirk on Josh’s face is telling me that is not
completely true. I look at Tate and notice he has a small mark on his chin.
“Where did you get that bruise on your face from?” I ask, tilting my head.


He reaches up and touches it. “Oh, I worked at the
repair shop today and lost a fight with a wrench.” He smiles.


The guys laugh and I feel like I’m missing an
inside joke or something. I shake it off. “What does everyone want?”


I start grabbing drinks out of the bin as they tell
me what they want. I pop the tops and place them down in front of them, trying
to ignore Slade staring at me with a smirk on his face.


“You guys want to play some pool?” Josh asks.


They all say ‘yes’ as they get up and walk back
toward the pool tables.


Courtney moves to the seat that is positioned right
in front of me. She goes to speak when I place my hand up. “I don’t even want
to know.” 


“I just wanted to tell you my job has an opening,”
she says excitedly. 


Courtney had found a job in no time. Josh pretty
much knows all the businesses in town and got her a job at the local bank. She
wanted to continue working as an event organizer, but couldn’t find an open
position fast enough. She took the job at the bank with future thought of
quitting when the right one comes along.


“Thanks, but I’m good here.” 


She looks around and then back at me, frowning.
“Why do you want to work here so badly?”


“It’s not that I want to do this forever.” I sigh,
staring down at the top of the bar. “I don’t know.” My shoulders slump. “I feel
comfortable here, like I belong here,” I whisper.


“What do you mean ‘belong here’?”


“Since senior year things have been so depressing.
College sucked. I never went out. Then when I moved here with Jax, he didn’t
want me to work. He wasn’t happy when I took the job here, but then I met Holly
and Micah.” I smile. “Things just seemed to turn around. Then, of course, Slade
came into my life.” I look over at him as he takes a drink of his beer while
listening to Tate talk about something. “Everything just felt right. It all
started here, why would I want to leave that?” I look to her. “I don’t know why
Slade won’t just drop it.”


“He’s afraid for your safety.”


“I won’t lie, I was terrified when I discovered
someone was in the house, but that is not going to keep me from living my
life.”


She grins. “Then don’t let it.”


“That’s my plan,” I reply cheerfully. My eyes slide
back over to Slade and I see him smiling as he looks from Tate to Josh. It’s
hard to stay mad at a man as gorgeous as he is. He must have gone home after
work because he is in those baby blue jeans that hang low on his waist, with a
dark gray t-shirt that hugs his muscular arms and wide chest. His hair is
spiked and that smile on his beautiful face has me forgetting our conversation
from earlier.


“It was Slade’s idea.” Courtney gets my attention
as I stare at Slade.


“What was?” I look to her.


“Coming up here.” She takes a sip of her beer.


I smile. I knew it had to have been. “Why was that
supposed to be a secret?”


She shakes her head. “I haven’t figured that out
yet.”


I laugh as I open a bottle of water for myself. I
didn’t mind working for Becky tonight, but I can’t hide the smile from how
happy I am that Slade wanted to see me. 





I clean off the last table
and go behind the bar to pick up my purse as Slade walks out of the bathroom.
“You better not have dirtied it up,” I try to say firmly.


He walks up and pulls me into his arms. “The only
thing I’m going to dirty up is you.” He slides his hands into the back pockets of
my jeans, giving my ass a little squeeze.


“Then why aren’t we leaving?” I mumble with my lips
against his. I’ve been trying to give him the cold shoulder. It was easy not to
talk to him when he was playing pool with the guys, but that didn’t stop me
from staring over at him. 


“Because I don’t want to wait,” he says, pushing me
backward. 


“Hmm. Are we going to have a repeat of the last
time you fucked me in the bathroom?” 


He groans. “You have no idea how much that word
turns me on when you use it in reference to us.”


I giggle. “Such a dirty boy.”


“Absolutely!”


He smashes his mouth to mine as we come to a stop.
As our lips work together and his tongue dances with mine, I feel his hands
working on the zipper of my jeans.


I pull my face away from his. “Did you ever stop to
think that I don’t want to have sex?” I say a bit too breathless.


He smiles. “Did you really think I didn’t see you
staring at me from behind the bar?” 


“I wasn’t trying to hide it.” I laugh.


He reaches up and slowly pulls my ponytail out. His
blue eyes look into mine as he runs his hands through my hair. “You still mad at
me?” he asks with concern on his beautiful face.


I reach up and wrap my arms around his neck. “You
going to continue bugging me about my job?”


He looks at me as if conflicted on how to answer
that question. I know he wants to say yes, but he doesn’t want to fight with
me. We have bigger problems going on in our life right now besides my job.


“Do you promise me you won’t work nights anymore?”


I nod my head. “No more nights.”


“Then I won’t continue to drive you nuts about it,”
he promises with a small smile.


“Enough talking and a little more fucking,” I say
with a sly grin on my face.


“I love the way you think,” he responds, picking me
up as I wrap my legs around him. We take a few steps backward and I hit the
pool sticks, knocking them to the ground. 


I place my head back against the wall and lift my
arms up as he discards my shirt.


I thread my fingers in his hair as I smash my lips
to his. He pulls me off the wall and walks backward until I feel him plop down
on the small couch in the corner. 


I reach down and he pulls his lips from mine as I yank
his shirt off and throw it behind me. I crawl off of him and onto the floor
where I’m facing him on my knees. I look up into his blue eyes as I unzip his
pants. 


“Lift your hips.” 


He lifts them enough for me to pull his pants off
along with his boxers as he kicks off his shoes. I lick my lips as my eyes gaze
at him sitting naked before me. He reaches up and slides his hands in my hair
and I close my eyes at the feel of the power those hands hold. It makes me want
to melt into nothing. 


Without a word, he lowers my head and I open my lips,
knowing exactly what he wants. He gives me an inch at time. His hands control
my head as his hips meets my mouth with each thrust. 


I hear him moan as his fingers tighten and release
my hair a few times. I open my eyes to look up at him, and he has his head
resting back on the couch and his lips are parted. I suck him in deeper until
he is all the way to the back of my throat. He opens his eyes and looks down at
me. He smirks as he pulls on my hair, removing my mouth. 


“What are you doing?” I ask with a matching smile.


He lifts me up onto the couch, laying me on my back,
and is hovering over me in no time. He tears off my jeans and settles himself
between my legs. 


“You, Angel. I’m going to do you.” And with that,
he thrusts into me, causing my breath to catch. He grabs my wrists and holds
them down on either side of my head. 


“Slade,” I pant as he slowly pulls out.


“Don’t worry Angel, this isn’t going to be slow.” And
with that he slams into me as my moans and cries of ecstasy fill the empty bar.





As I’m driving to the house,
my phone rings. I pick it up out of the center console to see a blocked number
again. I hit ignore then wait a few seconds before I search for Jessica’s number
in my phone.


When I find it I hit send.


“Hello?” she answers slowly.


“I believe I told you to quit fucking calling me,”
I say sweetly.


“How did you…uh....”


“I told you it wouldn’t be hard to find your
number.” I look in the rearview mirror to see if Slade is still behind me.


She laughs. “It was probably just as easy as it was
finding yours,” she says, no longer worried that I have her number.


“What do you want, Jessica?” Why is she calling me
so late? I glance at the clock on the dash and it reads two forty five.


“I wanted to let you know that Slade was with
someone while you were at work tonight.”


What? How does she know I’ve been at work? I look
out all my windows to see if she is in a car nearby or something. There is no
one else on the highway besides Slade and me at this hour. Wait. If she knows I
was at work then how does she not know that Slade was there?


“I doubt that,” I say carelessly. She has no idea
what she is talking about.


“I can prove it.” 


Huh? “What do you mean you—” She hangs up.


I toss my phone into my purse as I exit the
highway. What in the hell was that about? There is no way he was with someone
tonight. I mean, I guess he could have been with someone right after he got off
work, before he came up to the bar. But I have more trust in Slade than to
believe that is a possibility. She’s just trying to make me second-guess him
and that’s not going to happen.


We pull into the garage and I step out of the
truck. “You okay?” Slade asks when he looks at me.


“Yes.” I smile. “You wore me out.”


He holds the door open for me with one hand while
the other slaps me on the ass as I walk by. 


I turn and face him once I am inside the house.
“Why did you come in and see me tonight?”


He frowns. “I wanted to see you.”


“But why did you stay so late? You have to work in
the morning.” I hate that Jessica has me questioning him. 


He walks past me, heading to the bedroom, chuckling.
“That has never stopped us before, Angel.” 


I pause as I watch him enter our bedroom. That
statement held truth, but didn’t answer my question. Courtney did say he was
worried about my safety. Maybe that is the reason why he came up there. I
already told him I won’t work nights anymore until we get everything figured
out. 


I walk into our room to find him undressing in the
closet. “But why? You have to be up early for work in the morning.”


“You act as if it’s the first time I came to your
work to see you,” he says sliding his jeans down his legs.


I reach up and run a hand through my hair. “I just
don’t know why you came up there. You have to be tired. This weekend was
crazy.”


He comes to stand in front of me, now naked. “Get
undressed and come to bed.” He leans down kissing my head and leaves the
closet.


I drop the subject and head to the bathroom to get
ready for bed.
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“Congratulations, Slade.”
Micah pats me on the shoulder as we walk out of the courthouse. “I could have
seen that decision going either way.”


I look over at him with a cocky smile. “I only saw
one outcome.” My client walks by and turns to face me. 


“Thanks, Slade.” He reaches out his hand. I shake
it with a small nod then he turns and walks off with his wife. 


Was he really innocent? No! My clients usually
aren’t, but the evidence wasn’t strong enough against him. 


Many people have asked me how my family and I
defend the guilty, or the most asked question, “How do you sleep at night?”
Very easily actually!


Every person deserves the right to a fair trial.
Every person deserves someone on their side, defending their freedom.


I’m that guy! 


Micah steps to the right to shake the hand of a
female attorney we know when I catch sight of a guy walking down the hallway
about to enter a courtroom. I only get a quick side view of him, but he looks
familiar. That’s not unusual here, though, we always run into repeat offenders.
Sometimes they have the money to get their own attorney. Sometimes they are
broke and get one assigned to them. 


“Slade. Congratulations.” Natalie gets my attention.



“Thanks.” I say reaching out to shake her awaiting
hand.


Natalie is an attorney at another law firm in town.
They are a multimillion-dollar company that handles a bunch of pro bono
accounts. 


“It’s good to see you again. It’s been too long.”
The way her brown eyes look me up and down I can tell she is referring to the
last time we spent our time together naked.


I pull my hand away from hers and turn to speak to
Micah but she speaks again. “How about I take you out to lunch to celebrate?”
she asks, giving me a flirtatious smile.


“No, thank you.” Her face falls before she can mask
her surprise at my dismissal. “We should get going,” I say to Micah. He smiles
brightly at Natalie as he says his goodbye. I turn from her and walk to the
front door with him following after me.


“What was that about?” he asks as we come up to my
car.


“I’m not hungry.” I shrug. He gets into the car and
looks over at me. 


“You slept with her,” he states, not sounding
surprised.


I laugh. “That’s not what I would call it.” There
was no sleeping involved.


“So Natalie finally got her way, huh?” He smirks.


You have to know Natalie to understand what that
statement meant. She gets anything and everything she wants. If her money can’t
buy it, she will use her perky tits and tight ass to get what she wants.
Although I slept with anyone I wanted, I never brought girls to the office or
mixed business with pleasure. But I was working a case in New York City, where
she is from, and I allowed her to take me out for some drinks. I ended up
staying at her high-rise condo, having a three day sex fest with her.


“Yep. I had a lapse of judgment.” 


Micah looks over to me. “So that’s what you’re
calling the women of your past?”


I look over at him with a serious expression on my
face. “Yes.” 


He reaches over and pats me on the shoulder. “Well,
just a little word of advice. You may want to make that more clear next time
you see Natalie. She is not the type that takes kindly to rejection.”


I should have told her I was in a relationship, but
if I know Natalie, she already knows my relationship status. It doesn’t matter
how much of herself she wants to throw in my face, I would never cheat on
Angel.


I pull my cell out of my pocket when I feel it
vibrate. It notifies me that our house alarm was just set to away.


I go to my recent calls, find Angel’s name, and hit
send.


 





I throw Nadia in reverse and
back out of the driveway. How could I have missed that last night? How did I
not hear my phone beep from a message?


I put the truck in drive when I hear my phone
playing Slade’s ringtone. “Hello?” I say, pulling out of the neighborhood.


“Where are you going?” 


I look around to see if Slade decided to come home
for lunch or something. “Just leaving the house,” I reply when I don’t see his
car.


“Where are you going?” he asks again.


“What’s with the interrogation?” I snap. His
questioning is adding to my already pissy mood.


“I just got notified that you set the alarm to away,
and I was wondering where you are off to. You are off work today,” he states.


His statement makes me pause. “Why were you
notified?” I ask slowly.


“I have the security system linked to my phone.”


Of course he does. Sometimes I hate technology.
“I’m heading to your mother’s house for lunch with the girls.”


“I see.” 


“How was court?” I try to get the image of him and
the other woman out of my mind. 


“It went well,” is all he says.


I don’t usually ask him about work, and he never
offers much information about it. I haven’t figured out why he keeps most of
that from me. I guess he is just one of those people who likes to keep work
separate from his home life, and I can understand that.


“That’s good. Are you done for the day?” 


“No. Micah and I are heading back to the office
right now.”


“Okay. Well I hope you have a good day.”


“You too, Angel. Call me when you leave.” 


I can’t quite put my finger on it, but something
seems to be off. He seems really short. Maybe court didn’t go as good as he
said it did.


“I love you,” I say, trying to cheer us both up.


“I love you too.”


I hang up and drop my phone in my lap. As soon as I
do the picture of him and the blonde comes to mind. I woke up this morning and
discovered that Jessica had sent me a message last night after we had hung up.
I never looked at my phone again after that or I would have seen it. As soon as
I opened it, I closed the picture. I couldn’t comprehend what I saw. He was not
with someone before he was with me last night, I don’t believe it. 


I pull up to Vivian’s house and walk up to the
door. Holly opens it and steps aside for me to enter. “Hey girl,” she says
cheerfully.


“Hey,” I respond with a lot less enthusiasm than
she had.


“Something wrong?” She tilts her head to the side
as her brown eyes lock onto mine.


“Just a little tired.”


She links her arm in mine and starts to drag me off
to the kitchen. I put a smile on my face as I see Vivian pulling muffins out of
the oven. 


“I tried to get Courtney to take a late lunch today
and come over,” Holly says as we sit down at the island.


“You know she told me her bank has a job opening.”
I look at Holly.


She nods. “I told her to tell you. I thought you would
take it.”


I frown. “Why would I take it?” Holly knows how
much I like working at the bar.


“She meant she thought Slade would make you quit.”
Vivian looks at us. “If so, you could go and work with Courtney.”


“Well, that won’t happen.” I shake my head stubbornly.
“If I quit Larry’s, it will be because I choose to.”


Vivian gives me a warm smile. “Have you guys heard
anything from the police about the break-in?” Holly asks, taking a bite of her
muffin.


“No, if you ask me, they have no idea who it was
and I don’t think they’re going to find out either.”


“I just find it odd,” Vivian says with a frown on
her face. 


I shrug it off, break-ins happen every day. We live
in a very expensive neighborhood. It was storming and the power was out.
Someone saw that as an opportunity. It’s not as if someone has a vendetta
against us. 


I pick up my phone when I hear it beep. I bite my
lip when I see that it is a picture message from the bitch. I stand up from the
table and walk to the hallway. 


It’s a tad on the dark side, but I can tell the man
on the bed that is lying on top of the woman is Slade. He has one arm holding
up one of the woman’s legs and his face is in the crook of her neck.


The woman underneath him has her arms around his
neck and her head thrown back. 


I feel my body run cold. “What the fuck?” I
whisper. This is not like the picture she sent me last night. It was much more
blurry and they weren’t in the act. I could tell it was Slade, but he still had
boxers on. 


There is no doubt in my mind that they are having
sex in this picture. I can’t place who the girl is. It could be Jessica, but
I’m not one hundred percent sure. 


As I continue to stare at the image, my phone beeps
again informing me of a message from her. It takes me several minutes to pull
my eyes away from Slade to read it.


 


Jessica: Told you. He can’t be faithful.



 


I feel like my chest may explode from my heart
pounding so hard. I shake my head slowly. There’s no way this is real. I mean,
I’m seeing it with my own eyes, but this can’t be.


I hurry to read the last part of her message.


 


Like I said. You’re not the only one he crawled
in bed with last night.


 


I close my eyes as relief washes through me. He was
with me last night. I feel stupid for even considering anything else when I
received the original pic.


“Everything okay?’


I jump at the sound of Holly’s voice and drop my
phone. I laugh a little at my jumpiness. “Yep,” I answer cheerfully, though I
now want to kill Jessica even more. The bitch is not going to give up. 


Holly bends down to pick up my phone and I snatch
it out of her hand.


I give her a smile as Vivian comes into the hallway
to check on us. “How about planning that Bachelorette party?” I say.


Vivian returns the smile, but Holly looks at my
phone in my hand and then to me with a frown. 


“I’ll explain later,” I say linking my arm through hers
as I drag her back toward the kitchen.


She slams me to a stop and whispers, “Was that a
picture of Slade in bed with another woman? It has to be a lie. A fake,” she
says in a rush. “He would not do that to you.”


“I know, Holly. If you promise to keep it between
us, I will tell you everything later.”


She looks at me with those soft brown eyes and I
get the feeling she’s going to start crying. “Hey, it’s okay. I promise you.
Slade and I are great! I don’t believe for a second that he would do that. Let’s
go plan your party.”


I don’t wait for a response as I walk us into the
kitchen where Vivian sits with her laptop and several Las Vegas brochures for
us to look through.


I feel bad for the lie. I was guilty of thinking for
a second that Slade had been in bed with someone else. The only thing that
picture proved was that Jessica wasn’t going to give up. I’ve never wanted to
fight for a man before. Even when I had caught Jax in bed with Bridgette, the
thought didn’t even enter my mind. I was willing to walk away and let her have
him. But for Slade, I will fight dirty and that’s exactly what I’m going to do.
Jessica has no idea who she’s playing with.





“Explain,” Holly starts in
as soon as we walk out of the Longs’ front door.


“Jessica sent me that picture just to piss me off.”


“I don’t understand. Why is she sending you
pictures of him in bed with another woman? You know he used to sleep around.”


“She tried to tell me that was him last night.”
Holly goes to speak but I place my hand up. “I was with him all night last
night.”


I turn to look at her as she opens the passenger
door to Nadia. “What are you doing?” 


“I’m going with you. Micah can bring me back
later.” She jumps into the truck without another word.


I walk around the truck and get in. As soon as I
start the engine, she speaks again.


“Let me see the picture.” She holds out her hand
for my phone.


I dig into my purse and pull it out. Once I bring
up the text, I hand her my phone.


She squints as she brings my phone closer to her
face. “That doesn’t even look like Jessica.”


“I don’t think he even ever slept with her from
what I understand.” I lean my head back against the headrest. “Of course, I
don’t have a list of every chick he has slept with, so there is a possibility
he did.”


“I don’t think so,” she says, still observing the
picture. “I remember Micah telling me the night she slashed his tires that the
first time he had met her was the night you called interrupting them in his
bed. I’m pretty sure he never met up with her again.”


I knew he slept around, but the thought of him
being in bed with someone had never crossed my mind. I feel a smile creep up my
face knowing that she didn’t get her way that night.


We sit in silence as she goes back to looking at
the picture. “Isn’t that Bridgette?” she says in surprise.


I grab the phone from her hand and look closer.
Sure enough, the girl taking the picture is standing across from a mirror. You
only get a side view of her and even though it’s dark, her blonde hair stands
out enough for you to see that it’s her.


I laugh. “Man that picture must be really old.”


“What are you going to do?”


I smile as I look over at her. “I’m going to fight
fire with fire.”


“How are you going to do that?” she asks with a
matching smile.


“I have an idea. With your help.”


“Anything you need,” she says before I put the
truck in gear and pull out of the driveway.
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I pull up to our house and
get out of my car. “Why are you following me?” I ask Micah as he gets out of
his truck.


He lifts his phone up. “Holly texted me earlier and
said she was over here. She wanted me to pick her up.”


We walk into the house to find Holly and Angel
sitting in the living room. They both look at us with big smiles on their
faces.


“Hey, baby,” Angel calls sweetly, standing up from
the couch and walking over to me. 


“Hello, ladies.” I wrap my arms around her and she
reaches up to smash her lips to mine. Her lips make contact and she doesn’t
waste a second as she pushes her tongue into my mouth. She kisses me as if she
hasn’t seen me in days and my body instantly reacts. I push my hardening cock
into her stomach and grab a hold of her hair, pulling her head back to deepen
the kiss.


She pulls away panting and looks over at Holly.
Holly beams at us and gives a little laugh. “I’m ready to go. I’ll see you
tomorrow at work, Sam.” She then tosses a cell phone onto the couch and turns
to walk off as Angel waves goodbye. 


Micah and I look at one another puzzled for a
second before he shrugs and trails after a bouncing Holly.


Once they’re gone, Angel spins around walking off
toward the kitchen.


“Where are you going?” I ask somewhat confused that
she is no longer mauling me in the living room.


“I’m hungry,” she throws over her shoulder.


I come up behind her, spin her around, and toss her
over my shoulder. “Me too,” I say smacking her ass as I walk us toward our
bedroom.


“Slade!” She giggles. 


I shut our bedroom door with my foot and toss her
onto the bed. As soon as her back hits the sheets, she sits straight up. I
reach down and pull her shirt up over her head. “Do I even want to know what
that was about back in the living room?” I raise an eyebrow as she works on
removing her jeans and underwear. 


“I just missed you?” She shrugs while biting her
lip seductively.


I let out a chuckle. “Well lucky for me, you have
the chance to show me just how much.” I unzip my pants and her eyes fall to my
hard cock as I release it.


She looks up to my eyes and gets a small smile on
her face. 


I jump off the bed and open the nightstand that
holds the handcuffs that we haven’t used much lately. I know she likes them and
I want to have a little fun with her tonight.


“Hmm,” she hums as she looks at me holding the
cuffs.


“I thought you might want to play with these.”


She just continues to smile at me. “On your
stomach.” I demand.


She slowly rolls over onto her stomach and
immediately places her hands behind her back. 


I smile as my eyes roam over her perfect body and
the fact that she knows how I want it.


I crawl onto the bed and position myself over her
legs as I take her wrists in my hands and tighten the cuffs around them. I then
lay her hands on her back and run my palms down the side of her soft thighs and
up over her ass.


She lays her head to one side on the bed. “Going to
show me what you’re made of this time?” she asks, referring to what I told her
when I fucked her on the kitchen table.


I lean down placing my chest on her arms and back.
“You know you really shouldn’t antagonize someone when they have you cuffed and
at their mercy,” I say seriously, if she only knew what I could do to her. We
like to play rough, but sometimes I want to show her just how dominating I
could be with her. I’m afraid to take things as far, and rough, as I want with
her. Afraid it would hurt her, or worse, what if she liked it? How far would we
be willing to go together before she got hurt? Angel brings out a very dominant
part of myself I never knew I had, but even I am not willing to take that
chance. 


She gives a little laugh. “I’m not afraid of you,
Slade. If I was, I would not allow you to cuff me in the first place.”


I reach up, grab a fist full of her hair, and pull
her head back. She lets out a cry of pain and then starts to breathe heavily.


“I won’t take the chance of hurting you.” I look
down to the side of her face and into her eyes. The look of want I see in them
has me tightening my grip in her hair. 


She hisses in a breath and shifts her body
underneath mine. I know the weight of my body on top of her along with her
hands cuffed and pinned to her back is getting uncomfortable, but I want her to
tell me.


“I’ve always known you’ve hidden a side of yourself
from me, Slade,” she says still breathing heavy.


“And what side is that?” I lean my head down and
place small kisses on the side of her face.


“A darker side,” she whispers quietly. 


I close my eyes and release a sigh. She’s taunting
me. She wants me to show her something that we both know exists. “I already
told you that I don’t want to hurt you.”


I release her hair and her face falls to the
sheets. I reach down and pull her hips up so that she is on her knees and her
ass is in the air. I position myself between her legs. 


She takes a deep breath before she speaks. “Want to
know what I think?”


I pause as I take my dick in my hand. She doesn’t
wait for me to tell her no. “I think you’re afraid you’re going to like it.”


I grit my teeth as I wrap both of my hands around
her already bound wrists. She doesn’t make a sound as I tighten the cuffs a few
more clicks, letting me know they are now as snug as I originally wanted them.
But I don’t miss the movement of her arms as she tries to fight the
uncomfortable tightness of the cuffs.


I reach down and rub two fingers against her pussy.
I feel my resolve start to weaken at how wet she is. She wants it just as much
as I want to do it. We could try it just this once. If she tells me to stop, I
won’t hesitate to stop and remove the cuffs.


Without a word, I slide my dick into her with ease.
I want her to think I’m going to take this slow. I don’t want her to expect it
just yet. 


I set a slow pace, just pulling back and sliding
forward, with my hands resting on her hips.


I hear her let out a breath and she relaxes her
hands against her back. I smile to myself as I release one hip and slap her ass
so fucking hard it instantly has my hand stinging.


She screams out at the unexpected hit and her body
jerks away from me. I grab her hips and pull her back toward me. Her body once
again jerks as the spot I just spanked makes contact with my skin.


I pull out and spank her again just as hard and in
the same spot.


“Ahh,” she cries out, lifting her head up off the
bed.


I slam back into her and lean over her body once
again. I take one hand and grab a hold of her chin. 


“Your pussy is getting wetter by the second Angel,”
I whisper. The fact that I have her panting and unbelievably wet has my dick
jerking inside of her.


She licks her lips, taking a deep breath. With my
hand still holding onto her chin, I take two fingers and run them over her wet
lips. I push them into her mouth. “Suck on them,” I demand.


She closes her lips and obeys. I pull back and thrust
into her again. 


I push her down so she is lying flat on the bed
with my body on top of her, pinning her down. Her closed legs cause her pussy to
tighten around my cock.


I moan at the feel of my cock inside of her while
her mouth is sucking on my fingers. I take my other hand and thread it in her
hair, holding her head in place, while my other hand still grips her chin. With
my weight on top of her she has no way of moving. I know the cuffs have to be
uncomfortable because they are cutting into my stomach as I lie on top of them.



I pull my hips back just a bit and then push
forward into her. She opens her mouth and gasps, before letting out a strangled
cry.


“Don’t stop,” I say, tightening both of my hands.
She closes her mouth once again and I continue to pull back and slam into her.


I feel her arms stiffen underneath me and her pussy
tighten, her teeth clamp down around my fingers as she comes. I grit my teeth
from the feel of her biting my fingers.


Once she relaxes, I let go of her hair and pull my
hand away from her chin, removing my fingers from her mouth in the process. She
starts sucking in air as I move my legs off of her. I reach down again, pulling
her up onto her knees, and pound into her until I find my own release.


Before I’m even done coming inside of her, I’m
already reaching for the key. I undo the cuffs and instantly feel sick to my
stomach at the marks left on her wrists. I want to reach down and rub them, but
I don’t, afraid it will hurt them more than they already do. 


I jump off the bed and head to the bathroom,
leaving her there as she quietly attempts to move her stiff body. Walking into
the bathroom, I hear her soft voice say my name but I ignore her.


What was I thinking? I scold myself as I
pace back and forth. I could have broken her wrists. 


“Slade.” I look up to see her standing in the
doorway staring at me, concern in her eyes.


I take a step back from her.


“Are you okay?” she asks, inching closer to me.


I reach down and pick up her arms, looking at her
wrists. “Don’t,” she says sternly. “I could have stopped you at any time.”


Could she? If she would have told me to stop would
I have? Absolutely! I tug her toward me and kiss her head. “I don’t want to
hurt you.”


She pulls away and looks up to me. “As long as you
don’t get the urge to slap me across the face or suffocate me, I’ll be just
fine.” She gives a little laugh and it makes me feel even more nauseous.


“Let’s get cleaned up and I will make us some
dinner,” she tells me before heading out of the room.


I let out a long breath. I had actually taken it
easy on her and that’s what terrifies me. She was right. I do have a darker
side and goes deeper than what we just did.


 





I’m glad the weather is
starting to get cooler. It gives me a reason to wear my long sleeve work shirt.
I look down to check that the shirt has covered the marks on my wrists. If only
my body wasn’t sore and my ass cheeks didn’t feel like they were on fire every
time I sat down. Slade was pretty rough last night, but we both know he still
only showed me a little bit. For some reason he is afraid to show me what he
really wants. I know he has never had a Dominant and submissive relationship before,
so I think it scares him that he has that desire with me. What he doesn’t know
is how much it turns me on. I want to know what he wants. I want to let him do
whatever he wants with me, and I’m going to continue pushing him in that
direction.


I walk into work and see Holly talking to Jeremy. I
give them both a small smile. 


“Ready for a great day?” Holly says rubbing her
hands together.


“Yep,” I answer, heading toward the back. As soon
as I round the corner, Holly is running up to catch me. 


“Did you send it?” she asks excitedly.


“Not yet. I wanted to wait until I got here.”


“Did Slade suspect anything? Because that kiss was
pretty heated.” She fans herself dramatically. “Micah asked what I was up to. I
just told him girl stuff.”


“I don’t think so.” I laugh, remembering him asking
what that was all about. He doesn’t need to know about the pissing contest
Jessica and I have going on. The bitch is going down. I would never send her
pictures of Slade and me having sex, but you don’t have to capture us in bed to
see the passion we have for one another.


We walk into the cooler and I pull out my cell. I
scroll to her phone number and send her the picture of us kissing last night that
Holly took, along with a smiley face.


“What do you think she’ll do?” Holly asks as I
place my phone in my back pocket. 


“What can she do? Slade and I are together. Her
sending me pictures from his past isn’t going to change that, and if she thinks
it will, she’s more stupid than I thought. 


“You ladies ready?” Jeremy asks, peeking his head
in. 


“Yeah,” I say grabbing a case of Bud Light. 


 


A few hours later, I’m
showing Jeremy how to check out a customer with a credit card when Micah walks
in. “What’s up?” 


I look behind him to see if Slade is with him as
well. “Where’s Slade?” I ask when I don’t see him or his car parked outside.


“He had to meet with a client,” he says as he eyes
Jeremy. “I’m Micah.” He reaches out his hand to Jeremy.


“Jeremy.” He shakes it. “I’ve heard a lot about you
and Slade,” he says with a laugh.


“Really?” Micah smiles to Holly.


“Yeah. All you hear about is men when you work with
two women,” he teases as I roll my eyes. I have never said anything directly to
him about Slade. He overhears conversations Holly and I have because he’s a
nosy son of a bitch. 


“I can imagine. How long have you worked here?”
Micah asks as Holly hands him a bottle of water.


Jeremy starts to fill him in on how it’s his second
day and this is just his part-time job.


“See.” Holly bumps my hip with hers. “Everyone
likes him.”


I roll my eyes. “You and Micah do not count as
everyone.” 


“Who says?” She pretends to look shocked making me
laugh out loud.


“I can’t stay long, babe,” Micah says to Holly. “I
have to go back up to the office. I just wanted to stop by and see you. You
seemed a bit upset this morning after you spoke to your mother.”


I smile at how thoughtful Micah is to Holly. She
lets out a long sigh. “Yeah, she was letting me know she reserved a catering
company for the wedding. And that I needed to come over tonight so we can look
at cakes.”


Micah tilts his head to the side. “I thought you
wanted to look at a few more places before you chose one?”


“I did, I also told her I have plenty of time, I
don’t have to pick out everything today.” She places her hands on the bar top, letting
out a breath.


“Just call the place and cancel,” Micah says, not
concerned about her mother’s plans.


“I can’t do that. She will freak.”


“It’s not her wedding, baby.” He places his water
on the bar.


She turns to look at me. “If only it were that
simple.”


I tighten my lips to hold in the laughter. I
actually agree with Micah on this one. If she allows her mother to run the
show, the wedding will not be the one she wants.


Micah picks up his bottle of water as his phone
rings. He answers it and then informs us he has to go back to work.





“And that is how you close
up the day shift,” I tell Jeremy, entering the office to grab my purse from a
drawer in the desk. I’m thankful this is the last time I have to train him. I
overheard him telling Micah that he plans on working nights. I couldn’t hide
the huge smile on my face since I had promised Slade no more night shifts. “Do
you think you have everything down?” I ask, placing my purse over my shoulder.


“I think so.” He leans up against the desk. “But I
think I may need one more training session.” His smirk causes me to scowl.


“What do you need help with? I’ll try to help you
to understand it better.” I would much rather get this over now than have to
share another one of my shifts with him.


He shakes his head with that smile still on his
lips. He pushes off and slowly walks around to where I’m standing behind the
desk. “Maybe you need some training.”


I take a step back. “I know how to do everything.”
I swallow nervously as he takes another step toward me.


“I’m sure you do,” he says as his eyes fall on my
breasts. 


I grab my keys off the desk and turn to leave. I
spin back to face him when I feel his hand on my ass. “Excuse me,” I snap,
furious he would touch me.


He holds up my bar towel with a smirk on his face.
“I don’t think you’re supposed to take these home with you.”


I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. He
couldn’t have been coming onto me. It was just me being paranoid. I nod,
feeling somewhat silly, and mumble a goodbye over my shoulder as I walk out.


As I’m heading to the truck, I pull my phone out of
my back pocket to check my phone…. Nothing! 


And it’s actually making me nervous that I still
have not heard back from Jessica since I sent her that picture of me and Slade.
I’m hoping she just got the hint and realized that I don’t believe her
bullshit.


“Angel.” I jump when I hear Slade call for me. He
chuckles as he’s getting out of Micah’s truck. 


“What are you doing here?” I ask walking over to
him.


“Micah had to come over to the house, so I had him
bring me up here to pick up my Angel.” He wraps his arms around me and leans
down to kiss me. 


“You guys coming in?” Micah asks walking past us.


“I don’t want to go back in, I’ve been there all
day,” I whine with my lips still on his.


“I figured so.” He pulls away from me. “No. We’re
going to head home. Thanks for the ride Micah. We’ll see you later,” he calls
out as he throws an arm around me and takes the keys from my hand. He steers me
over to the passenger side and opens the door for me before giving me another
long kiss. 


“I hope you don’t mind, but I thought that we could
have a nice quiet evening at home tonight?” 


I look over at him smiling. “Not at all.” 


“Good.” He links our fingers together on the center
console. 
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I throw my keys onto the
kitchen counter as I walk by. I then follow Angel into the bedroom. She tosses
her purse and phone onto the bed and goes to head out of the room when I grab a
hold of her wrist.


She jumps and hisses in a breath. “What’s wrong?” I
ask, stepping up to her.


“Nothing.” 


I frown, looking down at my hand around her wrist.
I catch sight of her trying to pull her sleeves down as far as they will go. I
release her wrist and push her sleeve back to reveal the cuff marks from last
night. 


“Angel, why didn’t’ you tell me?” I grab her other
hand and move the sleeve up as well. 


She shrugs. I shake my head at myself. I had no
idea it was that bad. “I’ll never do that again.” I let go of her hand and
start to walk away.


“What?” She grabs my upper arm. “Why?”


“Because I hurt you,” I say through gritted teeth.


She releases my arm and lets out a sigh. “But I
liked it.”


“You liked that I hurt you?” I ask, frowning.


She looks down to the floor then back up to me.
“I’ve never been afraid of the power your body can have over mine, Slade.” She moves
closer to me. “And I know you liked it, too.”


“I do like dominating you. That is no secret.” I
grab a hold of her wrist and hold it up between us. “But to leave bruises like
these?” I knew better than that.


She gets a naughty smile on her face. “What are you
thinking?” 


“Let me even the score then?” 


“How do you plan on doing that?” I back away from
her.


“Let me use them on you.” She wiggles her eyebrows.


“Oh no.” I give a hard laugh. “You will not catch
me in a pair of handcuffs.” I quickly duck into the bathroom and she follows
me. 


“Not even if I’m the one to put them on you?” She
pouts.


I shake my head quickly. “Nope.”


“Well, that’s not fair.” She places her hands on
her hips.


I pull my shirt off and unbutton my jeans. “You
probably wouldn’t even know what to do if I gave you a chance to be in charge.”
I joke.


Her mouth falls open as if I offended her. “Oh, I
can think of a few things.” 


“Well, that’s all you are going to be doing….” I
finish undressing then look to her. “Thinking.”


She huffs and spins around before I enter the shower.
I laugh to myself as the thought of her using the handcuffs on me. That is not
even a possibility. I’m too big of a control freak, especially when it comes to
her. And even with all the shit I have done—fights and partying—I have never
been arrested. 





Once I get out of the shower
and dress I find her in the living room watching TV. I just sit down next to
her when the doorbell rings.


I stand up from the couch and go open the door. I
hold in a sigh when I see Tate standing on our porch. “What are you doing
here?” I place a hand up on the door.


“Just thought I would come by and say hello,” he says,
not making a move to leave.


“Hi, Tate.” Angel squeezes her way beside me. “Come
on in.” She turns to walk back in and narrows her eyes at me. 


I step aside, allowing him to come in and then I
slam the door shut.


“Did I come at a bad time?” Tate asks, looking at
Angel


“No. No at all.” She smiles at him brightly.


I plop down on the chair in the kitchen when Tate
speaks. “Have you heard anything about the break-in?”


“No. I spoke to the Sheriff the other day and he
said they have had no more reported break-ins in this neighborhood.” I take a
sip of the beer that Angel sits down in front of me. 


“Maybe it was just some random person thinking we
weren’t home,” Angel suggests. “We keep all our vehicles in the garage and it
was early morning. The power was out.” She shrugs. “They just happened to have
picked our house.” I think she’s trying to convince herself more than us.


“You’re probably right,” Tate says before he slides
his eyes to mine. I know he is thinking the same thing as me. It was someone
who knows us, someone who had a reason for wanting in this house. I just have a
feeling that whatever they wanted, they did not get, which is a plus.


“I’ll be right back,” Angel excuses herself. 


Once we hear her close our bedroom door, Tate
speaks. “Did you tell her about our talk?”


“No. She already suspects I think you want her, but
she doesn’t need to know I confronted you about it.”


He nods his head as she enters the kitchen now
holding her phone. “Did you have to work today?”


“Yes, I worked at the repair shop.”


“I can’t believe Marcus still owns that shop,” I
say. I had figured Missy’s brother Jacob had taken it over from his dad by now.


Angel looks at me. “You know who Missy’s father is?”


“Yes, that shop has been in business forever.
Marcus’s dad was the one who started it.” I take a sip of my beer. “I don’t
know him all that well, but me, Micah and Josh went to school with Jacob, who
is Missy’s brother.”


“Were you guys friends with him?” she asks as she
takes a seat.


“No. Marcus was very strict with Jacob. He went to
school and then went home. He started working up there at the shop at a very
young age.” He was not allowed to go out like we were. We had a few classes
together, but not enough to be considered friends.


“So, how are things going up at Larry’s?” Tate asks,
changing the subject.


“It’s good.”


She starts to tell Tate about how worthless she
thinks her boss is and how Holly runs that bar. By the expressions on his face,
I can tell that he already knows everything she is telling him. And I do not
like that one bit.


 





I sit on the couch in the
living room as I stare up at the urn on the fireplace mantel. It has been four
weeks since my mother passed. The loss of her has not gotten any easier.
Everything seems back to normal for the most part, up until this morning that
is. I hadn’t heard from Jessica since I sent her that picture of Slade and me kissing
over a week ago. Well, I received something back, and it was once again of him
in bed with another woman. I can’t make out the woman, but you can clearly see
they are having sex. The worse part, they’re in Slade’s bed, well the bed that
we now share. Everything looks the same: the curtains, the sheets, and the
bedspread—everything down to the pillowcases. I immediately pulled it all off
the bed and started washing everything. I know it was a long time ago and I know
I’ve washed them since then. I just felt like it would make me feel better to
wash them again.


No such luck!


All I do now is walk into our room and picture all
the women he has had in there and it bothers me. I want to burn it all, but
that would raise some questions about my sanity. And I still don’t want Slade
to know what is going on between Jessica and me.


I lie back on the couch and pull out my phone. I
look at the picture again. Slade is lying on his back and he has his hands on
the woman’s hips as she lies on top of him. She has long dark hair up in a ponytail
and her chest is pressed against his. I don’t know who in the hell is taking
these pictures and I don’t dare ask. It’s no secret that he likes more than one
woman at a time, so I’m guessing there’s another naked chick behind the camera
phone.


I exit out of it and slam my phone down on my lap.
The worst part is that I saved it to my phone. I don’t know why, but I guess to
keep it as a reminder that Jessica is a bitch who is trying her hardest to piss
me off. I mean, what is she really trying to gain from these? Does she want me
to kick her ass? Does she want me to break up with Slade? She has to know that
if for some crazy reason Slade were to break up with me, she would not be his
next choice. 


Just then, my phone beeps and I look at it. I grit
my teeth when I see it’s from Jessica as well, and this time she has sent me a
video. This day just keeps getting better and better.


I push play and watch the scene before me play out.
Of course, the woman in bed with him is Bridgette. Slade must be the one taping
because the camera is facing downward as Bridgette is on her knees, straddling
his legs. Her short blonde hair falls over her face, making it hard to see her,
but you can hear her suck in a breath before she places her lips around the top
of his dick, and then her head bobs up and down.


“Fuck,” I hear him hiss from behind the camera.


I literally feel like the wind is knocked out of me.
All feeling has been taken from me, my body is numb, but I can’t look away.
It’s like watching a car crash in slow motion. I know how the scene in front of
me is going to end, yet I can’t stop watching. I keep hoping he might push her
away or tell her to stop.


I see one of his hands reach up and push her hair
out of her way. I hear him let out a long breath and then the camera faces up
toward the ceiling. 


“Don’t want to film it after all?” comes her voice.


“No. I’d much rather enjoy this than worry about
taping it.”


She lets out a laugh and then I hear them shuffle
around. I feel my throat close up as tears sting my eyes when I hear them
moaning and their bodies slapping together.


I hold down the off button until it shuts my phone
off completely. I stand from the couch and throw my phone where I was just
sitting.


“Fuck that,” I say aloud, brushing the tears off my
face harshly. I don’t think I have ever been so pissed in my life. I turn and
head to our bathroom. I turn on the water and wash my face. I feel the urge to
put bleach in my eyes to try to erase my memory of that God-awful scene.


I wipe off my face and stand in the doorway of our
bathroom. I look over at our freshly washed sheets and it is all of a sudden
not going to work for me. I storm over to the bed and tear everything off of it
once again and haul it all outside to our trashcans that set on the side of the
house. Once there, I dust off my hands and jump in Nadia. I’m going to buy us
all new sheets and a comforter. Hell, I would prefer a new bed and mattress. 


As soon as I get out on the highway, I turn my
phone back on and call Holly to fill her in on what I got today.


“What are you going to do? You need to send her a
dirtier picture of you and Slade together.”


“I don’t think that’s a very good idea,” I say,
shaking my head to myself. “My luck, she would post that shit online or
something and Slade would have a fucking fit.”


“Hmm, so what is your plan?”


“I guess I plan on doing nothing this time. I don’t
want to receive any more pictures or videos of him having sex. Maybe if I just
ignore her, she will quit bothering me with it.” I doubt that, but I can dream
can’t I? 


“So, you’re just going to let her win?” she asks, irritated.


“I don’t see it that way. Slade is mine, not hers.”
I grind my teeth in frustration. I would much rather shove our relationship in
her face than give up, but what other options do I have?


“True. I just hate that she won’t leave you alone.
You could change your number,” she offers.


“And I would tell Slade my reasoning for a new
number is what exactly?”


She lets out a long breath. “I don’t know. Maybe he
won’t ask.” She sounds hopeful.


“He will. Hell, he calls me every time I set the
alarm to away wanting to know where I’m going. The only reason he isn’t blowing
my phone up right now is because I didn’t set the alarm.”


She laughs. 


“Where are you heading anyway?” 


“I’m on my way to get some new sheets and a
comforter. I threw the others in the trash.”


“And you don’t think he will ask why you did that?”


“Oh, he will. But when I tell him we need to break
them in, he will forget all about it.” I hope. She laughs then gets quiet real
quick. “What are you thinking about?” I ask as I park in front of the home
store.


“Well, I just can’t figure out how she is getting
these pictures.”


“Me either,” I say, biting on my lower lip.


“So far Bridgette has been in all of them, right?”


“Well, no. There have been three pictures so far,
and the one video. The picture I got this morning he was with a brunette. You
couldn’t see who was behind the camera.”


“Maybe Bridgette is in it with Jessica. As far as I
remember, Bridgette really liked Slade.”


“I don’t know why Bridgette would care that Slade
is with me though. Shit, she already got my last boyfriend,” I say with a laugh,
surprising myself. Who knew I would get over Jax? I could care not less who he
ends up with.


“Right.” Holly also laughs. “Let me do some digging
and I will get back to you with what I find.”


“Sounds good. Thanks, Holly.”


As I grab my phone and get out of the truck, Vivian
calls me. I speak with her the entire time I’m shopping. She wanted to see if I
was still helping decorate for their annual Halloween party they are having
this weekend. 


Slade and I had spoken about this last night. He
told me they pretty much turn their house into a spooky castle and everyone
dresses up. 


I am pretty excited about it. I think it will be a
fun time to drink with friends and not have to worry about going out. Vivian
said we could just stay the night in Slade’s old room, and that Holly and Micah
have stayed over every Halloween since they got together. She always worries
about all of us when we go out drinking. She was very excited when she told me
she had purchased several bottles of Barefoot Moscato. So, I have a feeling she
plans on keeping my glass full the entire time.


“Thank you,” I say, paying for our new sheets and
comforter. I bought everything new, from curtains to throw pillows and even a
few rugs that match the new comforter. 


“Thank you,” the cashier says cheerfully. “Have a
great day.”


I throw all of my sacks into the cart and push it
out of the store. As I make my way to the back of the parking lot, I notice that
there is broken glass on the ground next to Nadia. I look up to see that more
than half the back window is knocked out. 


What the hell?


I get closer to the truck. I pull out my cell and
dial Slade’s number as my eyes scan the parking lot. 


“Come on,” I say as I listen to it ring and ring. 


“Hello?” I hear a woman’s voice on the other end. I
freeze for a second until I realize I know that voice. Rose.


“Rose. Is Slade there?” I say in a rush.


“Samantha. He’s in a meeting right now. Is there
something I can do for you?” she asks nicely.


“Someone broke into the truck.” I scan the parking
lot again. Do you ever have a feeling that someone is watching you? I have that
feeling right now and it’s very unsettling.


“Oh no. Are you alright?” she asks with worry in
her voice. 


“Yes. I was shopping, and then just came out to
find the truck had been broken into.”


“Let me get him for you, Samantha.” I walk over to
the driver’s side door and try to open it. I frown when I find it still locked.
I try the back driver’s side door. 


Same.


If someone broke in through the back, wouldn’t they
just open one of the doors to get out?


Rose gets my attention as she speaks on the other
end of the line.


“Mr. Long, Samantha is on the line for you.” I feel
bad for worrying her. You can tell by her voice that I have scared her.


“Tell her I’ll call her back in twenty minutes.” I
hear Slade’s voice. He, on the other hand, must be preoccupied and not notice
the concern she has.


“It’s an emergency.” 


I look around again as I hear nothing but silence,
still not seeing anyone.


“Angel,” Slade barks into my ear, “is everything
okay?”


“Slade, I was just walking out of a store and found
that someone has knocked out the back window of the truck.”


“What do you mean knocked it out? And where are
you?”


“I mean it’s shattered. Like someone hit it with a
baseball bat and knocked the entire thing out. But I’ve tried the doors and
they’re locked.” I pull the keys out of my jacket pocket and go to unlock them.



“Don’t unlock them,” he practically shouts. “I’m on
my way. Do you hear me, Angel? Do not get in the truck.”


I roll my eyes as I rub my hands on my arms. “It’s
not like its eighty degrees outside, Slade.” It’s been cold the last week.


“Go back inside the store. I’m on my way.” I tell him
where I’m at before hanging up the phone. I look around one last time before
making my way back toward the store.





Within fifteen minutes, I
see Slade’s car pull into the parking lot. He pulls up next to Nadia and I
watch him and Micah get out. I grab the shopping cart and walk out to meet
them.


“The police are on their way,” he says as soon as
he spots me.


“What can they do?” So far they haven’t done shit
with the break-in.


“You need to file a report.” He looks down at my
bags then back up to me. “What were you doing here anyway?”


I gesture to the shopping cart. “Shopping,” I say,
obviously.


“For what?”


“I bought some new sheets and stuff for the
bedroom.”


“You shouldn’t be out shopping.”


“So now I can’t even leave the house?” 


“I would say that’s the best thing until all this
is sorted out.” He then turns around and starts talking to Micah. 


I once again roll my eyes. Great, now he is going
to have me on house arrest because some idiot felt like breaking into our
truck.


“Where are the keys?”


I pull them out of my purse and hand them to Slade.
“Go stand by my car.” He nods over to his CTS.


I look over to it and then back to him. “Why do you
want me—”


“Angel,” he snaps, “just go stand by my car.”


I let out a puff of air before I storm off. I watch
as he and Micah get into the truck and start going through it. 


They climb out of the truck and Slade calls over to
me, “Did you see anyone else in the parking lot?”


I shake my head, walking back over to them. “No. I
looked around the parking lot as soon as I saw the glass.” 


“Well, they had to have climbed into the back of
the truck to knock out this window,” Micah says, looking at the broken window.
“The truck is too tall to hit it from standing beside it.”


Hmm. I hadn’t thought of that.


“Did anyone know you were out shopping?” Micah
asks.


Why does that matter? “I didn’t even know you were
out shopping.” Slade shoots me an accusatory glare. “Why didn’t you set the
alarm to the house when you left?”


I shrug, not wanting to answer that question.
“Holly knew. I spoke with her earlier.”


Slade throws his hands up in the air. “Did you
notice anyone following you from the house?” he asks as he rubs the back of his
neck.


“No.” I frown. “This has nothing to do with the
house and the break-in,” I say, looking back and forth between them. 


“Just how do you know that?” Slade snaps, taking a
step toward me.


“Hang on,” Micah says calmly, “we don’t know
anything yet.” He looks at Slade.


Slade turns and speaks to him in a hushed tone and
I am unable to hear what he is saying. 


“Hey,” I say, getting his attention, “what are you
whispering about?”


Slade starts to speak, but Micah interrupts him.
“There are the police.” 


For what feels like the hundredth time in the past
few weeks, I explain to the police what happened, which wasn’t much since I
didn’t see anything. They asked me the same questions that Slade had just asked,
along with several more. 


“Is anything missing out of the truck?” the officer
asks looking over at Slade.


“Micah and I looked through it. Everything seems to
be in place.”


The officer nods. “That is not uncommon. In a
parking lot like this the thieves usually get spooked before they get the
chance to get their hands on what they want.”


They tell Slade they will be in touch soon before
they get in their police car and drive away.


Slade turns to me. “I’m going to let Micah drive
the truck home.” 


I nod and start walking over to his car. “Why
couldn’t I drive the truck home?” I question once he gets in.


“It’s not safe,” he says, keeping his eyes on the
windshield as we pull out of the parking lot. 


I stare down at my hands as they sit in my lap. Why
do I feel like I did something wrong? “Are you mad at me?” I ask quietly.


He lets out a long breath. “I want to know why you
were out shopping by yourself.”


“Why is it so wrong that I went shopping?”


“Because someone is after you,” he snaps.


“No one is after me. Even the cop said it could be
a coincidence.”


“That cop doesn’t know. He was guessing,” 


“Then why did you even call them if they can’t help
us?” I demand.


He doesn’t answer as he pulls into the driveway. I
don’t even bother waiting for him to turn the car off before I jump out and
storm into the house. 


I grab myself a bottle of water out of the kitchen.
I can hear Slade and Micah speaking in the garage, but once again, I can’t make
out what they are saying. 


I walk over to the door leading out to the garage
quietly, trying to overhear their conversation, when the door swings open
causing me to jump back.


Slade walks in carrying the bags that I had left in
the car. He hands them over to me, and then heads toward our bedroom. I follow
him. 


I enter the bedroom to find him standing at the end
of our bed. He looks over at me with a frown on his face. “What did you do with
all of the sheets?”


I bite my bottom lip nervously, as I confess, “I
threw them away.” 


“Why would you do that?”


“Because I thought it was time for new ones. If you
don’t like them, I can return them and get something else.”


He gives me a small smile and moves in front of me.
He reaches up, pushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “I love them.”


I smile back at him, hoping that this takes his
mind off of what happened to Nadia. “You haven’t even seen them.” I give him a
little laugh.


“You picked them out, I’m sure they are beautiful.”
He laughs. “And very girly.”


“I kept you in mind while I was shopping.” 


He pulls me closer, wrapping his arms around my
waist. He lowers his head down to mine and I lift up, throwing my arms around
his neck. 


“Why don’t you try on your Halloween outfit on for
me?” His breath falls on my neck, making me shiver. 


“No. You only have to wait two more days,” I
whisper, “but I do have something else I can try on for you.”


He pulls away from me and falls onto the bed. He
lies on his side and props his head up with one hand. “What are you waiting
for?” he prompts, cocking an eyebrow.


I laugh as I turn and walk into our closet. I pull
out my Frederick’s bag that I had hidden in the back of the closet from my
shopping trip with Holly last weekend.


I slip on the bright pink lace thong that has
silver rhinestones on it. I then pull out the matching corset and begin to
fasten the hooks together, starting from the bottom working my way up. Once I
finish, I step into the black heels that he bought me for my birthday. I know
how much they terrify him, but they are sexy as hell and add a little darkness
to the outfit since it is so bright.


I open the closet door and stand in the doorway
looking into the bedroom. I frown when I don’t see him. I scan the room a
couple of times and take a step out into the bedroom. 


I stand there for a few seconds until I hear his
voice coming from his office. I make my way down the hallway and stop at his office
door. He’s leaning over his desk as he writes something down.


“I can do that. I’m not returning to the office
today, but I will be in first thing in the morning,” he says into the phone. “Yes,
we will discuss the complications of that first thing in the morning.” 


I smile as he nods to himself while the person on
the other end of the line speaks to him. 


“Absolutely, sir.” He pulls it away from his ear
and hangs up, releasing a sigh. He then sits back in his chair with his eyes
closed as he exhales another sigh.


I walk into the office and go to stand behind him.
I lean down to his ear and whisper. “Why so stressed, baby?”


He jumps and I let out a little laugh, wrapping my
arms around his neck. “You scared me.” He chuckles to himself.


“Well, I stood in front of you for two minutes and
you never even saw me,” I whisper quietly.


He reaches up and places his hands over mine.
“Sorry, Angel. I just have a lot on my mind.”


I stand back and spin his chair around. I smile
when he sees my outfit. His eyes look me up and down before they land on my
chest. I will admit those babies are pushed up so high they practically touch
my chin.


“You like?” I cup my breasts and run my hands
slowly down my corset.


“I love,” he says in awe. His eyes are now
following my hands. 


I lean over placing my hands on his thighs. I look
down to see his dick bulging behind his zipper.


He reaches up, grabbing the back of my neck. He
pulls my lips toward his so fast I almost lose my balance. His kiss is hard,
his lips stealing my breath as his tongue invades my mouth. I lean into him,
letting him have whatever he wants. I want him to bend me over his desk, rip my
panties off and fuck me right here. 


He pulls away as his cell rings. I stand up, inhaling
deeply and pulling my corset down as he turns his chair so he can answer his
phone.


“Hello?” he asks, clearing his throat. 


“This is he.” He pauses. “Yes, Mr. Noland. I spoke
to your son just a few minutes ago. I told him we would go over his case first
thing in the morning.”


I walk around his desk to try to get his attention.
His glances up at me and then looks back down to his desk as he picks up a pen.
“Yes, that is what I said. I will need to know the names of all the parties
involved.” He looks up at me and it’s like he forgets he’s on the phone. His
eyes lock on mine and I can see the desire. He wants to crawl over his desk and
pin me to the floor. He wants to take me just the way I like it. 


“Huh?” he says with those blue eyes still on mine.


He shakes his head and looks back down to his desk
as he snaps out of it. “One moment, Mr. Noland,” he says pulling the phone away
from his ear, cupping one hand over the speaker.


“I need to take this call, Angel. I’ll be in the
bedroom as soon as I’m done.” He then places the phone back to his ear and picks
up his pen.


I let out a breath and turn around. I walk into our
bedroom, and take off my shoes followed by corset, throwing it onto the floor
by the bed. I then pick up the sack that has the new sheets and take it to the
laundry room to wash them.





I slide the new pillowcase
on my pillow and lie down on top of our new clean sheets. Slade is still in his
office. At some point, while I was doing laundry he closed his door. I made him
some dinner while the sheets were being washed. I half expected for him to
appear and take me in the kitchen, but that was just wishful thinking.


I get up off the bed and head into our bathroom. I
think a hot bubble bath sounds good.


I pour some bubbles in as the water rises. I take
off my panties and step into the bathtub. I hiss in a breath at how hot it is,
but it feels so good. Once settled, I lean my head back and just enjoy the
sound of the water filling up the tub.


“May I join you?”


I open my eyes and look up to see Slade unbuttoning
his shirt. “If you want.” I shrug carelessly.


He takes off his shirt and then goes to work on his
pants. 


“Fuck, Angel,” he hisses as he places a foot into
the water.


I let out a little giggle. “I like it hot,” I say
as he sits down behind me, making the water splash over the side of the tub.


I lean back against him and he wraps his arms
around my shoulders. “Sorry about earlier.”


“It’s okay.” I understand his work is important to
him. I would never try to come between that.


“Let me make it up to you.” His arm comes around my
side and he reaches up to massage my breast.

















[bookmark: CH20]CHAPTER TWENTY 





 


I lightly pinch her nipple
and she arches her back. I reach down and take her hands in mine. I lift her
hands to her tits. “I want you to play with them.”


“I, uh....”


“It’s okay. I want to watch you while I make you
come.” I love that she has never done the things that we do. I love that I get
to experience her first reaction to them.


I place my hand between her legs, sliding two
fingers in and out of her. She leans her head back on my shoulder and closes
her eyes. 


She moans and lifts her hips up a bit and I watch
her pinch her nipples a little harder. “You’re so fucking sexy.” I lean down
and whisper in her ear. “I could never get enough of you. Of this.” I push my
fingers in a little deeper, emphasizing what I meant. 


I smile as her body slightly jerks. My cock is so
fucking hard for her. I want it to be my dick moving in and out of her, not my
fingers. But I won’t, tonight is just about her. I want to pleasure her. She’s
always trying to make me happy and I know with everything that has been going
on, I feel like I’m either worried about her safety, or yelling at her. Even if
I have to make her come twenty times to make it up to her, I will. 


She starts to pant and I see that her hands are
resting on her perfect tits.


I bring my hand around and place it over her hand.
“Don’t stop, baby.”


She moans as she grips her breasts roughly as if
she had forgotten what she was doing. 


My fingers get more forceful and my thumb runs over
her clit. I lean down and start to nibble on her ear. I open my eyes as she
tightens around my fingers and I watch as she pinches her nipples and pulls on
her breasts. 


Her sweet voice fills the bathroom as she comes,
body shaking and panting for breath. I remove my fingers and let her rest
against my chest as she continues to breathe heavy.


“I love you.” I bend down and kiss the top of her
head.


“I love you,” she whispers. I know she’s tired.
It’s been a long day for both of us. 


“Come on. Let me get you washed up and then you can
go to bed.”


She just nods her head and I smile. Although my dick
is hard and aching for her, it will just have to wait until tomorrow. 





“Can you guys replace it?” I
say into the phone, talking to Tate, while sitting behind my desk at the firm.


“Yeah. It shouldn’t be a problem. If you want to
bring it by tonight, you can leave it over the weekend.” 


“Okay. There’s no rush. Tomorrow is Halloween and
she has the Tahoe she can drive.”


“I’ll order the window after we hang up. If you
want to drop it off tonight, I can put it in as soon as it arrives.”


“Sounds good. Thanks, Tate.”


“No problem.” 


I hang up the phone and look at Micah sitting
across from me. 


“Do you think it was the same person who broke into
your house?” he asks, sounding worried.


“I don’t know,” I growl, running a hand through my
hair. “I thought the person that broke into the house was after me. What if
they are after Angel?” 


“Maybe Jax is back in town?”


I stare at him, trying to decide if that could be a
possibility.


He shrugs. “He did cheat on Sam in your house. Now
you are with her.” He shrugs again. “It makes sense.”


“Yes, it does.”


“Has she heard from him?”


I begin to say no, but pause. Has she heard from
him? “Not that I know of.”


“I’m just thinking out loud, don’t listen to me.”
He tries giving me a reassuring smile.


“I’ve been looking for you,” Holly says as she
comes walking into my office. “I thought you had a meeting. I’ve been sitting
in your office for twenty minutes,” she complains, walking toward his chair
with her hands on her hips.


“Sorry, babe. My meeting was cancelled, so Slade
and I have been trying to figure out who could have broken the back window of
Slade’s truck.” 


“It was probably Jessica.” Holly plops down into
the chair next to Micah. “I swear I don’t know how Sam is putting up with that
shit.” She leans up as if she wants to now jump out of her seat. “The bitch
just won’t stop. She….” She trails off as Micah and I stare at her wide-eyed.


“What are you talking about?” Micah asks before I
can.


“Nothing.” She looks to the floor as she rubs her
forehead and lets out an exasperated sigh. 


“Holly,” he urges as she stands up. He grabs her
hand as she attempts to walk away.


“Holly, if you don’t tell me what you meant, I will
call Angel right now and demand that she tell me what she has been keeping from
me,” I growl.


She turns to face me and her shoulders slump. “I
can’t,” she whispers.


I reach over and pick up my phone but before I can
even dial her number, Holly snatches it out of my hand. “Please don’t tell
her,” she cries, “she will kill me.”


“Then start talking,” I snap. “Someone broke into
our house. Someone broke a window to the truck while she was out shopping.” I
release a long breath. “I can’t keep her safe, Holly, if I don’t know all the
facts.”


She once again falls into the chair she had just
gotten up from. “Jessica has been contacting Sam.”


“How so?” Micah asks as my jaw clenches.


“At first she called Sam from a blocked number,
several times. The first couple of times, Sam just ignored it. Then whenever
she would answer, Jessica would just hang up. Well one day she actually spoke
to Sam. Sam came into work wanting to know what Jessica’s number was.”


“Why would she want her number?” I ask confused.


“Because she had been calling Sam from a blocked
number,” she repeats, “so I helped her get the number. The next time Jessica
called her using a blocked number she let it to go voicemail and then called
Jessica back.”


“And?” Micah asks as I try to process all of this.


She closes her eyes briefly. “Jessica started
sending Sam pictures.”


“What sort of pictures?” I ask, standing from my
desk.


“Pictures of you having sex with women,” she says
quietly.


“What the fuck?” I bark, making her jump.


“Why haven’t you told Slade?” Micah asks also
standing from his chair.


“It gets worse.” She sniffs. I can tell she wants
to hide and cry. She has betrayed her best friend, but I don’t give a fuck. She
is going to tell me everything.


“Then keep going,” I demand.


“Yesterday she sent Sam a video.”


“A video?” I question.


She nods. “A video that you recorded of Bridgette
giving you a blow job and then the two of you having sex.”


“I don’t fucking believe this,” I shout. 


“It’s not Sam’s fault,” she cries.


“It’s her fault I didn’t know about this,” I shoot
back. Obviously, I know it’s not Angel’s fault that I allowed women to record,
or take pictures while I was fucking them.


“Calm down, Slade,” Micah says, getting my
attention. “Let’s go about this a different way than screaming.”


I point at Holly. “They have both been hiding shit
from us.”


Micah runs a hand over his head. “I know.” He looks
down at Holly. “What else is there? You said Sam wanted her number? Has Sam
been ignoring her, or calling her as well?”


Holly looks up at me with those big brown eyes and
slowly shakes her head. I sit down in my chair, letting out a breath. “What has
she done?”


She looks at Micah. “You know when I had you come
and get me from their house and take me back to your parents’ house to get my
car?” He nods. “I took a picture from Sam’s phone of her kissing Slade so she could
send it to Jessica.”


I let out a sigh. “This sounds like high school
bullshit.” What the fuck did Angel think she would accomplish from that?


She looks at me. “I know, but Sam didn’t know how
else to fight back. Jessica tried to pull off those pictures as if you were
with those women now. She told Sam that you have been out cheating on her. Sam
knew they were old and didn’t believe her for a second.”


“Fucking fantastic,” I say, placing my head in my
hands.


“Are you going to tell her that you know?” Holly
asks quietly.


“Of course,” I bark, snapping my head up. “I’m not
going to keep shit from her like she is me.”


“She didn’t want to make you mad. She knows you
have been busy with work and everything else going on,” she tells me, standing
from her chair.


I just shake my head. Right now, I don’t give a
shit about everything else going on. I’m pissed at Angel for keeping this from
me.


Micah kisses Holly on the head and asks her to go
wait in his office. “Do you think Jessica has anything to do with all of the
stuff that has been happening?”


“I don’t know. At this point I don’t know jack shit,
apparently.”


“Don’t be so hard on Sam, Slade.”


I just glare at him with a furious expression on my
face. I’m in no mood to listen to him tell me what to do in my relationship.


He throws his hands up in the air at a loss, turns,
and walks out of my office. I pack up my bag, close down my computer, and lock
up my office.





I walk into the house and
hear Angel’s voice from the spare bedroom. I make my way down the hall and
stand in the doorway as she places clean sheets on the bed. 


She laughs, drawing my attention up to her face.
“Of course you’re invited,” she says, talking on the house phone. “The party
starts at six tomorrow night.” There’s a pause. “No, you don’t have to dress
up.”


I have a feeling she is talking to Tate about my
parents’ Halloween party. 


I push away from the doorframe and head down the
hall. I do not want to go to my parents’ Halloween party tomorrow. I have a
feeling it’s going to be nothing but drama. I have always gone in the past, but
it was just for a little while. Josh and I usually ended up leaving after an
hour or so and hitting some much more exciting parties. You know the kind where
the women who wear too much makeup and dress like whores finally fit in.


Once in our room, I remove my tie, and start to
unbutton my dress shirt. I’m going to have a hard time not letting her know
that I’m onto her. And for that bitch, Jessica. Fuck, that bitch had better
stay the hell away from us.


“Hey, baby. I didn’t hear you come in.” Angel’s
voice comes from behind me.


“I didn’t want to bother you. You were on the phone,”
I respond flatly.


She frowns. “Is everything okay?” She walks up to
me, pressing her body against mine.


I place my hands on her arms and push her away.
“Yeah. I need to take a shower.”


“Would you like some company?” She gives me a small
smile.


I shake my head. “I’m going to take a quick shower
and then hit the gym. And I need to drop the truck off at the shop for Tate.” I
need to let off some steam and the gym is the best place to do that.


“Oh. Okay.” Her soft voice makes me want to ask her
why she has been keeping secrets from me, but I won’t, not tonight. I think I
need to cool down a little bit first. Maybe within a few days I will be able to
calmly talk to her about this situation she is in with Jessica.


I text Micah asking him if he can meet me at Marcus’s
shop in a couple of hours so I can drop off the truck and then place my phone
on the bathroom counter.


I get out of the shower and dry off. Coming into
our bedroom, I see Angel sitting on the bed talking on the phone.


“Okay. Thanks.” There’s a pause. “Love you too,”
she says as she hangs up.


I go into the closet, wondering who she was telling
‘I love you’ to. “Who was that?” I ask, pulling a shirt off of the hanger.


“It was Holly.”


Fuck! I bet she just ratted me out. “What
did she want?” I prod, trying to not sound like I’m prying, but instead just
generally curious.


“Not much.”


I pause before I put a pair of basketball shorts
on. Holly must not have said anything about it. She knows I was extremely
pissed earlier. I doubt she’s going to make it harder on Angel. Maybe she was
checking to see if I had ratted her out.


I bend down, grab my gym bag, and walk out of the
closet. “I’ll be back later.”


“Okay,” she says as she walks into the bathroom
closing the door behind her. 


I turn around and make my way to the garage as I
dial Micah’s number. 


 





I turn into the neighborhood
Holly had given me the address to earlier. She found out where Jessica lives,
and I am tired of this over the phone bullshit. I know this is not the smartest
thing I have ever done, but I don’t have many options on how to stop this.


I get out of the Tahoe and look over the house.
There is not one light on. Even the neighborhood seems dark. I make my way up
to the door and knock on it without hesitation.


What do I plan to do? I don’t know.


I just know I need this to end. It is driving me
nuts. No matter how much I try not to believe that he’s cheating, the pictures
still get to me no matter how old they are. I have always known that Slade
slept around but I have tried not to dwell on it. That is very hard to do when
it is being shoved in your face every day.


“Jessica,” I yell as I bang on the door.


Nothing!


I wish she would just open the door so I can tell
her she is full of shit and that I don’t believe a fucking thing she says. Of course,
nothing is ever that easy.


But I am not leaving until I know for sure that she
is not here. I walk around the side of the house and come to the side gate. I
place my face up against the window there and try to look around. I frown when
all I see is the back of dark curtains. 

“Jessica.” I bang on the window. Still nothing.


I spin around and walk toward my Tahoe, pulling out
my cell. Holly picks up on the second ring. 


“Did she answer?” she whispers.


“Why are you whispering?” I slam the Tahoe door
shut.


“Because Micah is in the other room on the phone
with Slade.”


“He’s supposed to be at the gym,” I say, putting it
in reverse.


“They are discussing a case,” she explains.
“Anyway, did she answer? Did you beat her ass?”


“I wish. I don’t even think she was home.” If she
was then she must enjoy sitting in the dark.


“Well, that sucks. I found out where she works, you
can call them tomorrow.”


“Thanks, Holls, for helping me out.”


She is silent for a few seconds. “Yeah, no
problem,” she says in a way that has me thinking there is a problem.


“I’ll see you at the Longs’ party tomorrow,” she tells
me before she hangs up. 


I park the Tahoe in the garage and look over at all
the boxes that still sit on one side. I still haven’t wanted to go through them
and the fact that someone broke Nadia’s window has pissed me off because now I
have to drive the Tahoe everywhere. I walk into the house and fall onto the
bed. I just want to sleep.





I stand in the middle of the
Longs’ living room, trying to enjoy their Halloween party. The only good thing
so far is that I was right about Vivian keeping my glass full. I look down at
my third glass of wine as I slowly swirl it. I feel like my life is doing the
exact same thing. Something is wrong with Slade. Like seriously wrong. He
wouldn’t touch me last night. He was very short with me this morning when I
tried to talk to him before I came over to help Vivian set up for the party. 


I asked if it was work and he ignored me. I dropped
it. He didn’t even try talking to me when he got back from the gym last night.
I lay down and tried to go to sleep but as soon as I did my phone started going
off.


I wanted to ask Slade what in the hell his problem
was, but I was not in the mood to suck up or dig any deeper into the cause of
his bitchiness. I was too busy trying to ignore all the messages that Jessica
was sending me. She hasn’t sent any more pictures since the video I received
two days ago but she is still texting me.


Messages consisting of how much Slade likes his pussy,
the word she keeps using, and how mine will never be enough. One second she has
me laughing because she is not very original and the next minute she has me
wishing I could hit her over the head with a full bottle of wine. 


I still don’t know why we haven’t seen her out and
about anywhere. Holly has been trying to locate her and she is nowhere to be
found. I even called her work this morning, and they said she was on vacation
but would not tell me where. Holly checked her Facebook and the bitch got smart
and made her profile private.


Just my luck!


If I could have my way, we would just settle this
face to face. Meaning I would knock the shit out of her. But no, the bitch
wants to hide behind a fucking cell phone. 


It’s like she knew I went to her house last night.
She always knows what I’m doing, and I don’t know shit.


“He’s so hot.” I look over to the strawberry blonde
who has interrupted my thinking and now stands too close in my personal space.
I give her a tight smile as I take a step away from her.


“You don’t agree?” 


I look to where her eyes are, and realize they are
on Josh. “Yeah, he’s cute.” 


She licks her nude colored lips like she’s a bitch
in heat and about to attack. “He’s dating my best friend,” I say, trying to
calm her raging hormones. 


She shrugs. “I didn’t come here for him anyway,” she
states before looking around the room. “I’m Natalie, by the way.” She gives me
a big smile.


“Sam.” I say as a knot forms in my stomach wondering
whom she could be here for. “Who are you here for?” I try to sound like her
answer won’t affect me, when I already know it’s going to.


“Only the hottest guy in town,” she replies happily.


I grip my wine glass so tightly you can see my
knuckles turning white. I take a deep breath and loosen my hold on the glass a
little. “Well, good luck with your search,” I say as politely as I can muster
before I walk off.


“Oh, I don’t need luck.” She turns to look at me
with her hazel eyes. “Slade and I have history. The kind of history he will
want to repeat.” She gives me a wink before she turns and walks off toward the
bathroom.


I stand there, contemplating following her into the
bathroom and taking her by the hair before shoving her face first into a wall.
But after a deep breath I realize I’m in no mood to fight one of Vivian’s
friends in their bathroom at their Halloween party. 


I turn my back to the bathroom and walk over to
where Josh is talking to an older man that I have seen a few times up at the
firm. 


“Hey, Sam,” he says as I approach. “You remember
Randy?” He gestures to the man in front of him.


“I do.” I nod my head and reach out my hand. “How
are you doing?” I try to say cheerfully.


He just nods toward me, then looks back at Josh,
and continues talking as if I had never walked up. Great! Another
attorney who thinks his shit doesn’t stink. This house seems to be full of
them.


I turn around to find Holly when I see Slade coming
toward me. His face mirrors mine, expressionless. I just stare at him. I
fucking hate that every woman I look at has had sex with him. I hate that I
have a memory burned into my head of Bridgette going down on him. And I also
hate that I’m so fucking sick I saved it to my phone. Although I have not even
looked at it since the first time I opened it, and even then, I only watched
the first five seconds of it. If I remember correctly the video was several
minutes long. But I still hear her moans and his words to her every time I
close my eyes.


I feel my body temperature rise when Natalie comes
up behind him. She puts her hand on his shoulder and turns him around. I just
stand there immobilized as I watch her place her fingertips on his chest. He
doesn’t waste a second as he pushes her hands away and takes a step back. I
don’t know why I don’t feel any better about the exchange, in a way it just
pisses me off more when she smiles brighter and pushes her tits up into his
face. Like that is going to help her get into his pants. I can see it now; her
going down to her knees and kissing his feet as she begs for him to take her,
just like Bridgette had. 


And the thing is that Slade knows any girl would
bend over backward for just one night with him. I know he would never cheat on
me, but I hate that they throw their bodies in his face, reminding him what he
could get his hands on.


Her smile drops a bit before her eyes slide to mine
then back to him. 


I turn my back to them as if I could not care less
what they are talking about.


“Hey, Sam,” Tate says coming up to me with a
brunette on his arm. His pirate costume looks well in place but the little Bo
Peep on his arm looks a little frazzled.


“Where have you been?” I snap, looking from the
girl to him again. Shit! He’s just as bad as Slade. 


The brunette gives a naughty smile then bites her
lip, looking down to the floor. My eyes fall to her exposed knees and see the
red marks from where, no doubt, ten minutes ago she was down on them.


“We were busy,” Tate answers, clearly not affected
like the woman on his arm.“Why? Did you need something?” He frowns then looks
over to where Slade is standing. Tate looks between us a few times, his mouth
now set in a hard line.


I shake my head and release a sigh. “I’m just
tired.” 


I’m tired of everything. 


Tired of Jessica calling me. Tired of her talking
about other women who want him. It wouldn’t be so bad if these women weren’t
proving her right. 


I pull my ringing phone out of my purse and see
that it’s a text from Jessica. I swear it’s like the bitch is watching me. 


 


Bitch: Just can’t take him anywhere, huh?
Imagine how the women are when you’re not around. I wonder if he pushes them
away as fast when there is no one to see them put their hands on him.


 


I look around the room quickly, but don’t see her.
She could be here though and I would never know. Everyone is dressed up. Some
are wearing masks, or have their faces painted, and some are wearing wigs. 


I place the phone back in my purse, not even bothering
to respond. I feel like screaming my head off, but I know that’s what she
wants. She wants me to fall apart. She wants me to be the reason that
Slade and I don’t last. Well fuck her and her constant annoying calls and
messages.


“Excuse me.” I turn away from Tate and his “friend”
to find Slade is heading straight for me with an unreadable look on his face. I
search for the strawberry blonde and come up with nothing. 


When my eyes fall back on his, he looks down to my
purse then back up to me and I know he just saw me reading the message on my
phone. Shit!


I continue to walk past him and down the hallway. I
just need to get some fresh air. I make it past the second door when he grabs
my hips and spins me around.


“What’s wrong?” he asks, steering me into a room,
his strong hands all but shoving me backward.


“It’s nothing.” 


He lets go with one arm once we are completely in
the room. Once he closes the door, his hands are back on my hips. “The pissed
off look you have is telling me that you are lying.”


I narrow my eyes at him. “Stop doing that.”


“What?” He cocks an eyebrow.


“Pissing me off even more. Just go back to the
party.” I’ve tried not to let Jessica get to me, but then all then a girl from
his past are here. I’m sure she’s not the only one here tonight. Everywhere I
look. I wonder what he did with Bridgette that we have done. It just makes it
harder to forget who he once was.


I reach down, shoving his hands away from me, and stalk
past him. His arm wraps around my waist, pulling my back to his front. “You
sure are pissy tonight,” he teases, leaning down to my ear.


“What the hell? Maybe it’s because you are getting
on my nerves.”


He lets out a little chuckle as he starts to push
me toward the closed door. “Well, let me fix that for you.”


“Unless you can go back in time and are able to
keep your dick in your pants, there is no way for you to fix it.” His hands
tighten on my hips and his body stiffens.


I close my eyes at being so childish. He had no
idea he would end up with me, just as I didn’t know I would be with anyone
besides Jax. “Hmm. You’re more frustrated than I thought.” He nuzzles his face
in the crook of my neck.


“Frustrated is not the word I would use.” More like
pissed the fuck off.


“Is this because I didn’t fuck you last night?” he
whispers in my ear.


“Not everything is about sex, Slade,” I snap once
again. I swear the man was born with only sex on the brain.


I start to wonder what in the hell he is doing when
he pushes the front of my body up against the closed bedroom door.


“Place your hands above your head,” he instructs,
voice hard.


“Slade,” I hiss, “we don’t have time for this.” I
try to push his body back with my ass.


His free hand grabs a hold of my hair, jerking my
head back, causing me to cry out.


“Shh, You better be a good girl and stay quiet,” he
warns. “Now. Put your hands above your head,” he demands again.


I lift my arms, placing my forearms and palms flat
against the door above my head.


He skims a hand underneath my already short dress.
He grabs my panties and slowly pulls them down my legs. I step out of them and
he drops them to the floor.


He pushes his hips into mine, trapping me even
tighter between him and the door. “Do you hear everyone out there?”


Even though they have haunting music playing
throughout the house you can still hear the laughter that fills the hallway
right outside the door.


“Yes.”


He grabs a handful of my hair and wraps it around,
pulling my face to the side. I feel his hot breath on the side of my cheek as
he whispers in my ear. “I’m going to make you come twice. And I don’t want
anyone hearing you. Understand?”


I nod my head, not quite believing what he is
saying. Come twice? I wouldn’t say I’m one of those women who scream the entire
time, but I’m sure as hell not one who can be quiet when coming.


He uses two fingers and opens me up. I whimper as
he pushes them forcefully into me, not even checking to see if I’m ready.


“I knew you would be wet,” he mumbles like he was
reading my mind.


I don’t know why but his words make me think of all
those other women who I know want him. I once again push my ass against him,
but get nowhere. 


“I’m not stopping until you come twice for me,” he
growls, pulling my head back even farther. He lowers his mouth and bites down
on my shoulder. I cry out and stand up on my tiptoes at the sensation it sends
down my spine.


I start to pant as the tension builds between my
legs as his fingers continue to get so forceful it is borderline pain. He lets
go of my hair and dips his hand inside of my top. I hiss in a breath as he
pinches my nipple between his fingers.


“You’re not staying quiet,” he says, sounding
amused.


“You’re not playing fair,” I pant.


I feel his smile against the side of my face.
“You’re right. I’m not.” He pinches my nipple again and I whimper as the pain
shoots through my chest and down to my core. “But neither were you.”


I swallow. “What do you mean?” I say barely over a
whisper. He slows his fingers down as he tightens on my nipple. I’m having
trouble keeping up with what my body is feeling.


“You’re mad at me and I didn’t do anything wrong.”


I bite my lip to keep my mouth shut. I don’t want
him to know about Jessica. No matter what he thinks is going on, there is no
way that he could know the truth.


I shuffle on my feet and lower my arms just a tad.


“Leave them,” he demands.


I let out a puff of air. “I’m getting tired.” I
don’t know if I can hold them up any longer.


“I know.”


“Slade,” I moan, pushing back against his fingers,
wanting him to be forceful again. He’s moving so slowly now.


“If you let them down I will fuck you so hard up
against this door that every single person in this house will know what we are
doing,” he threatens in my ear.


“You wouldn’t.”


“Oh, I would. I know how loud you can be.” He
releases my breast and I feel the sting on my ass from his palm. I bite my lip
to keep quiet. “I know that you come the loudest when your face down with your
ass up in the air.” He then starts to rub my ass where his hand just smacked. 


I take in a deep breath. “I know you can’t help but
moan when I spank you.” 


“Please don’t,” I whisper. The spanking he just
gave me was nothing compared to what I know he can do. If he gives me what I
know he’s capable of, there is no way we won’t be heard through the door.


He doesn’t say anything but his fingers pick up
their pace again and I lean my head back against his shoulder. I breathe deeply
before holding it in as I feel the wave rush through my body. 


“Breathe,” he says bending down to speak in my ear.
I continue to hold it; it is helping to keep me from screaming out, as my
orgasm seems to go on and on.


I feel my body start to sag and my arms drop
slightly.


“Don’t lower them!” He taps me on the ass in warning.


“Please, Slade,” I plead, trying to catch my
breath. “I can’t hold them.” I can barely stand up.


He presses his erection into my back and air catches
in my throat. I want him inside of me. Screw all of these other women. He wants
me and only me. He loves me and has only ever loved me. That’s all I
need to know.


I push my body back into him as a whimper escapes
my mouth. 


“I have a surprise for you, Angel.” 


I smile as I continue to pant. It’s not really a
surprise though when I can feel it pushing into my back.


He reaches around my stomach with one arm holding
me in place and then I jump when I feel something cold touch my clit. 


I feel the vibration before I hear the buzzing
sound. I cry out from the vibration on my already sensitive spot. 


“I have a confession,” he says as he presses me
into the door once again, stealing what breath I had left.


I try to speak but his other hand goes into my hair,
pulling my head back, and I groan. He slowly works the vibrator in a circle
around my clit and I can’t help but tighten my legs and stretch out my arms
even further above me.


“See. I know you’ve been hiding secrets from me,
Angel,” he says in a dead tone.


I hiss in a breath as the sensation once again
builds and explodes. I lean back against him and let my hands slide down the
wall. As I come down from my second orgasm, he spins me around. My arms drop
like hundred pound weights to my side and I slide down the door to my ass.
Trying to catch my breath and stop my body from shaking, I sit there on the
floor with my eyes shut.


He places his hand on my chin and lifts my head.
“Look at me,” he demands.


I slowly open my heavy eyes and see he is kneeling
in front of me. “Why didn’t you tell me?” His baby blue eyes are hard and his
jaw is in a tense line. “What the fuck was that shit where you said you didn’t
want any secrets between us?”


He’s mad!


I hang my head, still trying to even out my
breathing.


“It’s not that big of a deal,” I breathe out. “It’s
not like I was lying to you.” I clarify. Technically, I wasn’t, and I have no
clue what all he knows, so I’m going to pretend like it’s no big deal.


“So, you just listen to everything Jessica says and
then get pissed at me?” He stands up quickly and stares down at me.


I narrow my eyes. He obviously knows more than I
thought. Might as well get this over with. “I’m pissed because you seem to have
fucked every bitch in this town,” I snap.


He spins around and grabs my purse up off the floor
where I had dropped it earlier. He opens it up and pulls my cell out. If I had
the energy, I would jump up and grab it, but I don’t.


I close my eyes when I hear his voice coming from
the other end of the video. Then he cuts it off.


“Tell me. What was the point in saving this shit?”
he says, glaring down at my phone.


I bite my bottom lip, trying not to cry as I feel
my throat close up. What am I supposed to say? I didn’t even know why I saved
them myself.


I close my eyes as he throws my phone to the floor.
“I deleted that shit. And if she sends you any more, you will tell me!”


His words catch me off guard and I stare up at him
for a few seconds. As his order sinks in my anger has me jumping up. “How many
are there, Slade?”


He just shakes his head.


“Tell me.” I take a step toward him. “How many
fucking videos and pictures are out there of you having sex with random women?”


“That doesn’t matter,” he snaps.


“Tell me, damn it!” I scream.


He places his hands on my shoulders and pushes my
back against the door this time. “More than you can count,” he screams back. “I
never cared who I did, or who fucking watched,” he growls as his eyes shoot
daggers into mine. “Hell, there were times I was the one doing the recording,
as you saw,” he roars.


I can’t hold it back anymore. My bottom lip starts
to quiver as my eyes fill with tears. He releases me and takes a step back.
“Son of a bitch,” he growls, knowing that he went too far. But I got my answer,
right? I wanted to know the amount of videos I could possibly receive, and now
I have my answer: endless! It does not make me feel any better.


“I don’t know what you want from me, Angel,” he
says frustrated. 


I close my eyes as new tears run down my face. “I
know you can’t change your past,” I whisper.


“I can’t,” he shouts, making me jump. “Quit fucking
asking for a miracle. Because it’s not going to happen.”


I open my eyes as he walks past me. He slams the
bedroom door on his way out.


I walk over to the bed on shaky legs and sit down.
Placing my head in my hands, I cry out loud. I’m so tired of holding everything
back. The anger, the frustration, and the hate I have toward his past. I just
want to start over. I don’t want to be jealous, but with Slade, it is
impossible. It doesn’t matter that I can’t change his past, or that those women
meant nothing. All that matters is that as long as I’m with him I will have to
put up with the countless numbers of women from his past. That can be too much,
even for the strongest woman.
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I storm into the kitchen
and pour myself a rum and coke when I see Tate walking toward me.


“Where’s Sam?” he questions, leaning up against the
countertop. “She seemed pissed off about something earlier.”


I place my glass on the counter and turn to face
him. “Leave her alone. She just needs to cool down.” Although, I’m sure that I
am the one who needs to calm the fuck down out of the two of us. Late last
night I realized I couldn’t keep my mouth shut. I had to tell her that I knew.
Before I left our house I grabbed the vibrator, thinking that maybe the fight
wouldn’t be all that bad if she was spent. Well I was fucking wrong. As soon as
I saw those pictures, I wanted to smash her phone against a fucking wall. If
the roles had been reversed and I saw pictures of her and another man, I would
have broken more than just the phone. I would have chased down every man from
her past and beat the shit out of them.


It’s true. I used to let women take pictures or
videos. Back then it was fun. I never watched them but the women liked to have them.



Tate gets my attention as he pushes away from the
counter and bows his chest up to me. “What did you do?” he demands.


“None of your fucking business,” I snap. Then I
lean closer to him. “Maybe you need to worry more about keeping your precious
secret than worrying about mine and Angel’s problems.” 


Just then, Natalie walks into the kitchen. “Hey,
Slade. I thought we could finish that conversation from earlier.” She licks her
lips as she looks me up and down. 


Tate grabs my arm and spins me around. “If you
could keep your dick in your pants, I wouldn’t have to worry about her.”


I punch him in the side of the head so hard I feel
as if I just hit a brick wall. He stumbles back and I run at him, wrapping my
arms around him, and taking him to the ground. I don’t even get another hit in
before we are pulled apart. 


“What the fuck are you doing?” Josh demands as he yanks
me backward.


“Get off of me.” I pull my body out of his hold.


I see my dad dragging Tate out of the kitchen when
I spin around and make my way out the back door, shoving it closed behind me, but
Josh catches it and pushes through before it slams shut.


“You want to tell me what the fuck that was about?”
he barks, coming to stand in front of me.


“Get away from me, Josh. I’m not in the fucking
mood,” I growl.


“You’re in the mood to fight, alright.” He takes a
step toward me. “Fight me. Not your girl’s friends. Fight me.” 


I look at him like he’s lost his mind. “What’s
wrong with you?”


“Nothing, but something is wrong with you. I’m just
giving you an opportunity to get it out.”


I shake my head. “Just go back inside and tend to
your girlfriend,” I say, turning to walk away.


“I can’t because she’s too busy tending to yours,”
he yells.


I stop and stare down at the walkway.


“That’s right, Slade. Courtney is in there holding
Sam as she cries her eyes out.”


“I never thought my past would have an effect on my
future,” I admit, letting out a deep breath.


“Well, pull your head out of your ass and help her
get over your past,” he spits out.


“It’s not that easy.” I spin to face him.


He rubs the back of his neck as his shoulders
slump. “Everyone has a past, Slade. Hell, even Sam has a past. Prove to her
that you two have a future. Prove to her that she is the only one who matters.
That’s all she wants; she wants to be reminded that you chose her over all the
others,” he says, walking past me and entering the house.


I lift my glass and take a gulp of my rum and Coke,
looking over the back pond and the little bridge where she and I stood on her
birthday almost two months ago. Things seemed complicated then. She was hiding
her love for me. I thought I could break her, could get her to admit her true
feelings for me. Now all I want is for her to continue to feel that for me.
Shit just keeps going downhill and I can’t seem to stop it. 


I go over and stand on the bridge, leaning on the
rail as I look down at the water in the pond. I hate making her cry. But shit,
how many times do I have to apologize for something that I have no control
over, things that have already happened? 


After she finishes crying, she’s going to be
pissed. Just that thought has me taking another big gulp of my drink. 


I continue to stand outside looking out over the
water until I finish my drink, letting the cold air soothe me. I make my way
back into the house and pour myself another drink. The party is still in full
swing and I can feel everyone’s eyes on me, but I could not care less. Some are
from the firm. Others are important clients. Some are friends and a few are
enemies. It doesn’t matter though; everyone in this town knows I’ve always had
a temper. They know my dick has always controlled my actions and that I will
punch a guy before I bother asking any questions. 


Hell, a few years ago I got into a huge fight in
the yard with a man because he spilled his drink on me.


I tilt my glass back and down the entire drink. As
I’m pouring myself another one, I see that Natalie is still standing in the
kitchen.


“Hey, are you okay? I saw that fight,” she says, as
her eyes look me up and down.


“It was not a fight.” Getting one hit in is not
considered a fight in my book. Now, if we would have broken a few things and he
would have got some hits in, then yes, fight would be the right word.


“I just wanted to check on you.” She places her
hand on my shoulder and I instantly take a step back, making her frown. “I was
told you caught your girlfriend cheating on you.”


I roll my eyes taking another drink. Just
fucking great! More lies we will have to deal with.


I turn and face her. “Don’t believe everything you
hear,” I say flatly.


She scowls and I take that as my cue to get the
hell away from her. I walk out of the kitchen and come face to face with my
father. He takes a step back, allowing me to pass by him without saying a word.
He understands the mood I am now in, because he is the same way. When we’re pissed,
it’s just better to leave us the hell alone.


I stumble down the hallway toward the room Angel
and I were in earlier. Opening the door, I look around, not seeing anything or
anyone. 


I pull the door shut and start for the stairs. She
must be up in my old room. At first, I did not want to spend the night at my
parents’ house, but now I’m liking the idea. I have had too much to drink to
drive my drunken ass anywhere.


I take a deep breath before I open the door. My
eyes instantly lock on Holly, and then shift to Courtney, where they sit on the
bed. Angel is between them with her head down. 


I gesture toward the door with my free hand.
“Leave,” I urge, trying to sound serious without slurring my words.


“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Courtney says,
eyeing me up and down with disgust on her face.


“Leave,” I say again with more force.


“It’s fine,” comes Angel’s small voice and I give
Courtney a cocky smile. That’s one thing I have always loved about Angel. She
doesn’t back down from me. She knows we need to have this conversation. I just
need to think before I speak this time. Doesn’t matter how much proof she has
that I fucked around, it does not mean she needs me to confess to all the
women. Just that thought has me taking another drink. Fuck, this is not going
to end well. 


They both give her a kiss on the cheek and tell her
they love her before they walk past me, giving me dirty looks.


Once the door shuts, Angel gets out of bed and
pulls back the covers. She keeps her back to me as she undresses down to her
panties, and it reminds me of what I just did to her in the bedroom downstairs.
There was no way I could have fucked her. I was way too pissed. I wanted to
wait for a few days until I broke the news to her that I knew she was hiding
shit from me, but I couldn’t. It bothered me last night and had just pissed me
off all day today. I had to get it out. 


She then crawls in bed under the covers with her
back facing me. “Are we going to talk about earlier?” I slur.


“I have nothing to say,” she replies, voice tiny. 


“Great!” I say sarcastically at the turn of events.
I walk over to my side of the bed and finish off my drink before I place the
glass on top of the nightstand. I lie down and close my eyes. For once, I’m in
no mood to pry any further.


 


.


I sit at the Longs’ kitchen
table eating waffles and drinking a cup of coffee.


“How do you feel, hun?” Vivian asks.


“Good.” I give her a smile. My body feels great. I
only had three glasses of wine before shit went south with Slade. My heart
hurts though. He ended up getting trashed and passing out, but not before hitting
Tate. I woke up this morning to several messages from Courtney and a few from
Holly. I thought they were going to spend the night as well but as it turns
out, Slade and I were the only ones to stay. 


I take a sip of my coffee as I think back to the
message that Tate sent me this morning. I had texted him first thing asking if
he was okay and what had happened. He of course said he was fine and that
nothing really happened. I haven’t been able to get the whole story from
anyone. Even Vivian told me not to worry about it. 


I also went through my phone only to find that
Slade had deleted Jessica’s number, and erased all of the pictures and the
video. I wish I could do the same thing with my mind. 


I look down at my plate and remember how upset I
was this morning when I woke up alone in Slade’s bed. I looked all over the
house and only realized he had left when I checked outside and saw his truck
was gone. I’m surprised he was even able to wake up this morning after all the
alcohol he consumed last night. 


Vivian clears her throat and I hear her get up as I
continue to look down at my half eaten breakfast. 


A few seconds after she leaves the room, I look up
to see Slade standing in the kitchen entryway. He is leaning up against it with
his hands in the pockets of his faded blue jeans. I shift uncomfortably in my
seat as he just stands there staring. 


“Good morning,” he says, pushing off of the wall. 


“Morning,” I respond, looking back down to my food.


“How are you feeling?” He comes to stand next to my
chair and bends down so he is at eye level with me.


“I’m good. You?”


He keeps his face blank as he reaches up and pushes
a piece of my hair away from my face. 


“I’ve been better,” he says quietly.


“Do you need some Tylenol or Advil?” I’m sure he
has a hangover from hell. I start to stand up but he stops me.


“No, Angel.” He lets out a long breath. “I’m sorry
about last night,” he says, surprising me. Shouldn’t I be the one apologizing?
I am the one who kept something from him. “You had every right to get mad at
me. I have been with countless of women.” I go to speak, but he places a hand
up to stop me. “I have done some very stupid shit in the past, Angel.” He cups
my cheek in his hand. “But believe me when I say none of it matters. The only
one thing I have ever done right when it came to women was fall in love with
you. And it doesn’t matter what you say. I know you were starting to doubt
being with me.” His gaze drops to the floor and it breaks my heart.


“I never doubted you, Slade. She tried to get me to
believe that those pictures were recent, that you had been with all those women
since we have been together. I never once believed that.” 


“Well, the good news is you will never get another
message or video from her again,” he says clenching his jaw.


“What?” I ask in panic. “What did you do? Say? Did
you threaten her?”


“Calm down, Angel.” He gives me a reassuring smile.
“I took care of it. I had her number blocked. She cannot contact you or my cell
from hers.”


I let out a long sigh. She could still message me
from another number, but that was good thinking on Slade’s part. “Thank you.”


He stands up and bends down, planting a small kiss
on my forehead. “Are you ready to go home?”


“Yes,” I answer, getting up and walking my plate
over to the kitchen sink. I turn around and Slade steps in front of me, placing
his hands on the counter on either side of me, pinning me in. 


“I’m sorry for keeping it from you,” I whisper,
feeling like a total idiot, thinking I could handle it all on my own.


“Don’t worry about that.” He reaches up and lifts
my chin. “But I do have one question.”


I nod my head, giving him the go ahead to ask.


“Do you think she was the one who broke the window
in the truck?”


“No,” I say, frowning. “I’ve been trying to get a
hold of her.” 


“Like calling her?” Slade asks confused.


“No. Like I went to her house and I’ve called her
work.”


“What?” he questions, surprised. “Why?”


“Because I wanted to beat the shit out of her,” I tell
him in all seriousness.


He bursts out laughing. I place my hands on my hips
and glare at him.


“What? Don’t you think I could take her?”


He continues to laugh as he pulls me closer. “There
is no doubt that you could take her,” he says before kissing the top of my head.


I smile. “Anyway, her job said she was on
vacation.” I shrug. “I guess she could be in town, but where would she be
staying? Why wouldn’t she be working?”


“Hmm,” he says still in thought, “there’s no
telling.”


“I still haven’t figured out where she got all the
pictures.” I bite on my bottom lip as I rack my brain for answers. Like always,
I come up with nothing.


“Come on. We can think about this all day and it
won’t get us anywhere,” Slade says taking my hand. “I want to forget about
everything Jessica.”


I’m more than happy to comply with that. 


“Are you going to tell me what happened between you
and Tate last night?” I ask as he pulls out of his parents’ driveway.


“I was just being an idiot.” He slides a look over
to me. “It was nothing personal toward Tate.”


I nod my head in understanding. I know how guys can
be, and I’m sure they shared a few words first that added to an already bad
situation.


As we’re driving down the highway, I look up to see
that he has passed our exit. “Where are we going?” I wonder aloud, looking out
the window, watching the passing of our exit sign.


He looks over to me with a grin on his face. “I am
taking you shopping.”


“For what?”


“I think we need to redecorate our bedroom. That
was your intention when you bought the new sheets and comforter, right?”


I bob my head, slightly embarrassed that he figured
it out so easily. 


Holly had confessed last night to telling him. She
told me that it was an accident and by the tears in her eyes, I could tell she
never meant to let it slip.


“Why didn’t you tell me?” he asks in a soft voice.


I take in a deep breath, knowing this conversation
was going to happen. I’m just glad he’s sober now. “I was afraid of where it
was going to take us.”


He stays quiet as he pulls off of the highway and into
the parking lot of the home store. Once he parks I start to open the door but
he grabs a hold of my arm to stop me.


“What do you mean, ‘where it was going to take us’?”


“I was afraid that if I showed you those pictures
and video it would make you miss that life. Make you want something more than
what we have.”


He pulls my arm until we are face to face. He
reaches up and softly cups my face in his hand as his baby blue eyes bore into
mine. “No one could ever give me more than what we have, Angel. I can’t explain
that enough to you.” He closes his eyes for a brief second and lets out a long
breath. He then opens his eyes and searches my face. “I love you and you love
me. Those words alone hold more power than anything someone from my past ever
had over me.”


I give him a little smile and lean closer into him,
giving him a soft kiss. I get out of the car and he walks over, taking my hand.
“Now, let’s go get some new furniture to break in.” 


I laugh as he pulls open the door for me.
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As Angel picks out new
furniture for our bedroom, my mind wanders over recent events. I woke up this
morning to all kinds of messages, and each one had a different story of what
they had heard, none of which were the truth. I called Josh, Tate, Micah, and
my father. I apologized to them for my behavior and just the situation in
general. They all said it was okay and that they understood. I spoke to Tate
the longest. We both apologized and said we were going to act like it never
happened. Angel already has enough shit going on, and I know he is important to
her, so I needed to rectify that part of last night.


“Do you like this bed, baby?” Angel calls, getting
my attention.


I look up at the four-poster bed. It’s similar to
the one I already have, but has more of a classy feel to it. It’s white wood
with a canopy that hangs over the top. The white sheer fabric drapes down all
four posts and touches the floor. I smile as I imagine using those to my
advantage. 


“I think it’s perfect.” 


“Perfect,” she says turning to look at the
salesman. “We’ll take it in a king.” She then starts pointing to the dressers
and nightstands that go along with it. 


I knew she would sleep in this morning so I dragged
my hung-over ass out of bed and had a cup of coffee out on the back porch. When
that didn’t work, I went for a drive. I needed some time alone to go over the
events from last night. I needed to figure out what I could do to stop Jessica.
I’m pretty sure she wants me to contact her so she could run to Angel and tell
her I’m going behind her back. Well, that isn’t going to happen. 


Angel brings me out of my thoughts as she hooks her
arm through mine. “Were you even paying attention?” She giggles.


“Absolutely,” I say as I watch the man write down
all the numbers that belong to the furniture.


“So, what all did I pick out?” she asks, putting
the other hand on her hip.


“All of them,” I respond without hesitation.


“You were paying attention.” She smiles brightly.


It’s not like it was a hard guess. Of course, she
wants all of it.


The man tears off a piece of paper and hands it to
me. “Take this up to the counter.”


“Thank you so much for your help,” Angel says
excitedly, and I can’t help but grin. 


We walk up to the counter and I hand them the
paper. “Are you sure you liked it?” she asks, hesitant.


“I loved it.” 


She smiles and digs through her purse for her
wallet. “What are you doing?”


“I’m getting my wallet out to pay.”


I shake my head. “You are not paying, Angel.”


“I should pay. It’s my fault that we’re getting new
furniture,” she whispers.


“No it’s not.” I pull her close to me. “Now put
your wallet away. I’m going to buy you our new furniture.”


She slowly puts her wallet back and gives me a
small smile. “Thanks baby.”


“No need to thank me.” I kiss her on her head
before I turn around to check out.


They inform us that delivery is scheduled for
tomorrow afternoon before we finish up the paperwork.


“What do you want to do for your birthday?” she
asks as we get into the car.


“Nothing.”


She looks sideways at me. “We have to do something
for your birthday.”


I reach over and grab a hold of her hand. “Let’s
just stay home and watch a movie.”


“We can do that any night.”


I’m about to tell her we can do that tonight when
my phone starts ringing. I dig it out of my pocket to answer. 


“Hello?” 


“Slade. This is Officer White. We believe we have a
suspect in custody regarding your break-in.”


“Really? What makes you think so?” I ask looking
over at Angel.


“He was caught about an hour ago breaking into a
house just a mile from your home. He confessed to us that he has hit several
houses in the last few weeks in the area.”


“That’s great.” That is the best news I have heard
in a while. 


“We thought you would like to know. If we find out
anything else we will contact you.”


“Thank you,” I say before hanging up.


“Who was that?” Angel asks looking over at me.


“That was the police. They have the guy that broke
into our house.”


She smiles brightly and for once, I feel like
things are going to get back to normal. They have the man responsible of the
break-in behind bars and Jessica can’t contact Angel anymore. Everything is
going great.


“Does that mean I can go back to working nights?”
she asks excitedly.


And there goes the good mood. “I don’t think so.” 


“Come on.” She gives a little laugh. “One night a
week won’t hurt.”


I let out a sigh. What’s the harm in it anyway? She
wants to work a night shift then I’m not going to stop her.


She doesn’t even wait for me to give her a verbal
answer before she is pulling out her cell and dialing Holly’s number to ask if
she needs help tonight. And of course, Holly tells her to come in. 


As I drive us home, I realize that maybe this is a
good thing. This is what we need. We need things back to normal. With Jessica
off of her back and the intruder behind bars, things can do just that.


 





I smile as I see Tate walk
into Larry’s. 


“Hey, Sam,” he greets, making himself comfortable
at the bar. 


“What are you doing up here?” I ask, leaning forward.



“Just thought I would come hang out with you.” 


“How did you know I was working?”


“I called Slade earlier to let him know when the
window for the truck would be in. He told me about the police station calling
him, and how excited you were to get back to work.”


I don’t know if I should be worried or happy that
he and Slade seem to be getting along with last night’s events. I pull out a
Bud Light and open it up for him.


He starts to speak but I look up to see Holly
making a mad dash for the women’s restroom. “I’ll be right back,” I tell him as
I chase after her.


I walk into the bathroom to find Holly rinsing out
her mouth in the sink. “Are you okay?” 


She nods. “It’s just a bug going around. I think I
got it from the Halloween party.”


I look down at my watch and see that we only have a
few more hours of work. “Why don’t you go on home? I can close up.”


“No. I don’t want to leave you here alone.”


“It will be fine. I promise. Go home, get some rest,
and I will come by to check on you tomorrow.”


She looks like she wants to argue, but she ends up
running back into a stall instead.


After several more minutes of hugging the toilet,
she agrees to go home and get some rest. I wasn’t going to take no for an
answer, work was the last place she needed to be. 


Once I help her cash out for the night, I make my
rounds to check on all the remaining customers.


I walk back over to Tate and sit on the barstool
next to him. I haven’t had the chance to sit down and talk to Tate other than
the meeting we had about my mother. I want to get to know him again.


“When did you decide to become an ink junkie?” I tease
with a smile.


He lets out a little laugh. “I got my first one
when I was eighteen.”


“And which one was that?” I ask looking at all the
tribal work on his left arm. It starts at his wrist and works itself up his arm
and under the sleeve of his shirt.


“My side.” He motions to his right side. The same
side where I had seen some sort of writing the day he opened his front door in
only his boxers. 


“I remember seeing it the day I visited you.”


He nods.


“What does it say?” I ask, curious. I didn’t get
the chance to read it then. I also didn’t want to just stand there and stare at
him.


He looks at me and I see something in his blue eyes
that I have never seen before, something dark and cold. “I felt I needed a
reminder,” is all he says before he breaks eye contact and takes a drink of his
beer.


I bob my head in understanding. I can respect that
he doesn’t want to tell me. I had felt the same way when Slade asked me about
the tattoo I have on the back of my neck.


I decide to change the subject. “How are you and
Missy doing?”


He almost chokes on his beer as he wipes away what
he spit out of his mouth that spilled down his chin. “There is no me and
Missy.”


“She likes you.” 


He gets a ghost of a smile on his lips before he
smoothes his features. “She is not my type.”


“So, you prefer them covered in tattoos like you?”
I laugh and he shakes his head. “What’s wrong with Missy? I really liked her.
She seemed so nice.”


“She is really nice. But stop it.” He points a
finger at me.


“Stop what?”


“I can see the wheels turning in your head. Stop
trying to play matchmaker. It won’t work.”


“Okay. What about the girl that was in your house
the day I came by? She seemed…interesting.”


He lets out another little laugh. “Yes, she was.”


I frown, knowing that wasn’t an answer. “Is that
why you won’t go after Missy, because you’re with that woman?”


He shakes his head. 


“What about Little Bo Peep?” 


He scowls down at me. “You’re being awfully nosy.”


I smile at him. “I just want to know how things are
going with you.”


“My love life?” He leans up, takes a drink of his
beer, and then speaks. “Trust me, that is not interesting.”


I don’t understand why he wouldn’t want to date
Missy. She is adorable and super sweet. Much cuter than the girl who walked out
of his house that morning and the girl from the Halloween party combined. 


I sit back in my seat as I start connecting the
dots. “You’re like Slade,” I announce before I even realize it.


He looks at me with a blank expression. “Not
everyone is looking for love, Sam.”


I sit up and give him a hard look. “I wasn’t
looking for love after Jax. It just happened. I didn’t force Slade to love me
or want a relationship with me. But you are using women.”


“Like I said before, not all women are looking for
love either.” He shrugs. “Some just want to have fun.”


I roll my eyes. “Spoken like a true player,” I
mumble. 


He lets out a laugh that breaks the tension between
us and I drop the subject. “I’m going to do some cleaning so I don’t have to
stay late tonight.”


Once it’s closing time I start ushering customers
out the door. Once I shut it, I turn to see Tate still sitting at the bar. “You
have to leave, Tate.” 


He shakes his head. “I’m not leaving until you head
home.”


“What is this? Did Slade send you up here to spy on
me?” I place my hands on my hips. That is so like him. My first time back
working nights and he sends a babysitter.


“No,” he says, sounding offended. “Slade is not the
only one allowed to care about you.”


I roll my eyes and begin cleaning off the dirty
tables from the customers I just kicked out. Other than that, the bar is
already clean. 


As I finish up, I turn to face him and he stands.
“I’m parked out front. I’ll meet you out back in a bit.”


I frown, confused as to why he didn’t just say,
“Goodbye, I’ll see you later?” 


I let him out the entrance and lock up the door
behind him. I pick up my purse and walk out the back door, locking it behind me
as well. 


I look down to grab my keys out of my purse as I
walk to the Tahoe. I had just wrapped my fingers around them when I feel a hand
on my right shoulder. 


I go to turn around thinking it is Tate, but don’t
get the chance. The hand on my shoulder pushes me forward, slamming the front
of my body into the Tahoe door. I start to panic and try pushing back but I
can’t move. I feel the hand start to pull on my purse. 


I slam my head back and make contact with their
face.


“Shit!” they hiss, removing their hand from my
shoulder. I turn around to kick them, but they grab a hand full of my hair and smash
the side of my face into the window. I feel lightheaded and my knees give out a
little as blood fills my mouth.


I start to feel pain in my right hand and realize
I’m holding onto my keys so tightly they are digging into my palm. It gives me
an idea. I lift my hand and swing, causing them to cuss once again when the
keys make contact with their body. 


I try to get a good look at whoever it is as I face
them, but they have one hand over their face as they stumble back and it’s too
dark for me to make out anything besides the dark clothes. 


My face instantly starts to sting when I’m
backhanded. I cry out as I lose my balance and fall to the ground. 


I attempt to catch a breath as I spit blood onto
the concrete from my teeth cutting the inside of my mouth. I try to regain my
senses when I feel two hands on my arms, pulling me up. “Sam.”


I try to pull away. “Sam?” 


Through my headache and stinging face, I see that
it is Tate, helping me up.


“Are you okay?” he asks wide-eyed.


I nod.


“Where did he go?”


I blink a few times, trying to see straight.
“What…?’


He shakes me, which does hell to my headache.
“Which way did he go, Sam?” he demands. 


“I…I don’t know.” I look around the dark parking
lot. He lets go of my arms and runs to the side of the bar.


I slump back against the Tahoe as I try to get my
shaking body back under control. Only a few seconds tick by before Tate
returns. “I didn’t see anyone.” He looks around the parking lot again.


“What happened?” I ask, confused. One second
someone was attacking me, and then the next Tate was shaking me.


“I came around the corner and saw you on the
ground,” he states, not even breathing heavy from running around the building.
“What did you see?” he asks in a rush.


“Just dark clothes.” 


“Come on,” he says taking me by my arm and pulling
me away from the Tahoe.


“What? Where are we going?” 


“You are calling Slade and I am taking you to the
hospital.” He places me up in his truck.


“I didn’t even see him and I don’t need to go to
the hospital,” I argue.


“That doesn’t matter. You need to report it and you
need to get checked out.”


“I’m not going to the hospital,” I snap. “The
police station is fine, but I do not need to go to the hospital.”


He ignores my outburst and pulls his phone out of
his pocket.


I sigh as I close my eyes, still trying to calm my
heart rate. After several seconds, he asks for my phone. I hand him my purse,
not wanting to dig through it to find my phone.


“Hey, Slade, its Tate,” he says once Slade answers
the phone. “Yes, I have Sam’s phone.” He inhales deeply. I can only imagine
Slade asking several questions at once, demanding to know why Tate has my
phone. Tate goes on to explain what happened in the parking lot then hands me
the phone.


“He wants to talk to you.” 


Of course he does. “Hello?” 


“Angel. Are you okay? What in the hell happened?
What were you doing there alone?” he demands.


“I sent Holly home early because she was sick,” I
explain. “And I wasn’t alone. Tate was there.” 


“Well, he obviously didn’t do any good. Someone
attacked you,” he barks.


“I wouldn’t call it that.” I try to lighten the
conversation. 


“Really?” he counters. “What in the fuck would you
call it?”


“I’m okay, Slade. We are heading to the police
station to make a report even though I didn’t see anything.”


“I know. I’ll meet you there,” he says before he
hangs up. I toss my phone into the cup holder and lean back in my seat. My face
hurts and I have a headache. I don’t want to go to the police station. I would
much rather just have some peace and quiet.


I think Tate understands how I’m feeling because he
stays quiet as he drives me through town.


When we pull up to the police station, I see
Slade’s car is already in the parking lot. He meets us as soon as we walk
inside.


“Angel,” he says, running up to us.


“I’m okay,” I assure him, trying to sound positive.
My face is still burning and I can feel it swelling as I look at him.


He steps closer to me and grabs my chin. “Do not
tell me you’re okay. Your face is already starting to bruise.” 


I jerk away from his hold and shut my eyes at the
pain the action causes in my neck. 


“Miss Hall, please come into my office,” an officer
says, gesturing to a small office in the corner. 


Tate and I replay our story of how things happened
as Slade sits quietly in the seat beside me. I decide I like it when he screams
a lot better than when he’s quiet. At least when he’s speaking I know what he’s
thinking. His silence worries me.


“What do you think his intentions were, Miss Hall?”
the officer asks.


“My purse.” I remember him trying to grab it.


Slade lets out a dark laugh and I turn my head to
stare at him. “There’s no way he was after your purse, Angel.”


The officer places his forearms on the table. “Do
you have some information you want to add, Slade?”


Slade raises an eyebrow at the officer. “Well,
Brad, our house was broken into last month, someone busted the window of our
truck while she was out shopping and now someone has attacked her outside of
her work. I would say someone is after her.”


I roll my eyes. “They are not connected.”


“How do you know that?” Slade eyes slam to mine.


I gesture to Officer Brad. “They have the guy who
broke into our house in custody.” 


“What makes you think that?” the officer says,
frowning.


“Because an officer called Slade yesterday and said
so.” 


“Who was the officer that called you?” He looks at
Slade.


Slade informs him of the conversation that took
place between him and Officer White. The officer then picks up his phone and
makes a call. He barks out a few orders and then hangs up. He folds his hands
on top of his desk and looks at Slade. “The guy was released a few hours after
you were called.”


“Why?” Slade demands.


“The guy was drunk and homeless. He broke into the
house to get a night in jail.” He shakes his head with a scowl on his face. “He
lied about the other break-ins.”


I look at Tate confused. Who lies about breaking
into someone’s home? 


“It happens often. The homeless would much rather
spend a night in a jail cell with a warm bed and dinner, than on the streets,”
he explains as if reading my mind.


“Why the fuck was I not notified?” Slade stands
abruptly.


The officer lets out a sigh. “I’m sorry, Slade. If
I would have known they called and informed you of the arrest, I would have
called and let you know he was released. From now on, I will be the only one
who contacts you.” He points a finger at all of us. “If anyone from here calls
you to give you information, you call me immediately.” 


Slade turns to Tate and gestures to the door. Tate gets
up, grabs my hand, causing me to stand as well, and guides me out of the office.
Once he shuts the door, Tate continues to drag me toward another desk where an
officer sits. “I need some Tylenol and a glass of water,” Tate states.


The officer nods and gets up from his chair. He
returns several seconds later and hands them to Tate. He opens the Tylenol and
hands me two pills. I take them without hesitation. My head is pounding and I
still feel somewhat dizzy.


Slade exits the office with a scowl on his face. We
walk out of the police station and I turn to face Slade. He gives me a hard
stare before he speaks. “First thing tomorrow, you’re quitting your job.”


“What?” Some guy jumps me for my purse and that
means I have to quit my job?


“You heard me. This is not up for discussion. You.
Are. Quitting. Your. Job.”


I look from him to Tate. Tate just stares off into
the street as if he can’t hear us even though he is standing only a foot away
from me. “No, I’m not.”


“Yes, you are,” he counters before he starts to
walk away.


“Oh? What am I going to do, Slade?” 


“I don’t care,” he throws over his shoulder. 


“What do you want me to do, Slade? I sure as hell
won’t sit around the house all day!”


“You do that anyways,” he snaps.


I place my hands on my hips. “What the fuck does
that mean?” I scream at him.


He stops walking and spins around to face me. “It
means you’re a fucking waitress who works at a rundown bar,” he snaps. “I’ve
been telling you to quit, but for some reason that’s too hard for you!”


My body is now shaking for a different reason.
Anger.


“So, the waitress was good enough to bring home and
fuck, but now that we’re living together, I’m not good enough?”


He takes a step toward me, holding a finger up.
“First of all, I did not just take you home and fuck you. I waited. You were
the one who begged for it.” My mouth drops open at his words. “Second of all,
like I said. You’re. A. Fucking. Waitress. It’s not like your job is
important.” 


I don’t think I have ever been this embarrassed in
all my life. I turn and start walking toward Tate’s truck. I open up the
passenger door and jump in. 


To my surprise, I see Slade spin around and walk
off to his car as well. 


Tate quietly gets up into his truck and starts the
engine. “Take me back to the Tahoe,” is all I say to him. He drives me back to
the bar, once again in silence. 


“Are you going home?” he asks before I open the
passenger door. 


“No.” Why would I go home to that? Who wants to
listen to someone you love put you down? Tell you how worthless you are?


Not me!


I open the door and slam it shut. I don’t know why,
but I’m pretty pissed off at Tate as well. He just stood there like a fucking
shadow, not even caring what Slade had to say to me. I start up the Tahoe and
decide the best place for me to go is to a hotel. I want a night without
questions, a night without arguments. What happened was not my fault and I
don’t want to have to sit and listen to his life lessons on how I’m a worthless
waitress who continues to fuck up.
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I get home and pace back
and forth in the garage, waiting for her to get there. She looked awful. A
bruise was already forming on her cheek and she had a red spot on her forehead.
What the hell was she thinking walking out to her car by herself? A better
question is what the fuck was Tate doing there? 


I continue to pace for several minutes before I
realize she has still not arrived home. She should have been here by now. I
pull my phone out of my pocket and scroll through my recent calls to Tate’s
number. He answers immediately.


“Where are you guys?” I demand.


“She is in the Tahoe and I’m following her,” he
says simply.


“Why are you following her?” Does he plan on coming
to our house?


“Because she told me she was not going home. So my
plan was to follow her and then call you when she stops.”


I let out a hard breath. “What is your deal, Tate?
Why were you at her work in the first place?”


“If you’re thinking I still want Sam, just stop,”
he replies calmly.


“Well, you’re not making a very believable case for
yourself. At her work after closing, following her.”


“I’m following her to inform you where she goes.” 


“And why in the fuck would you do that?” I snap.


“You pissed her off with your outburst outside the
police station, but I don’t blame you.”


His words make me pause. 


“I would have laughed at her screaming at you, if
you had not been right.”


“I’m confused.” This guy is not making any sense.


“I feel the same way you do, Slade. Sam needs to
quit her job and work somewhere safer. But I sure as hell was not going to jump
into that ring of fire. Telling Sam to do something won’t get you anywhere.”


“No shit,” I mumble.


“There is someone either after you or after her,
but either way she is the one who is going to end up hurt.”


I also agree with that. If someone is after me,
they will use her to get to me. If someone is after her, they will continue
until they succeed.


“So, quit questioning my intentions. That’s why I
was there at Larry’s. I want her safe, just like you, and I failed,” he says
quietly. “I was too slow. When I got into my truck, I had a phone call. I
thought it would take her longer to close up. I was wrong. By the time I pulled
around the back, she was already on the ground and the guy had run off. I guess
my headlights scared him away.”


I take in a deep breath as I lean up against the
car door. He probably saved her life by being there. “Well, then I guess I owe
you a thank you. And I owe her an apology.”


“Hell no, you don’t owe her an apology. You are
right in wanting to keep her safe,” he says surprising me. I start to speak but
he tells me she has stopped and informs me of the name of the hotel. 


I open the door and jump back into my car, heading
to the hotel. Not fifteen minutes later, I’m walking into the lobby heading
straight for the reception desk to ask for a room key. There is no way Angel is
going to answer the door for me. I’m going to have to get in that room on my
own. The woman behind the counter perks up when she sees me.


“Slade,” she greets excitedly.


Fuck!


I swear I have never seen this woman before.
“Hello,” I say nicely, giving her a big smile. I have to play this right.


“What can I do for you?” She smiles brightly. 


“I need a key to room 406.” After Tate told me what
hotel she was in, I had called and asked for Samantha Hall’s room. They very
easily told me what room she was in. I intend on calling the manager tomorrow
and giving him a piece of my mind. What if I was the person who is after her? 


“Okay.” She looks down and starts typing into her
computer. After a few seconds, she frowns. “Oh,” she says sadly.


“What?” Could she have already checked out? She
just got here.


“It belongs to a woman,” she states, still looking
at the computer.


Shit! 


“I’m sorry, you are not listed on the room, so I
can’t give you a key,” she says looking at me, a smile no longer on her face.


I lean up against the counter casually and give her
my best smile. “I know. Do you remember my friend Josh?” I ask, since she seems
to know me.


She nods her head. “Well, that is his girlfriend’s
room. She rented the room for a couple of nights.”


She raises an eyebrow. “Sleeping with your best
friend’s girlfriend? Even that is low for you, Slade.”


“No. They decided to go out of town and left
yesterday, but had paid for another night. They said I could use it, but forgot
to give me a key.” Fuck, that was the stupidest thing I have ever said. Being
with Angel has totally ruined my mojo with women. 


“Okay,” she says like the dumb blonde she is. I
look over to the man sitting next to her and he frowns. I’m praying that he
doesn’t rat me out. All the blonde has to do is look and see that Angel had
just checked in. “Would you like to meet up later? I get off at ten in the
morning.”


I smile brightly until she has the key ready. “I’ll
call you,” I say as she hands it to me. 


I know Tate said I don’t owe her an apology, but I
feel like I do. I should not have said a few of the things I did. I’m not her
father. I can’t make her do something she doesn’t want to do. 


I make my way to her room to find her lying face
down on the bed with the covers shoved down to the foot of the bed, still
dressed in her work clothes. She must be exhausted.


I take my phone out of my pocket and text Micah that
I will be in late tomorrow. Then I take off my clothes and crawl in bed so that
I’m facing her. I thank my lucky stars that she is already asleep. Otherwise, she
would have thrown me out. I lightly touch the bruise that is on her cheek. It’s
so frustrating knowing someone was trying to hurt her once again. I close my
eyes and inhale her scent. This isn’t the first time that I’m thankful she’s
with me.





I wake up to Angel getting
out of the shower. I walk into the bathroom and see her drying her hair with a
towel. “I don’t know why you even came. I don’t want you here,” she says, not
even bothering to look over at me.


“I want to talk about what I said.” 


“Which part?” She places a finger over her lips and
looks up as in thought. “The fact that you pretty much called me worthless and said
that I just lay around the house all day? Or where you called me a bar whore?”


I grind my teeth in frustration. “You’re putting
words in my mouth.” 


She takes a step forward with a finger pointed at
me. “A guy tried to rob me and you were more worried about what I do for a
living than how I actually felt.” 


I run a hand over the back of my neck. “That’s why
I came here.”


“Speaking of here. How in the hell did you
find me?” she demands, placing her hands on her hips. 


I go to speak but a knock at the door has me
releasing a sigh. Angel looks at me. “Are you expecting someone?”


“No.”


She walks over to open the door and there stands
the girl from downstairs. 


Fuck me! 


Could this day get any fucking worse?


She looks from Angel to me. “Uh, Slade. My shift is
over and I realized you may not have my number anymore.”


“Excuse me?” Angel chokes out before I can speak.


She looks to Angel with a smile on her face. “He
said he would call me later and I didn’t know if he still had my number.”


I tense as Angel slams the door in her face and
then proceeds to slowly turn around to face me. I have never seen a woman want
to kill me as much as she does right now. Fuck, shit just got worse.


I stand there, staring back, not really knowing
what to say. I would have never called that girl. I just needed a key to get up
here, but Angel doesn’t know that.


“Unfuckingbelievable,” she says as her hard green
eyes stare into mine. Then she turns and stomps off to the bathroom.


I go to follow her but she turns and points to the
door. “Show yourself out, Slade.”


“Angel, let me explain.”


She huffs taking a step closer. “Explain what,
Slade? How you’re sorry about what you said last night? How you found me?” Her
eyes look to the door then back to me. “Is that what you want, Slade? Is that
why you have never settled down before? Hmm? No one is good enough for Slade
Long,” she says sarcastically. “Well, not for anything more than a fuck, that
is.”


I run a hand through my hair. “No, no one ever
mattered until you.”


 She gives a dark laugh before she looks me in the
eye. “I believe I told you to leave. I have heard all the bullshit I can handle
for one day,” she says before she stalks off, slamming the door to the
bathroom.


I turn around and march out, slamming the hotel
door as well. I fucked up, and she hates me. Fuck all this shit, we both just
need time to cool down.


 





After I hear Slade slam the
door, I hear my cell phone ringing. I exit the bathroom to see who it is.


I answer when I see Holly’s name flash across my
screen.


“Hey, Holls.”


“Oh my God, girl, I heard what happened. Are you
okay?”


“Yes. You sound like you feel better.” I try to
change the subject.


“Who cares how I feel. Are you sure you’re okay?”


I fill her in on all of last night’s drama. She
apologizes more times than I can even count about being sick and leaving early.
She blames herself for not being there, but I feel better knowing she wasn’t
there. She couldn’t have stopped anything, I’m just glad that she wasn’t there
to get hurt as well. We say our goodbyes and I rest my hands on the counter,
hanging my head as I think about Slade being here this morning.


I don’t know what was said between him and that
girl who showed up at my room, but I do know that he would never cheat on me. 


The thought that she showed up still pisses me off
though. I look up at myself in the mirror and see my necklace that he got me
for my birthday hanging around my neck. I’ve always known he feels differently
about me and that he has only ever loved me. I just don’t know how much more
crap I can take. I once told myself I would never change anything for a man.
You can still love someone that has flaws. Hell, that’s what makes them so
beautiful. That’s what makes them special. Maybe my flaw is that I’m too
stubborn. I’ve actually been considering quitting Larry’s. Maybe take Courtney
up on her offer of the opening her bank has right now, but not now. Oh, hell
no. He is not going to control my life. 


Then a thought hits me. I find myself smiling as I
start to get ready for the day. The bruises on my face and the memory of my
fight with Slade are not going to hold me back from doing what I want. 


I have a fuck him attitude today and I’m in the
mood to have a new car to go along with it. I do not want to drive the Tahoe. Just
because I have come to terms with the fact that my mother is gone, doesn’t mean
I feel comfortable driving her car around every day. 


I text Holly and tell her to get ready for lunch
and I send out a message to Missy and Courtney to see if they want to do some
shopping on their lunch break. 


Then I hurry to get ready and head out of the hotel
room. 





“Hello, ma’am.” A good-looking
younger man greets me as I walk into the Acura dealership. I don’t really know
what I want, this just happened to be the first dealership I spotted.


“Hello,” I say nicely.


“What can I do for you today?”


“I would like to trade in my Tahoe.” 


“Well you came to the right place. What are you
looking for?” he says as I follow him into his little office.


I sit down in front of his desk. “It doesn’t
matter. I want black and I want it to be a two-seater.” The voice inside my
head is telling me Slade will be pissed when he finds out about this. I smile
and choose to ignore it.


“What price range are you looking at?” he asks,
returning the nice smile.


“Doesn’t matter.” 


“Doesn’t matter?” He raises an eyebrow, surprised.


“No, the price does not matter. Something sporty
with two seats,” I request excitedly. I already feel better about this day.
Fuck Slade and his I’m not good enough shit, and fuck his trying to control
everything.


“Here are some brochures of our selections.” He
hands me a handful of pamphlets and I instantly like the one that reminds me of
a little spaceship. It has NSX written next to it. “I want this one.” I hold it
up.


He looks up and his eyes get big. “Those run around
one hundred and seventy five thousand dollars, ma’am.” Then he looks at my
Tahoe parked outside.


“Don’t worry.” I wave a hand. “I’ll pay the
difference,” I tell him, digging into my purse for my phone. “Will a wire
transfer work?” I ask, pulling up my contacts.


He nods his head, eyes still big as half-dollars. 


Not an hour after transferring the money and the
salesman trying to take care of me by having my new car washed and detailed, I
am on my way to pick up Holly to do some shopping, before we meet up with
Courtney and Missy for a late lunch. I feel like I need to get away for a
couple of days. I need to take a trip back to Tulsa and take care of the last few
things left. For some reason, I just feel like it’s time. I don’t know if it
was my fight with Slade or what, I just feel ready to let go. I’m tired of all
this fighting and the fact that someone might be after one of us. So, I’m going
to clear my life of all the baggage that I can. 


With a big smile, I shift my car into third and
speed down the highway.
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I sit behind my desk at
work as I look across the room to my open door. I haven’t done shit today
except replay the words I said last night. Plus the fact that I missed half the
morning doesn’t do well for me. I’m just stuck on last night and our fight this
morning.


I can see where she thought my words were aimed
toward her. I mean, I did tell her that her job was not important, and I should
have never said that. I was just pissed and scared, but I don’t know why she
doesn’t quit that job. It’s not as if I’m embarrassed of her working there.
It’s just not safe. Fuck, everything she seems to do has potential to be
harmful to her. 


“Slade.” 


I blink and see my dad standing in my office with
my brother beside him.


“What?” I ask, looking down to some papers in front
of me.


“I’ve been calling your name, Son, for about two
minutes,” he says, crossing his arms over his chest.


“What is it?” I glance at my clock and realize I
have been sitting here daydreaming since I got to work. 


“What is going on with you and Sam?” he asks as he
and Micah both take a seat in front of my desk.


Shit! I do not want to talk about this.


“Nothing.” 


“That’s not what Holly said,” Micah responds, getting
my attention.


“What did Holly say?”


He shrugs with a small smile on his face.


“What the fuck did she say?” I demand.


I ignore my father’s frown at my tone. “Just that
she and Sam are out shopping in Sam’s new car.”


“What?” I bark. “What the fuck do you mean ‘new car’?”
When she left, she was driving her mom’s Tahoe.


He pulls his cell out of his pocket and proceeds to
mess with it for a few seconds as Dad starts to talk. “Did she leave you?”


I shake my head, trying to convince myself more
than him that things between us will be okay.


“Here it is,” Micah says, leaning over to hand me
his phone. “It is kick ass.”


I stand, taking his phone from his hand and look at
the picture while gripping it tightly. “What the fuck?” I growl, jaw clenched.
She bought a car that is smaller than her Z was. “What the fuck was she
thinking?” 


“Son? I have a feeling I know why you two are
having problems right now.”


“You know nothing.”


He gives me a small smile. “It’s not hard to figure
it out.” He chuckles and I glare at him. “I tried to control your mother at one
time, too. She would push even harder. Then one day when she was six months
pregnant with you, she left me. I don’t even remember what the fight was
about.” He shrugs. “But it pissed her off enough to leave me.”


What? I had never heard about this. I never asked
about their marriage though either. I know my parents love each other. “How did
you get her back?” I might as well find out since he brought that up.


“What all men do, I begged and pleaded,” he answers
like it’s obvious.


I sit there thinking about how I can get her to
even listen to me. I know she is beyond pissed at me. The new car just further
proves that.


“I think she’s going to leave you,” Micah says
quietly.


“What?” I try to take in a deep breath. “What makes
you think that?”


“Holly said she was heading back to Tulsa for a
couple of days to get some stuff situated with her dad’s house, and she’s not
coming home until you leave for your business trip in a couple of days.”


I think that over. That could be a good thing.
Although I want her at home with me, it could be good for her to be away from
whoever wants to hurt her. 


I think about that for a few moments when the
second part of his statement hits me. She’s not coming back until I leave town.
I don’t want her at our house by herself. 


I immediately reach for my phone and dial my
client’s number. Micah and Father sit there the entire time as I convince my
client that I need to see him tomorrow instead of in a few days. It really
doesn’t take much persuading, it’s not as if meeting me earlier will hurt his
case. I hang up and dial the airlines to change my flights as they continue to
sit there and stare at me.


“What?” I say, hanging up the phone.


“You’re leaving today?”


“Tonight,” I clarify. “My client has agreed to meet
with me tomorrow morning. That way I will be here when she thinks I’m gone.” I
stand and start to gather my stuff. “Both of you.” I look to my father first,
then Micah. “Do not tell a soul that I left.”


They both swear they won’t as I lock up my office
and head home to pack an overnight bag. I will be there when she gets home and
I will show her exactly what I think of her trying to pull a fast one on me.
She has no idea how controlling I can be, and since the only place she allows
me to do that is in the bedroom, I’m going to have to up my game.


 





I drive my car down Highway
169 in Tulsa, Oklahoma as I get close to my father’s house. A realtor is coming
over first thing in the morning, and I also have a moving company scheduled for
in the morning. I am moving everything out of his place and putting it into my
mother’s house. I only plan on being here for two days. I am probably going to
be living off energy drinks and chips. I have already trashed this car. I have
sacks of clothes scattered all over the passenger seat as well as in the trunk
from shopping earlier today with Holly. I have bags of chips and Snickers’
wrappers all over the front seat and floorboard. I stopped off at the local
store and picked up some shampoo, a toothbrush, and stuff like that since I
didn’t want to go back to Slade’s house. 


Speaking of Slade, he has tried calling me twice
earlier, and both times I hit ignore. I still have nothing to say to him. I’m
still pissed at the way he spoke to me. I don’t know how in the hell he found
me at the hotel, but I do know he’s going to be freaking out when he finds out
that I checked out and I’m not at home.


 


I slow down as I pull into
my father’s driveway. I haven’t been here since my senior year of high school.
I pull up to the front of his country style house and get out of my car,
grabbing a few of my bags.


I walk up to the garage and punch in the entry
code. Once the garage is up, I walk in and look at the two vehicles that still
sit in the garage. I run my fingertips over his red ‘69 Chevy. It still looks
as good as I remember, just a little dusty. I close the garage as I walk into
the house. It looks the exact same as I walk in, very rustic, with dark hardwood
floors and big area rugs placed throughout the house.


I walk downstairs to his den. It was his favorite
place. His wet bar is still there with alcohol lining the back of the wall. The
big brown suede couch sits in front of where the TV is mounted over the
fireplace. He has all kinds of animals hanging on the walls, from deer to
raccoons, and even his pet cat from when he was a kid. My dad saved everything.
I have never met someone who thought that everything was sentimental like he
did. Especially pets. The man would send anything to a taxidermist. 


I lie down on the dusty sofa and look up. Closing
my eyes I take a deep breath as the smell of his house brings back so many
memories. Courtney and I watching movies down here eating ice cream and
popcorn; my father coming down to check on us and ask if we needed a refill or
to see if we had eaten all the ice cream. He usually watched the movie with us,
too. My dad never dated anyone. If he wasn’t at work, Courtney and I were
usually with him. 


It’s weird how I can be in this house now without
falling apart. I miss him like crazy, but I know deep in my heart that he and Mom
are together. And that thought brings a smile to my face.


I let out a big sigh as I settle into the couch,
getting comfortable.


 


“What are you talking
about?” I slide Courtney a look before cramming popcorn into my mouth.


She laughs. “How can you not see it? The guy is
always staring at you,” she says, sitting beside me as she reaches over to the
popcorn that sits between my legs.


“So.” I shrug. “He stares at anything that has a
set of boobs.” 


“You should go to prom with him. I plan on going
with his friend, Mason.” She tilts her head to the side in thought. “Or is his
name Blake?” she questions. “Anyway, it will be fun. He’s throwing a big party
at his house afterward.”


I shake my head. “We just started senior year.
How do you know who you’re going to go to prom with?” I grab a handful of popcorn.


“I’m good like that,” she states, taking a sip
of her Coke.


I nod my head in agreement. Courtney can get any
guy she wants whenever she wants them. She just has that air about her. She is
not only gorgeous, with her long legs and blonde hair, but she also has
confidence. I, on the other hand, am short and a little shy in the boy
department. I do however have a date next weekend with Chris. He is a new kid
this year. His parents divorced over the summer. He chose to live with his dad
his senior year and his father just happens to live one neighborhood over from
my mother. I haven’t told Courtney yet. If she knew, she would tell me not to
go, that dating the new kid would ruin my reputation. Then I would roll my eyes
at her and tell her to shut up. 


“What are you girls up to?” my dad asks walking
into the room. I can see how my mother fell for him. He’s handsome even for an
older guy, with his dark hair and dark blue eyes. I watch women stare all the
time as he walks by. It always makes me giggle when he speaks to one, they hang
on his every word, and he doesn’t even know it.


“We are watching a movie,” I answer with a smile
on my face. 


“Don’t you guys have school tomorrow? It’s
Monday.” He scratches the back of his neck like he’s trying to calculate the
day.


“Yep.” Courtney smiles up at him.


He turns to look at me after looking down at his
watch. “Are you not going home tonight? It’s past eleven.”


“No. We had planned on staying here. Is that
okay?”


He bends down, kissing me on the forehead. “Of
course, princess. Just make sure to let your mother know where you are at,” he
says before he pulls away and gives Courtney a hug goodnight.


I pull my cell out to text my mother and let her
know we are staying but then turn it right off in case she tries to call me to
tell me to come home. I don’t know why she does, she knows I’m not going to
listen and my dad won’t make me go home if I don’t want to. I hear Courtney’s
phone beep and I roll my eyes, thinking it’s my mother trying to get a hold of
us. 


She drops her phone on her lap and spins her
head to face me, wide-eyed.


“What?” I say, going back to shoving popcorn in
my mouth. 


“You are not going on that date next weekend.”


I roll my eyes. Here it goes….


 


I open my eyes to the quiet dark room. That was the
last time my dad ever kissed me goodnight. Courtney and I had stayed up all
night fighting over my date for the following weekend. It didn’t matter, I
ended up cancelling that date due to the news I received the next day.


We had slept in past first period and rushed to
school. On my way, I had called my dad, telling him thanks for letting us stay
over and sorry that I had missed seeing him that morning. 


When I stayed with him, I always got up early
enough to make him breakfast. Not that morning. I later found out that I had
spoken with him twenty minutes before he had his car accident. If I had known
he only had twenty minutes to live, I would have told him thank you. Thank you
for always being there for me. Thank you for always loving me, even when I know
it was hard. He was always so kind and patient. 


He would say, “Princess, I love you no matter
what you do. Everyone slips up and does things that land us in trouble. It’s
what we take from those mistakes that make us a better person.”


That statement makes me think of Slade. Slade and I
are not perfect people, but when we are together, life seems perfect. It makes
all the heartache I have felt and been through worth it because all of that led
me to him. 


It also makes me think about my mom and dad’s relationship.
If he knew she was sorry for what she had done, then why didn’t he take her
back? Why did he want them to live apart if it only left them lonely without
the other? I’m glad that he had planned on moving back in with her, I just hate
that it took her getting sick for that to happen, for them to resolve their
impasse.


I don’t plan on leaving Slade over his outburst,
but I sure as hell am going to lay down some rules. 


I pull my phone out of my back pocket when it
signals that I have a new text message.


 


Holls: Hey girl. Did you make it safely?


 


Me: Yes I did. I’m getting ready to take
a little nap before I have to start packing stuff up. 


 


I realized I had slept for about thirty minutes,
and that is not going to be enough. It takes her a few minutes to respond. 


 


Holls: Good. I hope you’re not mad at me,
but I told Micah about you going to Tulsa. He informed me when he got off that
he had told Slade. Sorry, Sam. 


 


Shit!


 


Me: So, you’re saying that I should
expect him any time? 


 


He doesn’t know where my father lives but it’s not
hard to look up. 


 


Holls: No. Micah said his only answer was
he was going to give you space and that he will talk to you once he gets back
from his business trip.


 


Hmm. That’s exactly what I needed to hear. No
distractions. No fighting with him. Just some peace and quiet while I take care
of something I have put off for far too long.


 


Me: Okay. That makes me feel better.


 


I set my alarm for four hours from now. The next
two days are going to be crazy busy for me. I don’t have time to deal with
Slade right now. I’m still pissed and somewhat hurt that he spoke to me like
that. I know women have always succumbed to his every whim. Hell, I did the
same thing—it was him that made us wait—but I won’t allow him to treat me like
one of those women. 


I hated that he made me feel like nothing. It only
took a few words from him to make me feel like I was worthless. He always tells
me he loves me. Shouldn’t that make me the most important thing in his life?
Shouldn’t that mean he doesn’t judge how I live my life?


With a sigh, I lie back down on the couch and shut
my eyes.





“Shit!”


I jump back as hot coffee lands on my chest. I grab
a towel and start to clean it up as one of the moving men walks by carrying a
deer head.


He stares at my now coffee stained t-shirt until I
clear my throat. “The truck is almost full, ma’am. Where are we taking it?” the
older man running the show asks me.


I slide him the paper that sits on the counter. “To
this address. I’ll lead the way whenever you guys are ready. Oh,” I say,
getting his attention before he walks off. “Can you have a couple of your guys
drive the two trucks that are in the garage to that house for me as well?” I
decided last night that I needed to put them in my mother’s garage. I can’t
sell the house and leave them here.


“No problem.” He nods before he walks off.


I have been balls-to-the-wall since I woke up in
the middle of the night from my nap. I have called the realtor and she will be
here in a few hours to go over the house so we can decide on a price.


My dad often did residential work. He would lay
concrete slabs for houses, therefore he knew several realtors. I chose the one
that I remember liking the best.


I stare down at my phone and fight the urge to call
Slade. I want to hear his voice; I want him to tell me I’m doing the right
thing, but that would defeat my whole purpose of driving down here alone. I
could have gone back to his house and waited until he left for Iowa to come
down here, but I didn’t. I needed to get away at this very moment. At the time,
I was pissed at him for showing up at my hotel when he clearly knew I wanted to
be alone. Now I’m regretting pushing him away. He has never given me space
before when I wanted it. Actually, that was usually when he pushed harder,
especially since all this shit going on with Jessica, the house getting broken
into, and the back window of the truck being busted. And what is he going to
say when he sees my new car? He’s going to freak the fuck out, that’s what.


“Miss,” the younger man says, getting my attention,
“we are loaded and ready.” 


I nod as I grab what’s left of my coffee.


“Then let’s get going.”
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“The airport,” I say as I
jump into the taxi. He nods his head and pulls into traffic.


That meeting could have gone better. My client
appears guilty and the evidence seems to prove that as well. But that is why he
hired me, because I’m one of the best and can bullshit my way out of anything.
I will have to look over the notes and evidence later this evening before Angel
gets home tomorrow. I don’t know what time she plans on coming in, but I need
to be ready for her when she returns. 


Just thinking about her coming home makes me mad
all over again. One of the main things I love about her also pisses me off
beyond reason. The woman won’t listen to shit I have to say. It’s like she came
hardwired to ignore everything that comes out of my mouth. I guess that’s where
the problem lies. I tell her what to do, I don’t ask politely,
but I don’t know if that would really help either. 


I lean my head back against the headrest and close
my eyes. I’m fucking tired. I called the police this morning and they still
have nothing: nothing new on the home invasion, no leads on the person who
attacked her. I’m friends with a lot of them, but they are so useless. I mean
what do I have to do to get some information out of them? It’s not that I think
they’re lying or keeping stuff from me. They would tell me if there was new
information. I just feel like they’re dropping the ball because the break-in
investigation has stalled and Angel has them convinced the events are not
related.


I grab my phone when I hear it ring, and answer
when I see it is Tate. 


“Hello?”


“Have you heard from her?” are his first words. I
had spoken to him yesterday and he had agreed that it was good for her to get
away the same time I was out of town. 


“No,” I say as I notice that the taxi is
approaching the airport.


“Well, I still have friends in Oklahoma and I just
got a phone call that Sam has put Jack’s house up for sale,” he says in a rush.
“And that she moved everything out.”


I frown. Why does he sound concerned about that?
And who does he know that has that much information? 


“Is that not a good thing?” The way he made it
sound has me questioning her motive. Is she doing something she will regret? Is
she doing it because she is mad at me? What would I have to do with that house,
though?


“Well, I guess it is,” he says slowly, making me
even more confused. “I don’t know why she all of a sudden wants to sell it.”


I hear the frustration in his voice and it makes me
somewhat nervous. Should I call her and tell her not to do it? 


“Maybe she just doesn’t want the reminder,” I offer.
“It has just been sitting there for five years.” That couldn’t be it though.
Why get rid of it now?


“Yeah, but she has kept it all this time. Why sell
it now?” he asks quietly like he’s thinking out loud.


“True?” There is still a lot I don’t know about her
life back in Oklahoma. 


“I….” There’s a long pause. “Hey, I’m getting
another call. I’ll call you back later,” he says quickly before he hangs up.


I pull the phone away from my ear and stare at it
for a few seconds. That had to be the strangest conversation Tate and I have
ever shared before.


I reach for my wallet as the taxi pulls up to the
airport. I pay and check in for my flight. As I sit at my terminal, I decide
not to call her. Angel is a big girl and I’m sure she has a reason for selling
her father’s house. I’m not going to question it or her motives. She went there
for something and that must be her reason. 


 





I grip the steering wheel
tighter as the lights of St. Louis get brighter. You would think after being
away for two days I would have my emotions in check. I think packing up all of
my father’s belongings just brought old feelings back to the surface. Thinking
about my childhood and memories of my father has made me emotional, I cry one
minute and laugh out loud the next. 


My emotions are all over the place where Slade is
concerned, too. I fluctuate from pissed off to heartbroken. It could also be
the energy drinks that I’ve been living off of. Two days of packing can do that
to you. Lack of sleep will mess with your mind and your vision. I blink a few
times, trying to clear my blurry sight.


I look over at the passenger seat and see the empty
Monster cans and potato chip bags. I do love this car. It’s fast as hell and
drives smooth. It has black leather seats and a black dash. It is so sleek
looking that I just may keep it. I don’t know why I would, though. We have
enough cars. I only bought it because I was pissed off at Slade and felt like I
needed a pick-me-up. Now it just seems impractical.


I reach over and turn the stereo volume down as I
pull into our neighborhood. I pull up in front of the garage and get out of the
car. I press in the entry code for the garage and watch as it comes up. 


As I get back in the car, I look at the dash. Shit!
It’s nine thirty. I should have just stayed at my father’s house one more
night. I don’t know why I was in such a rush to get back, it’s not like Slade
is here. 


I get out of the car, shutting the door behind me,
and then walk around to the back and open the trunk to remove the things I
need.


As I’m leaning over into the trunk, I hear the
garage door shut. I spin around to look out the garage door while it closes. I
don’t see anybody as I search around. It is hard though because the outdoor
lights aren’t on. I turn back, shutting the trunk and walking over to enter the
house.


“Nice car.”


I spin around so fast I almost trip. I place my
hand over my chest as if my heart might jump out of it. “Slade,” I say in a
high-pitched tone. “What are you doing here?” I demand. I hate when he scares
the shit out of me.


What the hell is he doing here? He wasn’t supposed
to be home for a couple of days.


I look him over to see if I can gauge his mood. He
seems rather relaxed. He is leaning up against Nadia, which now has a new back
window. His arms rest over his glorious chest and one ankle is crossed over the
other. He is wearing a black t-shirt and a pair of blue jeans; he is barefoot.
Watching him is making my body come alive. I’ve missed him so much, missed his
body heat, his hands on me, everything about him. And it’s only been two
freaking days.


He ignores my question. “Come to get your stuff?”
he asks casually, standing there as cool as a cucumber.


I turn my back to him so as not to drool while
staring at him, and also to avoid that question. I don’t want him to know that
I don’t plan on leaving him. I just hate the fact that he feels like I’m not
good enough.


“I’m guessing by the tone of your voice, you
already have it all packed up for me.” If he does, then he has made his choice
and I will deal with that. It will break my heart but you can’t make someone
want you.


He doesn’t respond, and I do not want to turn
around. It’s as if I can feel his eyes burning a hole in the back of my head. He
is that pissed. 


I reach out and turn the doorknob to head inside of
the house. I’m good at walking away. Obviously!


I feel his hand on my arm, yanking me back, and he
shoves me up against the wall. “Is that what you want? For me to kick you out?”
he growls as his blue eyes look down at me, sending a chill up my spine.


“Get off of me, Slade.” I shove his chest. He
presses his hard erection into me. It just ignites my rage further. 


“Get off of me.” I drop my sack and shove him with
my left hand. He grabs it, pinning it to the wall beside my head.


“No,” he says firmly as a mischievous smile spreads
across his gorgeous face.


I narrow my eyes at him. “Slade,” I growl. 


I reach up and slap him. Although, it’s not nearly
as hard as the time I slapped him outside of the bar. I didn’t have the space
or the momentum behind me, but the sound still bounces off the walls of the
garage. I smile in satisfaction.


He grunts as he grabs my other hand pinning it on
the other side of my head. 


He presses his body into mine further and leans his
head down to my neck. “Fuck, I sometimes forget how feisty you are,” he
whispers into my ear.


I shiver. “Slade, get off of me,” I rasp out,
losing all of my anger as my insides turn to liquid from his hands on me and
his body pressed up against me.


“Oh, I’m going to get off all right.” I feel his
hot breath on my throat before he licks it.


My heart rate picks up and I take a deep breath
trying to calm it. “We are not having sex.” I try to wiggle my hands free.


“You can fight it all you want.” He licks up my
neck to my ear and nibbles on it.


I moan. “See. You can’t deny it, baby.”


“I don’t want to have sex with you,” I say, a
little less breathless.


He bites down on my neck, making me gasp. “You’re
going to let me fuck you.”


“Why’s that?” I curse my body as it betrays me. I
am so wet right now. I’ve wanted him so badly the last two days.


“Because I want to be inside of you.”


I take in a deep breath as I try to control myself.
“All of a sudden I’m good enough for you?” I probably shouldn’t goad him, but
it pisses me off that he wants to take the sexual route when he is clearly
still angry with me.


He pulls back and looks down at me. My eyes catch
sight of a twitch in his jaw. “Don’t start,” he warns.


“Just good enough to fuck,” I snap.


He tightens his hands around my wrist and my body
trembles as I whimper. “I love when you’re like this.” He brings his mouth to
mine. I lick my lips, remembering how those lips feel when they are on mine. I
press forward to kiss him, but he pulls his head away just out of my reach with
a smirk on his face. “All pissy and needing me to remind you where your place
is.”


“Where’s that?”


His eyes lock on mine and they look hard. “Wherever
I want you,” he replies blandly, and it turns me on even more. “Down on your
knees before me. Flat on your back underneath me. Or on all fours as I’m behind
you. Not only does your pussy get wet, your entire body turns to liquid when I
take control of you. And it doesn’t fucking matter how aggressive I am, you
always beg for more,” he whispers.


My legs start to tremble as he pushes my hands up
the wall, gripping them in one of his hands above my head. He brings his now free
hand down my arm and curves it around my neck. My body quivers. It’s not tight
or uncomfortable, just holding my head back against the cold wall.


I swallow hard and look into his blue eyes. Those
baby blues look hard and angry as they bore into mine. 


“Slade,” I whisper against his lips.


He smiles and I feel it, his victory smile. He
knows he has won. I am so fucked, literally. “I’m going to fuck you senseless,
Angel. Better than I ever have before. I know you like it rough….” He pauses as
his eyes lock on mine. “And I like giving it to you roughly.”


I try taking a deep breath but it’s hard with his
hand curled around my neck. I close my eyes and try to calm my body down. It’s
going wild; my knees are shaking, my sex is throbbing, and my heart is racing.


“Open your eyes,” he demands.


I open them and stare into his. “What do you want,
Angel?”


I shake my head. He’s going to have to work for it.
He may have me pressed against the wall, but I have the control.


He lifts his hand a bit on my neck and pushes my chin
back, causing me to look to the ceiling, before turning it a tad to the right.
He brings his face back to my neck by my ear. “I knew I should have put those
handcuffs in my pocket.” Well, I thought I had control, but the mention of
handcuffs blew that out of the water. 


“I thought, hey, I might need those. Then I thought,
no, sometimes you just have to do things with your bare hands.” He tightens his
grip around my wrists. “I don’t have much patience, Angel. Your little stunt
has me determined to show you I have the control. It seems you need a reminder,
once again.” 


I’ve needed him. I know he didn’t sleep with that
girl from the hotel and that he didn’t plan to. Slade and I may have problems,
but cheating is not one of them. I need him to show me, just as much as he
needs to feel back in control. Even if it is just during sex, because he might
be throwing my shit out when he discovers I’ve decided not to quit my job. 


“Please,” I ask as I squirm.


He releases my arms and takes a step back from me.
“Take off your clothes.” 


My eyebrows draw together as my body slumps back
against the wall. “Uh,” I stutter, somewhat confused, trying to stand on
shaking legs.


“I won’t repeat myself, Angel.”


What the hell? “Is this a game?” 


He takes a couple of steps toward me and places one
hand at the base of my neck, grabbing my hair and pulling my head back. I hiss
in a breath.


“This is what I want,” he growls. “I want you to
undress yourself for me,” he whispers as he slides his other hand down my hip
and between my legs. He cups his hand over my jeans. “Do you want my cock
inside of you, Angel?” 


A shiver runs through my body at his words.
“Please,” I rasp.


“For me to give you what you want, you will give me
what I want,” he demands, rubbing his hand against my pussy over my jeans.
“Won’t you, Angel?”


I nod my head. “Say it!” he calls out, voice
booming throughout the garage.


“Whatever you want,” I state.


He releases me and stands back. I don’t waste a
second as I kick off my shoes and pull my shirt up over my head before pushing
my jeans, along with my thong, down my legs. I toss my bra to the side. Then I
lean back against the wall as I peer up at him, my heart pounding in my chest.
I stare into his eyes as he looks me up and down.


“Why don’t we go inside?” 


He shakes his head as he stands up straighter. 


“Come and undo my pants.” 


I push off the wall. Reaching him, I slowly undo
the button. I look up and watch his eyes as I pull down his zipper. I want to
ask him what the hell we are doing, but I have a feeling he won’t answer me.


“I want to feel your hand around my cock, as you
slowly run it up and down,” he says roughly.


“I want you, Slade,” I plead. Why are we playing
this stupid game?


“I know.” He smiles a slow and sexy smile. “And I’m
going to give it to you, when you’re ready.”


I frown. “I am ready, I want you.” I think I’ve
waited long enough.


“Are you?” he questions. He places a hand in my
hair and pulls my head back as he lowers his lips to mine. “Are your panties
soaked?” he whispers. “Is your pussy throbbing?”


“Yes.” If it wasn’t already, it is now. 


He pushes me backward, crashing my back against the
wall once again. “I’ll be the judge of that.” 


He dips his hand between my thighs and finds his
way to my lips. I automatically spread my legs farther apart. One finger glides
in-between my folds and my breath hitches as he thrusts it inside of me.


“You are wet, but not as much as I want you to be,”
he states as he slides his fingers out of me. 


I bite my lip in frustration. “Please.”


He lifts his finger and places it in his mouth,
tasting. He closes his eyes and moans, before his finger pops out of his mouth.


“Would you like a taste?” He holds up his finger.


“Of you,” I whisper. I don’t know what it is about
him and the control he has over me when it comes to sex. Ever since I met him,
the guy has the power to keep me on my knees.


“Then what are you waiting for?” He lifts an
eyebrow as he finishes pulling his cock out and starts stroking himself. 


I push on his chest, placing his back against the
wall as I go down to my knees in the garage. I have no idea why we are out here,
but I’m not going to question this high he is on right now.


I reach up to take him in my hand when he speaks.
“No.” 


Looking up at him, my brow scrunches. 


“Behind your back.” 


I nod once as I place my hands behind my back. I
lean into him as he threads a hand through my hair. I open up for him as he
gives me a little bit at a time, sucking it in a little further with each push.



I open my eyes and look up at him when he moans. He
has his head thrown back against the wall, facing toward the ceiling. His
tongue comes out and he licks his lips.


I let out a whimper from the pain in my knees. My
stomach is as tight as it can be as I try to hold myself still. My body is cold
from the cement floor, but my mind no longer notices that when he reaches the
back of my throat and I hear him let out a puff of air.


“Fuck,” he growls tightening his hand in my hair.
“All the way, Angel.” 


I suck him all the way to the back of my throat as
he pushes his hips forward. My body jerks and I start to pull away, but he
holds my head still. 


“Fuck, I love you on your knees,” he growls as he
pulls himself to the front of my mouth. I open up wider, taking in a gulp of
air, before he pushes back in. I close my eyes as he hits the back of my throat
again. My body once again tries to fight it, but his hand holds my head steady.


I feel my eyes start to water and my cheeks start
to burn as he pulls my head back by my hair. This time he doesn’t give me the
chance to take a breath before he thrusts back into my mouth with just as much
force as the last time. And something about his forcefulness makes me even
wetter. The sounds he makes as he has his way with my mouth are intoxicating. I
have always wanted to please this man, and judging by the sounds he is making,
I am doing just that.


He slowly pulls away and his cock pops out of my
mouth as he jerks my head back. I look up at him with my eyes half closed,
breathing heavy. 


He reaches down and yanks me up quickly to stand,
and then pins my back against the wall. I shiver from the unexpected cold surface
on my skin.


“That mouth of yours….” He runs his thumb over the
bottom of my slick, parted lips as I continue to breathe heavily. “Is fucking
amazing.” His gaze moves from my lips to meet my eyes. “I don’t know where I
prefer my cock more. Your tight little pussy or your perfect mouth.”


I whimper as he inches his body closer to me. I
want to beg him to give me what he knows I want, but I’m still trying to catch
my breath.


He stares at me for a few seconds and it makes me
nervous. Is this it? Is he going to break up with me over what I did this
weekend? If the roles were reversed, I would be mad at him for skipping town
without a word. 


I start to speak but he pulls me away from the wall,
brings me over in front of my new car, and spins me around. He bends me at the
waist and pushes me face down onto the hood.


“Slade, we can’t do it here.” 


His hands leave my back and I place my hands flat
on my hood to push myself up but I don’t make it far. He grabs my arms and
pulls them behind my back, causing me to fall against the metal. He holds my
arms together and secures them to my back with one of his strong hands on my
forearms.


“Slade,” I pant. “We can’t do it in here,” I repeat
in case he didn’t hear me the first time.


He leans over, placing his weight on top of me. “We
can do it wherever the fuck I want, baby.” I feel him run his palm between my
thighs where it comes to rest on my sex. He hisses in a breath as he rubs a
finger into my wet folds. 


“And by judging how wet your pussy is, you don’t
really seem to object.”


I don’t think I have ever been so turned on. 


He glides a finger in slowly, working it in and out
of me. After a few slow strokes, he pushes in a second finger. I push my hips
back toward him.


I feel his hips pull from mine as he removes his
fingers and I think he is going to get off of me, but instead, he slams his
dick into me.


I scream. 


He brings his other hand to help keep hold of my
arms, pushing them further up my back, pinning my body in place. It’s painful,
but in a good way. This is what I have been waiting for. 


He pulls out of me and slams back into me. He pulls
back and does it again. He picks up the pace and continues to push me harder
than he ever has before. And he was right, the rougher he is, the wetter I get.
All I can feel is him filling me, controlling me, dominating me; just how I
like it. 


It doesn’t take me long to come. I scream out his
name as my body tightens around him. I feel him pulse inside of me as he finds
his release. 


He pulls out and releases my arms but I don’t move
them. I can’t. I feel as if my body is glued to the hood and I can’t move a
muscle.


I hear a rustle of clothing and then I feel
something rub against my sex as he cleans me off. I continue to lie there, not
moving. He helps me stand as I stumble on shaky legs.


He reaches down, places an arm under my legs, and
lifts me up. I lay limp in his arms with my eyes closed as he carries me to the
bedroom. I do notice that my skin is touching his bare chest; he must have used
his shirt to clean me off.


He lays me down in bed and climbs in beside me. 


I open my eyes and see his eyes roaming my face. I
can’t seem to keep them open. I’m exhausted. These last few days have kicked my
butt.


I feel the pads of his fingers lightly trail over
my cheek. “The bruise is gone,” he remarks quietly.


“That’s because it was not as bad as you thought it
was,” I whisper. 


He is quiet for a few minutes before he speaks
again. “Look at me.”


I open my heavy eyes to see his relaxed look has
changed to one of concern. “Anyone touching you is bad.” He exhales a long
breath as he relaxes his face. “I have never been so protective of someone
before you and maybe sometimes I go overboard a little.” He chuckles. “But
that’s nothing new to you. You know how I can get when it comes to you. I just
think that you need to be more careful when it comes to who you are around. You
need to be more alert and—”


“I know,” I interrupt him. “I know how crazy you
can get.”


“Crazy?” he questions with a smile on his face.


“Yes, I just called you crazy. But you need to take
it easy.”


“I just don’t understand why Tate had to call me.
Why didn’t you want to tell me what had happened?”


“I was going to tell you.” He would have known
something was wrong the minute he saw my face. “I was just in shock. When it
happened, I didn’t even think before I reacted. But then I realized how
terrified Tate looked and how confused I was over the attack. I was scared. I
knew you were just going to make it worse.”


“How so?” he asks, sounding offended.


“By freaking out. By blaming me.” I look away from
him.


“I didn’t blame you.” He pulls back and leans up on
one arm.


“Yes you did and you just did it again. All the
talk about whom I’m around, or to be more careful.”


He reaches up and runs a hand through my hair. “I
just don’t know what I would do if someone hurt you. Actually, that’s a lie. I
know exactly what I would do. Kill them.”


I let out a little laugh at how determined he
sounds. 


“I want you to quit your job.” I take in a deep
breath, not wanting to have this conversation again. “But I won’t make you do
that.”


“Thank you. I know it’s not important, but does it
really matter that I’m just a waitress?” 


“It has nothing to do with you just being a
waitress.” He lies down and looks up as if he’s deep in thought. As the seconds
tick by, I start to get nervous. I can tell something is going through his
mind.


I place my hand on his chest, but it’s as if he
doesn’t even feel it. His baby blue eyes are fixed on the ceiling.


“Slade?”


He doesn’t answer as he continues to lie there
still as a statue.


“What are you thinking?”


He finally looks over to me with a worried expression
on his face. “I don’t want to freak you out,” he says slowly.


Maybe I don’t want to know what he’s thinking. I
speak before I can even stop myself. “Okay?”


He takes in a deep breath. “My job is not always
the safest, Angel. When Tate called me and told me what had happened, my first
thought was that you were too injured to call me yourself. Why would Tate be
calling me if you were okay? Then I saw how shaken up you were once you arrived
at the station.” He swallows nervously. “The next thing I thought was that
someone was trying to hurt you to get to me.” 


“What do you mean?” Does he think some girl is
after him bad enough that they would hurt me to get me out of the picture?


“The break-in. The window being broke. Then someone
attacking you,” he says clenching his jaw.


“You think they are all by the same person?” I
still don’t think that the events are related.


 He lies back on the pillow and runs his hands
through his hair. “I don’t know. I fucking hate not knowing. Everyone knows how
I feel about you and that you live with me. Word travels fast in this town and
I get paid to defend bad guys, to keep them out of jail.”


I bite my bottom lip to keep my mouth shut, hoping
he will talk more about his job.


“I know when my client is indeed guilty, but I’m
good enough to make them seem innocent.” He looks over at me and I see the true
fear in his eyes as they search my face.


“So I was afraid that someone was trying to teach
me a lesson, or send me a message, and I can’t allow that, Angel.” He sits back
up on one elbow and places a hand on my cheek. “I don’t know what I would do if
I lost you.” He leans in closer, placing his forehead on mine. He releases a
long breath before he pulls back just enough for me to look into those
beautiful blue eyes. “I don’t know how I would survive if I were to lose you.”
He shakes his head. 


“I’m not going anywhere, baby. I’m right here.” I
give him a small smile although I am a tad freaked out now. But he can’t
see that. He opened up to me and told me how he feels about the events that
have been happening in our life. And now that I see them from his point of
view, I can see the true terror behind them.


“And that’s how I want it to stay.” He leans over
and kisses me.


“I love you, Slade,” I say as he pulls away.


“I love you too, Angel,” he states, lying down and
pulling me to his side. I close my eyes and think of how quickly life can
change. No one knows who is after us or why, and I need to always be on high
alert. 


He chuckles, getting my attention. “What’s so
funny?” 


“I was just thinking I’m going to have to buy us a
bigger house.”


“Why’s that?” I ask, pulling away from him.


“Because you’re starting to collect cars like you
do shoes.” I smile over at him.


He goes to speak but my phone rings. “Hello?”


“Hey, Samantha. I have a buyer for the house,” my
realtor says happily.


“What? Did you even put it on the market yet?”


“What can I say? I’m good like that,” she laughs
out. “They didn’t even try to chisel you down. They will pay asking price.”


“Okay. They can have it.” We say our goodbyes and I
disconnect the call. “Someone just bought my father’s house.” I say somewhat
confused. I figured it would take months.


“You put it up for sale?” he asks, as he raises an
eyebrow.


“Yeah.” I forgot he doesn’t know what all I was
doing while in Oklahoma. “That’s what I went to Tulsa for. I had to let go of
what was left of my past.”


“And how does that make you feel?” Slade asks,
running a hand down my arm.


I look over to him. “Relieved,” I answer with a small
smile on my face. 





It’s been two weeks since
someone attacked me outside of Larry’s. 


 I still constantly look over my shoulder wherever
I go, but I haven’t had much time to think of how well things have been going.
I have been too busy trying to plan a surprise birthday party for Slade. I
never thought it would be so hard. He is always by my side. He even invites me
to visit him at the firm while he’s working. I find myself filing papers or
talking Rose’s ear off. Slade loves it, and keeps dropping hints about hiring
me. I keep declining them with a smile. I will say that office sex is
pretty awesome, though.


Slade had some work to do at the office this
morning so Tate came over to visit. Our new bedroom furniture is finally being
delivered today. They had some problems with the order, so it took longer than
expected to get it all straightened out. Slade said he wanted Tate present
while the delivery guys were at our house.


Once I had made us lunch and put the sheets on the
new bed, Missy called me and said she needed a girls’ night tonight. I think
she is having problems trying to get Tate as close as she wants him. I can
understand that, so I called up the ladies. 


“The girls and I are going out tonight,” I announce
as Slade joins me in the shower. He just got home about twenty minutes ago and
I have a feeling he is not going to want me to go out.


He rubs the back of his neck as he releases a long
breath.


“What?” I ask walking over to him.


“I don’t know how I feel about you going out
without me,” he replies honestly.


“Don’t trust me?” I arch an eyebrow.


He backs me up against the wall and I gasp as the
cold tile touches my skin. “Honestly, it’s everyone else I don’t trust, those
men watching you dance.” I bite my bottom lip to hide my smile. I’m not going
to tell him that we are just going to the movies. I’ll let him sweat it for a
while. “Men having their eyes on these.” He brings his hands up and grabs my
breasts possessively. I arch my back. “Men watching you move your hips to the
music.” His hands slide down my waist and to my hips. “Fuck,” he growls
lowering his face close to mine. “I loved watching you dance that night I
dragged you out of Larry’s.”


“What?” I question, somewhat breathless.


“You had caught me fair and square.” He chuckles.
“I sat there and watched you dance.” He lifts one hand and runs it up the base
of my neck. He grabs my hair and pulls my neck back. “I sat there just
imagining how fucking amazing it would feel to have your hips moving like that
while you rode my cock.” 


I suck in a breath as my knees start to shake. His
other hand leaves my hip and travels up to my cheek. He runs the pad of his
thumb over my bottom lip. He removes his hand and leans down to kiss me. His
tongue ravages my mouth and demands my attention. As he moves away, he grabs my
arm and pulls me onto his lap as he sits down on the bench.


“Remind me, Angel,” he says panting. “Remind me
what those hips feel like as that tight pussy—”


I cut him off, crashing my lips to his. I lift my
hands up and grab a hold of his hair. His hand slips between our bodies and he
opens me up before he slides himself into me. I don’t waste a second as I start
moving my hips back and forth. He pulls his mouth away and I take in a big gulp
of air. He reaches up and grabs my wrists. He pulls them away from his hair and
pins them behind my back in one hand, causing me to push my chest forward.


“That’s what I want,” he says before he leans down
and takes a nipple into his mouth. He lightly bites it and I lose the rhythm of
my hips. I stop and throw my head back, letting out a cry.


“Don’t stop, baby.” He kisses his way from my
breast to my neck. “I want you to fuck me.”


I lean up and start to move my hips again. He
places a hand between us and circles my sweet spot as I ride him. We don’t stop
again until we are both panting and the shower water has run cold.

















[bookmark: CH26]CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX





 


I had just kissed Angel
goodbye when I hear my phone ringing. 


“Hello,” I say to Micah as I search for something
to wear.


“Hey man, I’m calling to give you a heads up.”


“For what?”


“The guys and I are coming over. Oklahoma plays
Alabama tonight. Josh wanted to go out and watch it, but I figured you would
want to watch it at the house.”


I think about it. It has been a while since we were
all together without the girls around. “Yeah, I’m in no mood to go out.”
Especially since Angel won’t be going with me. “Okay, well come on over,” I say,
pulling a t-shirt off its hanger. “I’m going to give Tate a shout.”


“No need. Josh already called him,” he informs me before
we end the call.


Not fifteen minutes later my doorbell rings. I
answer the door to Josh. “I forgot that Alabama plays tonight,” I admit,
closing the door behind him. His favorite college team is Alabama.


“Oh, I didn’t. It’s all Courtney has talked about
this week. How Oklahoma is going to kick their ass.” He waves a hand in the air
as if dismissing that idea.


“I bet you twenty bucks Oklahoma wins,” I say with
confidence. I’m not the biggest OU fan, but I know that Angel is.


He chuckles as he nods his head. “You’re on.”


 


Micah and Tate show up
shortly after and we all go down to the basement. I turn on the TV, getting
ready for the game to start as we team up, grabbing pool sticks. “How are
things going with Courtney?” I lean up against the wall as I watch Josh rack
the balls.


“Pretty good.” He looks up at me, and smiles.
“She’s going to move in with me.”


“That’s great, Josh.” I’m glad that he has found
someone that makes him happy.


“Yeah, all that begging paid off,” he jokes, making
all of us laugh. Then he gets serious. “At first she had been kind of
apprehensive to trust me but one night everything just came out, stuff about
her past, regarding her dad. Then she told me she has wanted to find him for a long
time. I told her I would help her out.” He shrugs. “She didn’t want to involve
me, but I told her there was no way I was going to let her do it without my
help.”


I remember her telling Angel the night after their
fight that she had decided to locate him. “Yeah, Angel says she’s always had a
problem with all the stuff her mother fills her head with about men,” I say,
bouncing my left leg as I continue to lean up against the wall.


“Something wrong?” Tate asks, eyeing my bouncing
leg.


I stop the movement. “I don’t like Angel being out
without me,” I admit shamelessly.


He chuckles and Josh starts laughing at me as well.


“She has to have a life, Slade,” Micah says,
positioning himself in front of the pool table.


“I know that,” I snap. “I just don’t like her going
out drinking without me. What if something were to happen to her? There are
still so many unanswered questions.” Ever since the break-in and her being
attacked, I have not wanted to let her out of my sight.


Micah frowns. “Drinking? Since when did the movie
theater start serving alcohol?”


I push off the wall and look at him with my head
tilted. “What do you mean the movie theater?”


“They went to see that new chick flick,” Josh chimes
in. “I offered to go, but she said it was a girls’ night only. I think Missy
even went with them.”


Tate hangs his head as he shakes it. “I knew this
was going to happen. Missy will be their best friend before the night is over.”


“She seems like a good kid,” I say, pulling out my
phone and sending Angel a text.


 


Me: Movies?


 


Is all I send. She texts me back before I can even
lay my phone on the pool table.


 


Angel: J
Yes! Sorry to disappoint you. My ass shaking is only for when you are around.


 


I chuckle.


 


Me: Better be.


 


“Exactly. A kid,” Tate counters my previous statement.
“She’s not even twenty-one yet.”


“That’s right,” Micah says, snapping his fingers.
“That’s why they went to the movies. Holly had mentioned that Missy wasn’t old
enough to get into a bar.”


I don’t mention that the first time we all met her
was in a bar. That’s the thing about the bars around here; they are not hard to
get into when you are underage.


Tate nods his head. I look at Micah as he lifts his
beer and throws back half of it. “Are you doing okay?” We have been busy at
work, so I have not had a chance to speak to him much lately.


He sets his drink down, shaking his head. “I just
needed this guys’ night, is all.”


“Why? Are you and Holly having problems?” I ask.


“Yeah. Well, no, not really,” he sighs out. “It’s
just all this wedding stuff. We’re not fighting, but she’s fighting with her
mother. And it puts her in a bad mood.”


I lean back against the wall and take a swig of my
beer. 


“Maybe you should get a wedding planner. Let
someone else do it all for you,” Josh suggests.


Micah and I both look over at him as Tate smirks.
“What?” He shrugs. “Courtney likes to watch this wedding show and they all have
wedding planners,” he defends.


I laugh as Micah continues to stare at him. “Hey,
I’m not the only one in the room that does stupid shit to get laid.”


“So true,” I agree before taking another sip of my
beer.


“How are you and Sam doing?” Micah asks.


“We’re doing great.” I smile. “Things finally seem
to be back on track.”


Tate leans his pool stick up against the wall and
walks over to the mini bar. “I think we all need to do a shot,” he says,
picking up the bottle of Crown.


“What’s the occasion?” Josh asks.


“Well, I figured since it is just us guys tonight
that we could celebrate Slade’s birthday.”


I let out a groan making them all laugh. “You’re
turning thirty, not fifty,” Josh teases.


I lean back against the wall and my mind wonders
how my life will be in twenty years. The only thing that matters is that Angel
is by my side. 


“Slade,” Tate says, getting my attention. I look
over to him. “Celebrate it. It’s the first birthday you have that you get to
share with someone special.”


I grin over at him. 


“Aren’t you the romantic?” Micah says, laughing at
him.


“I’m the furthest thing from that,” he responds seriously.
“Believe me,” he adds looking down at the shot glasses as he fills one at a time.


“Speaking of romantic,” Josh starts, “I know
tomorrow is your birthday, but your ring will be ready in the morning. I will
bring it with me to the golf course.” 


“Can’t wait to see it. Thank you.” I tip my bottle
to him.


“When are you going to pop the question?” Tate asks,
putting the Crown down.


“I have not thought that far yet.” I shrug. “I
guess when she’s in a good mood,” I joke, giving them all a big smile.


They all stare at me with a straight face. “You’re
kidding right?” my brother questions.


“Well, I wouldn’t ask her if she was pissed off
about something,” I say, obviously. I watch as they just continue to stare at
me like I’m a fucking idiot. “I’m just joking guys. I’m also not a romantic,
but I’m sure as hell not a fucking moron.” I laugh as I see their faces relax.
“I’m still thinking about doing it on Thanksgiving.” 


“That would be a good time,” Micah agrees. “You
could do it at Mom and Dad’s house like I did with Holly.”


I think back to when he proposed to Holly. I like
how everyone was able to witness it, but I think I would like it to be a little
more romantic for Angel, like out on the bridge where I gave her the heart
shaped necklace.


Tate steps away from the bar and passes out the
shots. We start to play pool as the game comes on. 


Oklahoma scores within the first three minutes and
Tate smiles, walking back over to the bar. “Another round?” he asks.


I shake my head at him. “I’m done.”


“I’ll have one,” Josh pipes in, hanging his head.
“I’m afraid Oklahoma is going to kick Alabama’s ass,” he admits.


“Afraid you’re going to have to pay me twenty
bucks?” I taunt him.


“No. I’m afraid of all the shit talking Courtney is
going to dish out if they win.”


We play several more rounds of pool as we continue
to watch the game. It’s third quarter when Angel walks downstairs. 


“You guys having fun?” she asks as she wraps her
arm around me.


“No.” Josh sighs. “I’m getting my ass kicked.” He
gestures to the pool table. 


“Just like Alabama,” I say, looking at the TV.


“I had to keep nudging Courtney during the movie
because she kept checking the score on her phone,” Angel tells us, pulling away
from me.


Josh smiles before he lays his pool stick on the
table. “I’m going to head home.”


“Me too,” Tate agrees, doing the same.


“Guess that means I’ll go home as well,” Micah says,
sounding like he would rather stay.


Angel and I follow them to the front door. They all
walk out to their cars and Angel walks outside with a scowl on her face. “Tate,
isn’t it too cold out for you to be riding your bike? And where is your
helmet?” She places her hands on her hips.


“I like the cold air,” he replies, getting onto his
bike. “And I already told you. I don’t wear a helmet.”


She begins to speak but he revs the engine and
waves before driving off. I grab her by the hand and pull her inside before she
starts screaming at him over the sound of his bike.


“How was the movie?” I ask, shutting the front
door.


“It was fantastic.” She gets a dreamy smile on her
face.


“Oh yeah? Tell me about it.”


“It was about this man who falls in love with his
brother’s girlfriend. She ends up cheating on her boyfriend with his brother.
The boyfriend finds out about it and beats the shit out of the brother. Then
the original brother goes out and gets drunk and ends up driving his car into a
creek, where he drowns. Then, come to find out the girl is pregnant and she
doesn’t know who the daddy is.” She smiles. “They left it open for a sequel,”
she adds excitedly.


I stare at her as she recalls the movie. “That
sounds like the shittiest story I have ever heard,” I finally say. “And
depressing.”


“Oh, I cried my eyes out,” she admits, giving me a
smile before she walks off toward our bedroom.


I shake my head. I swear, I will never figure out
how a woman’s mind works or why they want to watch such sad shit.


I head downstairs to pick up all the trash and turn
off the TV. Once done with that, I walk into our bedroom. “Angel?” I say as I
face the foot of our bed and start to unbutton my shirt. 


“Happy early birthday, baby.”


I turn around and see her standing in the doorway
to the bathroom. She’s wearing a white pair of high-heels and a white bra with diamonds
along the edges with a matching lace thong.


Her hair is up in a bun with a few stray pieces
down around her face.


“What are you doing?” I can’t help but ask as she
stands there with a naughty smile on her face.


“I thought we could celebrate your birthday as we
break in the new bed,” she says before she starts walking toward me. “How do
you feel about that?”


I place my hands on her hips and pull her toward
me. “I think that sounds like a fantastic idea as long as you don’t say the
word birthday,” I reply, leaning down to kiss her. I’m in the mood to make love
to her tonight. 


“Whatever you want.” She pushes her body into mine.


“What I want is to make love to you on our new
bed.” She grabs my hand and leads me over it. 


She lies down and I position myself on top of her.
“Show me,” she whispers. “Show me how much you love me.”


My eyes roam her beautiful face and bright green
eyes. I don’t think I could ever put how much I really love her into words or
actions. But I think asking for her hand in marriage will be a great start.





I wake up and quietly get
out of bed so I don’t wake Angel. I make my way to the kitchen and start some
coffee. I lean back against the countertop as I let out a long sigh. I already
feel older. My back hurts, which could just be from the sex we had last night.
I don’t know how we managed it, but we ended up rolling off the bed. Good thing
my body saved Angel from hitting the floor. That also probably contributed to
the pounding headache I have right now.


I push off the counter and turn around to pour
myself a cup of coffee. Angel gets my attention when she all but runs into the
kitchen. “Happy birthday!” 


I groan as I lean back against the sink. She stands
in front of me with a little smile on her soft lips. “Did you notice I didn’t
say thirt—?”


I place my hand over her mouth to quiet her before
the entire word gets out. She looks up at me and I feel a smile on the palm of
my hand.


Taking my hand away, I wrap my arms around her
lower back. “Okay, I won’t say it.” 


“That naughty smile you have on your lips says
otherwise.” 


She pulls back and looks at me as if offended. “No
faith.”


I laugh and pull her closer to me. “Oh, I have
faith.”


“You know what the best thing about a birthday is?”


I shake my head no.


“Birthday morning sex.” She bites her bottom lip
seductively. I reach down with both of my hands and grab her ass. I lift her up
and she wraps her legs around me as I step away from the counter.


Walking backward, I sit her on top of the island. I
lean down, shoving my head in the crook of her neck, and inhale her scent.
“That sounds like a great idea.” I place my hands on her thighs and run them up
her soft tan legs. Reaching the hem of my shirt, I raise it up over her head.


“I love it when you wear my shirts,” I mumble into
the crook of her neck as my hand wanders and I discover she has no panties on.
“And only my shirts.” I reach up with the other hand, pulling her neck back.


“I love it when I can smell you on me,” she
whispers.


I growl before I lightly nibble on her collarbone.
I push my now hard cock against her and she whimpers. 


Her hands go to my waistband and she starts to push
down my sweatpants. 


My phone interrupts us. “You should get that,” she suggests
as it continues to ring.


“No. They can call back later.” Just as I finish
speaking my cell quits ringing. I smash my lips to hers and the house phone
starts.


She giggles. “Get the phone. You can meet me in the
shower,” she says, pushing me back then jumping down from the counter. I slap
her on the ass as she walks away. I pick up the phone when I see it’s my
mother. Let the birthday calls begin.


 





“It’s finished,” I announce,
pulling Slade’s birthday cake out of Vivian’s oven.


“How long will it take you to decorate?” Holly asks,
looking at the clock on the stove.


I shrug. “I don’t know. This is my first time to
try this, so there is still a possibility it will end up in the trash,” I joke,
making Missy laugh. 


“Well, hopefully it doesn’t take too long. The guys
will be back in two hours,” Vivian reminds me, placing everything I need onto
the island before she walks out of the kitchen.


I guess it is a family tradition for Mark to take
Slade to hit golf balls on his birthday. When I first heard of this last week,
I thought they were crazy. Who plays golf in November? Then I was informed that
there is an indoor golf simulator driving range somewhere in the city. So
Slade, Mark, Micah and Josh went to practice their swing with pretend golf balls.
They invited Tate but he had to help me get Slade’s birthday present this
morning. He promised me he would be at the game tonight though. The game where
I am having Slade’s surprise party.


“Where did you find this recipe at?” Missy inclines
her head, gesturing to the cake in my hands.


“I just started Googling cake with beer recipes and
found it.” 


“I bet it will taste fantastic,” Courtney says
excitedly.


“Well, of course you would since you’re an
alcoholic,” Holly pipes in, smirking.


Courtney places her hand on her hip as if offended.
“I am not,” she retorts with a smile on her face.


Slade’s favorite beer is Bud Light. I wanted to do
something different for his birthday cake. So I did some research on cakes and
found a Bud Light cake recipe, where you add the beer to the batter. I made it
in the shape of a football, and now I am about to decorate it with Rams’
colors. 


“I’m surprised he hasn’t found out about tonight,”
Vivian says. 


“Me too,” I agree. “I left the Rams’ schedule out
on purpose for him to see it was a home game. He told me that he wanted to go
and I brushed it off, but I am just so excited that my plan worked.” 


“How are you going to get him there without knowing
about the surprise party?” Missy asks.


I frown because I have yet to figure that part out.
“I’m going to wing it,” I tell them, because that is the best that I can come
up with right now.


All of us girls laugh and start talking about our
plans for Thanksgiving and Christmas as I decorate the cake. It makes me think
about my parents. I used to spend half of the day on Thanksgiving and Christmas
Eve with my father. The last five years had been torture during the holidays,
being on my own. But I am looking forward to spending it with my new friends that
I have come to love as if they are my family, and I wouldn’t change that for
anything.


“That is amazing,” Missy praises, leaning over the
counter, looking down at the football shaped cake as I am inspecting my icing
job.


“I should have tried a piece of it.” I frown. “What
if it tastes like ass?”


Missy looks up at me. “Well, I’ve never tasted ass,
so I will not be able to make that comparison.”


Everyone laughs out loud at how serious she is.
Courtney walks up behind her and places a hand on her shoulder. “One day a guy
will come along and leave that taste in your mouth,” she says, still laughing.
“Just wait.”


Missy’s blue eyes get big as she stares at me for
clarification. “She means a man will make you want to vomit,” I explain before
I lick icing off of my finger.


Missy smiles as she pushes her black rimmed glasses
up on her nose. 


“I once felt that way about Slade,” I say with a
smile on my face. “All the women.” I shudder. “Man, he drove me nuts. Well, he
still does, just for different reasons now.”


Vivian smiles as she enters the kitchen. “I just
spoke with Mark. The boys are still hitting balls.” She looks down to the cake.
“Wow. That is amazing, Samantha. You should quit the bar and work at a bakery.”


Everyone gets quiet as I stare over at Holly then to
Courtney.


“Actually. My last day at the bar is next weekend.”
I beam up at Vivian.


“Oh my gosh. Why didn’t Slade tell me you were
quitting Larry’s?” 


“Because I haven’t told him yet,” I state simply.


She lets out a little laugh. “Well, I want to be
there when you tell him.”


“What am I going to do without you?” Holly sighs
dramatically. “I’m going to be so lonely.”


“That’s right, bitch,” Courtney taunts with a smile
on her face. “Now I get her all to myself. Be very jealous.”


“Oh, I am.” Holly nods.


I hear someone’s ringer chime and I see Missy look
down at her phone. “Hey, what are our plans after the game?” she wonders aloud,
looking up from her phone.


I shrug. “I guess whatever Slade wants to do. Why?”


“Because my brother is in a band and they’re playing
tonight if you guys want to go out afterward.”


“Oh.” Courtney sits down next to her. “What does he
play?”


“The drums.”


“I bet he’s hot.” She raises her eyebrows.


Holly walks behind her. “You’re taken,” she says,
leaning over her shoulder.


Courtney brushes her off. “I love Josh. I’m just
saying. I bet he’s hot.”


Missy frowns. “I’m not going to say he’s hot, but
he is married.”


“Ah ha,” Courtney says, making Missy jump. “That
proves my point.” She gives a big smile.


I ignore her reasoning of when a guy is hot. “I
think that sounds like a good idea, but I will leave it up to Slade,” I decide,
picking up the cake and placing it in the oven. “The cake should be safe in
here.” I shut the door and stand up. “Just don’t turn the oven on,” I request, looking
at Vivian.


“I won’t.” 


“The game starts at six. What time are you guys
going to go?” I ask, pulling my phone out of my back pocket to check the time.


“We will be there when the gates open,” Vivian states.
“I want to make sure everything is set up and ready for when you guys arrive.”


“Thank you guys so much for helping me out with
everything.” 


“No problem,” Vivian says as she walks around the
kitchen island to give me a hug.


“I have to get home before Slade does.” I grab my
purse and give everyone a hug. “I will see you guys later,” I call out as I walk
through the door to head home.

















[bookmark: CH27]CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN





 


I grab a hold of Angel’s
hand as we walk into the Rams’ stadium. I had told her last week that I just
wanted to go to the game for my birthday. I was so excited when I found out
they were playing a home game on my birthday that you would have thought I was
a little kid again. 


She seemed reluctant at first, but then said that
it was my birthday, so whatever I wanted was fine.


“Where are we going? Our seats are this way,” I ask,
pointing to our section.


“I want to go over to the other side of the
stadium.” She tugs on my hand. “I want to go to their Pro store.”


I nod my head as I let her lead me around to the
other side of the stadium. I frown when she comes to a stop in front of a set
of doors. I just happen to look up and see the sign for the Pro store on the
opposite side of where we’re standing. 


“Angel, I think you’re lost,” I say, looking
around.


She laughs it off. “No, I’m not.” She opens the
door and pulls me through to follow her.


I walk in after her and come to a stop.


“SURPRISE!”


I stand there stunned as I look throughout the
massive room that overlooks the football field. Inside are all of our friends
and family, and it’s covered in balloons and other decorations. I turn to Angel
to see her biting her bottom lip nervously. I give her a big smile and walk
over to her. “A surprise party?” I question.


“Surprise,” she exclaims, throwing her hands out to
the side making me laugh.


I reach down and pull her to me. I slam my lips to
hers, giving her a quick but sweet kiss. I back away and turn to face everyone
in the room. My mother comes up to me with a sad smile on her face. She throws
her arms around my neck as she speaks. “I can’t believe you’re thirty.”


I let out a little laugh as I hug her back. “Me
either,” I mumble.


She pulls away and my father draws me into a hug.
“Happy birthday, son.”


“Did you know about this?” 


“Of course I did,” he responds, slapping me on the
back before he pulls away. “Why do you think I wanted to hit so many balls this
morning?” He winks.


“Happy birthday,” Josh says, coming up to me next.
He also brings me into a hug.


“I didn’t think we were going to be able to keep it
a secret,” Holly says, laughing, as she gives me a small hug.


“Happy birthday,” Missy says as she walks up to me.


“Thank you!” I give her a smile before turning to
face Angel. “Decided to give in to me, huh?” I ask, remembering when I found
the tickets. I practically had to beg her to go to the game. She kept
suggesting other things to do for my birthday.


She places her hands on her hips. “I’m the one that
left the schedule out for you to see.”


“But when I said I wanted to go to the game you
acted like it was a terrible idea.”


She places her hands out in front of her to gesture
toward the room. “All part of my scheme.” She smirks.


“You’re so sneaky,” I tease, pulling her into my
body. I thread my fingers into her belt loops and growl as I lean my face down
to hers. The feel of her body against mine has me wishing we were in here alone
so I can have my way with her.


“Down, birthday boy.” Courtney pats me on the back.
“You can unwrap that present later,” she adds seriously, making Angel laugh.


“Is there going to be a bow?” I whisper against her
lips.


She pushes her lips to mine and gives me a light
kiss. “You’ll just have to wait and see.”


That does not do anything to help the situation I
have going on in my pants.





“What do you want to do
after the game?” Josh asks me as he wraps an arm around Courtney while we eat
and visit during halftime.


I shrug. “Doesn’t matter to me.”


“Well, I guess Jacob is in a band and they are
playing tonight if you want to go. It’s not far from here.”


I turn to get Angel’s attention. “Angel?” She looks
up at me from where she sits next to Missy. “Do you want to go see Missy’s
brother play after we leave here?”


She nods her head. “It’s whatever you want to do,
baby.”


I look her up and down and raise an eyebrow. She giggles
it off and turns back to Missy.


“You are such a horn dog.” Courtney slaps me on the
shoulder.


I laugh at her. “Yep.” There is no reason to deny
that. I have never wanted anyone like I want Angel. Sexual or otherwise.


I feel two arms wrap around my neck from behind and
I reach up, placing my hands on her arms. “Hey, Angel,” I greet, turning my
head to look up at her.


She plants a kiss on my cheek before she pulls
away. She walks around me and faces me with a box in her hand wrapped in
football wrapping paper and a big blue bow.


“Angel, you didn’t have to get me anything.” She
shouldn’t have even got this suite, but I know doing something for my birthday
was important to her.


She smiles. “Of course I did.” She places the box
in front of me and shakes it a bit.


I reach up and take it from her hands. She sits
down on Courtney’s lap as I tear into the wrapping paper. I open the box and
stare down at the blue and gold jersey. It has the signatures of the Rams’
players. 


“How did you….” I lift the jersey out and let the
box fall to the ground by my feet. “How were you able….” I question, still
looking at all the names in awe.


Her laugh gets my attention. “Let’s just say Tate
knows someone on the team and was able to make what I wanted happen.”


I place the jersey on my lap and reach over,
pulling her face to mine. Her lips part, letting me slide my tongue between
them. My hands tighten in her hair and she moans into my mouth. Before I know
what’s going on I’m dragging her off Courtney’s lap and onto mine. She slows
the kiss down and pulls her lips away as she places her forehead against mine.


“Thanks, Angel,” I whisper before I lick my lips. I
can still taste her mouth on mine and I want more. 


“You’re welcome.” 


My eyes search hers as she continues to sit on my
lap. She looks away quickly and then clears her throat as she gets up off me. I
reluctantly let her go. She bends down and picks up the box, followed by the
tissue and wrapping paper. I realize just how quiet the room is and look around
at everyone. As I make contact with each one they clear their throats as well
and go back to talking. 


I laugh quietly to myself. I can’t keep control of
my body when it comes to her and I’m pretty sure everyone who didn’t already
know it, does now.


“Baby, come over here so we can sing happy birthday
to you and cut the cake!” Angel hollers from the other side of the room.


I get up from my chair, take off the Rams shirt I
have on, leaving only my undershirt, and then put on my jersey. I plan on
framing it and putting it down in my man cave, so nothing happens to it. But
right now, I want to enjoy wearing the most perfect present she could have
gotten me.


I walk over to the table and watch as she pulls a
cake out of a box. “Where did you get that?” I ask, looking at the wonderful
detail in the football shaped cake.


“I made it,” she says, putting a couple of candles
on the cake that read 3 and 0.


“You made that?” I ask shocked.


“I told her she needs to get a job at a bakery, not
the bank.” My mother says with a smile on her face.


Yes she does. She did an amazing job. I start to
tell her how wonderful it looks but pause. A job at a bakery instead of a bank?
“What do you mean a job at a bank?” 


Angel looks up to for a quick second. “I’m quitting
Larry’s.” She shrugs.


“Uh, can you repeat that? I think I’m hearing
things.”


She throws a napkin at me with a smile on her face.
“I’m quitting Larry’s. My last day is next Sunday.”


I walk around the table and pick her up, spinning
her around. “Best birthday ever!” I say before I slam her lips to mine.


“Oh, you haven’t heard the best part.” Missy chimes
in, getting my attention. 


“There’s more?”


She nods her head. “That cake has Bud Light in the
recipe.”


 





As we drive home, I think
back over our night. Slade appeared genuinely surprised with his party and
seemed to have really enjoyed himself. I know that he loves his jersey. He has
told me so over a hundred times. While we were at the bar watching Missy’s
brother play he even informed me that he is going to frame it so nothing
happens to it. I told him that was the best idea ever.


“So you really had a good time tonight?” I ask,
looking over at him.


He picks up my hand and links our fingers together.
“Absolutely, Angel. You should not have gone to all the trouble or spent as
much money as you did.” He smiles over at me. “But with that being said, it was
the best birthday ever and the cake was amazing.”


“I just wanted to do something special for you. I
know you were not happy about turning thirty.”


“It was very special, but not because of what you
did. It was special because I have you.” His tone is so serious it makes me
smile.


We pull into the garage. As I get out of the truck,
my eyes scan over at the boxes that are still piled against the far wall.


“What’s wrong, Angel?” Slade asks, coming around
the front of the truck.


“Nothing.” I turn to face him. “I’m going to start
going through these boxes tomorrow.”


He smiles as he wraps an arm around me. “Just out
of curiosity, why do you want to start doing that?”


“My mother’s things don’t belong in a box in our
garage. I kept those things for a reason. Now it’s time to go through all of it
and put it where it belongs.”


He pushes a piece of hair behind my ear. “And I
want to find my parents’ wedding rings. They have to be in there somewhere.” I
frown. 


He pulls away and turns around, tugging on my hand.
“Come on. You can worry about that later.”


“So what am I supposed to worry about right now?” I
ask as we walk into the house.


“Me,” he says, picking me up and making me laugh.


He sits me down on my feet once we enter the
bedroom and I saunter over to the dresser and pull out the outfit that I bought
just for tonight. “I’ll be right out.”


I enter the bathroom and quickly undress. I open my
makeup drawer, reapply some pink lipstick, and add some more mascara. I flip my
hair a few times to give it some volume and give it a little spray.


I then put on the black lace thong that has a
ribbon that ties in a bow above my ass. I place the matching bra on and tie the
bow that sits on top of each shoulder. Bending down, I pick up the black high-heels
that I took off and slide them back on.


“This is going to have to do,” I tell my reflection
quietly as I look myself over in the mirror. 


I open the door, walk back into the bedroom, and
find Slade lying on the bed fully clothed with his eyes shut.


“Slade,” I whisper as I lean down and kiss his
cheek.


He doesn’t respond.


I glide my hand over his zipper to find him soft
behind it. “I’m going to change that,” I say to myself.


Once I unzip his pants, I pull his dick through and
start running my hand up and down his shaft. I crawl onto the bed and straddle
him. Leaning down, I place my lips on his as I feel him start to harden in my
hand.


Very slowly, I glide my tongue across his lips. “You
going to wake up for me, baby?” I whisper.


I smile when he lifts his hips to meet my hand. I glance
down to where I am stoking him, and then back up to find his baby blue eyes
open and staring at me. “There you are.” 


He places his hands on my hips. “Here I am. What
are you going to do with me?” He cocks an eyebrow.


“I’m going to give you your last present.” I get up
off of him and stand next to the bed. I undo my bra and throw it across the
room as he sits up, placing his feet on the floor.


He spreads his legs and allows me to step in
between them. I go down to my knees and take him into my hand. He grabs my
wrists and pulls it away. His other hand cups my face. I look up at him
frowning. 


“This reminds me of the first time I brought you
back to this house,” he says, staring down at me. 


“Is that a good thing?” I ask, confused.


“It’s a great thing.” He smiles. “It took
everything I had to not fuck you.” He tightens his hand around my wrist.


“Why didn’t you?” I shift on my knees due to the
throbbing between my legs for him.


“Because I knew then that I wanted more and that
you would be worth the wait.” He lets go of my wrist and places his hand on the
other side of my face. 


I smile as I run my hands over his thighs. “Well,
now we are more and we are past the waiting period,” I tease.


“You’re right. We are.” He pulls me toward him.
“Even before I had you I wanted you more than I could explain. And now that
I’ve had you….” His eyes leave mine and make their way slowly down my body and
then back up to mine. “I can’t get enough.”


“Neither can I.” With that being said, I wet my
lips and lower my mouth over his massive erection. He slides his hands into my
hair and gathers it at the back of my head.


“Do I need to tell you how I want it?” His voice is
low and throaty.


“No,” I answer, placing my hands behind my back,
knowing he wants the control.


“Good girl,” he whispers. 


He brings my head down and I open up my mouth for
him. He gently pulls my head back and then pushes it down slowly. I want to
feel him all the way to the back of my throat. I want to hear those wonderful
noises he makes when I’m taking all of him.


He releases a long breath and his grip loosens at the
nape of my neck. With his hand now relaxed I can take control. I speed up and
vigorously suck, taking him in deeper and deeper each time I lower my head,
until I feel him in the back of my throat. His fingers tighten in my hair,
pulling my head back, my gaze landing on his. “What’s the rush?” 


I take in a breath and lick my lips again.


He tilts his head to the side when I don’t answer.
“You want me to fuck your mouth, Angel?”


I feel my heart beat against my chest. The way he
said that makes me feel dirty and I like it.


“You want it rough tonight?”


I continue to stare up at him, his hands in my hair,
and mine behind my back. The throbbing between my legs is intensifying with
every word he speaks. 


“Like the night I fucked your mouth in the garage?”


My body starts to tremble. “I know you loved it.”


I start to pant and try closing my knees. “Answer
me,” he demands, gripping my hair tighter still. 


I whimper and my hands come around, grabbing a hold
of his knees.


He smirks, letting go of my hair, and my head falls,
looking down to the floor at his release. I suck in a deep breath as I let my
hands fall to my sides. He gets up and I hear him walk around as I close my
eyes and try to calm my body. I don’t know what’s wrong with it. The need it
feels has never been this strong. I could get up and lie on the bed, but I
don’t want to. I want to wait for his command. I want him to do whatever he
wants with me. If he wants me to get up and lie down then he will say so. 


I open my eyes and stare at the floor as I hear him
come stand behind me.


I hear the clanking of metal and know instantly
that he has the handcuffs in his hands. 


A big smile forms on my face.


Before he can even tell me to, I place my hands
behind my back. He places the handcuffs around them. I hiss in a breath when he
makes it tighter than normal.


“You said you liked how tight it was the last time when
it left marks,” he states in a serious voice.


“I did,” I answer without hesitation.


I wait for him to say something or walk around to
sit back down in front of me but he doesn’t.


I look up when I see his hands come down in front
of me. Before I can see what is in his hands, everything goes black.


“Slade?” I say, shifting on my knees.


He tightens whatever is around my eyes behind my
head. “I only want you to be able to feel tonight, Angel,” he whispers in my
ear.


I whimper, nodding my head. He has never
blindfolded me before, but I’m up for trying anything with him.


I hear the bed creak as he sits down on the mattress.
I continue to sit on my knees, waiting for him to guide me, but instead I hear
a popping sound as if he opened a container of some sort. Then I hear him rub
his hands together.


I take in a deep breath when he places a now slick hand
on the back of my neck. I open up, thinking he’s going to give me a little bit
of him at a time. 


As soon as his dick enters my mouth I taste peppermint,
before he pushes my head all the way down. My mouth slides up and down easily
as he guides it with his hand on the back of my neck. I swallow, over and over,
as he dominates my mouth.


He threads the fingers of his other hand through my
hair, and then tightens both fists as he draws back and thrusts forward.


“Shit,” he hisses. 


I can’t take it anymore. I pull my head back,
breathing heavy. “Slade, I need you.” I hate not being able to see his face,
his expressions.


“Need me to do what, Angel?” His deep voice has my
already needy body on fire.


I clench my jaw at his words. “To bend me over and
fuck me,” I demand. I need him to ease the ache between my legs.


He rubs a thumb over my parted lips. “You have such
a dirty mouth.”


“Please?” I plead as my body shakes. 


“Whatever my Angel needs.” 


I pull my head back when his breath hits my face.
He must have moved onto the floor in front of me.


I let out a moan of pleasure when I feel two fingers
run up and down my folds before they enter me. “Fuck, Angel. You weren’t joking,”
he growls.


I shake my head, already panting. I cry out when he
pinches a nipple. “You going to come for me, baby?” he mumbles against my lips.



“Yes,” I pant, balling my hands into fists behind
my back and feeling my body start to tighten. 


“Fuck, I love to hear you come.” His forceful
fingers and words send me over the edge. I throw my head back and cry out at
the orgasm that takes over my body.


I don’t know how long it lasts. All I know is when
I realize it’s over, I have my head lying against his chest as I pant and my
body shakes. I open my eyes and realize he removed the blindfold. I then feel
his hands rubbing my wrists as they rest in his lap.


I pull back from him and blink a few times. “You
okay?” he asks. “I’m pretty sure they heard you from a mile away.” 


I close my eyes and fall forward, letting my body
rest against his. “I think so.” 


He gives a little chuckle. Obviously, he is not worried
about the little blackout that I seemed to have experienced. 


He lifts me up off the floor and lays me in bed. I
cuddle up next to him when a thought hits me. “What about you?”


He runs a hand up and down my bare back. “Tonight
was all about you, Angel.”


Even though tonight was his birthday, I am too
exhausted to argue with that statement.





The week seems to go by in a
blur. I spend every waking moment going through all the boxes, and I’m thankful
to have the friends that I have to help me. The girls have been over every
second that they get, helping me sort through everything and find a place for
it. I have hung all of my mother’s clothes in the spare bedroom closet but
still have not found their wedding rings.


“Where could they be?” I wonder aloud, placing my
hands on my hips while looking around the room. Holly, Missy, and Courtney are
all sitting on the bed.


“They must be at you mother’s house,” Holly says
frowning. “We did pack up everything very quickly.”


I turn my back to them and let myself fall onto the
bed. “I guess I can go back and go through the house again,” I say, staring up at
the ceiling.


“I’ll go back to T-town with you,” Courtney says
excitedly. “I’ve been wanting to go back and see my mother.”


“Okay,” I agree, turning around so that I’m on my
stomach facing them. “I will talk to Slade and see what he has to say about me
going next weekend.”


“You have to ask permission?” Courtney asks,
crossing her arms over her chest with a smile.


“No,” I respond, defensively. “I have just left
several times without even telling him where I’m going, and I would have been
pissed if he would have done that. So, I will see if he has anything planned.
Maybe he will want to go.”


“Oh.” She closes her eyes for a second. “Speaking
of plans, I already have plans next Saturday, so I can’t go with you.” 


“What do you have planned?” Missy asks.


Courtney looks at all of us. “Thursday is
Thanksgiving. Josh’s dad is going out of town to visit his sister and her
family. So Josh said we would spend the weekend with him to celebrate it.”


“Why doesn’t Josh want to go with his dad to see
his aunt?” I frown.


She shakes her head. “He wouldn’t tell me why. Just
that he didn’t want to go and I left it at that. So, we are going to spend it
with the Long family.”


“Why don’t you go and see your mom?” Holly asks.


“She has a new boyfriend.” She rolls her eyes.
“Guess she is going down to Texas with him to see his family.”


It doesn’t matter how much her mother hates them,
she still likes to have herself a man. Courtney’s mother has always been that
way. Then she falls in love quickly and they end up running from her. But the
only person who matters is whatever man is in her life at the moment.


“What about you guys?” I ask turning to Holly.


“We are going to the Longs’ for the day and then my
family is having theirs that evening,” she replies happily.


“You?” I look to Missy.


“Everyone goes to my parents’ house. I invited Tate
but he turned me down,” she replies quietly.


Courtney bumps her shoulder into her. “I’m sure if
you put on edible panties and send him a picture titled ‘what you can have for
dessert’ he would definitely come over.”


Missy looks down at the comforter with red cheeks.
I narrow my eyes at Courtney and she shrugs. “What? I’m sure he would come over
for that. Who doesn’t like dessert?”


“She does not need sex advice from you Courtney,” I
say with a laugh.


“Why not? Mine would be better than you or Holly.”


Holly rolls her eyes. “Yeah, because you’ve slept
with more men than me and Sam combined.”


Courtney gives us a big smile. “First of all, Sam
has only slept with two guys. I don’t know how many you have slept with.” She
looks at Holly “And second, I can’t help it if I matured faster than you guys.”


“Anyways,” I say getting back on track. “Why did
Tate decline? Is he going to Alaska to see his mother?”


She shakes her head. “Not that I know of. Does he
ever say anything to you about her?”


I shake my head no. “Well, he mentioned that he
goes and sees her often. But other than that, no. Why?”


“He never brings her up. I don’t even think he
talks to her.”


Hmm. I’ll have to ask him about that.


“What’s going on in here?” I turn my head to look
over my shoulder and see Slade and Josh standing inside the bedroom.


“Girl talk,” Courtney says sweetly. Josh cocks his
eyebrow as he walks over to her. He places his hands on either side of her and
bends down. “If you are talking about me, feel free to embellish a little bit,”
he jokes. 


She grins up at him. “Always baby,” she teases.


He chuckles before pressing his lips to hers.


Holly rolls her eyes playfully and we start to get
up off the bed. 


“Is the game over?” I ask, coming up to Slade.


“Halftime,” he responds, wrapping his arm around my
shoulder and steering me down the hallway.


“What time do you have to work tonight?” Missy asks
as we enter the kitchen.


“The bar opens at six. Holly and I need to be there
by five to start getting everything ready,” I tell her as Micah and Tate walk
into the kitchen from the basement.


“I can’t believe tonight is your last night to work
at Larry’s,” Holly laments.


“It’s a dream come true,” Slade sighs out.


I look up at him with a scowl.


“How did the unpacking go?” Josh asks as he enters
the kitchen with Courtney.


I sigh as I sit down at the kitchen island. “I
still didn’t find my parents’ rings.”


“I remember her saying something about them being
in her dresser,” Tate remarks.


I look to him with narrowed eyes. “Well, why didn’t
you tell me that?”


He shrugs carelessly. “I just remembered it.” He
then looks over to Slade.


I release a breath as Slade places his hand on my
shoulder. “We’ll find them, Angel. They have to be there somewhere.”


I nod my head. “Yeah.”


“Come on, let’s go down to the basement and watch
some football before you have to get ready for work,” Slade says, grabbing my
hand and pulling me away from the counter.





“That’s how you met Slade?”
Missy asks, wide-eyed. 


I bob my head in confirmation, before I park the
truck in the back parking lot of Larry’s for my last shift. She and Holly
wanted to ride up here with me since the guys are all coming up later as well.
They can ride home with them.


“So he was once like Tate?” she asks, smiling.


“I don’t know much about Tate,” I reply honestly. I
have thought that a few times, but I’m not going to tell her that I have seen
him with several different women in the last couple of months.


“I don’t know if anyone can be as bad as Slade once
was,” Holly adds seriously.


“That is probably true,” I agree, nodding my head.


I open the door to the truck and get out and we all
start to walk toward the back entrance. I walk in first and run straight into
Jeremy.


He grabs a hold of my waist in an unnecessary attempt
to steady me. I instantly shove his hands away and jump back.


“You need to be more careful,” he taunts with a
smile on his face.


I just narrow my eyes at him as he walks away, now
laughing to himself. “You really hate him, don’t you?” Holly whispers as we
walk down the hallway.


“There’s just something about him,” I muse, more to
myself. Then I come to a stop and turn to face the girls. “Why is he even here?
I checked the schedule yesterday. He was not on it.”


Holly looks down to the floor then back up at me.
“Well….” She rocks back and forth on her feet. “I didn’t want you to work
tonight. This is a surprise quitting party.” She shrugs. “Whatever you want to
call it. So I had him come in to work your shift.”


I smile because I can’t be mad at her for that.
“That is very sweet, Holly. Thank you.”


She lets out a breath with a little laugh. “I
thought that was going to be harder.”


Holly then turns to Missy. “You can stay, but you
can’t drink anything alcoholic. Okay?” 


Missy nods with a smile on her face. “I don’t drink
anyway. But thanks for letting me be part of the party,” she says excitedly.


“No problem. You’re one of the girls now,” Holly
says, wrapping an arm around her shoulder. “Let’s get Sam a shot. I plan on
getting her a little tipsy tonight,” Holly taunts as she leads us toward the
bar.


I roll my eyes as I follow after her. Holly goes
behind the bar as Missy and I sit on the bar stools.


“When is Courtney coming up here?” Missy asks.


“Later with the guys. Josh’s father needed some
help with something.” I wave my hand in the air, not remembering what Slade had
told me while I was in the shower. 


“Here you go,” Holly says, sliding a shot my way. I
start to lift it to my lips but she stops me. 


“I’m going to use the restroom real quick. Wait
until I get back and I will take one with you.” She places her drink on the
counter.


“Okay.” I set mine down as well. I turn to talk to
Missy when my phone rings and I know it’s Slade.


I stand up and pull it out of my back pocket. “I’ll
be right back,” I tell her as I walk away from the bar.


“Hey, baby.” 


“Hey, Angel. I just wanted to let you know we are
going to be here for about another hour.”


“Okay, the girls and I just got here, so I’ll see
you in a little bit.”


“Love you,” he says before he hangs up.


I turn around to walk back to the bar when the door
to the women’s bathroom swings open and Holly emerges.


“Slade called.” I hold up my phone. “They are gonna
be another hour,” I explain.


“Perfect,” she says cheerfully. “Gives us girl
time.”


We make our way back to the bar. “Did he know I
wasn’t working tonight?”


She looks over at me with a smile on her face and I
shake my head. Of course Slade knew. He knows everything.


I sit down next to Missy as Holly picks up her
drink. 


“I told him I didn’t want it,” Missy announces,
getting our attention.


“What?” I look over to her.


“That Jeremy guy.” She checks around for him before
she looks down to the shot glass in front of her.


“He made you a shot?” Holly asks, scowling.


Missy nods. “I told him I don’t drink. That I
wasn’t even old enough, but he said I needed to take one with you two.” She
then pushes the shot over toward me. “You can have mine.”


I look down at it and see that it’s the same colors
as ours, but looks a tad foggy. “What kind of shot is this?” I ask her while
staring at it.


“He said it was the same thing you two had.”


I pick it up to inspect it closer. I look at the
cloudy drink and frown. “This is not the same shot. This does not look anything
like ours.” A repulsive thought hits me. “What if he put something in it?” I
ask, setting it down in horror.


“Jeremy wouldn’t do that,” Holly states.


“You don’t know him, Holly. None of us really know
him.” I push the glass away from me. “And none of us are going to take that
shot.”


“I don’t think—” Holly begins and I stop her.


“What if we test it?” I question aloud. I’ve had a
bad vibe about him from the get go. Do I want to think that he is trying to
drug my friend? No! But something is seriously off and I’m tired of ignoring
it.


Holly looks down to the shot as she bites nervously
on her bottom lip. “How are we going to test it without drinking it?” she asks
quietly, thinking out loud.


“I have an idea.” I smile, looking back down to the
shot glass.


“What?” Missy asks.


I jump off the bar stool and go behind the bar. I
make up another shot exactly the same as the others.


I then slide it over to Missy. “That is yours.”


She stares at it for a few seconds and then looks
up at me with a frown. “I’m confused.”


“You have to take it.” I smile softly at her. “Or
this won’t work. Can you do that? Just this one.”


She nods her head as if determined. “I can do it.”


“Great! Hand me the one that he made for Missy,” I
instruct Holly. 


I hold it up and look at it. The cloudiness is
already gone and it looks normal. I take a deep breath, thinking how much I
want to kick his ass. I know he has mixed something in that shot. How could he
do that to Missy? I knew he was a piece of shit from day one.


“Hey, Jeremy,” I greet as he approaches us from the
back bar.


“We are all going to take a shot to kick off the
party.” I hold up the glass in my hand. “I made you one as well.” I smile
sweetly at him.


He frowns at my friendliness. I’ve never been nice
to the guy. I’m sure he’s wondering why the hell I am being nice now. “Never
mind,” I say as I shrug, though I need him to drink it. If he takes it and it
doesn’t have any effect, then he didn’t do anything different to it. “I’ll take
both of them.” I start to lift the glass to my lips when he stops me.


“No. I’ll take one with you. We sure are going to
miss you.” He gives me that sly smile and then he looks over to Missy. I have
the urge to throw this glass at the side of his head.


“Here you go.” I set the shot down on the bar and
push it over to him. 


“Decided to take it after all?” he asks as he looks
down at Missy.


She swallows nervously and her eyes shoot to mine.
I give her a small nod and a big smile to play along.


“Uh.” She clears her throat. “Yes. Yes, I did.”


I lift my shot glass before he catches on to us.
“To Larry’s.” I look around the bar. “This place changed my life for the best.
And I’m going to miss it.” I lower my glass, knocking the bottom onto the bar
and then shoot it back. Everyone follows including Missy. She coughs and gags
as I smile over at her. I’m pretty sure that was the first drink she has ever
had, but she had to take it or it would have raised questions from Jeremy.


“That was delicious,” I say, licking my lips.


Jeremy nods his head. “I have to go finish stocking
the back bar.” He sets his empty shot glass down before he walks off to the
cooler. “Thanks, ladies.” Then he pats Missy on the shoulder. She looks up at
him, terrified and frozen. “Save me a dance later.” He winks before he walks off.


I look at Missy. “Are you alright?”


“How do you guys drink that nasty stuff?” she says
with a sour look on her face.


“You get used to it,” Holly laughs out loud, before
she turns to me with a serious look on her face. “Now what?”


“Now we go and find out if he did what I think he
did.” 


Holly and Missy follow behind me as I walk down the
hallway and into the cooler where Jeremy is stacking boxes. I don’t know how
long something like that takes to get into your system. I’m hoping it happens
soon before the guys arrive. 


“Perfect,” he says when he looks up at us. “I could
use some help.” 


“Feeling okay?” I tilt my head while I gauge his
reaction. 


“Yeah. Why?” He turns around to pick up another
case of beer.


I stand behind him and cross my arms over my chest.
“I figured that shot would make you feel…funny.”


“Like drunk?” He laughs. “Baby, it takes a lot more
than one shot to get me drunk.”


I grit my teeth at the fact he just called me baby.
“What about one that was roofied?” 


He stands up and spins around. The look in his cold
brown eyes has me taking a step back from him. 


“What are you talking about?” he asks slowly as he
looks down at me.


I square my shoulders. I have never liked this man
and I’m not about to take his shit. “I gave you Missy’s shot,” I spit out.


“You what?” He looks from me over to Missy and then
to Holly.


I take a step toward him. “I said, I gave you
Missy’s shot. You know the one you drugged?”


Before I can even blink, he’s standing in front of
me. He reaches out, placing his hand around my neck, and pushes me up against a
bunch of stacked beer boxes.


Missy screams and jumps back, covering her mouth as
Holly starts to run toward him. I lift my knee quickly. He releases me when it
makes contact with his balls. He falls to his knees as he cups them in both of
his hands. 


I rub my neck as I take in a few deep breaths. I
look down at him as he struggles to catch his breath as well, and tries to
stand. “I always knew you were a bitch,” he rasps out. “That’s why I drugged
you.”


I look at Holly and Missy as my heart pounds in my
chest. I then look back down to him. “You’re lying. There was nothing in my
shot.” Was there? I hadn’t even looked at mine or Holly’s after we noticed
Missy’s shot. What if he had put it in all of our drinks? We left them on the
bar when Holly went to the bathroom and I took Slade’s phone call.


He shakes his head slowly. “The first time I met
you.” He takes in a deep breath and looks up at me. “That night I was your
bartender.”


I remember trying to walk to our hotel room. How
awful I felt when I woke up in the middle of the night. That next morning. “You
son of a bitch,” I say between my teeth.


He lets out a small laugh. “I did Slade a favor.
I’m sure that was the best night he has ever had with your uptight ass.” 


“Slade is going to kick your ass,” Missy says,
taking a step toward him as he continues to sit on his knees. Holly grabs her
shoulders and pulls her back then chimes in, “Speaking of Slade.” She then
produces her phone from her back pocket.


“What are you doing?” I ask, looking at her then to
the phone in her hands.


“Calling Slade,” Holly says as she dials his
number. 


I walk over and snatch her phone out of her hand.
“That’s not necessary. I do not feel like sitting up at the police station
tonight as I once again tell an officer my statement while Slade sits in a jail
cell because he killed Jeremy.” I don’t know if Slade would actually kill a man
for me, but I know he would put a man in the hospital. I don’t want Slade to
get in trouble with the law when I can fix this situation.


“What are you going to do, princess, call the
cops?” he chides.


“That is a good idea,” I reply with a smile.


He looks up at me and blinks a few times. I can
tell the shot is starting to affect him. “Can you imagine what will happen to
you once you pass out in a jail cell with several other men?”


“You fucking bitch.” He’s up on his feet in one
swift move and starts toward me. 


I wait until he’s close enough and lift my leg,
this time kicking him in the balls. He falls to the ground howling like
a werewolf at the pain.


I dial up the police as he lies on the floor crying
in agony. I explain our situation and then hang up. “They are on their way. We
have less than forty minutes to get this taken care of before Slade and the
guys get here.”


He closes his eyes and I smirk at the effect it’s
having on him. “And, oh yeah. You’re fired,” I inform him, remembering when I
told him that I would fire him if he ever pushed me.


He looks up, his jaw clenched tightly and eyes
narrowed. He glares at me, Holly and then Missy. “You girls are going to be
sorry.”


“Threatening my friends?” I arch an eyebrow. 


“It’s not a threat. It was a promise.”


I walk back over to him. “Well, I promise you this.
Next time you come around, I will let Slade in on what a fucking piece of shit
you are, and he won’t be as nice as I was.” I hear the sirens and look to
Missy. “Go and let them in the back. We’ll wait here.”


She turns and runs out of the cooler only to return
in seconds with two cops.


“Miss Hall,” Officer White greets me and I hold in
a sigh. This is the same cop that Slade is pissed at for not informing him when
the homeless guy who lied about breaking into our house was released. 


“They drugged me,” Jeremy whines as the other
officer picks him up off the floor.


Officer White turns to me for an explanation. “He
roofied Missy’s drink. When we had our suspicion, we just swapped them,”


“Smart,” he says nodding his head a few times while
watching the other officer pat Jeremy down and search his pockets.


“Got something,” he calls out, pulling a little bag
of pills out of Jeremy’s back pocket.


“You fucking bitch,” Jeremy growls, referring to
me.


“Take him to the car,” Officer White barks.
“Anything else you want to add?” he asks me.


I shake my head. “No.”


“You don’t have to come to the station tonight, but
if this goes to court, you will have to be present. I will keep in touch.”


“Thank you,” I say, praying that it does not lead
to me having to go to court. How could I hide that from Slade?


I walk him out the back door and then slam it shut.


“How much do you think he put in there?” Holly asks,
wide-eyed. “It was really affecting him and he is a grown ass man.”


“I don’t know,” I say rubbing my neck. “I know
nothing about roofies, and I sure as hell don’t even know what it was. And
another thing. What was he going to do with Missy? She would have been out cold
within minutes. We wouldn’t have missed that.” Jeremy is a fucking idiot.


“How is your neck?” Missy asks, looking at it.


“It’s fine. Do I have a mark?” That’s all I need,
to go through all that trouble and then Slade sees choke marks on my neck.


Missy shakes her head.


“Why didn’t you tell the police that part?” Holly
asks.


“That didn’t matter. They caught him red-handed.”
He’s going to jail and staying there for a while.


“I’m sorry,” I say sadly, looking to Missy. 


“Don’t be sorry. I should be sorry. It was my fault
he ended up choking you.”


I pull her in for a hug. “It’s no one’s fault but
his. I’m just glad you’re okay.”


I look over at Holly and her brown eyes are filled
with tears. “Are you okay?” I ask.


She nods. “I’m sorry, too. I should have believed
you when you said you didn’t like him. I can’t believe he drugged you,” she
spits out.


“Hey, it’s okay. Nothing happened. I was with
Slade.”


“Do you remember much of that night?” Missy asks.


“There are a few spots that are missing. I must
have fallen asleep.” I shrug.


“That’s so scary,” Missy says as she hugs herself.


I nod my head, thinking to myself. If I don’t
remember much of that night, maybe Jeremy won’t remember what happened to him
tonight. “Listen girls. We have to keep this a secret. If Slade finds out he
will go insane.” He has been on edge with everything else as it is. I don’t
want to add something to it that is in the past and can’t be changed.

 And although Tate doesn’t like Missy the way she does him, I know he would
still have kicked Jeremy’s ass as well.


“I won’t tell anyone,” Missy whispers. 


“I won’t either.” I just look up at Holly and she
throws her hands up, shaking her head. “I promise. I will not tell anyone
this.”


“This is not like the Jessica incident,” I start to
explain. “I’m trying to protect Slade from doing something stupid.” I pace as
panic sets in. “He can be very protective. If he found out—”


Holly places her hands on my shoulders, bringing me
to a stop. “I know.” She nods her head. “And that is why I promise I won’t say
anything.”


“Not even to Courtney. She will go straight to
Slade.”


She bobs her head again. “We are only going to keep
it between the three of us. Right Missy?”


We both turn to look at Missy and she just giggles.
“Are you feeling that drink?” I ask pulling away from Holly and looking into
her big blue eyes.


“I feel pretty good.” She gives me a half smile.


I sigh shaking my head. “Shit!” I grab her hand and
turn around. “She needs to drink a ton of water. The guys will be here any
minute.” I start to pull her over toward the bar. “I should have never made you
take that shot. I’m sorry, Missy.”


She pulls me to a stop and looks at me with a
serious look on her face. 


“I would have taken as many as needed to help you
out.” Then she giggles again.


“Now I see why you girls drink. I feel so happy.”
She smiles brightly.


I look over at Holly and frown. “How are we going
to hide this from Tate?”


 She shrugs. “Maybe we can tell him the truth and
just leave out the Jeremy part?” 


“We’ll play it by ear,” I decide, helping Missy
onto a bar stool and hoping she doesn’t fall off as I get her a bottle of water
and a candy bar out of my purse.
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“Hey, Angel,” I say as I
come up to the bar.


She gives me a small smile and hands me a Bud
Light. “What are you doing behind the bar?” I frown, looking at Holly.


She shrugs. “You know how stubborn she can be. She
wanted to work tonight.”


I nod looking back over to Angel. “Yes, I do.”


Courtney plops down beside me as she looks over at
Missy who sits down next to Tate. I have to do a double check when I notice the
dreamy smile she has on her face as she stares up at him. “When is your
birthday, Missy?” she asks quietly.


“I’ll be twenty-one January eighteenth.” She giggles.


“Oh my gosh,” Holly exclaims. “That is right before
we go to Vegas.” She claps her hands together. “You can totally go and party
with us.”


Missy beams brightly. Then she looks over to Tate.
“You’re going aren’t you?”


He releases a long breath before he answers. “Yep.
It’s going to be a blast,” he says dryly.


Courtney reaches out and elbows him, making him
grunt. “It is going to be a blast.”


Angel sets down her bar rag and comes around the
bar. She walks off toward the pool table and I jump up to follow after her. I sneak
up behind her and spin her around, wrapping my arms around her waist.


“Cheer up,” I say, smiling down at her. “I thought
you wanted to quit Larry’s?”


She nods. “I did. Do.” She corrects herself. She
then pushes her body into mine and wraps her arms around me as well. “I’m so
glad you’re here,” she says into my shirt.


“I wouldn’t miss your last night, Angel.”


“That’s not what I meant.” She squeezes me tighter.
“I love you,” she says quietly.


“I love you too.” I run my hand through her long
ponytail.


 She leans away and looks up at me. “Hey, do you
remember that night that we went down to the bar at our hotel with Courtney and
Josh?”


I nod my head. “I left you for five minutes and you
went up to the room.” I smile.


“Yeah.” She swallows. “I wasn’t feeling well.”


“I know.” I reach up and push a few stray hairs
behind her ear. “I tried to help you get undressed and you said you were going
to get sick. So, I carried you to the restroom.”


“I got sick?” she asks, pulling back a little bit
from me.


“Yes. You don’t remember that?” 


“No, I just remember waking up in the middle of the
night looking for some Tylenol, and I finally found my purse in the bathroom.”


I remember placing her purse on the floor when I
set her in front of the toilet.


“Did we have sex that night?” she asks, surprising
me.


“No,” I respond, slowly. “You were sick. Sex was
the last thing on my mind. I just wanted to take care of you.” My answer causes
a smile to spread across her face. She steps back up to me and wraps her arms
around me again.


“Hey. Take that to the bathroom,” Courtney teases, walking
by us with Josh and Micah behind her.


Angel giggles as she pulls away from me and follows
after them. I try not to think about how awkward that conversation just was.
Why does she all of a sudden want to know about that night? Why wait so long to
ask about what happened?


“Hey.” Tate gets my attention as he comes to stand
next to me. “Is it just me or does Missy seem drunk?”


I haven’t seen her take a drink of anything other
than water. “I don’t know if I would call it drunk.” Just as I finish speaking,
Missy skips past us heading to the pool tables as well. “She does seem extra
happy.” She has always seemed more of the quiet type.


“Hmm,” he says as he looks over at her. 


“She’s almost twenty-one. Everyone here can keep an
eye on her. We can drive her home if we need to after Angel gets off.”


He shakes his head as he lets out a breath. “I’ll
drive her home.”


“Why don’t you just date her?” 


He turns to look at me. “That’s not a good idea.”


I cross my arms over my chest. “Well, you already
act like a possessive boyfriend. Trust me, I know the signs.”


“I do not want to be her boyfriend. I only want to
keep an eye on her,” he protests, not sounding sure.


I laugh. “Keep telling yourself that, Tate.” 


He looks at me and raises an eyebrow. “How about
you? How are you coming along with proposing?”


“Jack ass.” Of course, he turns the conversation to
me.


He laughs. “No really. Still planning on
Thanksgiving?”


“As of right now. Yes.”


“That’s in four days.”


“Yes, genius. I can count the days.” I’ve been
counting them down since she told me she loved me at her mother’s house. 


“Well, I wish you luck.” He lifts his beer to take a
drink.


“That didn’t sound very sincere.” 


He shrugs. “Take it as you want.” He faces me.
“Everyone needs some luck.” He then turns to look over at Missy as he releases
a sigh. I have a feeling he needs more luck than I do when it comes to whatever
he feels for her.


I plan on making this the best week of our life. I
only have to work for two days this week. I want to spend the rest of it in our
home showing Angel just how much I love her.





I sit in my parents’ living
room as I watch Angel amble in with a Bud Light in one hand and a scotch on ice
in the other. She walks over to my dad first, handing him his drink. They share
a few words, but I’m not listening. All I can think about is how nervous I am.
I’m going to ask her to marry me. I have the ring in my pocket. I have thought
of nothing else all week and now I’m nervous as fuck. What if she hates me for
ruining her mother’s ring? What if she doesn’t feel that we are ready and it
fucks up everything, causing her to run again?


“Here you go, baby.” I look up, take the Bud Light
from her hand, and pull her down onto my lap. She laughs as she tries to get
up.


“I have to help your mother finish cooking.”


I let her get up but pull her face down to mine as
I lift up to meet her lips. “Thanks, Angel. I love you.”


“I love you too,” she mumbles against my mouth.
Then she pulls away and grabs my beer out of my hand. She looks up to the big
screen as she takes a sip. “Wow!” she says excitedly. “They’re actually
winning.” She nods her head to herself as she hands me back my beer and walks
out of the room.


I bounce my knee a few times as I take a sip of my
beer. I don’t know where I’m going to propose just yet. If I’m going to do it
like Micah in front of everyone, or take her out back by the pond where I had
given her my necklace.


“Son?”


I look over to my father’s smiling face. “Hmm?” I
take a bigger swig of my beer.


He smirks. “Why are you so nervous?” He arches an
eyebrow.


I look around the living room, and when I know we
are alone, I lean toward him, placing my elbows on my knees. “I’m going to
propose,” I whisper so quietly I can barely hear it.


He laughs as he shakes his head. I instantly feel
sick. “What?” I question, he just laughs harder as he clearly heard the
desperation in my voice. I told him a while ago that I plan to propose, just not
when exactly. “Think it’s too soon?” I nod to myself. “Yeah, you’re probably
right.” I stand up but he pushes me back into my seat.


“Calm down,” he begs through his laughter. He
clears his throat and once he’s caught his breath, he looks at me seriously.
“It’s not too soon. You and Samantha were made for each other. You have nothing
to be afraid about, she will say yes!” 


I nod my head, although I’m extremely skeptical. “But,
I would wait until you hear what your mom and I have to tell you kids.” He
winks then sits back in his chair.


What he and Mom have to tell us? Is he retiring?
No, that can’t be it. He’s too young to retire and the man loves his job. I
know it’s not a divorce; they are just as much in love as Samantha and I are.
Then a thought hits me.


“Are you guys pregnant?” I ask in horror. I mean
it’s not uncommon for couples that already have grown children to get pregnant.


My dad chokes a bit as he shakes his head really
fast. “Are you fucking crazy?” He laughs. “Because we sure as hell aren’t.” 


I start laughing, too.


“There’s no way in hell I could go through all the
stress you put me through again without having a heart attack at my age.”


“Stress?” I frown. 


“Yes, your mom and I worried about you all the
time. We would stay up until you came home from every party you guys went to.
Then when you went off to college.” He shakes his head. “I worried about you,
but your mother was a wreck for months.”


I sit there staring at him wide-eyed. They always
let us do whatever we wanted. They were not the type of parents that would call
a hundred times or come out looking for us.


“Don’t act so surprised.” He laughs again. “Just
wait until you guys have kids. And all the payback you will get for the way you
acted.” He laughs as he leans back in his chair and watches the football game
on the screen.


“Hey guys,” Micah says as he walks in and sits down
on the couch next to me. He and Dad strike up a conversation about the football
game as I imagine Angel having our child. 


I have never thought of myself with a child, but I
know she would be a wonderful mother. She has so much love to give; I would
give her as many kids as she wants. I would never not give her the
chance to be a mother. 


“Hey guys, the table is set.” Angel pops her head
in and announces. 


Micah stands up and walks out first. I look over to
Dad as he grabs my arm to stop me from leaving the room. “Were you going to do
it after dinner?’


“Yeah.” I run a hand through my hair nervously.


He shakes his head. “Wait.” He pauses as if he is
debating on how to tell me something. “Your mom and I have a gift to give all
of you guys, and you might find it even more beneficial for what you have in
mind.” He smiles as he lets go of my arm and walks out of the room.


What the fuck was that supposed to mean? How is a
gift beneficial to me proposing? I’m so confused. 


We all gather around the dining room table and my
mother starts clapping her hands to get our attention.


“So, we have a surprise for all of you before we
have Thanksgiving dinner,” she says excitedly.


Dad gets up from the table and walks over to her.
He stands behind her as he places his hands on her shoulder. I look around the
table and see everyone has the same confused look on their faces as I do.


“We are taking you all on vacation for your
Christmas present,” my dad announces happily.


“Vacation?” I repeat. 


My mom nods. “Everyone here. Even Josh and
Courtney.” She smiles over to them.


“Oh, we couldn’t….” Courtney shakes her head.


“Yes you can.” My dad looks at her. “You will want
to be there.” Then his eyes move to me before they land on Angel.


I sit back in my chair with a smirk on my face.
He’s one sneaky bastard, but I get it. He wants me to propose wherever they are
taking us, and he doesn’t want Courtney to miss the big moment.


“Where are we going?” Micah asks.


“We are taking you all to New York for New Year’s
Eve.” My mother starts clapping her hands again. “We already have the tickets
and the rooms. Each couple has their own suite.” All the girls gasp as I feel
an even bigger smile creep on my lips. “We wanted to do a trip because after
New Year’s we will be busy planning Micah and Holly’s wedding.”


I look up at my dad as my mother continues to talk.
He was already staring at me. I pick up my Bud Light and give him a curt nod
with a smile on my face. 


He smiles a victory smile and chuckles to himself.


“We were going to go to the beach somewhere, but we
went to New York for New Year’s Eve back before we got married, and it was
beautiful. I know it has changed quite a bit since then. But, nowhere could
beat New York City during the holidays. The clubs, the snow, the Christmas
lights that are still up. It is just absolutely gorgeous,” my mom explains to
the girls.


I look over at Angel as she smiles while listening
to my mother. Yep, I am going to propose to my Angel in New York while we watch
the ball drop over a city covered with snow and Christmas lights, what a way to
bring in the New Year. Say goodbye to all the heartache and bad memories. Bring
in a new year of joy and happiness. It will be a New Year’s Eve to remember,
that’s for sure.


 





“We are going to New York
City for New Year’s Eve.” I skip into our bedroom removing my shirt up over my
head.


“We are,” Slade says as he lies on the bed flipping
through the channels.


“You don’t sound very happy about it,” I say as I
watch him stare at the TV on the wall.


He shuts it off and sets the remote down on the
nightstand before he turns his eyes on me. “I’m very excited.” He smiles. “I
wish we were leaving tomorrow.”


“Not me.” I undo the button on my jeans. “Do you
have any idea how much shopping I need to do to prepare for this trip?” I slide
my pants down my legs. “I need to buy everything from luggage to panties to
heels. I also need a new warm jacket.” I pull them off and place them in the
dirty clothes hamper in the closet. I walk out of the closet and see him
standing at the end of the bed in just his boxers. I smile as I walk past him
and into the bathroom to remove my makeup. 


He wraps his arms around me from behind and pulls
me back. I yelp as he picks me up and tosses me onto the bed.


“What do you think you are doing?” he asks,
bringing his lips close to mine.


“I was going to take off my makeup.”


“You can do that later. I want you right now.” 


I smile as he pushes me further up the bed. I reach
up and throw the pillows off so they are not in our way. He then covers my
hands with his as his lips crash onto mine. His tongue enters my mouth with
force. I lift my hips, pressing them into his stomach wanting, needing more of
him.


He pulls away and it leaves me panting. He opens
his eyes and looks from the left side of the bed to the right. “What are you
looking at?” I ask, tilting my head trying to see what he sees.


He looks down to me with a small smile on his face.
“I want to try something.” 


I frown. “As in something we have never done
before?” I ask making sure I understand him correctly. What have we not already
tried when it comes to sex?


He nods his head and then gets up from on top of
me. I sit up and look over at him as he stands next to the bed. “Lie down.” I lie
down and turn my head to the side to continue to look at him. “Give me your
left hand.”


I frown but do as he says. He takes the white
fabric that falls down the side of the post and quickly ties it around my
wrist. He then makes his way to the other side and he repeats the process with
my other one.


He climbs over and straddles me with a huge grin on
his face. “Is this why you agreed to this bed so quickly?” I ask, smiling up at
him.


“I had my reasons.” 


I let out a little laugh before he lowers his head
down to mine. He gives me soft kisses on my neck as I spread my legs for him,
letting him know exactly what I want.


“Slade.” I sigh. 


“Do it, Angel,” he whispers against my neck. “Beg
me for it. I want to know how bad you want me.” He runs his tongue slowly up my
neck until he nibbles on my ear.


I moan as I feel a hand slide between my thighs.
“Please,” I whisper, pulling on the restraints.


 His hand continues to move upward until he slowly
pushes a finger into me. He releases a long breath and pulls it out. I lift my
hips wanting him to do it again.


“Just how I like you,” he mumbles.


I moan as his finger returns. This time he doesn’t
remove it, instead he forces in a second finger, and I gasp. 


He removes his lips from my neck and covers my
mouth with his. His kiss is hard and possessive, while his two fingers are just
as rough as the kiss. I feel my insides start to tighten as his thumb rubs
circles on my clit. I pull away from his lips, sucking in a breath as if I’ve
been drowning. I scream out his name as I come.


He sits up on his knees and I pull my shaky legs up
to where my feet are flat on the bed. I look up at his face and he smiles down
at me. I continue to try to catch my breath as my body shakes. I close my eyes,
trying to calm down.


My eyes open when I feel him ease into me and it
has me moaning at the feel of him now inside of me.


He spreads my legs farther apart and places his
hands behind my knees. Lifting my legs, he pushes them to where my thighs are
pressed against my stomach and chest with the rest of my legs up in the air,
restricting my view of his face.


I close my eyes tightly as my legs automatically
push against his hands.


“Don’t fight it, Angel.” 


I pull on the restraints. “I can’t help it,” I say
weakly.


He pulls back and rams into me, making me scream
out. He tightens his grip on my legs as he presses down harder on them. I arch
my back and neck, trying to get a big breath of air.


“Fuck,” he growls as he pulls out and rams into me
again. He does it over and over until I feel like I may pass out due to lack of
oxygen. 


Just when I feel like I can’t take any more he
releases my legs and places his body over mine as he covers my mouth with his
again. This time his hands hold my face in place as his mouth swallows my cries
of ecstasy. 


As soon as he comes, he is up and off me, releasing
each wrist one at a time. He then crawls back onto the bed and holds me tightly
until my body stops shaking.


He lets go of me and goes to sit between my legs
again. “How sore are they?” He bends my right leg and starts to rub my thigh.


“Not too bad.” I close my eyes and enjoy the massage
that he gives me.





I awake to the doorbell
ringing. “Don’t,” Slade commands, placing an arm over my stomach. “Whoever it
is will leave.”


I lift his arm and he groans, knowing I’m going to
answer the door.


“You can stay in bed while I go and see who it is
and what they want.” I pick up one of his shirts off the floor and then grab a
pair of his sweatpants. He rolls over onto his stomach and places a pillow over
his head as I open up the bedroom door to walk out.


I make my way down the hallway, past the kitchen,
and open the front door.


“Good morning, Sam,” Tate greets, standing there
with Missy and a bouquet of flowers in his hand.


“Good morning, guys.” I take a step back to let
them in.


“Hope we didn’t wake you,” Missy says as I close
the door behind them. 


“No. I was awake,” I lie with a smile.


“Missy couldn’t wait to come over and congratulate
you guys,” Tate tells me, laying the flowers down on the counter.


“For what?” I ask, frowning.


“For the—” 


“Trip to New York,” Slade calls out loudly, running
into the kitchen, interrupting Missy. “I had spoken to Tate last night and told
him about our trip to New York for New Year’s Eve.” He smiles brightly over to
Tate and Missy as he slowly nods his head a few times.


“Oh,” Tate says, raising an eyebrow. “Yeah.
Congratulations on the trip to New York. That is going to be awesome.” He says
slowly with a puzzled look on his face.


I frown, glancing from Missy to Tate. Why did they
need to come to our house to congratulate us on a trip to New York City?


“What about—” Missy goes to speak but Tate turns to
her, shoving the flowers into her hands. “Missy, why don’t you have Sam help
you put these flowers I got you in some water?” he requests with his
back facing me and Slade.


“Okay,” she responds, slowly.


“Slade, may I speak to you?” Tate asks, already
walking out of the kitchen.


I look from Tate to Slade and he gives me a big
smile.


“What was all that about?” I ask Missy. 


“Uh, you know how guys can be.” She laughs it off.


I nod. “Tate got you flowers?” I look down to the
flowers that she now holds in her hands.


“Yes. He showed up at my house with them this
morning.” 


I smile over at her as I fill up a vase with water.
“That is great, Missy.”


She laughs. “Don’t get too excited. It’s not what
you think.” 


“Oh,” I say, surprised. I thought that Tate had
finally figured out how much she likes him.


I place the vase on the counter and she then places
the flowers in them as the guys walk back into the kitchen.


“Well, we are going to leave.”


My eyes dart from Tate to Slade, confused. “You
guys just got here. Would you like some breakfast?”


Tate shakes his head. “No thanks, Sam.” 


Missy starts to walk over to him and I pick up her
flowers. “Don’t forget your flowers, Missy.” 


“That’s okay. You can keep them.” 


“You don’t want your flowers?” I ask confused.


“Uh, I wouldn’t want to take your vase.” She looks
from me to Tate.


“Don’t worry about that.” I pick it up and carry it
over to her. She takes them from me with a sigh.


I try to think of something to say to fill the
awkward silence. “Well, give us a call later, maybe we can go to lunch,” I suggest.


“It’s supposed to snow today,” Slade counters as we
walk them to the door.


“So.” I glare at him. “The truck is four wheel
drive.”


Tate and Missy laugh. “Sounds good. I’ll call you
later,” Tate offers before they walk out the front door.


I turn around to see Slade standing in the hallway
with his arms crossed over his chest and his mouth in a hard line. “Was that
not the craziest thing ever?” I close my eyes and open them a few times. 


“What are you doing?” he asks with a dead tone.


“I’m checking to see if I’m going to wake up from
that weird dream,” I say seriously.


He gets a small smile on his face and then walks to
me. “Come on. Let’s go back to bed. I still have a few more hours before I have
to meet Josh and Micah over at my parents’ house to put up Christmas lights.” 





The next few weeks flew by.
I started my job at the bank. I only worked a few days the first week and then
went to full time. I love working with Courtney every day and everyone at the
bank seems to be nice so far. Slade has been very busy with work. If he’s not
at the firm, he has himself locked in his office at home. So I have been
spending the evenings at the mall with the girls or at Missy’s house. She is
the only one who does not live with a boyfriend, so we can hang out and talk about
the guys without having one eavesdrop.


Sitting on the couch in one of Slade’s t-shirts, I
take another bite of my ice cream as I flip through the TV channels. I look up
when I hear the front door open.


I remain on the couch as he walks down the hallway
and enters his office. I let out a sigh as I fall deeper into the couch. He has
been slammed at work. I’m guessing it’s because he took time off for
Thanksgiving, and he is taking a little over a week off for Christmas and New
Year’s. 


I hear his phone ring, followed by his voice as he
answers it. “Yes. Give me about thirty minutes and then I’ll be ready.” There’s
a pause. “No. I’m about to though…okay. Bye.”


I remain silent and take a few more bites of my ice
cream before Slade comes to stand in front of me. “You look bored, Angel.”


I shake my head no, as I change the channel, not
really seeing what’s on it.


He leans over and snatches the remote from my hand.
I look up at him scowling. “Hey, I was watching that.”


“No you weren’t” He then reaches down and grabs my
hand, pulling me to stand. My body slams into his and he wraps his arms around
my waist, pinning me to him. “Let’s go out tonight,” he suggests with a smile
on his face.


I look up to the clock. “It’s past nine, Slade.” He
just got home from work. There is no way that he wants to go out tonight.


“I know. The bars don’t close until two.”


“You have to work tomorrow,” I remind him. He has
been working weekends as well, spending them locked in his office. 


He shakes his head. “No. Today was my last day.” He
smiles brightly. “Tomorrow is Christmas Eve. I stayed late tonight to get
everything taken care of for my time off.”


I feel a grin spread across my face. “That’s great,
baby. But we don’t have to go out. We can just stay home and relax.”


He unwraps his arms from around my waist and places
them on my shoulders spinning me around. “Go get dressed.” He swats my butt
playfully. “We are meeting everyone out at the bar,” he states.


I turn to face him. “You invited everyone out?” I
ask excitedly.


He nods. “I haven’t seen you much lately and I want
to start off my vacation right. I thought a night out was just the perfect
way.”


I rise up and kiss him on the cheek. “That does sound
perfect.” I take off for the bedroom to change my clothes.





“I am so glad to be on
Christmas vacation,” Micah says as he throws back Holly’s lemon drop. “I swear,
I think I’m going crazy.” His gaze slides to Holly and she rolls her eyes at
him.


“I’ve refrained from calling you on many occasions,”
she says to him, sitting back in her seat. 


“Well, that hasn’t stopped your mother from calling
me. She needs to leave me alone. I could not care less what kind of flowers she
thinks we need to use, let alone the centerpieces,” he growls before looking over
at her. 


Holly laughs it off. She has been dodging her
mother’s phone calls. I can’t even count how many times a day her mother emails
her magazine articles of what is trending with celebrity weddings. Not one of
them is what Holly wants. She finally started ignoring them.


“Well it’s going to be gorgeous no matter what you
end up choosing,” I tell her with a smile.


“I just have one request,” Courtney chimes in as
Josh places his arm around her shoulders. “Don’t make me wear a peach dress,” she
whines. “I have nothing against peach, it is just not my color.”


Holly giggles. “No worries, Courtney. There will be
no peach at my wedding,” she assures her.


Holly has asked Courtney to be a bridesmaid. She
was more than excited since Josh is in the wedding as well. 


I push my chair away from the table and stand up.
“I’ll be right back,” I say before walking away from the table and heading over
to the other side of the bar, towards the back. As I make my way down the
hallway, someone hooks their arm through mine. I look over to see Missy smiling
at me. 


“You have been quiet tonight,” I say, tightening my
arm around hers.


She shrugs. “I don’t see the fun in bars.”


“Then why did you come out with us?” I question.


She looks up, giving me a sly smile, and it makes
me laugh out loud. The things we will do for love.


I go to speak but get cut off when I run into
someone. “Oh, I’m—” I stop as I realize I am face to face with Jessica.


She stands across from me wearing a shocked
expression.


“Jessica.” I stiffen, before unwrapping Missy’s arm
from mine.


She crosses her arms over her chest, smoothing her
expression.


“What a surprise seeing you here considering I’ve
been looking for you everywhere else,” I say sweetly even though my chest is
pounding. I’ve wanted to see this bitch for the longest time. Of course I find
her in a bar.


“Yeah. What a coincidence,” she replies dryly
before a smile plays across her face. “Tell me, Sam. Have you been missing my
messages?” 


I feel my blood run cold at her comment and I fist
my hand down by my side. “Actually,” I start as I take a step towards her,
“I’ve been meaning to ask you how you got those.”


She lets out a laugh and then looks me in the eyes.
“Let’s just say that you are not the only girl in town who has spent the night
with Slade, but you know that.” She waves a hand carelessly in the air.


I should have known she wouldn’t tell me but I had
to ask. I let out a long breath as a thought enters my mind. “So, what you’re
saying is, you’re the only one in town that he hasn’t fucked?” 


“You think you’re so lucky?” She narrows her eyes
at me. “That you have him right now. Well, I’m here to inform you...enjoy it
while you can because when you walk in on him underneath another woman, everyone
in this town will once again be laughing at you for your stupidity.”


I take another step closer to her and feel a small
hand grab my shoulder. I shake it off. Nothing is going to stop me. I have been
waiting for this opportunity. Hell, I even went to her front door hoping she
was there. I’m going to take full advantage of this no matter how much it
pisses me off. 


“I guess you don’t mind everyone laughing at you,”
I retort. “With the constant phone calls you made, which just made you look
desperate. And the constant pictures and videos made you look pathetic.” She
gasps and her mouth falls slightly open. “Let me inform you of
something since you can’t take a fucking hint. Give up! He didn’t want you then
and he sure as hell doesn’t want your ass now. He’s never going to want you.
Even if our relationship does end, it will not be an opportunity for you to get
a piece of him,” I say flatly.


She reaches up and slaps me across the face. 


It’s funny, that is the second time I have been
slapped in the last couple of months. But this time feels different. My head
doesn’t snap to the side. I don’t feel a sting or any pain. The room that was
just filled with constant noise is now silent. All I see is Jessica standing
before me with a look of hatred on her face. And all I can think of is just how
much the feeling is mutual. 


I take all of that hate, the frustration over all the
unanswered questions I have—how she got the pictures, what she thought they
would accomplish—and decide this is where I’m going to funnel that
negative energy. I never thought Slade would change for me, but he has proven
to me daily that I’m the only one that he wants, and that is something I’m
going to fight for. So, I’m going to beat her ass.


She spins around, giving me her back as she goes to
walk away. Her movement has me snapping out of my thoughts. I reach up and pull
her hair. It snaps her head back and has her stumbling until her back hits the
wall. I rear back and scream out as I punch her in the nose. She slides down
the wall as her screeching voice now fills my ears. She holds her nose as blood
runs between her fingers and down over her chin. 


I loom over, looking down. “You hit like the bitch
that you are. If you ever touch me again, I’ll break more than your nose.”


She stands and leaps toward me. I trip over our
tangled feet and go down onto my back. The momentary lack of oxygen doesn’t’
slow me down. She lifts both of her hands to hit me and I push her chest,
rolling her onto her back. I punch her nose again and she shuts her eyes,
crying out as her hands start flying toward my face. 


I don’t even try to block them as I’m too busy
hitting her. I don’t know how many hits I get in when I feel a strong arm wrap
around my waist before I’m jerked away from her. I kick my legs out hoping to
make contact one last time. I smile when my heel cuts the side of her arm. Out
of the corner of my eye I notice the twins that I remember from the bar—the
ones that offered to join Slade and I in bed—walk up and help her to her feet,
just as I feel cold air on my skin and hear the door slam shut, cutting off my
view of them. 


I quit trying to squirm when the arm tightens around
my waist, and someone yells in my ear. “Stop.” I hear Slade’s voice come from
behind me. “You drive,” he barks out before I hear a set of keys rattle.


He opens the back door of the truck and tosses me inside
before he climbs in beside me. 


The front doors open and Tate jumps behind the
wheel while Missy gets into the passenger seat.


“Why did you stop me?” I demand, facing Slade. 


He turns to look at me with a hard expression. “We
are going to act like you didn’t ask that stupid question.”


“What?” I yell. “I was standing up for myself. She—”



“You want to go to jail?” He leans over getting
into my face. “Because that’s what happens when you start a fight in a bar. Not
to mention Missy was in there and she is underage,” he barks, pointing a finger
at her, huddled in the passenger seat.


Who cares about that? She didn’t have one drink.
All she would have had to do was leave. “I’ve seen you get into a fight at a
bar before. Hell, you even got in a fight at my mother’s funeral. So don’t act
like you’re some saint!” I shout, pissed. 


 He ignores me and leans up, pulling his ringing
phone out of his back pocket. “Hello?” he snaps. “Yes. We are on our way to the
house.” I sit back and take a few deeps breaths, trying to calm down. 


“Well make sure it doesn’t go any farther.” He
hangs up and throws his phone down beside him as Tate pulls into our driveway.
I get out of the car, slamming the door and storming inside, not bothering to
tell Tate or Missy bye.


I make my way to the bedroom, kick my heels across
the room, and start stripping my clothes off. Slade storms in and slams the
bedroom door.


I go to walk past him but he grabs my arms and
spins me to face him. 
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“Don’t touch me,” she seethes.


I tighten my grip. “Just what did you think you
were going to accomplish?”


“You wouldn’t understand,” she spits out.


“Try me.” 


“Let some guy come up to you and give you another
mental picture of me fucking other guys and see how you react.” She tries
jerking her arms out of my grasp, but she has no luck. “As if I don’t already
have enough reminders already.”


“Fuck,” I hiss, pushing her back against the wall.
“Don’t say that to me,” I warn.


Her eyes narrow. “Then don’t ask me for a reason.
You don’t know what happened.” Her voice rises. “The bitch slapped me. I sure
as hell wasn’t going to run away crying.” Her chest rises and falls quickly as
her perfect, perfect plump lips suck in air.


“She slapped you?” I lift my hands to cradle her
face.


She jerks her head from my grasp. “Like you care.”


“Of course I fucking care!” I snap. 


She releases a hard laugh. “Oh, I can tell,” she says
sarcastically as she once again tries to go into the bathroom. 


I walk up behind her, grab her again, and stomp
over to the bed where I throw her down. She fights me but I push her over onto
her stomach with ease. Once she is flipped over, I place my body on top of her while
pinning her wrists down by her head.


“I’m so tired of your smart ass remarks,” I grit
through my teeth.


She tries to wiggle her body underneath mine as she
yells, “Stop, Slade!”


“Not until you tell me what you mean by that. You
really think I don’t care what you do? Or what happens to you?”


“I’m just angry that the bitch had the nerve to
piss me off. And that you made me leave when I finally had the chance to beat
her ass,” she barks as she continues to fight me. 


I growl deep in my chest as she wiggles her naked
ass against my jeans, making my cock harden. Her feistiness has always turned
me on. “Well, I have an idea on how to release that frustration.” I tighten my
hands around her wrists as I push my hips into her ass.


She arches her back and lifts her head up off the
bed. “No,” she hisses. 


I lower my head down to her neck and bite down on
it as she cries out. “We can play this game if you prefer, Angel.” I kiss the
mark from the bite.


“What game would that be?” she asks, sounding
winded.


I smile at her question. She does want to
play. “Where you make me dominate you. Where you beg me to tie you up and fuck
you until you beg me to stop.” She releases a whimper as she tries lifting her
hips. “You want me to do that to you, don’t you?”


She doesn’t answer as she breathes heavily. “I’ll
fuck you until you have no madness left. You will be nothing but a shaking mess
unable to think of anything other than my cock filling you. My body dominating
you.” I lick my lips. “It has me hard just thinking about it.” I move my hips
back and forth. “All you have to do is tell me, and it’s yours.” 


I watch her face as she closes her eyes and lets
out a long breath. “Yes, I want that.” Her body trembles as she speaks. 


I smirk. “What is it you need exactly?” 


“I need you to fuck me.” 


Without a word, I slide her left hand up to the
left side of the bed and reach for the fabric that hangs from the bedpost. I
tie it tightly around her wrist. I then reach over to the other side and do the
same. Placing my hands on her hips, I pull her further down the bed to where
her arms are fully stretched. 


I get up off of the bed and walk to the closet.
Returning, I straddle her back. “Lift your head,” I order.


She raises it as much as her body will allow and I
place the scarf around her eyes, tying it securely behind her head. “Slade?” she
whimpers.


I choose not to respond as I lift her hips, putting
her ass and pussy up in the air. I sit back on my knees and look at her wet
pussy in front of me. She moves her legs and pulls on her bound arms. 


Reaching down I grab my hard cock in my hand and
give it a few long strokes as I continue to stare, knowing she is at my mercy,
just how we both prefer it. 


“Please, Slade?” Her voice is desperate.


I reach up and slap her across the ass, causing her
body to jump. “Is that what you want?” I growl as I place my body up against
hers. “Want me to punish you?” I spank her again when she doesn’t answer. 


She squeals in response. I reach down and grab
myself and slide into her slowly. Her body relaxes with the relief my cock
brings being inside of her. I pull out and go even slower as I enter her this
time. 


“Is this my punishment?” She breathes. “You going
slowly when you know I want it fast?” She moves her head side to side as she
tries to remove the scarf that restricts her vision.


I slide my hand up the base of her neck, wrapping
her hair around my fingers. Pulling her neck back, I lift her head up off the
bed, causing her to hiss in a breath. “I assure you, Angel, this is not going
to be a punishment,” I growl and feel her pussy tighten around my cock. “It’s
going to be just how we both want it…hard and fast.”


I pull back and slam into her as her wet pussy
allows my hard cock to slide in and out with ease. 


As I fuck her and her cries and whimpers fill the
room, everything else disappears. It doesn’t matter what happens between us,
this is where we can let go and forget everything else. 


 





“What happened?” I ask
Courtney on the other end of the line. 


“What do you think happened? I threatened the
bitch.” She all but shouts. “I told her that I had evidence of her slashing the
tires on Slade’s truck and—”


“You what? Courtney you can’t lie about that.”


“Yes, I can. The bitch is fucking stupid. I told
her that your boss had a camera on the back parking lot and that you didn’t
turn it in because you wanted to use it against her.”


I roll my eyes. “Well, I highly doubt she believed
you, but thanks.” I pull the pie out the oven and turn off the timer. “Did she
happen to mention how she got all the pictures and videos?” I ask, covering the
pie to keep it warm.


“Yep. Those two girls that are twins. The toothpick
bitches, as I have decided to call them. They are Bridgette’s cousins.
Bridgette sent them the pictures and they gave them to Jessica,” she explains.


“But that one girl in the first video was a
brunette. Bridgette wasn’t in that one.” Well, I guess she could have been behind
the camera.


“That was one of the twins before she cut and bleached
her hair blonde. Who knew they weren’t true blondes?” she says sarcastically.
“Anyway, if I were you, I wouldn’t worry about Jessica any more. And I’m pretty
sure the twins are now scared shitless of you because they just stood there as
you fought with Jessica.”


“How do you know that?”


“Because we all saw it happen. Well, we didn’t see
Jessica slap you. Missy came running back to the table. By the time she spoke
and we looked over to you, you were pulling Jessica’s hair.” She laughs. “I
swear I’ve never seen the guys move that fast,” she tells me through her
laughter. “The twins were right beside you guys the entire time.”


“Oh.” I never saw them. “I’m surprised the cops
weren’t called.”


“You guys weren’t on the main floor and Slade took
you out the back. No worries about the cops,” she assures, sounding positive.


“Well, I’m glad that that has come to an end. I
don’t want to ever think about that bitch again.” I pull out a sack to load up
some of the food.


“Me too.”


“I’m going to get off of here. I’ll see you in a
little bit. And Courtney? Thanks for everything.”


“No problem, sis. You know I got your back,” she says
before hanging up.


I place my phone in my back pocket and take a drink
of my coffee, putting Jessica and last night behind me. Well, everything about
last night except for Slade and I in bed. That I want to remember forever. It’s
crazy how that man knows what I want without me having to say it. Although he
does like to hear me beg for it.


I have been going nonstop since six-thirty this
morning. Today is Christmas Eve, and we are going over to the Longs’ this
evening. They wanted to have Christmas with the family tonight. That way
everyone can stay at their own houses tomorrow morning since we all fly out
tomorrow night. We’re supposed to have a mini blizzard late this evening, so
Vivian didn’t want anyone to have to go out in that in the morning. 


“Are you almost ready, Angel?” Slade hollers from
the bedroom.


“Yes,” I answer.


“Good,” he says now standing right behind me.
“Because I need to give you something.” He smiles.


“Tonight? Don’t you want to wait until tomorrow
morning?” 


He shakes his head. “Come here.” He takes my hand
and pulls me into the living room. “Have a seat and wait right here.” He guides
me to sit with his hands on my shoulders. “Now close your eyes.”


“Slade.” 


“Close your eyes, Angel.”


I let out a breath and close my eyes. I open them
as soon as I hear the front door open and shut. “Slade?” I call out to a quiet
house. “Slade?” I stand to look around the living room. I walk into the
kitchen, down the hallway to our bedroom. Nothing! “Slade?” I call out louder.


I hear the front door open again and I run into the
living room and sit down, quickly closing my eyes.


“Are your eyes still closed?” he calls out.


“Yep,” I reply with a smile.


I hear him walk into the living room before he
speaks. “Okay. You can open them.”


I open my eyes to see him on his knees before me as
he holds a huge pink box with a big silver bow in both of his hands. “What is
in that?” I ask with a little laugh. I have never seen a box so big in my life.


“Open the lid.” He lifts the box a bit, as he
arches his eyebrows.


I bite my bottom lip as I lean up and lift the lid.
I gasp when I see what is inside.


“Slade,” I squeal looking up to him. “He’s
beautiful.” I look back into the box and smile at the little fluffy puppy that
is staring up at me. It’s white and black with the prettiest blue eyes I have
ever seen on a dog before. 


I reach in and pick it up out of the box. I place
it in my lap and it instantly starts to lick my face.


Slade laughs. “He is a she,” he corrects me, “and
she is an Alaskan Malamute.”


“I love her.” I lift her up so she is face to face
with me. “You’re so pretty. Yes you are,” I coo as her tongue licks my nose.


I giggle, gathering her back on my lap. “What made
you get a puppy?”


“Well, funny story.” He gives a little laugh as he
reaches over and takes her from me. “I had lunch with Dad and Micah last week.
While I was walking to my car, we passed by a pet shop. This little girl was in
the window.” He rubs the top of her head. “It was love at first sight.” He
looks up at me with a serious expression on his face. “Just like how it was
with you.”


I give a little laugh. “Love at first sight? With
me?” I arch an eyebrow.


He leans down and places the puppy on the floor.
She lies down at his feet, looking up at him with those adorable puppy eyes.


He turns to face me and places his hands on either
side of my face. “Do you remember that toast I made, ‘life after you’?”


I bob my head. “I remember asking what kind of
toast that was and before you could answer the blonde girl showed up.”


He frowns confused.


“You know the one that had the friend who was a
gymnast?” I roll my eyes. “The two you took home that night.”


He lets out a laugh. “Angel, I didn’t take anyone
home that night.”


“I heard you tell her that was the best night for
you.”


He shakes his head. “I made that toast because I
knew the second I saw you that my life was never going to be the same. I
promise I didn’t take her home. I did, however, drive you home and place you in
your bed.”


I smile and lean in to kiss him. Just as our lips touch,
the puppy barks. I pull back with a laugh. “Oh, do you want to give him kisses
too?” I lean down and pick her up. “Give Daddy kisses.” I place her in front of
his face, and she starts licking his nose and lips, making him laugh.


I place her on my lap and look up at him. “I love
her. Thank you so much.”


“You’re very welcome.” He looks down at her. “What
do you want to name her?”


Hmm. “That could be a tough one. I’ll have to think
about it.”


He pats my leg. “Come on, we have to head over to
my parents’ house.”


I frown down at the puppy. “What about her?” I
don’t want to leave her here.


“Oh, she’s coming with us.” He chuckles. “My mom
bought all sorts of things for her.”


“Wait!” I say standing up from the couch with the
puppy in my hands. “You’ve had her since last week?”


He nods. “She has been staying with my parents and
then I brought her over to the neighbor’s house this morning so I could walk
over and get her for you.”


I smile, leaning down and kissing her on the head.
I have never had a dog before. My dad had his favorite cat that he had the
taxidermist stuff in order to keep it forever, but a dog? No. I’ve always
wanted one, though, and she is perfect.


“Come on, Princess, let’s go, and get you a blanket
to wrap you up in. It’s cold outside,” I say, walking off toward the bedroom.
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I am loading the last bit
of food into the backseat of the truck when Angel and the puppy walk out into
the garage. “I had to get her a blanket,” she tells me, smiling.


I can’t help but grin as I see the puppy wrapped in
a blanket, eyes already closed. I wanted to get her something that can keep her
company while I’m working and it doesn’t hurt that the dog will get big enough
to eat an intruder. I still worry about her like crazy, even though she works
at the bank now.


“Ready to go?” 


She nods and I walk around the truck to open the
door for her and the puppy. Once they are in, I get in as well and back out of
the garage. 


“What are we going to do with her while we are in
New York?” she asks sadly.


“The neighbors are going to watch her for us.”


“I don’t know,” she says slowly. “Maybe we
shouldn’t go.”


I look at her. “What? That’s crazy, we are going.” 


“What if she forgets us and thinks she belongs to
them and then when we come back she wants nothing to do with us?” 


I laugh as I shake my head at her. If she is this
way with a puppy I can’t even imagine what she will be like when we have
children.


“She will be fine. I promise,” I assure her.


“We need to go to the pet store. Are they open
today? She needs food, a collar, a sweater—”


I interrupt her by placing a hand up. “I already
got dog food. I even brought some with us. It’s behind my seat. As for a sweater.”
I shake my head. “She does not need one of those.”


“It’s cold outside Slade,” she says, hugging the
puppy to her chest.


“She will be fine. Look at how much fur she has.”


She glances at me with narrowed eyes then looks
down at the dog. “Mommy will get you a sweater.”


I smile at the sound of her saying the word mommy.
I can’t wait until she says yes to my proposal so we can start planning for our
future together, one that will make her the mother of my children one day. New
Year’s Eve can’t get here fast enough.


We pull up to my parents’ house and see that Josh
and Courtney are already here. I help Angel out of the truck and walk them up
to the door. I open it and announce our arrival.


My mom comes into view and squeals when she sees
the puppy in Angel’s arms. “Don’t you just love her?” she asks. “She is the
cutest puppy I have ever seen.”


Angel laughs. “I just told Slade that I needed to
go to the pet store and get her a few things.”


My mom smiles up at her. “I already bought her
everything a puppy needs, including a sweater.”


Angel turns to look at me with a sly grin on her
face. “Told you.”


I smile as I lean down to kiss her on the cheek
before I grab Josh to help me unload the food out of the truck.


“How is her hand?” Courtney asks as Josh and I sit
down at the table.


“She said it’s fine. She took something for pain
last night, but she hasn’t mentioned it once today.”


“Man, that shit was crazy,” Josh adds.


“It was,” I agree, thinking back to last night. I
had been wondering what was taking Angel so long in the bathroom and as soon as
I had turned around, I saw her punch a girl in the face. At that moment, I hadn’t
even realized it was Jessica.


“I actually find it funny. The bitch deserved much
more than a broken nose and two black eyes along with some scratches.” Courtney
smiles proudly.


“She did but I don’t like that Angel was the one to
fight with her.” I was pissed that she got into that fight. 


We fall silent for a few uncomfortable minutes
before Courtney changes the subject. 


“The puppy was a good idea,” she praises, breaking
the tension. “She has always wanted one.”


I smile. She was so surprised, not at all expecting
the box to contain a dog.


“Just think how they will be with kids,” Courtney teases,
looking over at Angel and my mother sitting on the living room floor with sacks
full of puppy items surrounding them.


I chuckle. “I know.” It will be great.


“I don’t think I want any kids,” she says.


“None?” I ask, glancing from her to Josh.


She shakes her head. 


“How do you feel about that?” I ask him.


He shrugs, but smiles brightly. “Whatever she wants
is fine with me.” 


“Slade.” I turn in my seat to look back over my
shoulder to Angel. She places her cell in her back pocket. “Missy just called. She
is coming over with Tate.”


I turn back to face Josh and Courtney with a scowl
on my face.


“I don’t understand why he spends so much time with
her, yet he won’t be with her,” Courtney wonders aloud, placing her elbow on
the table and her chin in her hand.


“I could not care less what he does,” I growl.


“Have you still not spoken to him since he came
over the day after Thanksgiving?” Josh asks. 


“Nope. He drove us home last night but we didn’t
speak.” I think back to that day when he showed up with Missy and flowers for Angel.
He said he wanted to congratulate her on our engagement and thought that
bringing her flowers would be harmless. I told him I had changed my mind and
decided instead to pop the question on New Year’s Eve. He then informed me that
he was going to come along with us. I asked him why he would want to go to New
York, on my family’s vacation, but he wouldn’t answer. Needless to say,
I wanted to punch him in the face until he explained why it was so important
for him to come, but things were going so well between Angel and me. I didn’t
want to rock that boat.


“I think he has a crush on Sam,” Courtney states.


“Courtney.” Josh shoots her a look of warning.


“What?” She shrugs carelessly. “He’s always around
or calling and texting her. I mean, it’s nothing sexual or even anything you
would consider flirting.”


I place my head in my hand and look down to the
table. I still feel the same way. He has an angle; I just have yet to figure it
out. “I’m not worried.” I lift my head and turn to look at Angel playing with
the puppy that now wears a bright pink sweater. Tate can try all he wants. I am
confident that she loves me.


“Anyway,” Josh starts, “I can’t wait to leave
tomorrow night for New York.”


“Me either. I think Angel has had us packed and
ready to go for the last two weeks.” I laugh. “How can you girls do that much
shopping?” I ask Courtney. I swear they went shopping every night after work.
And every time I look over at our luggage she has added another suitcase in
order to accommodate everything.


“Hey, Josh loves to shop just as much as I do,” she
says defensively.


“It’s true,” he agrees.


“I hate shopping.”


“You always have, hunny,” my mom says, walking into
the kitchen to join us. I look back to the living room and don’t see Angel.


“Where is Angel?” I ask.


“She took the puppy out to go potty,” she says,
taking the plates and silverware out of the cabinets.


“Here let me help you,” Courtney offers, getting up
from the table to help my mother.


I stand from the table and walk out the front door.
I come to a stop when I see Angel playing with the puppy. I can’t help but feel
sorry for the poor puppy having to wear that bright pink sweater. She keeps
biting at it, I’m sure she wants the damn thing off.


“Come inside guys,” my mother calls out the front
door. “Everything is ready. All we are waiting for is Missy and Tate and Micah
and Holly to arrive. They should be here any moment.”


Angel bends down, picking up the puppy and walks up
to me. “Please be nice. I don’t know what’s going on between you and Tate, but
please be nice. It’s Christmas Eve and he has no family here to spend it with.”


I smile, pushing some long strands behind her ear.
“I will, Angel. For you, I will.”


She smiles and brings the puppy up to the side of
her face. “Thank you.” As she speaks, the puppy starts to lick her cheek,
making her laugh. She pulls the puppy away and places her in front of me. I
take her into my hands and Angel steps closer to me. “You know,” she whispers.
“I have a surprise for you tonight as well.”


I look to the puppy in my hands and then to her
smile. “Please tell me it involves you being naked.” 


“If you’re a good boy,” she taunts before taking
the puppy from my hands and walking into the house.


I turn around and trail after her with a grin on my
face.


“Everything looks great, Mom,” I say as I sit down
next to Angel at the dinner table.


“Thanks, hunny. I think the girls cooked more than
I did this year.” She gives a little laugh. 


We hear the front door open and then Micah and
Holly walk in followed by Tate and a smiling Missy. 


“The party can now start,” Micah calls out happily.
My mother gets up from her seat to help take the food they’ve brought with
them.


“Where is the puppy I keep hearing about?” Missy
asks as she sits down next to Angel.


“She’s in her cage sleeping. She is so adorable.” I
smile as Angel starts to fill everyone in on how she got the puppy this
morning.





We all gather around in the
living room after dinner and my mother and father start to pick presents up from
under the tree. They then walk around to hand each couple a gift-wrapped box,
including one to Tate and one to Missy.


She hands Angel a box and she passes it over to me.
I look down to see Slade and Samantha written on it. “You shouldn’t have done
this.” I hear Courtney say.


My mom waves her off. “It’s just something small,” she
tells her, taking a seat down next to my dad over by the tree.


We all sit in silence as we look at one another as
if not sure what to do next. “Well open them.” My father gestures towards us.


I hand it over to Angel. “Here. You open it,” I offer.


She takes it from my hands and proceeds to tear
into it. 


“We wanted to get you guys something that you can
use on the trip.” My mother says as Angel opens the box. She then pulls out a
fancy looking black camera. 


“Thank you,” Angel says, getting up off of the
couch and walking over to my parents to give them a hug. 


Once done, my father walks off to the kitchen. I
stand and follow after him.


“You really shouldn’t have gotten us anything else,”
I tell him, leaning up against the counter.


He looks up to me, and smiles. “Vivian wanted you
guys to have a camera.” 


“But you guys already bought us a trip to New York
City.” I don’t know many guys my age that have parents who would pay for them
to go to New York with their girlfriend and friends as well. “At least let me
pay you for the trip.” We have been driving him nuts up at work about paying
them for this trip.


My dad pulls out a seat at the kitchen table and
sits down. He looks up to me and releases a sigh. “Slade, that would only hurt
your mother’s feelings. She wanted to do this for everyone, and if I can give
you any advice when it comes to women, it’s that you do whatever they want.” He
gives a little laugh. “That’s no secret though. Your mother wanted to buy you
guys cameras. I didn’t question that.” He runs a hand through his hair. “I know
I missed a lot of your childhood and there’s not a day goes by that I don’t
think about it. Your mother always wanted a big family. I’m sure if I had been
home more for you guys and her, we would have continued to have more children.
She loves you boys but I know she wanted to keep trying for a little girl.” He
smiles. 


I stand there staring at him as if dazed, wondering
what cameras have to do with our childhood. My father has never spoke of our
childhood or how much he regrets his career controlling his life. I mean, yeah,
there were things that he missed, but Micah and I just thought that was how
life was. The mother stayed home and the father worked his life away. The older
we got the more we understood the value of a dollar. We always had nice things,
but in order to have those things he had to work and once Micah and I were able
to, we took over as workaholics as well.


My father gets my attention as he stands from the
table and walks over to me. He places a hand on my shoulder. 


“Now she has what she’s always wanted. A big
family. She always worried you would never find a girl to keep your attention
long enough, and now your just days away from proposing to the love of your
life. She has adored Holly since day one and we have always considered Josh one
of our boys.” He shrugs. “So do me a big favor and don’t mention paying for the
trip again. Go in there and tell your mother thank you for the camera, because
that camera is going to capture so many things to come. And use it every chance
that you get. Time goes by faster and faster every year. Before you know it,
your children will be grown, and you will still want to give them everything.
That includes the memories of you and their mother back when it all started.”
He pulls away from me and starts to walk out of the kitchen.


“Dad?” I call out, bringing him to a stop. “Thanks
for everything.”


“No need to thank me, son. I didn’t spend all those
years working to just save all the money.” He gives a little laugh at himself
and walks out of the kitchen, leaving me standing there hoping that one day I
am as good of a husband and father as he is.


I push off the counter and go back into the living
room to see Angel sitting in the middle of the floor surrounded by pink stuff
as Holly holds the puppy. “What is all that stuff?” I ask, coming up behind
her. 


She turns to look up at me with a frown on her
face. “It’s her sweater. She tore it to shreds while locked in her cage.”


I let out a laugh. “Smart dog,” I mumble and walk
over to my mother. “Thanks for the camera, Mom.” That really was a great idea.
I don’t own a camera. I’m sure Angel does but I never see her use one.


“No need for thanks, hun. I bought one for us as
well. We didn’t have one when we went to New York last time. I plan on taking
pictures of everything. I told the girls we could make scrapbooks when we get
back,” she says excitedly.


I go to speak but I catch sight of Angel walking
out the front door. “I’ll be right back,” I say as I follow after her. 


 





“Go potty,” I tell my puppy
as I cross my arms over my chest. It’s freezing outside.


“Need me to keep you warm?” Slade asks, wrapping
his arms around me.


“Yes, please.” My teeth chatter. He tightens his
arms around me and I lay my head back against his shoulder. I look up to the
gray sky and smile. It’s supposed to snow tonight. 


“I think it would be better this way,” Slade says,
turning me around and pulling me close to him.


He leans his head down to mine. I rise up on my
toes and press my lips to his. He brings one hand up and threads his fingers
into my hair. His tongue enters my mouth and dances with mine. It’s starts out
sweet but becomes heated very quickly. I pull away before we both get worked
up. 


He opens his eyes and smiles down at me as he runs
his hand through my hair. I feel something cold land on my cheek. He brushes it
off then looks to the sky. “Looks like the snow is coming sooner than they predicted.”


I turn around, look out over the yard, and see the
snowflakes lightly falling. “Yeah.” It wasn’t supposed to snow until late night,
early morning.


“Come on, let’s go inside, and say goodbye. I want
to leave before it gets bad,” Slade tells me, bending down to pick up the
puppy.


“Hey Mom, Dad, we are going to leave. It’s snowing
outside,” he informs them once we walk inside.


“Really? We should probably go too,” Micah says.


“Come on, let’s get a picture of everyone real
quick,” Vivian suggests, picking up my camera. 


“Here I can take it,” Tate offers. 


“Don’t be silly. All of us girls can sit on the
couch and you guys can stand behind it. I will sit it right here.” She walks
over to a shelf on the wall and places it on there. “I’ll just set the timer
that way you can be in it too.” 


I look up to Slade to see him look from Tate to me.
When his eyes meet mine, he gives me a big smile. I don’t know why he does not
trust Tate. I wish he would just see that no one could ever take me away from
him.


Vivian ushers us all over to the couch where all of
us girls sit down and I place my puppy on my lap. The guys position themselves
behind us and I smile when Slade puts his hands on my shoulders.


“Everyone smile. I only set the timer for sixty
seconds,” Vivian urges.





I walk inside our house and
set the puppy down, letting her run wild in the house. I make my way to the
kitchen and place some of the leftovers in the fridge. I had tried to tell
Vivian we weren’t going to eat them. We leave tomorrow night and by the time we
make it back home the food will be bad. She still made everyone take a little
something home.


 I open a bottle of wine and pour two glasses. We
didn’t drink much at Vivian’s but I feel like having a glass to celebrate
Christmas Eve. I pick up the glasses and walk into the bedroom. I frown when I
don’t see Slade in there.


“Slade?”


“In the living room.”


I walk down the hallway and into the living room. I
smile when I see him sitting on a blanket in front of a burning fireplace.


“Cozy?” I ask, cocking an eyebrow.


He pats the blanket beside him. “I will be when you
join me.”


I hand him his glass of wine and sit down beside
him. I lie down and look up to the fireplace, seeing the urn that holds both of
my parents. It makes me wonder how my mother made it by herself through the
holidays over the last five years. Growing up she would decorate the house like
a mad woman. She always wore the over the top Christmas sweater and played
Christmas music throughout the house.


I look around the living room to our overly huge
Christmas tree in the corner along with the nativity scene. From the Christmas
throw pillows that I placed on the couch to the garland, Christmas candles and
inside lights, I might have over decorated myself this year. Slade didn’t seem to
mind. 


“You okay, Angel?” 


“Yes.” I smile over at him. “Thank you for starting
a fire.”


He nods and then turns and places his wine glass on
the fireplace before he lies down beside me. “That was nice of your parents to
get us a camera.” I have a camera that I bought back in college but I don’t use
it anymore. I don’t even care to turn it on. It’s full of pictures of Jax and
me. That feels like another lifetime to me now.


“Yes, that was very nice of them,” he agrees,
cuddling up next to me.


“I think I’m going to have that picture of all of
us from tonight blown up and put on the wall above the fireplace.” That way all
my family can be together.


“I think that is a great idea.” He snuggles his
head into my neck and starts giving it little kisses.


“Slade,” I say, sliding my hands up his side. 


“Hmm?” he asks, running his hand up and down my
thigh.


I place my hands between us and push on his chest,
allowing me to look into his eyes. “I love you.”


“I love you, Angel.” He brushes hair off the side
of my face. “Sit up,” he instructs, pulling away from me. I sit up and he lifts
my shirt up and over my head. I reach behind me and unclasp my bra.


“Now, lie down.” 


I obey and he undoes my pants and then slowly pulls
down my zipper. I lift my hips up off the floor to allow him to pull them off
along with my underwear.


Once I’m naked, he stands up and takes off his
clothes. I pull my legs up and spread my knees as I rub my hands over my
breasts. He stands there looking down at me with half hooded eyes and his lips
slightly parted. I guide one hand between my legs, and I release a sigh at how
good it feels to touch myself while I stare at him. From his broad shoulders,
narrow hips and washboard abs, he has me moaning in anticipation for what I
know is coming. For what I really want.


“Angel,” his voice is rough and deep.


I arch my back as I slide a finger inside of me.


“I need you, Slade,” I beg.


He positions himself on top of me, gazing down at
me. “Then let me do it.” He grabs my hand and pulls it away, replacing my
finger with his. “You know I know just how you like it,” he whispers hoarsely. 


“You do,” I breathe out. 


I run my hands up his back and grab a hold of his
sides when he adds another finger.


He leans down, bringing his lips to mine. “That’s
not enough, is it?” he growls. “You need more, don’t you?”


I nod my head.


“Say it, Angel. Tell me you need more,” he demands roughly
as his fingers continue their torture.


“I need more,” I all but moan.


He removes his fingers and positions himself closer
to me. I lift my head off of the floor and scream out when he thrusts himself
all the way into me.


“That’s what I love to hear.” He grunts as he pulls
out and slams back into me.


He slows his pace and lies down on top of me. Reaching
up, he pushes the slick pieces of hair out of my face. Without warning, he
rolls over, pulling me on top of him.


I place my hands on his chest, pushing myself to where
I’m sitting up. I rock my hips back and forth, throwing my head back, taking in
a deep breath, and closing my eyes. 


“Fuck.” He grabs my hips, digging his fingers into
them. I whimper at the pain and rake my nails across his chest.


His releases my thighs and my eyes spring open when
he grabs my wrists, pulling me down to lie on his chest. His hands grasp both
sides of my face and his tongue enters my mouth. I meet it with just as much intensity.
Devouring his mouth as I lift my hips up and down in a fast pace. I pull away,
my moans and loud cries filling the room along with the crackling of the fire. 


He rolls me over again and we hit the coffee table,
knocking it over, the items set atop of it crashing to the ground. He places
his hands on my wrists, pinning my body down as he proceeds to fuck me. I wrap
my shaky legs around his waist and take in deep breaths.


“Jesus,” he calls out as he thrusts, over and over,
until he comes.


I lie there panting beneath him as he stares down at
me. He reaches under my head and runs his hands around my neck.


“What are you doing?” I ask quietly.


“Trying to figure out where you hit the coffee
table,” he states, still running his hands over my body.


I give a soft laugh. “I didn’t. I think it was
you.”


He smiles. “Merry Christmas, Angel.”


“Merry Christmas, baby,” I whisper.


He stands up and leans over, lifting me in his
arms. He carries me down the hallway and we enter the bedroom.


“Ahh. Slade look at her,” I say as I see the puppy
lying on the floor at the end of the bed.


He chuckles as he places me in bed. He walks down
to the end of the bed and picks up the puppy, and then goes to leave the
bedroom. “Where are you going?” I ask, sitting up.


“To put her in her crate.”


“Let her sleep with us.” I pat the space in the
middle of the bed.


He shakes his head quickly.


“Please, Slade? It’s Christmas.” I pout.


He sighs, defeated, and walks over to the bed and
places her next to me. “Thank you.”


He leans over, giving me a soft kiss. “You’re
welcome, but only for tonight.”


He heads toward the bathroom and I lie down with
the puppy and close my eyes.

















[bookmark: CH31]CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE





 


I sit next to Angel in the
airport waiting for our plane to board as she speaks on her phone.


“Angel, get off the phone,” I say as I bend down to
pick up her purse.


She nods, holding up her finger to me as we make
our way to get in line to board the plane.


“Are you sure?” she asks, still on the phone. “She
wouldn’t eat that yesterday.” She informs our neighbor of her puppy.


I shake my head, looking over at Micah. He and
Holly laugh.


“She wanted to bring her,” I say quietly. “She
actually called to check how much it would cost to fly her there this morning,”
I explain to them. “I told her she did not need to come, that she was just fine
with the neighbors.”


 Just then, Tate walks up to stand behind us in
line. I hold back a sigh. I was hoping he would miss the plane.


“Slade,” he greets, nodding his head.


“Tate,” I reply with a dead tone.


Holly gives me a hateful look and then turns to
look at Tate. “Merry Christmas, Tate,” she says happily.


“Merry Christmas, Holly.”


“What did you do today?” she asks, stepping over to
him.


“I slept in,” Is all he says.


I feel an instant pain of guilt as Angel’s words
from last night come to mind about him not having any family here. I know how
hard that must be for him.


I turn back around to face him. “Have you ever been
to Ney York City?” I ask, trying to sound nice.


He shakes his head.


“Is that why you insisted on coming?” I smile
tightly.


“Something like that.” Then he looks down to Angel
and my guilt is gone. What does he plan on doing? Is he going to try to get her
to say no to my proposal?


“She is doing great,” Angel confirms, getting my
attention and hanging up her phone.


“Good.” I wrap an arm around her. “Guess what?” I whisper,
leaning down to her ear.


“What?”


“We’re going to New York.” 


“Yep.” She bounces up and down. 


They announce that they are ready for us to board
the plane and I pat my pocket, making sure that her engagement ring is still
there. I don’t know what I’m more nervous about—her saying yes, or me losing
it. 


We board the plane and take our seats. I hand Angel
my phone and she shuts it off along with hers before she places them both in
her purse.


“I hope I packed everything.” She sighs, laying her
head back against the headrest. 


“I don’t think you forgot anything. You packed five
bags for fuck’s sake.” I give a chuckle. 


“Holy shit?” Micah says from across from us. “Five
bags? How many of those bags are yours?” he asks, nodding toward me.


I look to Angel. “How many of those are mine?” I
honestly have no idea what all she packed for me. 


“Two,” she answers simply. “Has anyone heard from
Courtney or Josh?” she questions, looking down to her watch.


“Not that I know of,” Holly answers.


“They better hurry up,” I say. This isn’t like Josh.
He is never late.


A female voice comes over the intercom to notify us
that we are going to be leaving in the next five minutes. 


Then I hear Josh before he and Courtney come into
view. “I told you we didn’t have time for that,” he scolds her harshly.


“And I believe I told you to make time for it!” she
fires back.


“Pushing it a little close aren’t you guys?” Micah
asks.


“Yeah, I’ve been saying that for the last two hours,”
Josh complains, shoving a carry-on bag into the overhead compartment. 


A flight attendant walks up to help him when she
realizes his aggressiveness is not going to make it fit. 


“Excuse me.” Courtney raises her hand to the flight
attendant. “I need a Vodka and water,” she states.


“I’m sorry, miss, you will have to wait to order
until we are up in the air. A flight attendant will come by and take your drink
orders.” She walks away.


I smile over at Angel as she tries not to laugh at
Courtney needing a drink. “This should be a fun flight,” she says sarcastically.


I wrap my arm around her and bring her close to me
as I kiss her on her hair. “Take a nap, Angel. You need it after how late we
stayed up last night.” I wiggle my eyebrows.


She releases a sigh and places her head on my
shoulder. “That sounds like a good plan.”


 





“Wow, look at that building,”
Courtney exclaims, pointing to the tallest building I have ever seen.


“Damn, could you imagine having an office on the
top floor? That would be awesome,” Micah states, bending his head all the way
back and looking up to the top of the building. 


I nod my head in agreement as I wrap my jacket
tighter around myself. “You cold, Angel?” Slade asks, putting an arm around me
and pulling me close.


I bob my head as my teeth chatter.


“Here.” He opens the side of his jacket and lets me
snuggle up against him.


“It’s going to be hard to walk like this,” I say,
pushing away from him. “I’m fine. We are almost back to the hotel.” We arrived
last night, and then had dinner in the hotel restaurant before heading to bed
to rest up for our busy trip. 


We have been out all day and still only saw a
little bit of New York. We’ve walked some, but had a car service for the most
part of our day. We had the car drop us off for a late lunch and after decided to
walk to the hotel. It is only a block from the restaurant and here you can walk
faster than the traffic moves.


“I wanna go in there.” Courtney points to a store
with nothing but purses in the display window.


We all dart into the store and I smile when I feel
the heat hit my face. “I’m going to see if they have a restroom,” I say,
looking at Slade. 


“Okay. We will be right here,” he states, before turning
to talk to his mother and father. 


“I’ll go with you,” Holly suggests, following behind
me.


“Excuse me. Where are your restrooms?” I ask a
woman as she places purses neatly on a shelf.


“All the way to the back of the store on the left,”
she informs us, a friendly smile on her face. 


“Thank you,” I say, heading in the direction she
pointed.


Holly and I walk into the restroom and I hear my
phone ringing in my back pocket. I pull it out and answer.


“Hello?”


“Miss Hall. This is Officer White. I just wanted to
inform you that Jeremy has pled guilty. Meaning we won’t need you to testify.”


That’s great! “Thank you. Glad to hear that.” I
smile and nod to Holly as she looks at me confused.


“No problem. You have a good day,” he says before
he hangs up.


“Jeremy pled guilty. Which means we don’t have to
go to court. Meaning it stays our little secret.” I breathe a sigh of relief,
placing my phone back in my pocket.


She gives me a big grin. “Serves him right.”


“Come on. Let’s go to the bathroom and get out of
here before the guys come looking for us.”





I pull the pretty silver sequins
dress off the hanger and slide it over my head before I sit down on the bed. I
then slip each foot into a black high-heel. I stand and walk over to the
mirror.


I check over my smoky eyes and nude lipstick. I
give a small smile to myself. We have had an awesome time here in New York.
Slade has been a good sport and taken me to every single place I have wanted to
go, from restaurants to shopping. Last night he took me to Rockefeller Center.
It was like something out of a dream. The snow, the lights, it all took my
breath away. Everyone ice-skated. I think we all spent more time falling than we
did actually skating, and Vivian has the pictures to prove it.


I’m having the time of my life, yet when I look at
myself in the mirror all I see is a frown. I keep wanting to call…well, anyone.
I love that everyone got to come. Well, everyone except Missy. I’ve been
sending her pics, and the girls and I have been calling her and putting her on
speakerphone so she can be part of the fun. I have found myself several times wanting
to call my mother to tell her how beautiful it is here. How much the city is
decorated as if it’s a winter wonderland. 


It’s been three months since she passed and it
feels like a lifetime ago. 


“Wow.” 


I turn away from the mirror to find Slade standing
in the doorway to the bedroom of our suite.


“You like it?” I spin around with my arms out to my
sides.


He takes a step closer to me. “You look absolutely
gorgeous,” he says in awe, as his baby blue eyes scan me up and down.


I give him a smile and look over at the messed up
bed that we occupied about an hour ago. 


“That dress. It looks fantastic on you.”


“Wanna take it off of me?” I ask, sitting down on
the edge of the bed.


He comes to stand in front of me. He reaches out
and traces the dip at the top of my dress with the pad of his finger as he
slowly makes his way across my breasts. Once done, his hand finds its way to
the base of my neck where he slips it into my hair.


I stand up and look up at him. “Why you being so
quiet?” He’s been acting that way all day.


He stays silent, his eyes roaming all over my face
and then down my body as his hand runs through my hair. “I love you so much.”


“How much?” I ask with a smile.


He leans down and gives me a soft kiss, before
resting his forehead against mine. “More than anything, Angel. I love you more
than anything in this world.”


It’s crazy how much you can love a person. I
thought I knew love with Jax, but I didn’t have a clue about what love was. The
love I feel for Slade is so strong that sometimes I think I’m dreaming. 


“That’s how much I love you,” I whisper. “You’re my
world.”


He gives me a little smile. “And you’re my
forever.” He kisses me softly on the lips, but a knock on our hotel door interrupts
us.


“I’ll get it.” He pulls away and walks out of our
room.


I head into the living and look out the floor-to-ceiling
windows here in our hotel suite on the 19th floor at the Plaza hotel—overlooking
Times Square. The city looks beautiful from up here.


“Hello, dear. You look lovely.” I spin around to
see Vivian enter the room.


“Hello, Vivian, you look gorgeous, as always.”


The rest of the group walks into the room and we
all say our hellos and give hugs.


“Finally, pushing it a little close aren’t you?”
Slade says, a little snappy to Josh. This reaction from him causes me to furrow
my brow.


“It’s not that late. We still have ten minutes.” I check
the time on the watch Slade gave me for Christmas, noting that he must be
talking about when the ball drops. I smile as I admire the watch. It’s so
beautiful. It’s a silver chain band with a pink face surrounded with diamonds.
He had Josh make it for me. I have learned that he is very good when it comes
to presents.


We all gather next to the window overlooking Times
Square. I feel Slade come up behind me. I turn to face him and my smile drops
off my face.


“Baby, are you okay?” He looks like he’s about to
get sick at any second.


“I’m fine.” He gives a grin but it’s shaky.


“Are you feeling okay? Do you need to sit down?” I
put my hand on his arm to steady him. He looks like he’s about to fall over.


He nods his head, and then changes his mind and
shakes it really fast. “No. I’ll be fine.”


He reaches down and takes both of my hands in his.


“Angel, I know that this has been a hard year for
you. I’m sorry for everything you’ve had to endure, but I’m glad I was by your
side along the way.”


“Me too,” I say happily


“Angel.” He takes a deep breath. “You saved me. I
never knew I was lost, but from the moment I heard your sweet voice over the
phone, I just knew you were special. You were meant for me. My life before you
was meaningless. Life since I met you….” He sighs. “My life with you has
meaning and promise. Meanings I want us to learn together, and promises I want
to keep. Angel, you are my meaning to live and I promise to fight for us, no
matter how hard our life gets. Cause life without you….” He closes his eyes as
if in pain. “It would be unbearable.” He opens his eyes. “I’m in love with you,
Angel.”


He very slowly goes down on one knee and produces a
box out of his pocket. Before I can put two and two together, he opens it, but I
can’t pull my eyes away from his to look at the box.


“I want to spend the rest of my life with you,
because without you, nothing feels important. I love you more than I ever knew
was possible. I want you to be my wife. Marry me, Angel?”


My heart is pounding in my chest and my vision is
getting blurry. I know this man loves me and I know I love him enough to give
my life for him. And he is right. He is the most important person in my life.


“Yes. I’ll marry you,” I practically scream with
joy.


He slips the ring on my finger and then stands,
embracing me. He picks me up, spinning me around as we laugh, and I can hear
the girls crying and the guys cheering. He sets me down, grabs my face, and
gives me a hard kiss. I pull away and finally get a chance to look at the ring.
I gasp.


“Slade, it is beautiful.” And huge. The
diamond alone must be three carats.


“I want to tell you about it.” He picks up my hand,
running his thumb over it.


“The night your mom and I spoke, she gave me her
and your dad’s wedding bands.” What? That’s why I couldn’t find them? He had
them the entire time?


“I wanted you to have something from them but at
the same time something special just for you. So, I came up with a design and
Josh took care of the rest. I had your mother’s band melted down.”


I go to speak but he holds up a finger. “Let me
explain why I did that.”


I nod, feeling somewhat conflicted.


“Your mom’s band was a small silver band with
sixteen diamonds in it. I had it melted down and the diamonds removed. Those
are the diamonds here.” He points to the diamonds that circle the big square
pink diamond that sits in the middle. “I wanted to give you a platinum band to
go with your necklace and watch. I chose the main diamond as a baby pink one
because that’s your favorite color. And I did the princess cut….” He takes a
deep breath as his baby blues eyes look up into mine. “Because your mom said that
was what your dad always called you; his princess.”


I feel a tear run down my cheek.


“I wanted to make you something special because you
are special to me, Angel. I also wanted you to always have a piece of me, your mother,
and your father with you. No matter where you are or what you’re doing, they
will always be with you, Angel. Right here.” He runs his thumb over the ring
again.


I continue to cry at how much thought he put into
this engagement ring. 


“I love it. It’s beautiful,” I whisper.


“I have one more question for you?” he asks
timidly.


“Yes?”


“I didn’t do anything to your father’s ring. I want
to wear it for my wedding band. Would you mind?” Can my heart melt to nothing?
I guess it can because it just did.


“No.” I shake my head. “No, I love that idea. And I
know he would too.” 


He kisses me as everyone in the room counts down to
the New Year.


“Happy New Year, Angel,” he says as he pulls away.


“Happy New Year, baby.” I wrap my arms around his
neck while everyone is shouting, hugging, and popping champagne bottles open. I
can’t help but stare into those beautiful blue eyes as a brilliant smile plays
on his face. He said God had sent me to him, that I am his Angel. He is wrong,
once again. God sent him to me, to save me. I was the one that needed to be
saved. I would be lost without his love.


“I love you,” I whisper against his lips.


“I love you, my precious Angel.” He leans down to
kiss me again, making me weak in the knees.


I can’t wait to see what next year brings us. One
thing I know, no matter what it is, we will get through it together. 

















[bookmark: EPI]EPILOGUE





 


I walk out of our hotel
bathroom, running my hand through my wet hair, when I hear Angel’s phone
ringing. I answer it, wondering who in the hell would be calling at this time
of the night.


“Hello?”


A man laughs on the other end of the line. “Didn’t
take long to replace me, huh?”


I stand there looking over Angel’s sleeping form in
our hotel bed as the guy laughs again.


Jax!


I fist my hand down at my side and turn my back to
Angel, knowing exactly who the fucker is. “What the fuck are you doing calling
Angel?” I demand.


There’s silence for a few seconds before he speaks.
“Cute,” he says dryly.


I grab the key and walk out of the hotel room when
I hear her start to stir.


“Listen here, you piece of shit, I will fuck you up
if you come near her.”


“Oh, like you did last time?” I finally realize
there is a slur in his voice. 


Great! He’s fucking drunk.


“That was a cheap shot and you know it,” he protests
angrily.


“What are you talking about?” I snap.


“You think because you have tattoos that you’re
some big bad guy who can fuck me up. Well, that won’t happen next time.” He
hangs up and I pull Angel’s phone away from my ear and just stare at it. I
never touched Jax, but trust me, if a fight is what he wants, a fight is what
he’ll get.


I start to walk back to our room when I see Tate
leaning up against the hallway.


“Problems?” he asks casually.


“Not yet.” If Jax comes anywhere near her, though,
there will be a shit storm.


I notice that Tate makes no attempt to move away
from the wall. “Why did you insist on coming on this trip?” I’m tired of
wondering.


He smirks. “Still think I’m trying to take your
girl from you, Slade?”


“I know you love her.”


He pushes off the wall and comes toward me. “I do
love her.” He nods his head.“And before you start swinging, let me explain
something to you.”


I place my hands behind my back, for some reason I
want to hear what he has to say.


“I’m not going to take her from you, but if Jax
shows up, you can have him after I’m done.”


I frown. “Why do you care about Jax?”


“I have some unfinished business with him.”


You think because you have all those tattoos
you’re a bad ass.


“You were the one he thought he was talking to?”


He nods. “I got a hold of him. Then the little shit
ran off like a coward before I got to finish.”


I run a hand through my hair, confused. “I don’t
understand.” 


He turns and makes his way towards his room and it
just pisses me off.


I walk up to him and shove him against the wall.
“Tell me why you’re here. What do you want with Angel?” I growl.


“You don’t want to know,” he says, matching my
tone.


“Tate,” I warn, fisting my hands down at my sides.
I’m trying my hardest not to hit him.


“I can’t lose her,” Tate says. “You should know
what that kind of fear is like. Why can’t you drop it?”


“What do you mean lose her? She’s not
yours,” I snap.


He leans his head back against the wall and sighs.
“I watched her push you away when you first met her.” He smiles as if fond of
that thought. “She wanted you, but she fought it.” He lifts his head and looks
at me, mouth now in a hard line. “Every time you tell her something she doesn’t
want to hear, she runs. That’s how Sam has always been. She has always felt
better on her own. Not having to trust someone else, who she knows is going to
eventually hurt her. I have spent too many years without her. I won’t let her
know my secret just so she can run from me.”


“I’m not telling you to tell her. I’m telling you
to tell me before I fucking go crazy.”


He releases a long sigh. “I can understand why
Marie kept some things secret,” he says quietly as if talking to himself. I
continue to stand there and let him talk, although I have no idea what Marie
has to do with this. “I have always kept things about my past a secret from a
very young age. There are just some things other people don’t need to know.”


He looks up at me for a few seconds.


He rubs the back of his neck and releases another
long sigh. “But I don’t want you to worry about my intentions anymore.” He stares
down at the floor. “I’m Sam’s half-brother.”


I take a step back from him. “What? That can’t.
No.” I shake my head. 


“Jack was my father,” he admits quietly as if that
pained him to say.


“How is that possible?”


“You don’t need to know the details. Just know I wouldn’t
lie about that.”


I turn and start to pace back and forth in the
hotel hallway. “Why would you keep that a secret from her?” 


“How would I have told her that? ‘Hey, Sam, I’ve
been taking care of your sick mother while spying on you. And oh yeah, I’m your
brother.’” He shakes his head when I look up at him. “I weighed my options. She
needed to know how her mother felt about her. I didn’t want any other thoughts
in her mind except that.”


“Yeah, but…but she accepted her mother’s death
after you explained everything to her. Why not tell her last month, or even
today for fuck’s sake?”


“I didn’t want to ruin the proposal,” he says
quietly. “And I don’t want her to push me away,” he responds sadly. “We both
know how she runs from things she doesn’t understand.”


I nod my head. “She does that.” I sigh. “How long
are you planning to keep this a secret from her?” I feel somewhat lost, I
should have never asked. He should have never mentioned it. 


Fuck! 


“I guess I should tell her soon since you two are
going to get married.” He smiles.“Now do you understand why I wanted to come? I
couldn’t make it to Thanksgiving, but when I found out I had another chance to
witness it, I had to be here.”


I turn around and start to pace again. “I can’t
fucking believe this!” 


“How do you think I felt when I found out?” he says,
getting my attention. 


I pause and look up to him. “How old were you when
you found out?”


He shakes his head. “That doesn’t matter.” 


I close my eyes, releasing a sigh. I’m not going to
push him. I couldn’t imaginewhat he has gone through or what him and Angel are
about to go through when she finds out this news.


I start to walk to our room. I suddenly need to
hold Angel. My hand pauses on the doorknob. Shit! I’m going to be in so much
deep shit when this secret comes out.


“Hey, Slade.”


I look down the hall to Tate placing the key card
in his door before he looks up at me. “Don’t worry. This conversation never
happened,” he assures me, and then walks into his room.


That statement does not make me feel any better. 


I feel Angel’s phone in the pocket of my sweatpants
and I’m reminded of why I’m out in the hall in the first place. I go through the
phone and delete the last call from her incoming log. Tomorrow I need to call
and have that number blocked as well.


I wanted to start this year out clean and fresh.
It’s not even four hours into the New Year and I have two secrets to keep which
could both affect our relationship.


Walking into our bedroom, I look over at her
sleeping and release a sigh. I will do anything to protect her, but I seem to
be the one that hurts her the most. And that has me thinking that this year may
not go as well as I had hoped.




















The End


 


Make sure to keep an eye of for the third and final
book in the UNDESCRIBABLE series: UNCONTROLLABLE


 


Angel had agreed to be my wife. I was finally given something
so special I didn’t want to let it go. I honestly thought the only two
obstacles that we had left to face were Jax trying to come back into her life
and the fact that Tate is her brother.


Fuck, was I wrong. One by one things started to happen and I
did everything I could to protect what’s mine. There was nothing I
wouldn’t do for her. I could have never imagined that our lives were going to
get so…UNCONTROLLABLE.


 


Loyalty will be tested


Love will be tainted


Boundaries will be crossed


Hearts will be shattered


Lies will be told


Secrets will be revealed.


 


Slade & Samantha’s story comes to an end. Will their love
get them through what they never saw coming?
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