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Adjective
 
Too unusual, extreme, or indefinite to be adequately described; indescribable
 



 

 
 

 
I toss back the rest of my Red Bull, then throw it in the trash at the end of the bar before I order a beer. I have no idea why I am even at this bar. I spent the first half of my day in airports. I’ve been away in San Francisco on a case for the last three weeks, and it finally wraps up this next week. I flew home to be with my family on my father’s birthday, and after we had dinner at my parent’s house this evening, Josh talked me into coming out with him.
I lean up against the bar as I take my beer from the bartender. I bring the bottle to my lips as I spot a blonde at the other end sitting on a bar stool. I tip my beer to her and give her a small smile, before taking a drink. As I set the bottle down, she is already standing in front of me. I watch the overly perky blonde smile as she looks up in my eyes.
“Do you come to Big Daddy’s often?” she asks, bringing the pink alcoholic drink up to her mouth. She parts her dark red lips and lets her tongue guide the straw between them, sucking on it seductively.
“Yes, you?” I can feel my dick getting hard as I imagine her calling me daddy while she gives my cock the same attention she is giving the straw.
“No.” She smiles sweetly and shakes her head, causing her light blonde curls to bounce. Then she gets a serious look on her face and leans in towards me. “Why don’t you show me around?” she asks as she runs a finger down my chest.
I look down at her massive cleavage. That must have cost her several months of paychecks. “What is it you want to me to show you?” I ask, placing my hand on her hip and pulling her closer to me.
She grinds into my hard cock and moans. “I have something in mind,” she whispers, placing a hand over my bulging zipper.
I look down to her hand, then back up to her eyes. “So do I.”
She licks her red lips seductively. “Well, then show me.”
I bring my beer to my lips and finish it off in one drink before tossing it into the trash. Taking her hand, I pull her away from the bar. Wondering where I can take her, I spot the dark booth over in the far corner. I place my hand on the small of her back, guiding her to it.
“Someone might see us.” She looks around with a smile on her face, then straddles me and licks her lips. “I like that.”
Her kiss is desperate as her lips attack mine, and her tongue forces its way into my mouth. I place my hand between her thighs, thankful for the easy access her short denim skirt allows, and pull her panties to the side. I slide a finger into her and her lips pull away from mine, releasing a moan and laying her head on my shoulder, grinding her hips on my hand.
I notice a guy walking towards the booth. It’s so dark back in this corner that he probably can’t see us, but even if he can, I don’t care. I’m known for this kind of thing; fucking a girl that I don’t know somewhere in a corner. It’s nothing new.
“I’ve wanted you for the longest time,” she says as she fumbles with my zipper. I don’t comment because, honestly, I have no idea who the fuck she is and could care less.
“Wait. I have to get to my wallet.” There is no way I am fucking without a condom, so I always keep a stash in my wallet. She sits up on her knees to allow me some space, then squeals as she is pulled from my lap.
“What the fuck?” I ask, looking up at a bald biker wannabe. I look to my left and watch as the blonde chick storms off towards the exit, not even bothering to look back.
Well, shit!
Two hands slam down on top of the table in front of me. “Were you about to fuck my woman?” he growls.
I look down at my hard dick bulging through my jeans. “Yes.” I lean back, placing my arms on the back of the booth. There’s no reason to lie; he knows what I was about to do. “Although,” I look up at him. “She never mentioned she had a boyfriend.”
I should have asked. This isn’t the first time this has happened. I have always let my dick control my actions, but I’ve never met a woman with enough balls to fuck a man while her boyfriend was in the same room before. I have a feeling she isn’t very smart, but she is hot.
The Mr. Clean look alike leans over the table. “You’re lying. You just didn’t give a fuck. Thought you would get some pussy, even if it didn’t belong to you.”
“Look, it’s not my fault she wanted to have some fun, and didn’t inform me that you may want to watch,” I say with a smile on my face. “I would have let you.”
I have never been one to hold my tongue. I’m pretty cocky, and my mouth has gotten me into more fights than I can count. Some people only get that way with alcohol, but I’ve only had one beer so far. I’ve never needed the help of the liquid courage to get my mouth running, and this guy is pissing me off. He just ruined any chance I had to fuck his hot ass girlfriend.
He grabs a fist full of my shirt. I stand and bring my right arm up, then back down quickly, hitting his forearm. He lets go with a grunt, and I grab his shirt in both of my hands before he can get away. I sit and pull roughly on his shirt, slamming his chest and side of his face down onto the table, then pull him roughly towards me.
“I was telling you the truth,” I growl, beyond pissed he would want to fight with me. “The bitch obviously doesn’t care about you, and all I wanted to do was fuck her.”
“You son of a—”
“Do you want me to kick your ass?” I question. “Because to me, she is not worth fighting over. Just another bitch who can’t stay faithful. You think I’m the first? She didn’t even bother asking my name.” I’m pretty sure she knew who I was, though. “You want her? She’s yours.” I shove him, then lean back in the booth as he stands up. “Now, you can go fuck the slut and leave me the hell alone.”
He stares at me with narrowed eyes, his jaw twitching, and his breathing heavy I know that look; he wants to beat my ass, but that’s not going to happen. I get out from behind the booth and cross my arms over my chest as I straighten my back.
“Something else you would like to say?” I ask with a smile on my face. He fists his hands down at his side a few times before he turns around to walk away. He spins back to face me and pulls his fist back. I duck as he takes a swing at me, then stand up and punch him in the stomach. He hunches over and I take advantage of the situation, grabbing the back of his neck and shoving his face into the table. He moans as he falls to the floor.
“I suggest you get the fuck out of here before you piss me off,” I growl, leaning over him.
“You fucking bastard!” he spits out as he tries to stand.
“Is there a problem over here?” Josh, my best friend, asks as he comes up behind me.
“No. Just a… misunderstanding,” I say watching the man fumble as he stands.
“Stay the fuck away from Maggie.”
“Who’s Maggie? Oh, your woman.” I nod. “Right. She’s all yours,” I say with a smile.
He gives us one last look, then turns to walk away.
“Let’s go get some more drinks,” Josh says with a grin.
“What is so funny?” I ask.
“We saw you with his girlfriend,” he laughs.
I don’t find it funny. The bitch had to have known her boyfriend was here. Was she trying to get my ass kicked? Maybe she was hoping I’d kick the fuck out of her boyfriend. Either way, she wasn’t worth the fight. I would beat his ass for pulling on my shirt. But for her? Fuck, no!
“Come on, man,” Josh says as he turns away from me. “I have someone to introduce you to.”
“Let’s leave and take this party back to my place,” I say, rolling my shoulders.
“Already knew you were going to say that.” He smiles as we approach a group of people by the entrance. I spot some guy making out with Bridgette. She is one crazy bitch, but not too bad of a fuck. I catch sight of Josh as he stares at them in confusion.
“What’s wrong?”
He shakes his head. “Stupid fucker,” he mutters under his breath. I don’t quite understand what he means, but before I can think much about it, he has my arm draped over a woman. “Slade, this is Jessica.”
“Well, hello there, Jessica.” I smile at her.
“Nice to meet you, Slade,” she purrs like a kitten in heat, placing her hand on my chest.
I look over at Josh. “Let’s have a few more beers, then head to my house,” I say, unwrapping my arm from Jessica.
“May I come?” she asks, smiling softly while eyeing me up and down.
This is why I don’t fight over any woman. There’s no need for it. There will always be another one willing to lie down and spread her legs. Jessica’s cute, but I’m still kind of pissed off about the bitch that had me knocking her boyfriend’s head into the table. As much as I fuck around, I can’t stand bitches who can’t be faithful. If you want to fuck someone different every night, then stay single. It’s not fucking rocket science.
I turn to Jessica. I’m still horny as fuck, and I’m not going to let Mr. Clean keep me from getting a piece of ass tonight. I place a charming smile on my face and take a step towards her. “I assume you’re single?”
She takes a deep breath as her eyes meet mine. “Of course.”
I push her hair away from her ear as I lean down to whisper, “Then yes, I’ll have you coming all night.”
 
 

 
Where in the hell is he?
I roughly place my phone on the bar and run a hand through my ponytail.
“Jax still not answering your texts?’’
Holly always seems to know when I’m in a bad mood. I can’t hide much from her. I haven’t really made friends with anyone other than Holly here at Larry’s. I’m a part time bartender and waitress and I’ve only met the owner, Carlson, once. Holly pretty much runs this bar herself, including all the scheduling, so she always makes sure to schedule me on a day when she will be working. Holly and her boyfriend Micah have become my best friends in the last few weeks. They are actually my only friends in this town.
When we moved here, Jax didn’t want me to work. He said I didn’t need to, and I didn’t think twice about it. I’m a bit of a loner and like keeping to myself. I’ve dealt with a lot of loss in my life. If you don’t get close to someone, then you won’t miss them when they’re gone, but it was different with Holly. She is too sweet not to be friends with. And Micah has been helping me out since the moment I met him.
I look down at the clock on my phone. Almost ten. Last time he texted me was a little after six, and I could barely read that text because he had already been drunk off his butt.
I hope nothing has happened to him.
“He’s either too drunk to feel his phone vibrate in his pocket, or he is ignoring me.” I’m thinking the latter.
I look up from my phone and catch Holly’s sympathetic eyes staring at me. She is about my height, 5’4, and petite in size. She has thick, black hair which she wears in a short bob. Her hair frames her heart shaped face, accentuating her big, creamy brown eyes. Right now, those eyes are telling me that she thinks Jax is up to no good. I’ve thought that same thing the last couple of weeks, but wouldn’t I know if he was out with another woman? I’m sure word would get back around to me, or someone at Larry’s.
Someone would tell me...
Don’t get me wrong. We’ve had a pretty good relationship, even if it has been only eight months. We had never really argued until we moved here. Something has changed though, just in the last couple of weeks, and I have the feeling that he is up to no good. He would rather go out and party with friends, than be with me. Friends that I haven’t ever met. I went out with him a couple of times, but it didn’t go very well. We ended up getting into it, both times, so I stay home now if I’m not already scheduled to work.
“Know what I mean?’’ Holly interrupts my thoughts.
I shake my head no, not having a clue what she has been saying to me. “I’m sorry?”
I take two Bud Light out of the cooler and scan the bar, checking on my customers. A few more regulars walk in and seat themselves.
Holly lets out an exasperated sigh, telling me she has something to say, so I put down the beers and turn my body to face her. My friend is obviously going to tell me how she feels about my situation.
“I don’t want to put bad thoughts into your head, but I don’t know how you can put up with all this shit. He goes out every night, comes home late, and ignores your phone calls and texts.” She crosses her arms over her chest, and I get the feeling it’s so that she doesn’t start shaking me.
Maybe I need to be shaken.
“Not everyone has a perfect relationship like you do, Holls.” I grab the bottle opener out of my back pocket and pop the top on the beers. Holly and Micah have been together for three years. They have a wonderful relationship and are madly in love.
“I’m not saying it needs to be perfect. Look, I don’t know how to explain what I’m trying to say. Let me try again.” She takes a deep breath. “You’re beautiful, and could have any guy you want. When you first started working here, you guys were a little rocky, but you were still smiling and happy. This past week, you’ve seemed so…..down.” She frowns.
“Geez, thanks.”
I know she’s right, but I just can’t seem to get out of this funk that I’m in. It’s hard to be happy twenty-four seven when you’re always wondering what, or who, your boyfriend is out doing.
“I’m sorry,” she says sadly. “It’s just that—” She uncrosses her arms and slumps her shoulders, clearly defeated.
“No, don’t worry about it, Holly.” I put a hand up, interrupting her. “I promise to work on my happiness.” I give her one of my big fake smiles as I walk out from behind the bar to deliver the beers. I hear Holly laugh.
“I’m going to hold you to that.”
I deliver the two beers and check on a new table that was just seated. “Hey, Sam. What’s going on tonight?” Henry, one of my regular customers asks as I walk up to their table.
“Not much, Henry. Just trying to stay busy working.”
I give the three business men a smile. I waited on them the first night I worked, and have seen them every night I’ve worked since. They always come in together, dressed in suits. I don’t ask questions, but I’m guessing they tell their wives they are working late and hit up the bar instead. “The usual?”
“You know it,” Henry nods, and I head back to the bar.
“Holls?”
She looks up from the cash register.
“After I deliver these three beers, I’m going to run to the restroom real quick. Everyone should be ok, but can you just keep an eye out for my tables? I only have the two.” I pop open three Budweiser.
“Sure, no problem.” She waves me off.
I pick up the beers and place my tray on top of the bar. “Here you go, boys.” I place each beer in front of them.
“I’m buying the first round, Sam.” Henry pulls out his wallet, handing me a ten. “Keep the change, darling,” he adds, giving me a smile.
“Thanks, Henry. I’ll be back to check on you three in a few minutes.” I turn and walk off, heading for the restroom.
For a bar restroom, it is very clean. Well, it is when Holly and I work. I walk over to the counter and take my phone out of my back pocket to check it.
Nothing.
I’m really starting to get mad. You know when you’re so mad that you want to cry in frustration? I’m almost there.
I put my phone in my back pocket and close my eyes, taking a few deep breaths. I need to calm down. I have a long night ahead of me, and it’s a little too early to freak out.
I open my eyes and stare at myself in the mirror. My bright green eyes look like they are on fire, and my long dark hair is up in a messy ponytail. I should redo it, but I just really don’t care what my hair looks like right now. I sigh as I put my head down. I need to get out there and visit with the customers. It will help keep my mind off of Jax.
The rest of the night goes by pretty slow, considering how busy it got. They say that before you die your life flashes before your eyes. Well, my relationship must be about to die because I start to go through the last eight months of it.
 

 
I had just graduated from the University of Texas at Dallas with a degree in business. It was that night, after my graduation, when Jax told me about his new job offer. I could tell something was bothering him. He had been acting strange all night. Not necessarily different, per se, but quiet.
We had just pulled up to my apartment so we could change for a graduation party with some of my classmates. As soon as we walked in, he turned me around and put his hands on my shoulder. I remember looking over his features thinking how handsome he was with his blonde hair, chocolate brown eyes and light complexion.
“Sam...”
I tensed. He never called me Sam unless he had to tell me something I wouldn’t like. I could see he was anxious, nervous.
“I got a job offer today. No, wait. That’s wrong. More like a promotion,” he continued as he pushed a stray piece of hair out of my face.
“That’s fantastic, honey.” I smiled at him brightly, still trying to figure out why his face has a sad look on it when he just told me he got a promotion. When did a promotion become a bad thing?
“You know I love you more than anything, baby.”
My smile falls off my face. My heart begins to race, and panic starts to set in.
“I can’t pass this up. It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity. They picked me out of four other guys to do this job.” His sad brown eyes bore into mine as he ran his hand over his cropped blonde hair.
“You’re scaring me, Jax.” My voice was shaky, and my palms were sweaty.
He took a couple of breaths while looking into my eyes. “It’s in St. Louis. I have to be there by mid-June.”
“You already accepted the job?” I couldn’t keep the hurt out of my voice. He hadn’t even bothered to call me first. Of course, I would have told him to take it. I would never hold him back when it comes to his career, but he should have spoken with me about it before agreeing. He had just moved in with me, for Pete’s sake. We were supposed to do things as a team. As a couple.
“Yeah.” He released my shoulders and stood up straight, rubbing a hand over his chin. He looked nervous all of a sudden. “I want you to come with me, Sam. We won’t be there for more than a year. You can get a part time job if you want, or hell, you don’t have to work at all. You can just live off the money from your dad. Plus, you’ve worked so hard these past several years to get your degree. You can just take a year off and just enjoy it. I’ve thought about it all day. Please, baby. Say you’ll go with me. I can’t be without you. I love you so much.” He placed both hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes, waiting for me to answer.
I couldn’t keep the tears from building, burning my eyes. He didn’t want to go without me. “Yes, of course I will go with you.” He pulled me up into a big hug, his lips covering mine. “I love you.” He kissed me, then pulled me toward our bedroom. “I love you, too,” I breathed as we laid down on our bed thinking it wouldn’t hurt to show up at the club a little late.
 

 
I pull myself out of that memory, remembering how much love he once had for me. That was just over two months ago. Now I feel like I’m in an imaginary relationship; always texting and calling an imaginary boyfriend who never responds. He never makes time for me, or even pays attention to me when we happen to be in the same room together. The only time I ever see him is when we’re in bed, but he’s always asleep.
Guess I was wrong when I thought that love could last. I don’t know why I ever thought it could anyway. I come from a broken home, child of divorced parents; I should know these things don’t work out.
I catch sight of Micah walking into Larry’s. He’s tall, just over six feet, with hair so dark that it sometimes looks black. His eyes are dark blue, shockingly blue, against his olive skin tone, and he has the body of an athlete. Not only is he good looking, but he is a really nice guy which is kind of a rarity these days.
“Hi, Micah.” I finish wiping down a table and turn around to walk behind the bar.
“Hey, Sam.” He waves as he goes behind the bar to hug Holly.
I pull out my phone once again. It’s now 2:15 AM and I have one text message.
 
Jax: 12:09 AM Be home late. Going to Slade’s house party after the bar.
 
The infamous Slade Long. Town playboy, and Micah’s brother. He goes through women like I drink water...quickly. A different girl every night. I’ve heard he’s hot, but a real jackass. I once asked a girl why she slept with him if he was such a jackass. She just laughed at me.
Clearly I didn’t understand her reasoning.
Slade’s best friend, Josh, was in here just last week. He seems like a pretty nice guy. I overheard him saying that Slade has been out of town for a few weeks, and Holly has mentioned that Slade goes out and parties all the time, but I’ve never seen him here at Larry’s.
"Hey, Micah. Jax says he's at Slade's place, but I thought I heard he was out of town?" Slade is a hot shot attorney at the young age of twenty nine. Actually, Slade and Micah are both criminal defense attorneys. They work for their dad who owns the biggest law firm in St. Louis.
“He just came in this morning. He has been out of town for a few weeks but came in for Dad’s birthday today. He has to head back to San Francisco tomorrow.” He tries to keep a hold on Holly as she pulls out of his embrace to continue her cleaning.
“Then why aren’t you at his party right now?” I ask, tilting my head to one side. From what I understand, Micah and Slade are close.
Micah looks over at Holly with a smile, then back at me. “His parties get a little too wild for me.”
Well, that’s just great! I mean, really, what did I think Jax was out doing? Hanging out at a prayer meeting or something? Of course he’s up to no good at some crazy party. Probably hanging all over some chick. For all I know, it’s like a party Hef throws at the Playboy Mansion!
With a sigh, I turn around and go back to cleaning. I start to gather all the empty beer bottles and wipe off a few other tables while Micah helps Holly clean behind the bar. Once I’m finished, I try calling Jax’s phone...again.
Straight to voice mail.
I stand there in the middle of the bar. Has he been ignoring me all this time tonight? What else could it be? Maybe his phone died.
Maybe I’m an idiot.
 

 
It’s now just past 4:00 AM and the bar is finally spotless. We’ve been sitting down at a table for a while, catching up, and I’ve tried calling Jax three more times. Still voicemail. I’m starting to get really worried, and really pissed.
“Hey, Micah. I’m starting to worry about Jax. What if he decided to come home, but got in an accident?” He gives me an ‘Are you joking?’ look, but I choose to ignore it. “Will you please call Slade and see if he is still there?” I place my chin in my hands and give him my best puppy eyes. It takes me a second to realize he is rattling off a set of numbers.
“Slade’s phone number.” He smiles before he turns his eyes back to Holly as she fills him in on our night at work.
Great! I don’t want to call some guy I don’t know, looking for my boyfriend, but what if Jax is out there hurt somewhere? What if he got too drunk and passed out in his car? What if he was on his way home and ran off the road? I always seem to think the worst, but anything could have happened to him!
I pick up my phone and ask him to repeat Slade’s phone number. Once he does, I get up from our table, grab my purse from behind the bar, and say my goodbyes.
The entire way home I keep going through different scenarios. I find him home in bed safe and sound; I have to go identify his body because of a horrible accident. I finally turn up the radio to drown out my thoughts.
As I pull up to the house, I let out a puff of air when I see our garage is empty. I pull out my cell and look down at the numbers I put in my phone. I don’t know Slade personally. I know his parents, Vivian and Mark. I’ve been to their house a few times with Micah and Holly. How did Jax even become friends with him?
I lie down on the bed and push send.
 



 

 
 

 
I stumble backwards as Jessica, I think, pushes me through my bedroom door. I close my door with my foot as I pull my shirt up and over my head while she unbuttons my jeans, pulling them down my legs. I kick off my shoes and reach up to pull her shirt over her head, revealing a nude satin bra that I can already tell makes her tits look bigger than they actually are. She reaches back and unfastens it, before throwing it into the pile of clothes on the floor.
“These need to come off,” she says playfully as she reaches for my boxers and slides them down my legs.
“As do yours.” I step up to her and start pulling her panties down her legs. I toss them on top of our pile that we have made before I turn back to face her.
“Slade,” she squeals as I push her onto my bed.
I stop to listen as I’m straddling her. Did I just hear a phone ring?
“Slade,” she pants.
“Shh,” I say, trying to listen.
“Why are you shushing me?” she demands as she leans up and grabs my dick. Rational thought leaves my mind, and I lean down and kiss her as I place myself between her legs. “I’m not the quiet type,” she breathes as she pulls her lips from mine.
I faintly hear that noise again. I stop moving and hover over her as I try to listen.
“I want you Sla—”
I place my hand over her mouth. “Shut up,” I whisper, leaning down to her. “I hear something.”
She pushes my hand away. “What are you talking about?” she hisses.
I climb off of her to find the source of the ringing noise. I’m pretty sure is my cell, and I would normally let it ring, but it may be my brother, Micah. He was really quiet and seemed worried about something at Dad’s birthday dinner. When I’d asked him if something was wrong, he’d told me he was just tired and wanted to go home and take a nap. He was planning on going up to Larry’s around the time that Holly was getting of work. Maybe he needs to talk about something. Who else would be calling me at this hour?
“Slade!” Jessica barks. “What in the hell are you doing? Just let it ring,” she demands as I fumble through my dark room, trying to find our pile of clothes because my cell phone is in my jean pocket.
“Shut the fuck up for two seconds!” I demand as I find my way to my bedroom door and reach our clothes.
“Unbelievable,” she mutters to herself.
Ignoring her, I finally dig it out of my jean pocket and look at the number on the screen. It’s a number that I don’t recognize, but that’s nothing uncommon.
“Who is it?” Jessica asks, sitting up. “It better be important.”
I turn to face her, using my phone as a light. “Shut up, or fucking leave.” I point to the bedroom door. It didn’t matter who the fuck it is, I am going to answer it.
She huffs and lays down.
“Hello?” I snap, pissed off at Jessica.
“Hi. I’m, uh, looking for Slade.” The sweetest sounding voice that I have ever heard comes from the other end of the line. My body instantly reacts, making my already hard cock jerk.
“That’s him…me. I mean, this is he.” Fuck, what’s wrong with me? I clear my throat since I can’t seem to speak properly, and continue to stand in the dark, waiting to see what she has to say.
“Hi, Slade. My name is Samantha Hall. I’m so sorry to be calling you this late…early. Your brother, Micah, said you could help me.”
Fuck.
I don’t reply, but I don’t hang up. I wait for her to continue as she takes in a deep breath.
“I’m looking for my boyfriend, Jackson Reynolds. He sent me a text earlier saying he was heading to your party after the bar, but I’ve tried calling him several times with no answer. It’s been hours since I last heard from him, and I’m worried that maybe he left to come home, but something has happened to him.”
She spoke quickly, like she was nervous. To be honest, once I heard the word boyfriend I stopped listening. I don’t want to get involved in that shit. Especially after what had happened earlier tonight between the dumb blonde and her wannabe biker boyfriend.
But…
I do feel sorry for her. She actually sounds worried about him. The least I could do is help her. She knows Micah, and he obviously thinks enough of her to give her my number. After a little thought, and because Jessica has pissed me off, I decide to help her, although I don’t know how much help I will be. I don’t remember a Jake.
“Slade, come back to bed. I want you,” whines Jessica. She attempts to get my attention as she rolls around under my sheets.
“Oh, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean… I didn’t think….well, I’m sorry for bothering you. Thank you anyway.”
“No, you’re fine, Samantha.” I turn to Jessica and just stare at her. How many times do I have to tell her to shut the fuck up? She makes a not so lady-like noise, then pulls the covers over her head.
“No, I shouldn’t have called this late and bothered you.”
“No, no. Really, it’s okay.” I have no idea why, but I do not want to hang up. I am much more interested in the girl on the other end of my phone than Jessica.
“Are you sure? I can just try his phone again,” she says quietly.
“Samantha, I promise, its fine. No worries, but I don’t recall a Jake.” I think back to the evening at the bar. Punching that idiot, meeting Jessica, then inviting everyone to come back to my house for a party. We were only there for a couple of hours.
“Jackson,” she corrects me.
“I don’t recall a Jackson, either.” What is that noise? Snoring! I pull the phone away from my ear to use my screen as a light. Sure enough, Jessica is already passed out under the covers. Just fucking great. I don’t want her staying here. I reach down, pick up my t-shirt from the floor, and start to put it on as Samantha speaks.
“He sometimes goes by Jax.” She sounds hopeful which makes my stomach clench.
I was introduced to a very drunk guy named Jax. I remember him because that’s the guy who was making out with Bridgette Winters, the girl who fucks around just as much as I do. Did they come back to my house?
“Yes, I remember hearing that name. Let me go check to see if he is still here.” I give Jessica one last look. I’ll wake her ass up when I get back so that we can pick up where we left off, then she can leave. I pull on my jeans and quietly leave the room, shutting the door behind me.
“Thank you,” she replies sweetly.
She stays silent as I walk down the long hallway, passing my media room and office. I come up to the kitchen and living room. The living room has bodies of women passed out everywhere with only a few guys, and there are beer bottles and shot glasses scattered throughout.
I walk into the kitchen and see Josh standing behind my big kitchen island. I don’t know if he will be much help, though. His dusty brown hair is hanging in his eyes which are red and puffy from all the alcohol we were drinking earlier. He has that surfer boy look, and girls are always asking him if he is from California, but right now he looks like he’s from the gutter.
I pull the phone away from my ear, and put the phone on mute before I ask him about Jax. I have a feeling no matter where this guy is, he is not alone.
“Have you seen a guy named Jax?”
Before he answers, he takes a shot. How he’s still drinking at this time is beyond me. “Um, the skinny guy with blonde hair?” he slurs as he puts his shot glass down. He squints as if he’s looking at me and seeing double. After all the alcohol he consumed tonight, he probably is.
“I don’t remember what the fuck he looks like. I just know he was with Bridgette at the bar earlier,” I say as I wave my phone in the air with both hands clenched over it.
“Oh yeah,” he growls. He obviously does not like this man. “I saw Bridgette leading him down stairs as soon as they walked in.” He starts to refill the shot glass with a look of disgust on his face.
Shit!
I take the phone off mute and raise it back up to my ear. “Yes, he was here. I was told he passed out in one of my spare rooms. Let me go check real quick,” I say into the phone as I start down the stairs to the lower level.
“Thanks. I’m so sorry to be putting you through all this trouble. I’m just worried about him. He always comes home after going out...”
I hear her yawn. The poor girl sounds exhausted. Maybe she is lying in bed already. Naked. Fuck, what the hell am I thinking? The girl has a boyfriend who I’m trying to find. Maybe I could invite her over now. I mean her boyfriend is here. Wait, that’s a bad idea. If Josh is right, he’s here with another woman. And I already fought with one boyfriend tonight. And this woman doesn’t sound stupid enough to fuck around on her boyfriend while he’s in the same house.
I’ve transformed my basement into a huge game room, consisting of a pool table, a 72” TV mounted on the wall, a dart board hanging on the far wall, and a mini bar in the far right corner. At the back of the room, there used to be an office, but I turned it into an extra bedroom. I prefer to have my office upstairs, right next the master bedroom. When I reach the bedroom, I decide the best point of action is to just knock on the closed door.
No response.
I put my ear up to the door and hear nothing. That’s good, right? Maybe he’s in there passed out alone. I try the door. It’s unlocked.
My thought of him being alone is short lived. As I stand in the doorway, I can see Jax on his back with Bridgette’s right arm draped over his chest. The rest is covered by blankets. Thank, God! I start to think maybe they passed out before they actually fucked, but then my eyes fell to the open condom wrapper on the floor.
Shit.
I run a hand through my hair. What to do, what to do. I can’t tell Samantha this. I’m going to lie. Fuck! I don’t want in the middle of this mess, but what other option do I have? I don’t want her to come over, beating my door down.
“Samantha, he’s here, asleep.” I close the door quietly behind me and head back up the stairs. I don’t know why I didn’t tell her what I saw. It’s not my place, right? I mean, I don’t know what kind of relationship they have. I’ve had friends who have very open relationships. Maybe she even knew he was out with Bridgette. You never know. Or maybe they are broken up, and she’s one of those crazy bitches who thinks they are still together, which would guarantee a scene if she found out he was here with another woman.
“Oh thank God!” she breathes into my ear, sounding like a weight had been lifted off her shoulders. She sounds like she had been worried about him all night.
“Slade?” She says it so breathless that my body comes to a stop at the top of the stairs, frozen in place. It is like a caress of pure seduction. I can feel it down deep in my balls. I can see her lips move when she whispers my name. While her legs are wrapped around my waist, I’m bending down to taste each breast, my cock moving in and out of her. It’s like she’s pulled me into a dream. A dream I have no control over.
What the fuck is wrong with me? I don’t even know this woman, but I want to, and that thought alone makes me conflicted. I’ve never wanted a woman like this. I take a shaky breath. “Yes?” It’s all I can manage, still standing at the top of the stairs like an idiot.
Josh walks by with a cute brunette under his arm. He whispers in her ear, then swats her ass as she walks off down the hall, heading to one of my back bedrooms. He turns to me and stares as he takes a drink from the bottle in his hand. What is he doing?
“Thank you so much for your help, and I’m really sorry for bothering you. I promise it won’t happen again.” She hangs up before I can say anything to her.
I stand there for a few more seconds, finding myself, hoping that she calls me again. I look up to Josh as he finally speaks.
“I’m guessing that was Sam, since you were looking for Jax?” He slurs.
“Yes.” I croak out.
He shakes his head. “She’s a nice girl. Jax is such an ass.” He shakes his head again before walking off.
How does he know her? I stop him before he gets too far down the hallway. “How did he get invited back here? I don’t know the guy.”
“You invited him.” He leans on the wall, needing the support to stay standing.
“What? Why would I invite him?”
“Actually, you invited Bridgette back to join you and Jessica.” He nods his head in agreement with himself. “She ended up inviting Jax here for herself. Good night. See you in the morning.” He drags himself to my back spare bedroom to get his dick sucked.
I look around and notice I still haven’t moved from the spot above the stairs. I finally find my legs and proceed to walk towards my room.
When I enter, Jessica is still lying there. I wish I wouldn’t have let her fall asleep. I don’t like women spending the night. I prefer to fuck them, then say goodbye. I’m in no mood to have to explain shit to her in the morning. Sighing, I turn around and walk out of my bedroom, closing the door behind me.
I walk down the hall to my office and take a seat behind my desk. Leaning back in my chair, I run a hand over my face, tired and somewhat confused. I can’t get Samantha out of my head. God, that voice. So sweet and gentle, it had taken my breath away when she spoke my name. I have never experienced anything like it before. What had made me react that way? Was it because Jessica already had me all worked up?
I shake my head. That’s not it. I know that Jessica had nothing to do with it. Hell, I could have gone back to bed, woke Jessica and fucked her. I didn’t, though. I no longer want her. Does that mean I want Samantha now?
What the fuck? What am I thinking? What is wrong with me? She is just another woman. No reason to get this worked up over her.
I sit up and pull a few papers out of my desk. I can go over the ones regarding a client. Yeah, that will get my mind back on track. I pick up the papers, stand up from my chair and walk around, feeling the need for some movement.
My eyes scan the material that covers my clients’ information. I don’t make it halfway through his last name when I throw them down on my desk, unable to think about work right now all I want to do is think about Samantha, not fuck with work.
Placing my palms on top of the desk, I lean on it for support and hang my head as my mind continues to have thoughts about Samantha. I wonder what Samantha looks like? It’s not that I’m picky. I don’t have a certain type. I’m just curious.
“Slade?”
I close my eyes and sigh heavily before I turn to face Jessica. She’s standing in the doorway, naked. “Go back to bed, Jessica.” Wow! Did I just say that? Who turns down a naked woman? I sure as hell never have.
“Come with me.” She takes a few steps into my office.
I shake my head. “I have work to do.” Why am I coming up with an excuse? I don’t have work to do. I just no longer want her.
“It didn’t seem like you were working.” She stops a few feet in front of me, and I swallow, trying not to look at her naked body so close to me. Close enough for me to reach out and touch her. I could pull her into me and take her right here in my office. I could imagine that she is the face to the sweet voice that continues to play through in my head.
“Well, I was,” I argue, trying to reassure myself. My dick is playing tricks on me. Getting hard and wanting to fuck her. It’s not really her that I want, though.
“Slade,” she huffs.
The way she says my name pisses me off. It sounds nothing like that wonderful sweet voice and it makes me tense. Unlike Samantha.
“I said I’m working.” I turn around and sit back down in my chair. I gather up my papers and put them into a neat pile in front of me.
“Well, you weren’t too busy working before that girl called you,” she spits out.
I look up at her, my mouth in a hard line. “That’s none of your fucking business,” I growl.
“I won’t allow you to talk to me like that,” she says, trying to sound strong but failing.
“Then go home,” I say carelessly. This is why I never do anything more than a one night stand, and why they never spend the night. I don’t feel the need to explain any aspect of my life to any female. A questionable woman is an annoying woman.
“I’m working,” I say again, raising my voice when I see her still standing there.
She narrows her hazel eyes at me and leans up against my desk. “When will you be done?”
I look up at the clock behind her on the wall. It reads a quarter past five. “Fuck!” I run a hand through my hair. My plane leaves at ten. Thank God for the time change, and the fact that court is later in the day tomorrow. The only sleep I’ll get will be whatever I manage to take on the plane.
I pick up my papers and shove them into my bag. Standing up, I walk out of my office, leaving Jessica behind. I’m hoping she will get the fucking hint and leave. I enter my bedroom, place my bag on the floor, then head into the bathroom and turn on the shower.
“Are we taking a shower?” she asks, happily entering behind me.
When
is she going to get the hint that I’m done with her? I take a deep breath. I’ve tried to be nice, but the bitch is getting on my nerves.
“No. I’m taking a shower.” I grab a towel out of the cabinet. “Alone.”
She continues to stand there. “Well, what am I supposed to do? Want me to go wait in bed for you?”
“No. I have to be at the airport in a few hours. I told you, I have work to do before I have to be at court. I’m going to shower, get ready, then do some work before I leave. So you can show yourself out.” I rush to get out of my clothes.
I open the shower door to step in, but she holds the door open before I can close it. “So, I’m to leave? That’s what you want me to do?”
“Didn’t I already tell you that?” I turn my back to her and grab my shampoo. I flinch as she slams the shower door shut. Thank God she’s finally leaving. I am in no mood to put up with a pissed off woman. I shouldn’t have gone out last night. I should have told Josh no.
I rinse off the shampoo and grab for my body wash, when a thought hits me. If I hadn’t have gone out last night, the call from Samantha wouldn’t have happened. I can’t get her sweet voice out of my head. Having to endure a day in court with no sleep is going to make for a very long and frustrating day.
Placing one hand on the wall in front of me, I grab my cock with the other and jerk off as I think of her sweet voice screaming my name.
 
 

 
I roll over and notice Jax still hasn’t been home. I look at my clock on my night stand. 8:30 AM Last night I was worried, terrified even that something had happened to him. When Slade said he was asleep there at his house I was relieved, knowing he was somewhere safe. That relief, however, only lasted a few minutes. As soon as I hung up with Slade, my emotions went crazy, bouncing around like a pinball machine until they finally landed on furious; furious that he had no respect to call me and inform me he was going to stay. How could he not think that I wouldn’t worry about him? Maybe he knew I would, and just didn’t care.
With a heavy sigh, I get out of bed and head to the bathroom. I need some therapy. Retail therapy. The mall doesn’t open until ten, but I need to get out of this house. I take a quick shower, throw my hair in a messy ponytail, and put on just a tad of makeup. Top it off with a pair of capris, a tank top and a cute pair of heels and I’m out the door within twenty minutes.
I stop off at Starbucks first to grab a black cup of coffee. The tanning salon is right next door to Starbucks, so I sit in my car and drink my coffee while waiting for it to open.
 

 
After the coffee and tan, I feel more awake, even though I only got four hours of sleep last night.
I wasn’t at the mall fifteen minutes when Holly calls me. “Hey, what’s up, Holls?” I ask as I walk into Buckle.
“Not much, girl. What are you up to? Did you ever get a hold of Jax last night?”
“Yeah, Slade found him passed out in one of his rooms.” I try to sound like it is no big deal so she will drop it. My voice sounds like it doesn’t bother me, but inside there is a storm building. Thankfully she gets the hint.
“That’s good. Glad he is okay.” Is that sarcasm? “So, Micah wants to take me out for dinner tonight. I was able to put together a cute outfit from my closet, but I was wondering if I could borrow a pair of red heels?”
“Of course. I’m at the mall right now. When do you want to come over?” I ask as I examine a cute pair of Miss Me jeans.
“Well how long will you be at the mall?” I can practically hear her biting on her nails.
“I can leave now if you need me to. I’m just looking around.” I walk out of Buckle as I check my watch. It is a little past ten and I still haven’t heard from Jax.
“That would be awesome. Thanks, Sam. You’re the best. I’ll head your way.” I can hear her keys rattling as she shuts her front door which makes me laugh.
“Okay, I’m on my way as well. Bye.”
I go to put my phone in my purse, I notice I have a new text message. I walk through the glass doors to the outside parking lot and open it up. It’s from Jax.
Finally.
 
Jax: Where you at?
 
Really? He couldn’t say, hi! I’m alive. Sorry I missed all your calls and text last night, I passed out. How courteous of him to wonder where I’m at. Not!
I hit reply and type one word.
 
Me: Mall!
 
I toss my phone in my purse, and start digging out my keys while I walk in the direction I parked my car. When I see my 370Z, a smile appears on my face. She always makes me feel better. I bought her last summer when I was feeling down and needed a pick-me up.
I pop the trunk and throw my bag from MAC in the back before I climb in the driver’s seat. The bright red color of my car reminds me of a coveted ruby. A precious gem, yet she can get me where I need to be in a hurry.
I sink down into the black leather as I turn the ignition, then squeal out of the parking lot with my stereo blaring Taylor Swift’s new album Red all the way home.
As soon as I open the door to our house, I know something is wrong because that black tank top on the floor does not belong to me. I can hear a woman’s voice muttering ‘baby’ from our bedroom. My heart is pounding so hard that I’m having problems breathing. I’m not nervous about what I will find in there.
I’m pissed.
Pissed beyond words because I know exactly what I am going to find behind that door. That’s why he wanted to know where I was? So he could bring some woman back to our house to have sex?
I stop at the bedroom door with my heart beating wildly, and take a deep breath. I rest my hands down to my side and give them a shake, not knowing what the hell I’m about to do. Before I let myself think too much, I reach out and shove it open, shoving it so hard that it bangs loudly as it hits the wall.
“What the?” Jax squeals as he jumps off the bed, trying to cover himself with his hand. His eyes are wide as they land on me. “Baby, I’m sorry. It’s not what it looks like.” I stand there, watching him as he grabs his pants. “Baby, let me explain.” He puts his hands up in the air. “She doesn’t mean anything. You know I love you. I love you more than anything, baby. This was just a mistake.” He picks his shirt up off the floor. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, but it was a one-time thing. I don’t know what I was thinking. I promise it will never happen again.”
My heart is hammering in my chest, and I’m finding it hard to breathe. I straighten my back. He starts to walk towards me with his hands out like he is going to hug me. I put my right hand up to stop him, and take a step back. If he lays one hand on me, I won’t be able to hold back the bile that is threatening to come up.
He stops walking, but starts to talk again. “We can fix this. I love you, baby. Baby—”
“Quit calling me baby.”
I’m surprised at how calm my voice is. My body is far from calm, though. It is so tense that it feels like it is about to snap like a rubber band. I want to throw myself at him and ask him why while I bawl my eyes out.
What is wrong with me?
What did I do wrong?
Have I ever been enough for him?
How many other women have there been?
Has he been safe?
I want to ask the woman lying in my bed if she knows about me, or has he lied to her to as well? I want to believe that he has made a mistake, but there is no way he can fix this. My heart is already broken and lying at my feet in a thousand pieces.
I finally take my eyes off of him and look over at the blonde lying naked in what used to be our bed. She is clinging to the covers that are pulled up to her chest, so I can’t see much of her, but she looks to be very petite. Her dark blue eyes are trained on Jax. If looks could kill, he’d be up in flames right now. I believe she wants him dead more than I do.
My eyes move back and forth between the two of them a couple times before it hits me. I can tell by the tears in her eyes that this is not a one-time thing. She’s in love with him. There is no doubt in my mind that he has been seeing her for a while.
My throat tightens and my eyes start to sting. I take a couple of deep breaths. I will not let him see me cry. Hell, there is already one woman crying in this room because they love him. There’s no way I will give him the satisfaction of two crying women.
I close my eyes, hoping this is a nightmare. A very bad nightmare, and when I wake up he won’t be standing in front of me, half naked with a women in our bed. Closing my eyes tighter, tight enough to keep my tears back, tight enough to erase this horrible dream, I take in another deep breath.
When I open my eyes, he is still standing there and she is still lying naked in our bed.
The bed we used to make love in.
The bed where he told me I was perfect and that he wanted a life with me.
The bed where I was the only one for him, and the bed where I believed every single lie he ever told me.
How could I have been so stupid?
I have to dig down deep to find the courage within myself to do what I know I have to. No matter how much it hurts.
“It’s over, Jax,” I whisper. “I’ll be back tomorrow for my stuff.”
I hear Holly’s car pull up. I want to sag to the floor with the relief that rolls over me. My best friend is here, and I need to get out of this place. Turning to the closet, I grab the pair of shoes Holly wants, then turn back around and walk to the front door.
“Get in your car, I’ll follow you,” I say as calm as I can when I see Holly get out of her car. It is just all too much, and I need out of here.
“What’s wrong, Sam?” She takes a few steps to me.
“Get in your car, Holly!” I yell. I feel bad when I notice the look on her face. I start to apologize, but Jax interrupts me.
“Baby, please believe me, I’m sorry. I love you. For fucks sake, I asked you to move here with me. I wouldn’t have asked you to come if I didn’t want to be with you.”
I turn to see Jax walking out onto the front porch. I have to look away. Every time I look at him, it breaks my heart all over again.
I turn back to Holly whose eyes dart from me to Jax a few times. Then the look of confusion turns to shock, and she narrows her eyes. I look over my shoulder and see the blonde dressed in one of his shirts and a pair of his basketball shorts, grabbing Jax’s arm. “Come on, Jax. Let’s go back inside. She said it’s over. Don’t beg her.”
I want to call her a bitch. I want to go punch her in the face just to see how well she deals with pain, but I think better of it. She is helping me out in a way because I want the hell out of here.
Without a word, I get in my car and start her up while Holly does the same. The entire way to Holly and Micah’s is torturous. I can’t understand why he’s done this to us. Why did he tell me lie after lie if he loves me? Why even ask me to come to St. Louis with him? Where have we gone wrong? Deep down, I have always wondered about our relationship. I have always thought something is missing. Now I know it is him. He is the one missing from our relationship.
We pull into Holly and Micah’s driveway, and I shut off my car, along with the music I had blaring; even it couldn’t drown out my thoughts. The pain is still there as I lean my head back against the headrest and let my eyes shut. I have never had my heart broken by a man before now. Will it always feel this way?
Hurt to move?
Hurt to think?
Hurt to breathe?
My phone ringing breaks through the silence of my car, but I just let it ring. I don’t want to talk to anyone right now. Once it finally stops ringing, I take a deep breath and open my eyes. I lean over to grab my purse and my eyes land on my phone. The screen shows Jax has called me fifteen times.
Are you serious? He couldn’t even call me one time last night! Well, I’m not calling him back. I have nothing to say to him right now.
When I step out of my car, Holly is standing there, looking at me.
“I’m sorry I yelled at you…” I pause to clear my very tight throat. “I’m really sorry, Holly. You didn’t deserve that.”
She wraps her arms around me, giving me a big hug as she rubs my back. “No need to apologize, I should have listened. I’m sorry about Jax. Do you want to talk about it?” She pulls away from me as I shake my head no.
I turn and get back in my car to grab the shoes. “Here are the shoes you wanted for tonight,” I say, handing them to Holly.
“No, we are not going to leave you alone tonight, and you know you can stay here as long as you need to.” She takes my hand and leads me in to the house.
“I just want to sit alone in silence.” I plop down on her couch. Yeah, that sounds like a good plan. Tomorrow I will have to put up with his lies and begging again while I pack up all my stuff.
“Well, then we will all sit in silence and drink some wine.” I can’t help but smile. That, right there, is why she is one of my best friends.
 



 

 
 

 
“Yes, I can do that. Email me the paperwork. I’ll print it off, sign it, and then fax it back to you.”
“I’ll need it back by noon tomorrow,” Jack replies. “This is going to be a fast case.”
Perfect Because I’m having trouble concentrating.
“Okay. You have a good evening.” I sit back in my chair, taking a drink of my sixth Red Bull. Thank God I took a nap on the plane; otherwise I would be passed out face down on my desk. I haven’t pulled an all-nighter in a very long time. I’m getting too old for this shit.
I have been busy with work for most of the day, but my thoughts haven’t been on my work; they have been consumed by Samantha. I can’t forget how sweet and innocent she sounded on the phone. Just her voice makes we want to go to her and apologize. How can Jax want to be with Bridgette over her? Bridgette is a lying, vindictive, crazy bitch. I should know. I’ve been there, fucked that.
This morning, when I went to wake up Jax and Bridgette, I told him that Samantha had called me worried about him. He just brushed it off, and asked if I had told her what I saw. When I shook my head no, he rolled on top of Bridgette and waved his hand in the air, signaling for me to shut the door. I told him to get the hell out because I needed to leave.
Now I stand here, gathering up my things as last night and this morning play over and over in my head. My mind keeps telling me that I should have done something. Maybe I should call Samantha now and explain what I know. I know it’s none of my business, but I just have this overwhelming desire to hear her voice again.
“Slade.” I look up to see Jensen, an attorney who is helping me out on this case.
“Come in.” I lay my phone down and pick up some paperwork.
“You want to go out tonight?’’ Jensen asks as he walks in the office.
“No. It’s been a long day, and I’m tired.” I’m tired mentally and physically. I zip up my bag, getting ready to leave.
“Come on, man. It will be fun. My ex-girlfriend called and said there’s a big party down at…well, wherever it is. I’ll call her on the way.” He sits down in the chair that faces my desk, looking at me and waiting for an answer.
I look down at his wedding ring and suddenly think of Samantha. I feel sorry for these stupid women. The ones that are constantly cheated on and don’t know it, or choose to ignore it for whatever reason.
“I don’t know.”
I look around the room like it can give me an answer as to what to do. Nothing. My ass is worn out. It could be a good distraction from the sweet voice overpowering my every thought, though.
“You know you want to go. My ex has a lot of girlfriends, and most of them are hot.” He wiggles his dark eyebrows.
I never have been one to pass down women and alcohol. “When are you going?” I sit back down in my chair, defeated.
He claps his hands together once as he smiles and stands up. “I’m going to head over to the bar now.”
I know why he’s doing that. If he went home, his wife wouldn’t let him leave. They have three kids, and there’s no way she would let him go out while she stays home.
I nod my head as I follow him to my door and close up my office. “I’ll follow you.” I call out as he walks to his car. I get into my rental car and take off my suit jacket vest and tie. Unbuttoning my sleeves and rolling them back a few times. I’ll just go dressed like this. I don’t plan on spending all night there anyway.
 

 
It doesn’t take us more than ten minutes before we are pulling up to the bar. We walk inside, and there is already a table full of girls waving us over. Jensen was right; they’re not bad looking. I find myself giving a second look to the one that Jensen introduces as Julie. She has light brown hair with chunks of red in it, brown eyes, and a smokin’ ass body. She continues to stare at me. She’s not being subtle about it, which I like. I’m not into games. If you want me, and I want you, then we are going to have some fun.
I’ve never been one who does relationships. I’ve actually never even been in a relationship. I’m more of a keep it just sex kind of guy. I don’t lead anyone on, or tell them sappy shit. If they don’t like what I have to say, or how I act, I just go to the next one. No loss for me. It’s not like I’ve had my heart broken by someone, or that I haven’t found the right one. I’m not even looking for the right one. I don’t want to be with one person.
“Slade?” Julie gets my attention.
“Julie, isn’t it?” I eye her up and down, thinking this will be easy.
“Yes,” she blushes. “I was wondering if you would like another drink?” She eyes my full drink that Jensen had just set down in front of me.
“That sounds great.” I smile, then down half of my beer.
“Dude, she likes you,” Jensen leans over and says to me after Julie walks away.
No shit, Sherlock.
I just nod with a small smile.
“Here, I thought we could do a shot,” Julie says as she sets down two shots of tequila and two beers. I groan. I cannot get trashed tonight. I have to be in court early in the morning. “Come on. Everything is better with shots,” Julie leans over and whispers in my ear as she rubs my thigh roughly with her hand.
I start to get hard and instantly think of Samantha. I wonder what’s she doing right now, or if she’s with Jax. I wonder if she knows that Jax was with Bridgette last night.
I give my head a shake. Why would I care if she’s with Jax? I look over to Julie. I just need to take her back to my hotel and fuck her. I’ve never been one to dwell on a woman, and it’s really starting to piss me off that I can’t get Samantha out of my mind.
“Cheers.” I raise my shot glass and clink my glass against hers before we down the shots.
“I just love this shirt on you. It brings out your blue eyes.” She runs a hand down my chest. “Do you work out?”
I can’t help but snicker. “Yes” I take another drink of my beer.
“I work out.” I look at her body. There is no doubt in my mind that she works out. Although, if you ask me, her arms are a little too much on the muscular side for a woman.
“So, Slade, how old are you?” she purrs as she leans into my ear.
“Twenty nine,” I say flatly.
“You’re older than I thought. I’m twenty-five.”
I just nod my head. This is the only thing I can’t stand about fucking someone new. They want to know everything about you. I could care less how old she is. I mean, I can tell by looking at her that she is old enough to be in this bar, and that’s all that matters. I wonder how old Samantha is? That sweet voice made her sound innocent, although I doubt she is. Her voice is probably just a façade.
I lift my beer and take another drink. Quit thinking about Samantha!
“Do you have a girlfriend, Slade?” Julie rubs her hand on my thigh again, getting my attention.
I look at her with a raised eyebrow. “No.” Does she think I would let her place her hands on me if I wasn’t single? “I don’t do girlfriends.”
Her smile brightens.
Then a thought crosses my mind, and a bald man flashes in my memory. “Why? Do you have a boyfriend?” I take another drink of my beer, finishing it off. I’m in no mood to get into a fight with some guy over another unfaithful girlfriend, again. She is not worth the trouble; just like the blonde had not been.
“No,” she shakes her head. She reaches over, grabbing the shot glass Jensen hands her, downs it, and then looks at me. “Want another shot?”
I can tell she’s drunk. She’d had several shots before she even sat down to talk to me. I shake my head. “I’m good.” I stand up out of my chair. I’m already tired of being here; it’s not getting Samantha out of my mind and I’m fucking exhausted. “Think I’m going to call it a night.” I pull my car keys out of my pocket.
She stands up “Want some company?” She gives me a devious smile.
I look her over for a few seconds, debating if I want to take her back to my hotel or not. “Sure.”
Thinking about Samantha all day has got me horny as fuck. I reach out to grab her hand, and walk towards the exit. I didn’t even bother to tell Jensen goodbye. I’ll see him tomorrow. I just want to go to my hotel, fuck, and go to bed. It’s been a long day.
“So which one is your car?” she asks as we walk in the dimly lit parking lot.
“The white Hyundai. It’s my rental.”
“Rental?” She stops walking and slides me a confused look.
Fuck, I’m too tired for this shit. I stop, and turn to her. “Yes. I’m only in town until tomorrow.”
“Oh. I thought you just started working with Jensen.” She starts walking again.
“Nope.” I shake my head. “I got put on a case out here a few weeks ago. I head home tomorrow.” I get in to the Hyundai and start it up.
“So, this is like a one night thing?” she asks unhappily.
I just sit there and stare at her. I can tell she is wasted, and I’m praying she doesn’t get sick in my car. I’m not cleaning that shit up. “Yes,” I say slowly enough to let her understand that all I want from her is a one night fuck. “So, if that’s not going to work for you, you can go back inside.”
She tilts her head to the side and frowns as if she’s having a hard time thinking.
I run my hand through my hair. I just told her I didn’t do the girlfriend thing! Did she think I was lying? Did she think I was going to start up a relationship with her? I mean, I could tell as soon as she started rubbing my thigh that she wanted to fuck, and I didn’t hide the fact that I wanted that too. But where in there did she think I was going to give her more than a one night fuck?
“No. I’ll go with you,” she finally says with a smile. I watch as her eyes slowly travel the length of my body where they come to rest on my hard dick through my pants. I can’t hide my smile. That’s what I thought. I lean over and kiss her as I let me hand trail up her shirt and grab her breast over her bra. Her hand instantly goes to my pants. Fuck, I am so horny I could do it right here in the car.
I pull away. “Let’s get to the hotel first.”
“I could take care of you on the way.” She leans over as I exit the parking lot. Fuck, I knew I liked her for a reason.
She unzips my pants and takes me into her mouth. I try concentrating on her mouth and the feel of her tongue, but all I can think about is that voice saying my name. Doesn’t fucking matter what I do, Samantha is still there, in my mind.
I try to push her out of my mind as I start pumping my hips and fuck Julie’s mouth. I grit my teeth, trying not to show how fucking awful she is. I try thinking about Samantha again, trying to ignore the piercing feeling of Julie’s teeth. I could just stop her, but who the fuck cares? I’d rather have her suck my dick, then listen to all the questions she could be asking me.
I pull on her hair to remove her from my dick once I park the car. She follows me through the lobby and we enter the elevator. She moves her body flush to mine, bringing her lips up to kiss me. I push her back a bit, and grab her hand as the elevator opens. I don’t want to kiss her. I just want to fuck. I’m fucking horny as hell, and pissed off at myself. Samantha has too much control of my thoughts.
I close the door behind her, and grab my wallet out of my back pocket for a condom as I unzip my pants. I turn around, and she’s already kicking her jeans off. At least we are on the same page.
“Where do you want me?” She licks her lips as she walks towards me.
I roll the condom over my dick, then walk up to her, turn her around, and bend her over the couch. “Right here will work,” I say as I start to fuck her.
 
 

 
I lay on the bed in Micah and Holly’s spare bedroom, looking up at the ceiling and thinking about what I’m going to do next. My life has completely changed in a day. My heart hurts. It’s broken. I loved him as much as I could, yet it wasn’t enough. Is love ever enough when it comes to a relationship? I don’t think anyone really knows.
The more I think about why I moved here with him, I realize it had more to do with me, than him. There had been nothing there for me in Dallas anymore. I was only there for school. My parents divorced. My mom lives in Tulsa, Oklahoma with her current husband, lucky number 4.
My dad also lived in Tulsa, and owned a large very well-known concrete company. He couldn’t even speak my mother’s name without his face turning red with rage. They had divorced when I was very young, so I don’t even remember how life was when our family was together, or why they even divorced. My parents never spoke of it.
He passed away in a car wreck at the beginning of my high school senior year. When he passed away, we’d found out he had left me everything in his will, including his house, two vehicles, and his company. We were all pretty shocked about that one. Although after I gave it some thought, I don’t know why it had surprised me. He had never remarried, and I’m an only child.
My dad always planned for the future and the unexpected. When he passed away, his attorney had letters he had written for me regarding the company. They informed me that he wanted me to sell it. He knew I wouldn’t want to run the business, and he had a guy that had wanted to buy it for years. He left me a name and number to contact. The attorney and I met with the man that was interested in my Dad’s business. I about had a heart attack with what he offered me for the company and all the equipment that went along with it. I told him that was way too much money, but he said that was the price he told my dad he would pay.
My relationship with my mom, was never the same. My mom and I were always close, but I was a daddy’s girl. When my dad passed away and left me everything, it put a big strain on my relationship with my mother. She thought I was too young for it and should hand it over to her. Dads’ attorney advised against that. Once I told her I was selling it, we no longer spoke. I pretty much spent my entire senior year locking myself in my bedroom, or staying at my dad’s house.
The only thing that saved me was my best friend Courtney. We spent every waking moment together before I decided to choose a college outside of Oklahoma. I wanted as far away from my mother as possible. It was hard at first.
Actually, it’s still hard.
My thoughts drift from my parents to Jax.
 

 
I’d met him my sophomore year in college, but we didn’t start dating until my senior year. After seeing how my parents’ marriage failed, and all the marriages my mother had after the one to my dad, I just felt like I wasn’t ready for such a physical and emotional relationship. Why would I want to put myself through all of that? I didn’t need anyone, and I would have rather been alone than go through several different men. But from the first time we’d met at a coffee shop, to the time I finally said yes after he constantly asked me out, he’d never given up on me. We’d become best friends before we’d become a couple. I thought that was the right way to start out. Now, I’m not so sure.
I try to hate him for what he did to me. But I can’t. Maybe it was me. What if I wasn’t able to love him enough like you’re supposed to? The one question I can’t stop asking is why didn’t he just break up with me before he slept with her, rather than have someone on the side? And for that matter, how many have there been? I knew there was someone. I just didn’t want to acknowledge the thought that he could treat me like nothing.
Now I ask myself the most important question…
Why didn’t I leave him when I thought there was another woman? There had been plenty of signs like the lack of sex, for one. The way he ignored me while he was at home. How he would get all defensive when I would ask where he was going or what he was up to? I could ask myself a million questions, but it wouldn’t matter what answers I had. The bottom line was that he cheated, and I left.
I still haven’t cried. I just feel like the tears would be wasted. I guess that could be my first clue to how I feel about him. I don’t know if my mind is in shock or overload. I’m such an idiot.
This evening I’d sat in the living room with Micah and Holly, and true to her word, we all sat in silence. I felt so bad for ruining their evening and told them to go on out, but Micah refused.
I do know one thing, I came to this town for me. Not Jax. And I have found the two best friends that a girl could ask for.
With a sigh, I roll over and close my eyes, I need to start looking for a house in St. Louis tomorrow. This town has become my home, and I’m not leaving it.
 

 
I wake up, not in the least rested, but on a mission. I get out of bed and walk out of the bedroom. Once in the hallway, I can hear voices coming from the kitchen.
“We need to help her,” I hear Holly say.
“I plan on it. You think I would let her go back over there to get her stuff alone?” Micah sounds insulted.
I don’t feel right eavesdropping, so I clear my throat and walk in the kitchen. They both turn to look at me as I give them a small smile. “I heard you guys talking about helping me. You don’t have to go. I can do it on my own.” I don’t want to put them in the middle of this.
“Are you crazy? Of course we are going to help you.” Micah gives me a look like I’ve lost my mind, then starts pouring everyone coffee in travel mugs.
“What about work? Don’t you have to work today?” I take a sip of my coffee.
“I took off half a day. I’ll go in later.” He grabs his keys off the counter and walks to the front door.
We leave their house heading towards my old place. My heart is racing; I don’t want to see him. I’ve been telling myself this happened for a reason, but what if it’s too hard moving out all of my stuff? What if he begs me to stay? Worse, what if she is there and all my stuff is on the front porch?
My mind is asking itself so many questions that the entire car ride to Jax’s is silent. Micah is in front of us in his new, white ford pickup truck, and Holly and I are following him in my car. I don’t want to grab anything but my clothes, shoes and personal stuff. Everything else he can do whatever he wants with. I don’t want anything that will remind me of him. I’m starting a new chapter of my life today, so I want everything else to be new and fresh.
As I pull up to the house, Jax is already coming to meet us outside. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. It is not any easier seeing him today, than it was yesterday. I open my eyes again, and remind myself the entire relationship had been a lie and that I won’t let him see how much he hurt me.
“Couldn’t come by yourself, Sam? Had to bring some muscles?” he says smugly, watching Micah climb out of his truck.
“We just want to help her get her stuff without any problems.” Micah lifts his hands up in the air.
“Yeah?” Jax rubs his chin as if he is contemplating something. I used to find that sexy, but now I find it disturbing. “Well, it’s where she left it.” He leans over a bit and gestures his hand to the front door, still looking at Micah. Micah nods, and we all follow Jax into the house. My heart is no longer pounding, and I’m actually relieved to see that his attitude is pissing me off more than anything.
We waste no time throwing clothes into the trunk of my car and Micah’s back seat. I feel like I’m running back and forth from my car to the house; I want to get out of here as fast as possible. Jax hasn’t said a word since we’ve entered the house. He has just sat on the end of the bed, watching the three of us load up all of my belongings.
Holly and Micah get the last load of clothes. I grab all the letters from my dad out of the nightstand and stick them in my purse, then move to the bathroom to pack up my makeup, toiletries, and all that stuff a girl can’t live without.
“What are you doing?”
I spin around and my heart rate picks up. Jax is standing in the doorway of the bathroom.
“Packing up my stuff.”
“No, I mean what are you doing? Why are you leaving me?” He leans up against the door jam.
I’m starting to get pissy. “Because I walked in on you having sex with someone else.”
“But I don’t want to break up.” He smiles and it gives me goose bumps; the kind of goose bumps that scream danger. He pushes off the doorframe and starts to move toward me. I look to the hall behind him, panicking. Where are Micah and Holly?
My heart is pounding and my skin gets clammy. “Stay right there,” I demand, putting my hands up.
“Come on, babe, you know we’re good together. Can we just forget this ever happened?” His brown eyes are on mine, and that disturbing smile is still plastered on his face as he saunters towards me. He’s getting too close to me now, so I decide to run past him, but he catches my arm and pushes us out into the hall. He is holding my arm so tightly that I cry out.
“Let go!” I scream. I try to pull away, but he has a death grip on my arm. “Let go of me, Jax!” I yell in his face. He’s never acted this way before, and I don’t know how far he will take it.
That vicious smile drops off his face as he narrows his brown eyes at me. “No!” He growls. “I will not let go because you’re not leaving. You are such a little bitch, Sam. You think you can just walk away from me?” I see him lift his right hand, and I think for a second he’s going to hit me. I take both my hands and shove him, making him release my arm.
Before he can come towards me again, Micah has him pushed up against the far wall. “Don’t ever touch her or talk to her like that again, or I will beat the fuck out of you.” Micah’s face is inches from Jax.
Jax laughs, and it’s the most terrifying laugh I have ever heard. “You think he’s your friend?” He looks past Micah to me. “He’s not.” He looks back at Micah, who is still holding him up against the wall. “He knew I was with Bridgette the other night, but didn’t tell you.”
Micah punches him in the face. Blood instantly starts pouring from Jax’s nose.
“Fuck!” Jax cries out.
I look to Holly, who’s looking at Micah, opened mouth. Then I look to Micah. “I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about, so you better quit lying.” Micah pushes Jax up against the wall one last time before he lets him go.
“Of course you do. Slade walked into the room that night when I was with Bridgette, but told Sam I was just sleeping. Don’t tell me he didn’t tell you, Micah?” He has a cocky smile on his face as he tries to catch the blood running from his nose.
I feel my blood start to boil. Slade knew what was going on? Why didn’t he tell me the truth? Why would he lie to me? I mean, he doesn’t know me, but still. I told him I was Jax’s girlfriend. Why would Slade let him bring another girl there? Maybe he didn’t know Jax had a girlfriend until I called. He didn’t even act like he knew Jax when I called.
I’m so confused. Why would Slade help look for him if he knew he was there with another woman? That doesn’t make any sense. Why not just say, ‘No, he’s not here’ and leave it at that?
I hear commotion and look up to see the guys fighting. They are lying on the ground with Micah on top of Jax. I swear I can hear bones crushing as Micah punches Jax in the face. They’re both grunting, and there’s blood on the floor beside them. Micah gets up off of Jax, but Jax stands and starts to run for Micah.
I get in his way.
His hands make contact on my chest as he pushes me, and I fall back, hitting my head on something sharp and getting an instant headache. There are more voices, but I can’t quite make out what they are saying.
Everything goes black.
When I open my eyes, I realize two things. One, I have a pounding headache, and two, the smell of cleaners fill my nose as I look around the white walls, machinery and I’m lying in a rather small uncomfortable bed.
I’m in a hospital.
“Miss Hall?” I look over to see an older gray haired man in a white coat is standing next to the bed.
“Yes?” Ow.
I put my hand up to the back of my head, feeling a small bandage. My head is pounding so hard that it feels like it may explode.
“I’m Doctor Mathers. How are you feeling?” He looks down at a chart, then back up at me.
“What happened?” I rub the back of my head, gently trying to remember why I would be in a hospital.
“From what I was told, you were pushed and fell down hitting your head. You required a few stitches, but the results came back from your CT scan and everything looks normal.”
I nod my head as memories start to come back of the guys fighting and Jax shoving me out of his way.
“You will experience headaches. They are going to come and go.” He starts writing something down. “If you experience dizziness, ringing of the ears, loss of concentration, or nausea, please don’t hesitate to come back.” He rips a piece of paper off of the pad and hands it to me. “I have written you a prescription for mild painkillers and some anti-nausea tablets. Take them if need be.”
“Thank you,” I say quietly.
He nods his head. “I need to send in someone from administration to get all of your insurance information. I’m going to go and get the paperwork started for your release. Do you need anything?”
“Can you send my friend Holly in, please?” I know she must be somewhere in this hospital.
“Of course. I’ll be back one more time to check a few things before they release you.” He stands up and walks towards the door.
“Thank you.” I rest my head back on the bed, and take in a few deep breaths. How could I have been so wrong about Jax all of this time? He had never laid a hand on me before. I had never imagined that he would try to hit me. I take in another deep breath. My head may be pounding like a drum, but my heart is no longer broken.
It’s free.
What he did freed me. I no longer have to wonder what he is up to, or whether he’s lying to me. I no longer have to try and please him. All I have to worry about is myself.
 



 

 
 

 
I walk out of the court room with a smile on my face, even though I’m exhausted. I’ve been up since 5:30AM I put Julie in a cab after we fucked last night. I wasn’t going to make the mistake of letting her stay the night, so I told her I had to be up early. She tried to get my number, but I told her it wouldn’t matter, reminding her that I didn’t live here. She was hurt by that, but there was no need. I wasn’t going to see her again.
I walk into the office and sit in my chair, placing my head on the desk. I am exhausted. I tell myself all the time that I’m not going to go out, that I’m not going to drink, but I always do and I’m always paying for it the next day. That has been my life since high school, though I keep trying to remind myself that I am no longer a teenager.
I lift my head and pick up my phone. I need to call my brother and see how things are going at the office back at home.
“Hello?” He picks up on the second ring, sounding just as tired as I am.
“Hey man, what’s going on? You sound hung over? Did you guys go out last night?” I place my head in my hand as I wait for him to answer.
“Paging Dr. Leon. Dr. Leon, floor 6.”
“What the fuck was that?” Why would my brother be at a hospital?
“That was a nurse, paging a doctor,” he says dryly.
“Micah, what the fuck is going on?” I’m starting to lose patience. If something is wrong, why hadn’t he already called me?
“We are at the hospital,” he says reluctantly.
“Why?” I start to panic. “Are you okay?”
“Does it matter?” He sounds mad at me. What the fuck did I do?
“I don’t know what your problem is, but you better tell me what the fuck is going on. Are you okay? Is it Mom? Dad?”
“Yes, I’m fine. They thought I had broken my hand, but turns out its just fine.” He still sounds angry.
“What did you do to fuck up your hand?’’ Fuck, it’s like pulling teeth out of a child.
He sighs. “Yesterday, Sam came home to find Jax in their bed with Bridgette. She left him, and stayed the night with us. Holly and I went with her back to their house this morning to pack up her stuff. Jax got a hold of Sam and was about to hit her, but she shoved him before he could. Then when he was coming back for her, I stopped him. He…yelled some things at her that made me mad, so I started punching him.”
He takes a deep breath. “When I started to walk away from Jax, he came at me. Jax pushed Sam down when she tried to stop him. She fell and hit her head, passing out. We brought her to the hospital, and they’re running tests on her right now.”
Holy shit.
This cannot be happening. My head is spinning. He was going to hit her? Ended up pushing her down? She passed out?
“Is she okay? I mean, when you drove her to the hospital, did she wake up? Speak to you? Anything?” What if she’s badly injured? Fuck, I would never forgive myself. This is my fault. I should have told her everything.
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
“We don’t know anything right now. And no, she was passed out cold the entire way to the hospital. Her head was bleeding, and I couldn’t get her to wake up. Holly was freaking out, and I couldn’t get her to calm down.”
He sighs. “Jax took off. We talked to the police and filed a report. They are out looking for him right now.”
He sounds so defeated. Not like my brother at all.
“Fuck, Micah!” I slump back in my chair and run a hand through my hair. I wish I was the one who had beat Jax’s face in.
“Hey, I have to call you back. I see the Doctor coming towards us.” He doesn’t wait for my response before hanging up. I don’t blame him. I wouldn’t have either.
How is all this shit happening? I should have beaten the fuck out of that idiot when he was in my house, or at the very least, thrown his ass out.
He wanted to hit the face that went along with that sweet voice? I have never hit a woman in my life, no matter how crazy one can get, and I’ve had some get fucking crazy. I don’t mind fighting with a man, but you just don’t hit a woman.
My phone startles me out of my thinking. “Micah?” I hope it’s him with good news.
“Yeah, it’s me. The doctor said she’s awake and is going to be okay.” He lets out a breath. “She has a few stitches, but like I said, she’s awake now. Holly just went back to see her. They are going to get the paperwork started for her release, then we are taking her to our place. Just wanted to let you know,” he says flatly.
Thank God it was good news. “Micah, is there something else wrong? I can’t help but think you’re mad at me.” Actually, I know he’s mad at me. I can tell from his voice.
“No.” He pauses. “I… I’ll call you later, Slade.”
“Wait! Micah, tell me what’s going on. I know there is something you’re not telling me.” There’s no way I’m getting off this phone until he tells me why he’s pissed at me.
“Well...”
There’s a long pause. I don’t know why he’s waiting. We both know he’s going to tell me the problem.
“It’s about Sam.”
My entire body tenses, wondering what else could be wrong. I don’t know her, but I know she does not deserve what happened to her.
“Jax told her I knew he was sleeping with Bridgette.”
Not what I was expecting him to say.
“Why would he say you knew?”
“Because he told her that you saw them in bed together.” Fuck! “And that you must have told me which you should have. I would have told her. She didn’t deserve to find out by walking in on them in the middle of the act, in her own house.” His voice rises, and he is clearly pissed at me.
“You’re right!” I rub a hand over my forehead. “I should have told her. But—”
“All you ever do is think of yourself,” he hisses. “”Do you know what could have happened if I hadn’t been there?”
I rub my forehead roughly with my hand as I start to get aggravated. “I didn’t know their story. I didn’t know either of them. Fuck, I didn’t even know he had come back to my house. I had just met him earlier that night. I never thought it would end like this, with him trying to hit her.”
Why am I the one getting blamed, when Jax is the one who cheated?
“Look, I’m sorry. I should have said something, but I chose not to. Now she knows. She could have been hurt, but you were there and now she’s rid of that piece of shit.” Hopefully she is the kind of women that doesn’t go back to him, thinking that is the only kind of man she can get.
“You’re right, Slade. Her life is fucking perfect now, no thanks to you.”
Micah hangs up, leaving me sitting there and looking at my phone, wondering what the fuck just happened?
I put my phone down, but continue to stare at it. At least she is going to be okay. That is the most important part. I can’t even imagine what she’s going through right now. I don’t know how long they had been together, but anyone could tell she was worried when she called looking for him. I don’t know what caused him to cheat on her, but to hit her? No man should ever hit a woman. He was the one fucking around. Why would he be mad at her?
I don’t even know Samantha, but I already feel protective over her. Which is ridiculous, right? She means nothing to me. Why would I care what happens to her?
I start packing my bag as Samantha plays through my head. I think about her all the time which is starting to get on my fucking nerves. But that voice...it’s always in my head. Even when I was with Julie last night, I pretended she was Samantha, but it was hard. Julie was pretty vocal, and her voice wasn’t anywhere close to Samantha’s.
I stop what I’m doing and look down at my phone. Maybe I should try calling her, although I doubt she would talk to me. Especially now that she knows I lied to her.
I lay down my phone and continue packing up my stuff. I have a plane I need to catch in a few hours, and I need to quit thinking about Samantha. Her problems are not mine. I don’t know her. I feel sorry knowing what Jax did to her, but it’s not my problem.
I grab my bag and stand up from behind the desk. That’s not true…I do feel for her, I feel terrible about what happened. I allowed it, and it could have all been prevented if I had just told her what I saw.
I want her. I want her like nothing I have ever known. I want to see her lips move underneath me as she sighs my name. I want to know what she sounds like when she’s screaming my name as I bury my dick in her. I’ve imagined her looking a hundred different ways, but when it comes down to it, it doesn’t matter. All that matters is that I want her.
I pull myself out of my daydreaming and close up the office. What the fuck is wrong with me? I used to hear friends in college talk about fucking a girl to get her out of his system. I was never that way. I just moved on to the next willing girl. I’m starting to see what they were talking about, though.
Guess I just need to fuck her and get her out of my system.
 
 

 
It’s been almost two weeks since we left the hospital. The headaches have stopped, and my stitches are no longer there. I can still feel where they were, though, and every time my fingers move over them, I hate Jax even more.
Holly wouldn’t schedule me to work the first week. When Doctor Mathers had come back to release me, he gave me the, just need to relax, take things slow, speech, and it just added fuel to the fire of Holly’s mother hen attitude.
I actually worked two days this week, but I worked the day shift both times. I didn’t really want to be around people much, but the day shifts are always slow and the people I work with keep to themselves.
I found a house to rent, so Holly has been helping me move in. She thinks the house is too big for me, but as soon as I saw it I fell in love. I could have stayed in the house that Jax and I were renting, but I wanted nothing to do with it. It had cost me money to get out of it, but that was a small price to pay. I told the landlord to keep our stuff. He could charge more by renting it out furnished. He seemed awfully happy about my unfortunate relationship.
Jax left town the day I moved out my stuff. He quit his job and moved with Bridgette to her hometown somewhere in Georgia. It’s crazy how I moved here for him, then he ups and moves for someone else.
“Hey, girl. That’s the last of your things,” Holly says, laying down a box on my bed.
I smile. I don’t know what I would do without her and Micah. They have helped me so much.
“Hey, you want to go out tonight?” She smiles, trying to cheer me up.
“I don’t know. I need to put my stuff away.” I lay down, looking up at the ceiling.
“All you have to put away is a few boxes. The movers delivered everything this morning.” She bounces on the bed, making me laugh.
“True.” I sit up. “I guess I could use a drink after everything that has happened. Sure, why not?”
Holly hasn’t let me touch wine since the accident; said it wasn’t very smart. She was probably right, but I am completely fine now.
Micah has been working twenty four-seven on a case with his dad and Slade, so he hasn’t been home much. It has actually made it feel like we are two single girls sharing a house together. It’s been nice to have so much girl time just lying around in sweats and laughing. I’m glad to be moving into my own place, though. I hate feeling like I’m imposing.
“Here,” she says, standing up while grabbing the box. “I will help you put these shoes away.” She walks into the closet. “This closet is so big!”
“I know, right?” I agree, walking in behind her. That’s one of the reasons that I wanted this house. You can never have a big enough closet.
I hang up a few skirts and turn to walk out back to the bedroom where all the clothes are lying. I pick up a few boxes and look over at Holly who is sitting there, staring at me.
“What?” I ask with a smile on my face.
“Are you going to be okay? You know you can stay with us a little longer, right?”
“Holly, I promise, I’m going to be okay.” I nod my head to reassure her as I turn and walk back into the closet.
“Here” She hands me another box while she turns back to the bedroom to answer her ringing phone.
“Hello?...Yes, I’m helping her unpack her stuff right now...Yes, she’s said she would go out tonight.” There’s a long pause. “Is that a good idea?” She laughs. “True...Okay, sounds good. Love you.”
“I’m going to get out of here. Do you need me to help you with anything first?” Holly asks me.
“No. Thanks for your help today. Where are we going tonight?”
“Larry’s.”
I nod my head. “What time are you guys going?” I hang up my last dress and walk out of the closet.
“Around nine. Do you want me to come get you?”
“No, I’ll drive myself tonight. I don’t plan on having more than one drink and I’m not staying too late.” I give her a hug, and thank her as she leaves. I lay down on my bed. A little nap won’t hurt before I go out tonight.
 

 
Five hours later I’m staring at myself in the bathroom mirror at Larry’s. When I woke up from my nap, I didn’t feel like going out, but now I’m feeling pretty good.
Or that could be the three glasses of wine I drank while getting ready.
I take another look at myself in the mirror to reapply my lipstick. I’m wearing my long dark hair in big curls that reach the lower part of my back, and my long layered bangs are swept to the right side of my face. My makeup is on the light side, with no eye shadow, just black eyeliner, and my lips are coated in a shiny pink lip stick.
Holly had texted me, telling me what to wear; my white dress that looks like it is painted on my body and is extremely short. The straps are thick, and the top comes down to a low V, showing off my cleavage which I have a lot of. I’m wearing my favorite pair of Jimmy Choo heels; baby pink and look like they’ve been dipped in glitter.
Why am I hiding out in the bathroom?
This is my first night out since Jax and I broke up. As soon as I walked in the bar, people were apologizing for what had happened. I just smiled. I don’t know why they are trying to be nice and apologize. I understand most of them knew what was going on, but only a couple of people know how bad it really ended. It doesn’t bother me that everyone knows he cheated. What bothers me is that everyone seemed to know about it, yet no one told me.
Ugh.
I have to quit thinking about him. I’ve had myself held up in this bathroom for almost fifteen minutes now. I might as well use the restroom while I’m in here. I cram all my things back into my little pink clutch and head to a stall.
As I stand up and flush the toilet, I hear the door to the women’s bathroom open. It’s probably Holly, wanting to know why the hell I’ve been in here so long. I’m surprised she hadn’t been in here already to drag me out.
“You want to fuck in here?” a male’s voice booms in the bathroom, followed by a girly giggle.
Nope. Not Holly.
“Oh, God,” the girl cries out, no longer giggling.
Crap, he was serious.
I don’t want to have to wait in this stall and listen to them have sex!
“That tickles!” Now she’s back to laughing.
That’s my cue to get the hell out of here before she goes back to calling him God. I flush the toilet, again. I’m sure they were too busy to of heard the first one, so I thought I’d give them a warning before I walk out on them half dressed.
I look down, straightening my dress, and open the stall door. I stand there and stare at the gorgeous man like an idiot for a few seconds before I can get my legs to work properly.
I peel my eyes away from him to look at the curly red headed woman who looks to be in her mid-twenties. She is pushed up against the far wall. Her eyes meet mine, and she blushes as red as her hair. I look down as she pushes the man away from her a little bit.
I continue to walk to the sinks, looking her up and down now that there is some space between them. Her pants are undone, but still pulled up, sitting low on her hips. Her bright blue shirt is lifted so that I can see her exposed pale skin around her belly button. I look away when I reach the sink and begin to wash my hands.
I look up at the man that had me staring for a few seconds. He is tall, over six feet, with dark brown spiky hair that is rather long on top and shorter on the sides. It’s standing every which way, giving it that just fucked look. I wonder if that’s how he fixes it, or if it looks like that because she’s been running her hands through it? Either way, it’s hot on him!
He has a beautiful tan, and the most sparkling blue eyes I’ve ever seen. They remind me of the ocean on a bright and sunny day. He has high cheek bones with a square jaw and even from here I can see he has long dark eyelashes. The kind any girl would kill for.
He is wearing a long sleeve, white button down shirt with the top three buttons undone. I can see his smooth sculptured chest, and what looks to be a tip of a tattoo on the right side of his peck. I instantly have an urge to run my hands over it. He is built; you can tell by the way his arms bulge through his sleeves, and how his white shirt pulls against his back...the man looks to be covered with muscles. He has the kind of arms that could toss my body around in bed like a rag doll.
NO! Don’t think like that.
My eyes land on his as I continue to wash my hands. His beautiful eyes are looking into mine in the mirror, so I give him a warm smile. I know that my eek factor should be off the charts right now, since he was about to have sex with a woman in a public restroom, but somehow his hotness overrides that thought.
I watch as he gives me a slow sexy smile that reaches his eyes. It makes my knees weak, and my panties wet. His eyes stray away from mine in the mirror, and I watch as they travel all the way down my backside until they reach my high heels. It’s so intense that I have to tighten every muscle in my body to keep from squirming.
As I rinse the soap off my hands, I look over at the redhead. Before I get a good look at her, my eyes are pulled back to him. His eyes are on my ass, and he has a smirk on his face like he’s thinking something naughty, and it makes my body heat rise. My eyes shoot to the redhead again, and she is giving me a go to hell look.
Figures.
I have been staring at the guy she was about to take in the bathroom.
I pull myself out of the daze and turn off the water, grab some paper towels, and pick up my purse from the counter. They remain quiet as I walk out, but I can feel their eyes on me as my heels produce the only sound in the bathroom.
After the door shuts behind me, I stop. What if someone else walks in on them while they’re doing it? I turn back around and open the door. Only the top half of my body is in the bathroom. They both turn around to look at me.
“Did you want to watch?” the redhead snarls at me. She is obviously pissed at me for taking up some of their time. Bitch. I’m just trying to lock the door for them, to keep this from happening again.
“Ginger be nice,” he scolds her.
Ginger? I cough to hide my laugh.
“How about you join us?” tall dark and sexy asks as he lifts an eyebrow.
Is he serious? I shake my head no, reach my left hand around, and lock the door. I can’t help but give sex on a stick a huge ass smile as my eyes travel up and down the back of his dark blue jeans, checking out his hot ass.
“Thanks.”
His voice is so deep and sexy. It covers my body like a warm blanket that I just want to wrap myself up in. It goes perfect with his sexy body. Geez, I need to leave. Now! I smile once again and close the door. I know nothing about that man except for one thing. Trouble. He is nothing but trouble, and I need to stay clear of him.
I have never felt so turned on just by looking at someone. I’ve also never had sex anywhere besides a bed, and right now I’m feeling pretty jealous of that redhead. I’m wishing I was the girl he had pushed up against that wall, about to be ravished by the gorgeous, full of trouble, mystery man.
I need to have a drink then find Holly.
In that order.
As I start to walk away from the door, I hear my phone going off. Looking down at it, I see its Courtney, my best friend from back home. I walk further down the hall, away from the music and towards the men’s bathroom, then hit answer.
 



 

 
 

 
Fuck, she has a gorgeous smile, and a sexy little body to go with it.
I can’t help the huge grin that is on my face. I turn my head back around to face Ginger, and my smile vanishes when I see the bitch look she’s giving me.
“You wanted her to join us?” she asks as she pushes me away from her and starts to button her jeans.
I really don’t know what to say because I wouldn’t have told the angel no.
Angel. That’s what I’m calling her because that’s what she reminded me of once my eyes landed on her. I have never given a girl a nickname before. Well, besides bitch or whore, but there was no other word to describe her. She looks beautiful and fucking sexy in that tight white dress.
I turn to the sink to wash my hands off since they were just down Ginger’s pants, and fingering her, minutes ago.
“You are such an ass, Slade!” she yells at me as she straightens her top.
I laugh. That’s original.
“What is so funny, you prick?”
“Why did that bother you? Not twenty minutes ago you were bragging to Josh about you and some girl having a threesome with her boyfriend.”
“So?” she snaps. “Didn’t mean I wanted to share you.”
I give her a warm smile as I take a few steps towards her. “Ginger,” I coo, and she smiles. “I’m not yours.”
The smile drops off her face. “What the hell was I thinking? You are such a dick.” She walks over to the door. Then turns to face me. “How did I let you talk me into fucking in this bathroom?”
“If I remember correctly, you asked me to fuck you.” I smile. “I just didn’t want to leave.” I spread my arms out to gesture the bathroom. “Problem solved.” I wasn’t ready to leave the bar. I had just arrived. And it’s not like we made it that far; we were interrupted by the angel.
She throws her hands up in the air and screams in frustration. She turns and slams the bathroom door shut like a little bitch.
I dry off my hands and leave the bathroom to search for Angel. Why would I care about what the fuck Ginger thinks after I’ve laid my eyes on Angel?
I hear someone talking behind me, and turn to see Angel hanging up her phone and placing it in her purse. Well, that was easy enough. I rub my hands together as I walk over to her. She has her back against the wall and is looking down at her purse. Her long dark hair is lying over one shoulder.
I place my right hand against the wall, above her left shoulder, and lean in to her. She instantly looks up at me with those beautiful green eyes.
What do I say to her?
“Hello.”
Great, Slade. That was real creative.
“Hi.”
She gives me a breathtaking smile. One that makes me want to go to my knees. I take a step closer to her.
“Sorry about that. Back in the bathroom.” I make sure to say it loud enough so she can hear me over the music. I don’t know why I felt the need to apologize for the scene she had witnessed, but I sure as hell wish to repeat it with her.
I can’t help but smile at her. She is so fucking beautiful, and being this close to her lets me get a smell of her perfume. She smells amazing, like something sweet; I want to run my hands through her silky long dark hair. Her lips look so soft and plump; I want to spend hours getting to know them. She has a real petite face, the kind that reminds you of a Barbie doll, and beautiful bright green eyes that I want to lose myself in.
And that smile...God, that smile. It makes me want to drop to my knees while begging to see again it. She has a beautiful round ass, and her boobs are on the larger size, considering how petite she is.
“It’s okay.”
I barely hear her over the music. But her voice sounds familiar. “Do I know you?” I lean a little closer to her so that the fronts of our bodies are touching.
“Pardon?” She’s looking at me like she’s mesmerized, and she’s breathing heavy. She pulls her bottom lip into her mouth to bite on it, and I can’t help but smirk. She must be just as turned on as I am. I am rock hard right now, and it has nothing to do with the redhead I was about to fuck in the bathroom.
I lean down, placing my face in front of hers. “What are you thinking about?” She hitches in a breath as her eyes drop to my lips. I smile. “I’m pretty sure I was just thinking the same thing.” I place my other hand against the wall, blocking her in. “About how I want lose myself between your legs, as I taste you, until you come on my tongue while you scream my name.” She licks her lips, still not saying a word. I take in a deep breath, letting her smell intoxicate me. “I bet you taste as sweet as you smell,” I whisper.
The music starts to quiet down, and I hear footsteps stumble towards us while she looks at me with hooded eyes. Then someone slaps me on the back.
“Good luck with that, Slade.” I watch her eyes get big, then narrow on me.
Interesting.
“I’ve got to go.” She tries to duck under my arm, but I bring it down on the wall, blocking her in.
“What’s wrong?” I try to get close to her body again, but she bends down and shoots the other direction away from me standing in the hallway.
Well, shit!
I center myself in the middle of the hallway. She will have to pass by me to head back to the bar. She crosses her arms over her chest, pushing her tits up a bit more. I take a quick look at them, then back up to her face, hoping she didn’t notice.
“What do you want?’’ Her eyes bore in to mine, every ounce of lust completely gone. Her face is expressionless, but I can feel the tension rolling off of her.
How could I have pissed this woman off? We were just about to leave this place together. Ok, so maybe that is a little presumptuous of me, but still, it’s not like she was pushing me away.
“I’m sorry.”
Wait…did I just apologize?
That’s the second time I’ve apologized to her in a matter of minutes. I never apologize. I take a few steps back from her. Fuck, this woman has me confused.
“For what?” She cocks an eyebrow like she’s daring me to say something, but I have no idea what.
I shrug. “I don’t know,” I answer honestly. “For what you witnessed in the bathroom?’’ I ask, because I’m fishing. “Although, it didn’t seem to bother you earlier. If I recall, you thought it was funny.” She just shrugs her shoulders, so I continue to fish. “Uh, for getting too close to you? I didn’t mean any disrespect.” She shakes her head.
Okay. I’m getting impatient.
“Then what’s wrong? What did I do?” I ask, mimicking her crossing her arms over my chest as I spread my legs a bit further apart.
“What did you do?” she snaps.
Wow! I take another step back from her.
“You...” She points her hand over to where we were up against the wall. “You...’’ She frowns, shaking her head. “It doesn’t matter.” She turns around and starts to walk away out that back exit.
I refuse to apologize for what I said to her. She was into it. I guarantee her panties are fucking wet, and she would have left with me. But fuck, I can’t let her leave. This woman has got me all tied up in knots. I know I know her from somewhere, but I have never fucked her. I would never be able to forget her, no matter how drunk I was. I don’t know if I should get down on my knees and beg for forgiveness, or push her up against the wall right here and kiss her until she forgets why she’s mad at me.
“Tell me what I did wrong,” I demand, but she keeps walking. “Please.”
What the fuck! Now I’m begging? This is ridiculous. I make myself stand up a little straighter, even though I feel a little lightheaded.
She stops walking and turns around to look at me, releasing a big sigh. “Slade,” she says slow and sexy.
My body freezes and my cock jerks. Fuck! That is all it took. The way she says my name told me everything. My stomach tightens, and I start to shake my head.
“No,” is all I can say as I look at the floor and run my hands through my hair.
“What?”
“Samantha.” This can’t be possible.
She tilts her head to the side. “Yes,” she answers, although I didn’t say her name as a question.
I run a hand through my hair again as I frantically look around the hall for some kind of answer. “It can’t be you. You can’t be her,” I say more to myself than her. How can this beautiful angel be Jax’s ex that he cheated on?
“What are you mumbling about?’’ She takes a step towards me. “Why can’t I be Samantha?’’
I look up at her. “You’re Jax’s girl.” I didn’t mean for it to come out like that. I see her eyes grow wider.
“I am not Jax’s girl. If you recall, he cheated on me. In your house! You didn’t even have the balls to tell me when you found them in bed together! Or maybe you just didn’t want me to know? Don’t worry, I get it, bros before hoes and all that stuff.” She flicks her hand up in the air.
I take a deep breath, and place my hand in my pockets while rocking back on my heels. Nervous habit. “It wasn’t like I was trying to keep it from you. I didn’t know either of you. At the time, when you called, I didn’t know how he even ended up back at my house. I thought maybe you two were broke up. Or maybe he broke up with you and you didn’t want to let go…”
That snapped her head back up to me. And if looks could kill…
Oh shit!
“That’s what you thought?” she asks calmly while taking steps towards me, tilting her head. “When I called you, you thought I was some crazy ex looking for her ex-boyfriend?”
I continue to piss her off. I need a filter tonight. I just keep saying things that aren’t coming out right. “That’s not what I meant.’’ I pull my hands out of my pocket and throw them both up in the air. “I didn’t mean you were, you know…desperate?” I shrug. “I don’t know why he would cheat on you. You’re hot and—”
Wrong thing to say…again.
She interrupts me. “Hot?” She laughs, but not you’re funny laugh; more like I’m losing it laugh. Maybe I am. “Just forget it. I don’t have time to play this game.” She starts to turn around.
“What game?” My eyes land on that gorgeous ass of hers before she turns back around to face me. Fuck, everything about her seems to be perfect.
“This game.” She waves her hands in the air before they land on her hips. I can’t help the smirk that appears on my face. She looks fucking adorable pissed off. She narrows those bright green eyes at me. “Not everything is about getting your dick wet, Slade.”
What the hell does that mean? What does getting my dick wet have to do with her being hot? Of course I wanted to fuck her before I knew who she was.
Now...
Fuck.
Now I want her so badly I can taste it.
Josh comes out of the bathroom, and puts his arm over my shoulder. “Hey, Sam. You look gorgeous tonight, as always. Slade, from the yelling I could hear in the bathroom, you’re doing about as well as I thought you would.” He laughs to himself as he walks away, shaking his head.
We stand there and stare at each other. No woman has ever gotten my attention like she has. This is the first girl to make me want her just by hearing her voice. The first girl to make me apologize without knowing what for. And the first girl to make me beg, wanting to know what I did wrong.
I find her bitchy attitude sexy, and her attempt to avoid her attraction to me, even more arousing.
I let my eyes roam her body unabashed. No reason to hide my arousal towards her. I already told her what I was wanting to do to her. Naked images of her moaning keep flashing through my mind. She is gorgeous and fucking sexy as sin in that tight white mini dress and sky high fuck-me heels. I instantly have an image of that dress on my floor, and those tan legs wrapped around my hips, heels on, shaking uncontrollably as she screams my name.
She might look like an angel, but my thoughts of her have been nothing short of sinful.
The bitch look she’s giving me says fucking is the last thing she wants to do with me and I can’t help but smirk. She doesn’t have a clue that she’s my angel, and whether that means she will save me or destroy me...doesn’t matter. Either way, I am going to go willingly with a smile on my face.
She walks past me to the dance floor without saying another word. She is going to make me work for it. I smile to myself.
Challenge accepted.
 
 

 
I walk over the rather small dance floor, find a place to sit down at the bar, and order three shots of tequila. I’m going to need it after my encounter with Slade. I wanted him to kiss me when he was standing in front of me in the hallway. Hell, all I could do was stare into those baby blue eyes while he was talking to me and think of his lips being on mine.
What was I thinking? I didn’t even know who he was. And now that I do, it makes it worse. I’ve never been one to want someone by just looking at them. I’ve always tried to stray away from physical contact when it comes to the opposite sex, but with him, it’s like my body wants to draw him in.
What happened to him and Ginger? Where did she end up going? Was he really going to screw her in the bathroom, then sleep with me? Where the hell did he think we were going to go? Did he really think I was going to sleep with him?
I feel so dirty. Once he told me what he was thinking, I couldn’t stop imagining it. The way his body would feel above mine. My arms wrapped around those broad shoulders. Then I felt appalled and violated once I found out who he was. I couldn’t hide the shock, if I’d tried. The only defense I had was to put up a wall on my arousal and become a bitch.
What happened between Jax and me wasn’t his fault, but it was the best reason I could come up with. I couldn’t let him see how much his sexiness and use of words, was getting to me. And what was that line about getting his dick wet? The look on his face said he didn’t understand it either. Good!
I don’t know what is wrong with me. I have never been the kind of girl to swoon over the way a guy looks.
It’s disturbing.
I have heard stories about Slade from girls talking at Larry’s. How he treats women like they are just on earth to serve him sexually. But from the way he was talking, I think he wants to serve me, and I can’t help but imagine it.
The guy is hot. Like drop dead gorgeous, hot! I don’t know a man who wouldn’t use that to his advantage when it comes to getting girls in bed. What was he thinking when he realized who I was? And sorry? He had told me he was sorry before he even knew who I was. What is he sorry about?
I don’t want to keep thinking about any of it. I already had to live that nightmare with Jax and Bridgette once. Isn’t that enough? I need a distraction from thinking about sex on a stick and Jax. One is trouble, and the other is history.
My mind wanders off to when I first saw Slade in the bathroom, and all those crazy thoughts about what those big arms could do to me in the bedroom. Jax and I had a dry sex life. He always wanted it missionary with him on top. He didn’t like to give or receive oral sex. He said it never did anything for him. Blah blah blah. So when it comes to sex, I guess you can say I’m very inexperienced. I’m sure Slade could change that.
I take a deep breath. Thinking about sex is not a distraction. It is torture. What is with all the sex on my brain? Geez, maybe it is due to the glasses of wine from earlier. Or it could be that Slade is the hottest guy I have ever seen in my life.
I look up as the bartender, Joey, approaches me with my shots and places them in front of me. I pick up one and down it. Shit! It burns!
When I set the first empty shot glass down. I feel someone place very strong, very large, hands on my hips. I stiffen, even though my body starts to hum with want, knowing who they belong to.
“Go away.” I say as I down the second shot. Dang, that one burned just as much! How many before they go down smooth?
“Tequila, huh? Who pissed you off tonight?” He removes his hands and sits down next to me with that smirk back on his face. I bet if I kissed him, that look of shock would reappear on his gorgeous face.
Pissed me off? More like has me turned on.
“Go look in the mirror.’’ Must stay bitchy. He’s still smirking, but his eyebrows shoot up. “What do you want this time?” I can’t even look at him he’s so hot.
I down my third shot glass. Getting better. I’m praying he doesn’t start saying more things he wants to do to me. I don’t know if my body will be able to take it.
When he doesn’t answer, my curiosity gets the best of me. I look over to see he’s staring at me like he wants to say something, but thinks better of it.
He looks over at the bartender. “Six shots of tequila, please.” He looks back to me. “I’ll have three with you.”
“Trying to get me drunk, Slade?” Well, jokes on him. I’m already there.
“I have a feeling you already are, Angel.” He lifts his hand, and slides a stray piece of hair behind my ear as he looks in my eyes. The touch is so intimate that for a moment we are the only two people in this bar. I hold my breath as I look into those baby blues. I can’t take my eyes away from his. My body is instantly on fire as if lit by a match.
“Angel?” I choke out.
He doesn’t say anything. Just drops his hand, and looks up to Joey as he calls Slade’s name and places all the shot glasses down in front of us. I want to take his hand in mine. I want him to touch me again.
“Life after you.” He lifts up a shot glass, wanting me to follow.
I lift an eyebrow, giving him a questioning look. “What kind of toast is that? Life after you?” I pick my glass up and clink it against his.
Once we swallow he goes to answer, but gets interrupted by a blonde who comes to stand between our bar stools.
“Hey, Slade. Guess what?” she giggles.
I roll my eyes.
“My best friend is in town for work. She said she would love to join us later. You’re going to love her. She used to be a gymnast, if you know what I mean.” She leans over and pulls his mouth up to hers, kissing him. It doesn’t last long. He pulls back, and looks at me wide eyed. Guess I’m not the only girl who can surprise him.
The blonde follows his eyes to me. “Oh hey,” she says like she just realizes I’m there. “I’m Megan. Who are you?” She extends her hand out to me.
“Sam.” I shake her hand, turn around and down my second shot, trying not to let anyone see how pissed off I am. The shots are getting much easier to drink.
What just happened here? And why am I so mad? Am I mad at him? Am I mad at her for interrupting our bubble we had going on? Is it because my body is begging for him to touch me again? Or is it because this is the second woman trying to get in his pants in a matter of minutes?
“So what do you think? She’s only in town tonight and tomorrow.” She sounds very whiny, but I’m sure he thinks she sounds seductive.
“Uh...” He clears his throat. “Yeah, sure. Tonight will be good.” He sounds unsure, though.
I refuse to look up at him as I hear the blonde squeal. “Yay! Ok, I’ll go call her and have her meet us up here later.” She walks off before he can say anything else.
I pick up my final shot and drink it. For some reason, that one burned. I thought they were getting easier? But this is why I came out tonight. I’ve never been much of a drinker except for wine. Well, I take that back, I pretty much stayed drunk off liquor my entire senior year after my dad died. But wine? I can drink a glass of wine every night.
I didn’t even want to come out tonight. Holly’s the one that said I needed to get out, have fun, and get drunk. Well, so much for the fun part.
“I’m…” He pauses. “Sorry about that interruption.”
I hear Slade’s voice talking to me, but I refuse to acknowledge him. Is that a good idea, though? He might take that as jealousy. Am I jealous?
Yes!
I’m going to have to fake it. I put a big smile on my face and look over at him. “No problem.”
He’s giving me a look I can’t explain and don’t feel like analyzing. It looks to be sympathy. Why would he be feeling that towards me?
“Isn’t that what you do anyway?” Continue to stay bitchy. God, it’s so hard. Since he touched me, I just want to lean into him. I want him to kiss me. I look up at his eyes and he looks hurt by my question. His brows are drawn together, and his beautiful lips are frowning.
I have to look away, I hate to be hateful and hurt someone’s feelings, but I’m not going to apologize for stating the obvious. I see he has two of his shots left. I lean over and take one. Hmm, that one went down much easier.
“How are you getting home tonight?” Guess he is going to ignore my question about sleeping with every woman who wants him.
I laugh lightly. Like he cares how I get home. I shrug my shoulders. “Does it matter?” I ask carelessly.
“Of course,” he says like it’s obvious.
I look back to him, and he looks at me wide eyed, like I’ve lost my mind. I look away.
“Did you drive here?’’ Oh, he’s good.
“Yes. Why, are you going to take my keys from me?” I look back to him and it is a mistake. All I can think about is kissing those lovely lips and running my hands all over his chest. I can’t help but stare at it. He still has those three buttons undone on his shirt, giving me a peak of his smooth sculptured tan chest. I can’t look away. He is so damn sexy, and the alcohol is starting to mess with my judgment.
“I’ll take you home.”
It isn’t a question, but I start shaking my head no. He slides his hand up the back of my neck and brings his face down to mine. I freeze, holding myself as still as possible, afraid I may lean in and kiss him. “I’m going to take you home, Angel,” he whispers against my lips, making a shiver run through my body.
“Uh...”
He is so close to me, and my heart is pounding in my chest. His eyes fall to my lips and I lick them.
I have got to get in control here.
I take in a deep breath. “I don’t need a ride from you.” I pull back and stand up from my chair, causing the room to sway.
“Whoa. Are you going to get sick? Maybe I should take you to the bathroom.” He stands up, trying to hold on to my arm.
Hell no!
He is not taking me back to the bathroom. I can’t be in a small room alone with him right now. “I’m not going to get sick.” I hope. “And you are not taking me to the bathroom,” I snap and pull my arm away from him.
I see him raise one arm up in the air and wave someone over. As I take a step and stumble, I decide to sit back down on the stool. How am I going to get out of here? What was I thinking? Not all the shots have hit me yet. I will for sure be sick before the night is over.
“Hey, Sam. What’s up?” I hear Holly’s voice, but really don’t feel like turning around to face her.
“Holly, how long until you guys leave? Angel needs to get home before she gets sick, but there is no way I’m letting her drive.”
Did he call me Angel again? And why did it sound so good coming from his lips? I’m trying to see, but it’s getting difficult, so I start to laugh. Everything is funny all of a sudden.
“What’s so funny?” I hear Micah ask from behind me.
I can’t stop laughing. “Your brother doesn’t think I can get myself home,”
I say to the empty shot glasses in front of me as I twirl my index finger in the air.
“I know you can’t,” Slade says matter of fact.
Whatever. It’s his fault I’m drunk. It is? Yes, I decide I’m going to blame him.
“Why don’t you drive her in her car and we’ll follow you. Then I’ll bring you back here?’’ I hear Micah talking, but I don’t know who he’s talking to.
“Good idea,’’ someone says. Everything is fuzzy and disoriented.
“Where are your keys?” I finally turn to see what looks to be Holly with a sly smile on her face, holding her hands out. I just hand her my purse. What was that look about?
“Oh, wait. I need that back. I haven’t paid for my drinks.” I reach out for Holly, to grab for my purse, but Slade pushes my hand back down.
“I’ll get them.”
I look up at him. “I don’t need you to buy my drinks.”
“I’ll get them,” he snaps as his baby blue eyes land on me.
My heart rate picks up and I take a deep breath. I scowl at him, looking to Holly. I watch Holly give me a knowing smile while Slade pays for the drinks. I narrow my eyes at her. She loves that I am drunk right now, and I’m mad at myself for letting Slade affect me to the point that I consumed so much alcohol.
“Come on, Angel.”
I start laughing again.
“Bring her car around back. I don’t want everyone to see her stumbling out the front entrance.”
I hope that’s not Slade saying that.
“I’m going to help get you through the back exit, where your car is going to be waiting for us. Them I’m driving you home.”
He said it close enough to my ear that he gave me goose bumps. I couldn’t hold back that shiver that ran through my body. “What were you thinking drinking that much?” He starts helping me walk to the back entrance.
“You.” His sexy body, deep voice and cocky attitude were getting me too hot.
“Me? What about me?” He sounds amused as he wraps an arm around me. I can’t help but lean into him.
“You pissed me off, so I started drinking to get happy.”
Did I just say that? I need to quit talking before I call him sex on a stick and try to kiss him. I laugh.
“Well I guess it worked because you’re laughing.” He gives a little chuckle.
Smart ass.
We become silent as we walk through the back door, and the night air feels so good on my skin that I sigh.
“What? Are you okay? Are you going to get sick?’’ He panics as he holds me a bit tighter.
“No, I’m just enjoying the fresh air on my skin. It feels so good.”
He doesn’t say anything else; he just holds me up. I feel my muscles getting heavier. I feel so good up against his body. I wrap my arms around his waist and snuggle into the side of him, and he hisses in a breath. I lift my head up to look at him. His blue eyes are looking down at me, and he lifts his hand that’s not holding on to me, up to my face. He runs the back of his knuckles softly over my cheek. The feel of his fingers on my face makes me weak in the knees. Thank God I’m already hanging on to him for dear life.
“You are so beautiful. You know that?” His baby blue eyes search my face.
I just continue to look at him because I don’t know what to say. He thinks I’m beautiful? How could he think I’m beautiful? There’s nothing beautiful about me.
I want to ask him to stay the night with me and do what he was thinking about earlier. I wonder what he is thinking about right now. Because all I can think is how I want to feel those hands all over my body. I want him to show me how beautiful he thinks I am. Jax never made me feel beautiful. Pretty? Sure. Beautiful? No. Slade’s words alone make me feel more than Jax ever had.
I shake my head to clear it, but he must think I’m shaking it in response to his question. He cups the bottom of my chin in his hand while he runs his thumb over my bottom lip. My body is tingling, and I have to tighten up my thighs. The way he touches me is light as a feather, and my body hums with the softness. It’s as if he can control my entire body with just a touch.
“You’re right. You’re not just beautiful. You are gorgeous, the most gorgeous woman I have ever seen.”
He leans his head down, and I think he is about to kiss me. I look into those blue eyes and long dark eye lashes. If I could move my arms, I would tangle my hands in his hair, but they are too heavy. I open my mouth, letting him know I want him to kiss me. He snaps his head back when headlights shine in our faces.
I let out a long breath, and unwrap my arms from around him. What the hell was that? Did that just happen, or was it my drunkenness? All of a sudden my legs give out, and I can longer keep my eyes open.
I feel Slade’s hands slide behind my knees as he picks me up in his strong arms, holding me tightly against his muscular body. I use what strength I have left to wrap my arms around him as I put my face in the crook of his neck. He smells of man and a hint of spicy cologne. Makes me want to moan.
“Slade,” I whisper next to his ear.
I can feel the shiver that runs through him. “It’s okay, Angel. I’ll get you home safe,” he promises.
“Is she going to be okay?” someone asks.
Slade clears his throat. “Yeah. Let’s get her home.” His chest vibrates as he answers.
I take in one last deep breath, letting his smell fill my nose as everything around me goes silent.
 

 
I wake up as the sunlight comes through my bedroom window, and groan. I feel like a train ran over me. I look down at myself and notice I’m in my bed, dressed in a pair of black sweat pants and a white t-shirt. I never wear anything to bed, I prefer to sleep naked. This has Holly written all over it. Did she bring me home?
One by one the events from last night flood my mind.
What the hell happened? I think back to standing out back of Larry’s with Slade and decide that was just a dream. There is no way I let all of that happen.
I need to get up so I can shower. I stand up, and the room sways. Wow. Guess I’m still a tad drunk. I will have to take a bath. I don’t want to fall down in the shower.
As the steaming hot water fills my big Jacuzzi bathtub, my thoughts wonder back to Slade. I don’t know why I can’t get him out of my mind. I guess it could be because I’ve heard so many sex stories from women he has slept with; how he’s always up for trying something new, no matter what it involves. Jax was never that way. He had only dated one girl before me, and I guess she was too much of a freak for him in the bedroom. It turned him off to anything that wasn’t vanilla. I’ve read my fair share of the different actions on sex, but I know life doesn’t mimic books, so I’m pretty sure most couples don’t do half the stuff I’ve come across.
My thoughts are interrupted by my cell phone playing Taylor Swift, I Knew You Were Trouble. I pick it up and look at the screen.
SLADE.
I start to laugh, thinking how my ring tone fits him. I had saved his number after the night I called him looking for Jax, but now I wish I wouldn’t have saved it. I don’t think I could hit ignore, even if I wanted to. It’s like my body already craves him, and I have a feeling that is not a good thing. I pick up my phone, hoping that he doesn’t say I called him sex on a stick last night.
 



 

 
 

 
“Hello?” she answers, rather sleepily.
As soon as I dropped her off last night, I couldn’t think of anything else but her. I drove her home in her car, and I looked over at her sleeping face every chance I got.
I had carried her and placed her in bed. Holly said she was going to stay, wake her up, and get her changed. I hated to leave her. I wanted to crawl in bed, and pull her close to me. I just couldn’t get enough of her. Her soft skin touching mine, that sweet voice, her wonderful smell...it just felt right, me holding her body so close to mine. I knew I was going to have to see her again. I just hope she feels the same way. I almost kissed her last night, and I know she would have kissed me back, but I can’t be sure if that was the alcohol acting.
I’ve never not done what I wanted to do when it comes to a woman. She made me think twice about what I wanted to do with her, or any woman for that matter.
After I dropped her off, Micah took me back to the bar. I tried to have another drink and hang with my buddies, but it was pointless. My thoughts were consumed by Angel, so I had decided to go home and drink alone. I was thanking my lucky stars that I had saved her number to my contacts when she called looking for Jax. I just knew I would need to hear her voice again. When I woke up this morning, I decided there was no better time like the present.
“Hello? What do you want, Slade?”
“I just wanted to tell you I’m sorry about Jax and—”
She doesn’t let me finish my apology.
“I don’t want an apology from you. I’m tired of hearing ‘I’m sorry’ from people. What I want is for you to drop it, and never bring him up again.” She says in a rather light tone. “Slade,” she sighs.
There she goes again. Saying my name like her life depends on it.
I stand in my bedroom and look over at my bed.
I can picture her laying there, watching her as my name flows off her lips. I lay over her, kissing those plump lips, touching her soft skin, fucking her as she calls out my name...
It’s not all physical with her, though. Yes, she is fucking gorgeous, and I want to fuck her in every way possible, but something about me wants more from her. A part of me wants to claim her in a way she has never known.
I wonder what I’ll have to do for her to open up to me. I want her to allow me to open up to her. I want to explain to her why I couldn’t tell her about Jax the moment I saw them in bed together. I want to tell her that the first time I heard her voice, I’ve wanted her in a way I’ve never wanted anyone. She’s obviously still very hurt over what Jax did, and I can tell that a little bit of her wants to blame me. I should have told her that Jax was here and that he was with Bridgette. I shouldn’t have been a prick, but it’s too late to think that now.
I want to ask her to give me a chance to make her forget about Jax. And I know just the place I could do that; in my bedroom. I would take my time with her body, cherish her, not treat her like shit the way Jax did. I want to run my hands through her soft hair, push her up against a wall and ravish her. She’s so feisty which totally turns me on. I can’t help but wonder if she’s that way in the sac.
“Slade! If that’s the only reason you called, I’ll be getting off here.”
I take in a deep breath. “Yes,” I say as I give my head a little shake.
I have to quit thinking about fucking her. It’s causing me to get off topic, and has made me hard in the process.
“Look, it’s early. I feel like shit and I have to work today. I’m trying to take a bath right now…”
She stops speaking.
I don’t think she meant to mention that to me. Thoughts fill my head of her wet and naked, her hands running up and down her body as she soaps up. I can picture her head thrown back as she runs her hands over her breasts, and her lips parting while she takes in a breath of pleasure.
I frown as she interrupts my thoughts, again. “Let’s push all the past to the side and just call it good. Friends?”
Friends? Hell, no!
I need to be more than just her friend. I need to be deep inside of her, fucking her until all of her words are breathless and her body is shaking. But for once, I am willing to work for that, if that’s what it takes to have her.
“Friends. What time do you work today?”
“I have to be there to open at noon.”
“Well, do you mind if I come up there?” Did I just ask her that? And why does it matter? I’ll go, even if she tells me no.
She is silent for a few seconds. “It’s a bar, Slade. Anyone can come in.” She sounds annoyed.
“Okay. Well, maybe my friend and I will come up there.” Josh is always up to hit the bar.
“You’re friend Megan?” she asks sarcastically.
Megan? Oh right. The blonde from last night. Is she jealous? I think she’s jealous.
“No, actually. I was going to bring my friend Josh.”
“Oh, okay. I have to get off here and get ready. I’ll see you later.”
She hangs up, but I’m still smiling. I won’t tell her that Megan didn’t come over last night because I couldn’t do it. Angel is the only women I want, and I am going to have her.
Eventually.
I pick up the phone to call Josh while walking towards my bathroom. I need a very cold shower.
 

 
Josh and I pull up to Larry’s around noon. I’m pretty sure Josh is still drunk, so I’m hoping he doesn’t make me look like an ass, but I usually do that on my own.
“Dude, why are we here at the bar? I feel like we just left,” Josh says as he gets out of my car.
I shrug my shoulders because I really don’t have an answer. I know Angel would have kissed me back last night, but I don’t know if she will now that she is sober. I guess this is a trial session.
“Just going to have a few beers,” I answer, opening the front door.
“I think I should drink water.” He looks rough. His eyes puffy from lack of sleep, and he’s still in the same clothes from last night. His fiancé dumped him about six months ago, and he is still trying to drink her memory away.
“Hey guys,” Holly greets us as we each sit on a bar stool up at the bar. “What are you up to today?”
“Nothing,” Josh answers as he puts his head down on the bar.
I laugh. “Josh, why did you come if you’re still drunk? You could have stayed home and slept all day.”
He lifts his head and leans over to whisper so that Holly can’t hear his response. “Because you’re going to need all the help you can get with Sam.” I stop laughing and raise my eyebrows. I wasn’t expecting that. “She’s not the usual type you fuck around with, Slade.” He lays his head back down.
What does that mean?
Is it that obvious that I want Angel? I’ve never been one to be secretive when I want a woman, but there’s just something different about Angel. It’s like I want her in a different way. I just don’t know what way that is yet. When I’m not with her, all I can do is picture her naked as I’m having my way with her. Though, when I was around her last night, all I thought about was holding and touching her, but not sexually.
I just want to show her that she can trust me; that I can take care of her, protect her. I know she doesn’t trust me because the first time she needed me, I had lied to her. I want her to understand that I’m sorry for that.
“I’d like a Bud Light, please.” I think Josh fell asleep. “And he’ll have water.”
Holly laughs. “Okay.”
She turns around to get our drinks, and I take the opportunity to look around the bar for Angel. Where is she? Did she end up calling in sick? She sounded a bit hung over but okay. There were only three other guys in the bar, sitting on the far side by the pool tables, each drinking from a pitcher.
“She’s in the back.”
I swing my head around to look at Holly.
“We just had a shipment come in. She should be back out in a few minutes.” She slides my beer over to me.
I just nod. What else am I supposed to do? It’s not like I can deny why I’m here. I’ve never came in here during the day, or without Micah for that matter.
“You like her.”
I look up to her smiling face. My brows draw together, and I start to shake my head but I stop. Do I like her? I mean, actually like her? I don’t like women. I fuck women. There’s a difference. They get on my nerves. I can’t stand to hear them whine about how all I want them for is sex, but yet they always show up at my door, ready and willing. Is she different? Hell, even my passed out best friend knows she’s different.
“Just be careful.” Holly gets my attention, leaning on the bar in front of me.
“What do you mean?” I place my elbows up on the bar as well, tilting my head to one side.
She gives me a sly smile, shrugging both shoulders before she turns around. I don’t know what that was about, or why she’s being so cryptic, but I know Holly. She can’t keep secrets. So if she has one, it will come out sooner or later.
I take a swig of my beer, as I watch Angel walk out from the back room. She looks just as beautiful as she did last night, wearing a pair of skin tight blue jeans that sit low on her hips. She has a black spaghetti strap tank top that reads Larry’s across her full chest, her long dark hair up in a messy ponytail. My dick instantly gets hard.
“Hey, Sam.”
I look over to see Josh wide awake, smiling and sitting up. He looks like he never had a drink last night. What’s up with that?
“Hey, Josh.” She gives him a soft smile. “How are you guys feeling today?” She looks over at me for the first time, and her green eyes stare straight into mine. I smile as the feeling of warmth runs through me.
“Great,” Josh smiles.
Bullshit. Something very fishy is going on here.
“Hey, I think we should get a group together and go out on Friday to celebrate Slade winning his case in San Francisco,” Josh says, looking to everyone. “Are you girls off Friday?”
“Yep,” Holly answers. The scowl on Angel’s face says she wants to pick up an extra shift this weak now, preferably Friday! She turns around, turns on the water in the sink and starts to wash her hands.
“I think that’s a fantastic idea.” I smile. Whatever her problem really is, we need to get it out in the open, and I know just the way to get her talking. Alcohol!
A phone starts to ring, and Angel turns around to look at Holly. “Will you answer that? My hands are wet.” She pushes her hip out for Holly to grab her phone out of her back pocket.
Holly pulls the phone out of the pocket and puts it on speakerphone as she holds it up for Angel.
“Hello?” Angel answers.
“Hi. Is this Samantha Hall?”
“Yes.”
“Hello, Miss Hall. This is Roger with the Edward Jones Dome. I was able to locate the seats you requested,” he says happily.
“That’s great.” She turns off the water and grabs a towel to dry her hands. “How many were you able to get?’’ She reaches out and takes the phone from Holly’s hand.
“Six total, ma’am.” He sounds proud of himself.
“Thank you so much. Do I need to come pick them up, or can you mail them to me?” Her smile is infectious. I want to see that smile on her face all the time, and I want to be the one to make her feel that good.
“I have all of your information here from when I spoke to you last week, so I will mail them to you.”
“Thank you, Roger, for all of your help. Have a nice week.”
They say their goodbyes, and hang up.
“Wait.” Josh holds up his hand. “Did you just get tickets to a Rams game?” He sounds very surprised. Now that I think of it that is the stadium where they play, but there’s no way she could like football enough to buy six tickets to a game.
She leans over, putting her forearms on the bar with a radiating smile on her face. “Yep,” she nods, as her beautiful green eyes light up.
“You bought six tickets to one game? Which game?” The Rams are my favorite NFL team.
She turns her beautiful green eyes to me, and her face is beaming. “I bought six season tickets.”
“You bought season tickets?” I think Josh is choking on his water. Or at least he sounds like it.
“Sam is a big football girl,” Holly explains.
“But why six?” Josh asks, still shocked that a woman would buy six tickets to a football game.
“Well, so Holly and Micah can go whenever they want. And for when my girlfriend from Tulsa comes and visits. And for whoever wants to just go to a game.” She shrugs her shoulders as if her reasoning was obvious.
“We love the Rams,” Josh states, pointing a finger between the two of us.
“Well, then you guys can come to a game or two.” She shrugs. “If you want, that is.” She looks back over at me shyly.
“Woo hoo! I need a beer now. Bud Light, please.” Josh says, clapping his hands together like a little school boy. I snicker as the girls laugh at him.
Angel turns around, and I catch a glimpse of a heart tattoo on the back of her neck, right below her hair line. It’s a half heart outlined in black. She didn’t come off as the type of girl to have a tattoo.
“Hey, Angel?” She turns around, looking like she wants me to stop calling her that. Not going to happen.
“What?” she snaps.
I smile. She looks so hot when she’s pissed off. “I see you have a tattoo on the back of your neck. What’s the meaning behind it?”
She takes a deep breath as her eyes drop to the floor for a moment before returning to mine. “It’s for my dad.” She turns and walks out from behind the bar and heads to the back.
What just happened here?
I turn my eyes from Angel’s back over to Holly. She leans in and whispers, “He passed away,” like it’s not allowed to be said out loud.
Fuck.
I feel like such a jack ass. I should have just kept my mouth shut. I wonder if her mother is dead as well. I know nothing about her. I want to know everything about her past.
I take a drink of my beer as Angel comes out from the back, carrying a case of beer.
“I’ll be right back.” Getting out of my seat, I follow her across the dance floor and over to the smaller back bar behind the pool tables. I feel the need to apologize about the tattoo comment.
“I’m sorry.”
“Don’t worry about it.” She places the box on the floor and starts pulling a beer out one at a time, putting them into the small fridge.
“I just wanted to apologize. I’m truly sorry.” Does she not know she is the only woman I have ever said sorry to? And if I’ve said it once, I’ve said it fifty times to her.
Her shirt rides up, giving me a perfect shot at the two dimples on her lower back, and I have to readjust my pants. Fuck, no one has ever turned me on like she does. I feel like a horny teenager back in high school.
“No biggie. You didn’t know.”
I’m starting to get mad. “Why won’t you let me apologize? What I said obviously upset you.” I fist my hands at my sides. This woman is driving me nuts.
She stands and turns around as she folds up the now empty beer box, in a rough manner. As if she is getting pissed as well. Her frustration almost makes me smile.
“Fine! Thanks for the apology.” She walks past me, but stops to turn back to me.
“Slade,” she sighs, running a hand through her long ponytail. I have to lean up against the bar to keep from falling over, hearing her saying my name like that.
She looks to the floor for a second, then up to me. “Thanks.” She gives a little laugh like she can’t believe she’s really thanking me for something. “Thanks for last night.” She swallows. “For the drinks, and for making sure I made it home all right.” She looks up at me, and I can see how hard it was for her to thank me.
I give her a small smile. “No need to thank me, Angel.” I would have done anything for her last night. I would do anything for her right now just to hear her say my name again. I get myself put back together, then head back to my seat.
“You ready to go, Josh?”
I have a ton of work to get done. My work schedule is pretty full for the next couple of weeks, and I might as well end this on a good note. She might start screaming at me if I stay much longer.
 
 

 
The following Tuesday, I head over to the Long’s residence. I couldn’t stay very long today though. I had some errands to run, but I just wanted to come by and say hello and see what they are up to.
Over the past month, I have gotten to know Micah and Slade’s parents. Their dad, Mark, is always working; running the firm takes a lot of his time. Vivian doesn’t work. So when she’s not out having a shopping day with her girlfriends, we come over and have girl time. Plus, she likes to drink wine just as much as we do.
I pull up in the circle drive of their beautiful Victorian house that sits on ten acres. I walk up to the door and ring the doorbell. Vivian answers with a smile on her face.
“Hello, darling,” she greets me sweetly.
“Hello.” I say entering the house as she shuts the door behind me. It reminds me of a little castle with its double stained glass doors, huge arch in the entry, and a massive chandelier hanging from the ceiling. It’s full of little trinkets and gorgeous paintings. Vivian was an art major in college. She has her paintings displayed all over their house.
I follow Vivian to the kitchen. She pulls out a bottle of wine from the stainless steel fridge and fills her glass. Holly is sitting behind the breakfast bar.
“How is your day?” Vivian asks while giving me a shining smile. She’s beautiful. Her long blonde hair hangs straight down her back, and her warm amber eyes always seem to sparkle. She’s tall like her boys, and she is very lean. She spends a lot of time running. She once told me it’s how she stayed sane in a house with three boys. And I’ve never seen the woman with a frown on her face.
“It’s great. How is yours?”
“Very good,” she replies before taking a drink of her wine.
I look over to Holly, and she gives me a smile that makes me want to cringe. She’s planning something. I usually end up hating whatever she has planned for me.
“Wine?” Vivian asks, already grabbing me a glass.
“No thanks, I’ll have a glass of tea, though.” I have to work tonight and still have a few errands to run once I leave here.
“Holly filled me in on the current events of this week.” Vivian’s brows scrunch, handing me my tea. “Are you sure you don’t want a glass of wine?”
“Yeah,” I smile at her. Her eyes move over to Holly and then back to me. She tilts her head to the side, and one side of her lip turns up in an amused smile.
“What?” I ask, looking to Holly then back to Vivian.
“Well, I was just thinking… Holly told me that you met Slade this past weekend and it didn’t go so well.” She leans down and puts her elbows on her kitchen island.
I’m rethinking the tea because I’m going to need an entire bottle of wine if we’re having a Slade conversation.
“No.” I look down at my hands. What can I possibly say?
Hey, I met your son just as he was about to get it on with a girl in the bathroom. A girl that I wanted to be me. Oh, and I consider him sex on a stick. Then I let it bother me so much that I went and consumed enough alcohol to pass out in his arms. All the while, I was mean to him.
“I was kind of a bitch to him.” I feel my face start to heat up as I realize what I just said. I look up at her. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to say that.” Vivian doesn’t cuss. Ever.
“It’s okay. I’m used to hearing that sort of language. Slade got his vocabulary from his father.” She smiles warmly. “I bet he went crazy,” she says rather excitedly.
“What do you mean?” I frown. I remember him being a lot of things, Sexy, annoying, hot, vulgar…
She shrugs. “I just heard that girls fawn over him.” Oh, I bet they do.
“Well, not me.” I try to sound sure, but the smile Vivian is giving me tells me she’s not buying it.
“You like him.” It’s not a question.
“He left an impression.” More like despise him. So that’s not true. I find him extremely irresistible, and that is what makes me despise him. Big difference.
“This is fantastic!” She starts to clap her hands, but I stop her.
“No, no. I’m not saying it was a good one.” Although, all I can think about is how my body felt when he held me outside the bar.
I take a drink of my tea, wishing I would have said yes to the wine. I look over to Holly as she speaks.
She shrugs. “He likes you.”
“So? I’m pretty sure he likes every one of the female gender.”
Vivian laughs.
I don’t think there’s anything wrong with sleeping around. If that is what one wants to do, then that’s their choice. It’s just not something that I do. Although, having sex with Slade is all my body has wanted since I first saw him in the bathroom. Can everyone tell how bad my body is craving him? God, I hope not.
“He likes you,” Holly repeats.
“You said that.”
“That’s a good thing.” She smiles as she pops a grape into her mouth and gives me a closed lipped smile.
“Anyway…” I change the subject. “How was Mark’s birthday party?”
“It was great,” Vivian says happily. “Wish you would have been able to make it.” She frowns.
“Me too.” I had wanted to go, but Jax hadn’t. He said that even though I knew them a little, he didn’t know them at all. He was right at the time, so I nicely declined Vivian’s invitation. I don’t know if it was a good thing or not that I didn’t come. That would have been my first time meeting Slade, instead in the bathroom at Larry’s.
“Well you didn’t miss much. Slade was on the phone most of time, and Micah and Holly didn’t stay very long,” Vivian says sadly.
“Yeah, I don’t know what was wrong with him,” Holly says. “He kept telling me he was just tired.”
“He seemed fine when he showed up to Larry’s later that evening,” I point out.
“He did,” she agrees. “They have been working a lot though, that could have been it.”
“Probably,” I say before I finish off my tea.” “I’m going to get out of here. I need to run a few errands, then go to the bank before they close.”
“Okay, hon. Glad you came over today.” Vivian walks around the island to give me a hug.
“You filling in for Joey tonight?” Holly asks.
“Yes. I don’t have to go in until nine.” I stand up from my chair.
“Okay, I’ll see you there.” She leans over, giving me a big squeeze.
“I didn’t think you worked tonight.”
“I’m not scheduled, but I’m filling in for Becky. Her daughter is sick.”
They both start to walk me towards the door and I wave goodbye as they close the door behind me.
 

 
I walk into my house after running by the bank and grabbing something to eat. I just set my Wendy’s sack down on the kitchen counter when my cell phone rings. I pull it out of my back pocket to see Kitty light up my screen.
I have called Courtney kitty since we were kids. She has an obsession for Hello Kitty.
“Hello, pretty kitty,” I say cheerfully.
She laughs. “What are you up to, Sis?”
“I just got home from running a couple of errands. I’m about to eat my lunch then take a nap before I have to get up and get ready for work.” I dig around in my Wendy’s sack to find my straw for my drink.
“Sounds like fun,” she says sarcastically.
“What are you doing?” Where did I put that straw?
“Nothing, just calling to check on you.” The way she said it made me quit digging around in my Wendy’s sack.
“Why? Is there something you know that I don’t?”
“I’m just checking if you’ve seen sex on a stick since Sunday?”
My shoulders slump and I let out a breath. There is no escaping a Slade conversation today. I think it was a mistake that I told her all about the night I ran into Slade, and then almost kissing him outside the bar. I told her I was pretty sure that was part of a dream, and now she thinks I dream about him every night.
I’ve only dreamed of him a few times. Okay, if I’m being honest with myself, I’ve dreamed of him more than a few times.
“No, I haven’t. And I don’t want to.” I smile in victory as I finally find my straw smashed at the bottom of the sack.
“Yes, you do. You like him. You have never talked about a guy like you talk about Slade.” She laughs.
“That’s because he drives me insane.” I’m getting annoyed with all of these Slade conversations.
“You mean insanely hot and bothered.”
“Court! I don’t want to talk about Slade.” I take a drink of my pop.
“You should just sleep with him,” she says carelessly.
I spit out all the pop that was in my mouth. “What?” I squeal through a fit of coughing while trying to cover my mouth as the pop dribbles down my chin.
“What was that noise? Are you ok?”
“That was me spitting out all my pop I was about to swallow before you mentioned that absurd idea.” I grab a paper towel and start cleaning up my mess on the counter.
“You know you want to,” she argues. “You waited until you were a senior in college before you got physical with someone. And trust me, from everything you’ve told me about your sex life with Jax, it sucked! They are not all like that. I think you should hook up with Slade.”
She cannot be serious.
“So, now that I’m single, I should just start sleeping around with anyone?” I ask sarcastically.
“You want him. Believe me, if all that stuff wasn’t a dream and it really happened, then he wants you just as bad. And guys like him don’t give up. Just give in and have fun.” This is coming from my friend who used to sneak boys in and out of her bedroom window all the time in high school.
“So, you’re saying what? I just go up to him and tell him I want him? Trust me, he will laugh in my face and walk away.” I pull out my sandwich and fries.
“Don’t think so much about it. Just make it happen.” She makes it sound like its life or death important that I sleep with Slade.
“Enough with Slade. How are you and Jimmy?” Court and Jimmy have been together for a few months now, and when I talked to her last week, it sounded like it was getting serious.
“Oh, we broke up,” she says happily.
I roll my eyes. “Why?” I shove a few fries in my mouth.
“Because I just wasn’t feeling it anymore. The guy acted like a girl. You know how I like my space. He was too clingy.”
Just as I go to take another drink, Cortney starts screaming in my ear.
“You son of a bitch!” It’s so loud that I drop my drink on to the counter, causing it to turn over and spill.
“What the hell is wrong with you?” I laugh as I grab a towel. “You just scared the crap out of me and caused me to drop my drink.” I continue laughing while cleaning up the mess.
“This jackass in front of me just slammed on his breaks for no reason. You fucking idiot!” She screams again. I hear her honking her horn. “Get out of my way!”
“Maybe you should call me back later, and pay more attention to driving.” I throw the dirty paper towels in the trash.
“Okay. I love you, sissy, and I’ll talk to you later.”
“Love you too, Kitty.”
 



 

 
 

 
I’m sitting in my office at my house, trying to get some work done, when I hear my brother’s voice in the hallway.
“Slade?” Micah yells.
“Do you just enter everyone’s house like you do mine?” I ask, not looking up from the documents in front of me.
“Oh, there you are,” he says, sounding relieved. “I was afraid you were in bed with some girl.” He comes to stand before my desk.
You would think after he walked in on me fucking a woman, he would knock. No such luck. He once walked in on me fucking some nameless girl when I first moved into this house two years ago. We were going at it on the couch when Micah walked in on us, scaring the shit out of the poor girl. It was a good thing I didn’t care to see her after that because I doubt she would have returned.
I lean back into my chair, linking my fingers together and placing them in my lap. I haven’t fucked anyone since I met Angel. I know that hasn’t been long, but that’s a long time for me. I don’t want to fuck anyone but her, and I have a feeling deep down in my stomach that just sleeping with her once isn’t going to tame the want I have for her.
“Well, it’s your lucky day because I’m here alone.”
“I see that.” He looks around like he’s trying to come up with something to say.
“What do you want, Micah?” I ask rather annoyed.
He looks back to me. “You want to go out tonight?” He places his hands in his pocket. He’s nervous about something.
“No,” I shake my head sitting up. “I’m not in the mood to go out.” Micah is still standing there, but he isn’t say anything.
“Do you have another question?” I ask nicely, although he’s starting to get on my nerves. I’m trying to work.
“I’m going out tonight,” he says happily.
I nod. Good for him.
“To Larry’s.” He smiles rather smugly.
I sit back in my seat again. He has my attention now. “And?”
“And Holly is going to be working.”
“And?” I press for more information.
“Holly texted me a while ago...She said Sam works tonight as well.”
I feel a smile on my face. “Well, I guess I can join you for a beer or two.” I feel rather happy about the thought of seeing my beautiful angel tonight.
“Thought so.” Micah turns to walk out of my office, but stops at the door and turns around. “Hey, Slade?”
“Yeah?”
“Just so you know, I didn’t come tell you that so you could sleep with her. I know you like her and I told you that so you could get to know her. I have a feeling you’re going to have to work hard just for that much from her.” He pats the door then walks out.
My brother and I have always been close. Really close. We are only two years apart, and were always getting in trouble together. He was never the partier like I was, I had Josh for that, but Micah was always doing stuff to get us in trouble. It just didn’t involve alcohol. I would drag him around from party to party with Josh and myself, so we could fuck around with the girls we wanted, and Micah could be our designated driver.
Then we grew up, he met Holly, and everything changed. I’m happy he met Holly. He loves her, and she makes him very happy. I just never thought that kind of life was for me. Settling down and falling in love? It’s overrated. Who wants to put up with all of that relationship bullshit? Not me.
He knows I want Angel, but the way he just said it made it sound like I wanted more from her than just a fuck. Do I? It’s physical, yes, and it was also really hard leaving her in her bed the other night. I wanted to crawl in next to her and just hold her. Show her that I was there for her and that she wasn’t alone. What does that say?
 

 
I’m anxious, and somewhat nervous about tonight. As I park, I look over to see Angel’s car a few spots down from me. I smile, knowing I’m going to get to see her again.
“Slade!” Josh shout from a table when I walk in the door.
“Hey, I didn’t know you were coming.” I pull out a seat and sit down.
Josh shrugs. “It was a last minute decision.” He picks up a water bottle and takes a drink.
“Water?” That’s surprising.
He nods his head. “Thought I would take one night off.”
“Probably a good idea.” I take a quick look around. “Where’s Micah?”
“He’s in the back with the girls. Holly asked him to help her with something...wait, there he is.”
I turn around to see Holly, Micah and Angel walk out from the back. My eyes are glued to Angel as they travel from her messy ponytail down to her tennis shoes. She has a pair of tight black jeans on and a white tank top that has the usual Larry’s logo across her chest. I turn around, having to readjust my pants.
“You okay?” Josh laughs.
“Yes” I snap.
He puts his hands up in the air as he laughs his ass off at me.
“Glad I can amuse you.”
“You do. You do,” he nods, still laughing.
“What is so funny?” Micah asks as he sits down at the table.
“Nothing.” I eye Josh, daring him to say something. Thank God he doesn’t.
“Hey guys,” Angel says cheerfully as she comes to stand between Micah and Josh. Then her eyes land on mine, that smile drops off her face and she takes in a deep breath as if it’s going to kill her to talk to me. “What can I get you to drink, Slade?” How can she already be mad at me? I just got here.
“I’ll take a Bud Light. In a glass, please.” I give her a tight smile.
She nods her head, then turns to walk off.
“How did I already piss her off? Anyone know?’’ I look to my friend and brother who are shaking their heads no.
“Told you it was going to be hard,” Micah says, taking a drink of his beer.
“I don’t know her all that well, but I was in here often while you were out of town. I’ve never seen her be mean to anyone but you.” Josh smiles.
“Figures.” The one girl I want is going to be the hardest for me to get.
“Here you go.” She comes back, placing my beer in front of me. She turns to walk off, but I grab her hand. She turns back around, looking down at our hands then up to my eyes.
“Need something else?” she asks with that bitchy tone that I love.
I can’t take my eyes off of her. I want to know what I did wrong, and for once in my life I want to fix whatever fuck up I did. I want her to give me her full attention. I want to see her gorgeous smile. And I want her to stand here for a few minutes and just talk to me!
“Tell me something about yourself, Angel.” She tries to pull her hand away, but I hold it tighter.
“There’s nothing you need to know.” She tugs on her hand again. This time I let it go. “Do you need anything else?” I shake my head no, and she turns to help another table.
“You two need to tell me everything you know about her.” I take a drink of my beer before I place my elbows on the table.
“She was with Jax for eight months and for the time that I’ve known them, he was a jack ass to her, treated her like shit. So don’t be your normal dick head self. You need to talk to her nicely.” Micah tells me, taking a swig of his beer.
“Nicely? I was talking to her nicely.” He knows how I usually talk to women. He knows that was nice for me. We can’t all be sweet and romantic like Micah.
“Nicer.” He says slowly. “This may come as a surprise to you, Slade, but to get someone different, you will have to act different.”
Act different? How am I supposed to act? “Fine. I will go talk to her nicely.” I pick up my beer and stand up. I turn around to walk to the bar, but don’t make it two steps before I run right into Angel and spill my beer all over her.
She gasps, throwing her hands out to her side, and looking down at the mess I created. I stand there frozen, watching it run down into her chest between her rather large tits, soaking her shirt in the process and letting me see her tan lace bra underneath. My already tight jeans get tighter.
“Slade,” Angel hisses, getting my attention.
“Fuck. I’m so sorry.” I seem to always be telling her I’m sorry.
I pick up a couple of napkins, and start wiping off her chest.
“Slade!” She squeals, jumping back. “It’s okay. I can do that.” She takes another step back, snatching the napkins from my hand. “Thanks, though.”
“I’m really sorry, Angel.” Her head snaps up. She looks pissed; probably because I have a smirk on my face. She looks so fucking hot in the beer covered tank top. I just want to tear it off of her as I lick it off her chest.
She gives me a look of hatred as her eyes bore into mine. “I’m sure you are.” She pulls her shirt away from her chest as she wipes it down.
“I’m going to go change.” She turns and starts to walk off.
“Need any help?” I call out as the guys try to cover their laughter by coughing. They fail miserably.
Angel stops and turns around, taking a few slow steps toward me. “I think you’ve helped me enough.” She gives me a slow sexy smile that makes my hard erection twitch, then turns and walks off.
I sit down at the table, “I think she’s playing with me,” I say to myself more than anyone. Giving me that gorgeous smile when she was clearly pissed off at me.
“She hates you,” Josh laughs out.
“We’ll see about that.” I stand and head to the back of the bar. I find her as she walks out of an office, now wearing the same tank top just in black.
Her eyes meet mine as I walk right up to her. “What’s your problem with me?” I demand.
I can feel the hatred coming from those bright green eyes as she puts her hands on her hips. “Slade, I don’t want to do this.”
“Do what?” I place my hand on her shoulders, and she jumps back.
“Have this conversation with you. Why don’t you go back and drink with your buddies while I go back to doing my job?”
“Why won’t you let me explain about Jax?” She is seriously pissing me off.
“Why do you want to talk about Jax now? You should have talked to me about him when you knew he was sleeping with someone else!”
I grind my teeth in frustration. “How many times do I have to say this? I didn’t even know him, Angel. I had no idea what was going on. Listen to me. I don’t know what he was doing with her. I mean, yeah. Sure, guys fuck around on their girlfriends.” I shrug. “But to be with her over you?” I shake my head, confused by that thought. “I know in a way you think it’s my fault, since I was the one who invited her back, but I never thought she would bring him.”
She holds up her hand. “Wait. So you’re saying it is somehow my fault that he was fucking around?” Her voice rises.
I start shaking my head, trying to back track my current statement.
“And you!” She lifts her hand to gesture at me. “Why would you invite her over? Were you sleeping with her, too?” She pulls her lip back, disgusted by that thought.
I sigh, rubbing the back of my neck. I’ve already lied to her once, and I don’t want to lie to her ever again. “I’ve slept with her.” I watch as the disgusted look turn to amusement.
“Of course you have.” She throws her hands up in the air before they land on her hip. “Was she your girlfriend, or just another someone you slept with?”
“I’ve never had a girlfriend, Angel.”
“I just don’t understand.” She shakes her head, looking down at the floor.
“What don’t you understand?” Why I slept with her? Sometimes I would ask myself that same question.
“Why he didn’t just leave me if I wasn’t enough?” she whispers.
I have never wanted to treat a woman as badly as Jax treated Angel. I mean, yeah, I had never had a relationship with one. I just fucked around, but they never thought it was more than that. I never told them I loved them, then went behind their backs to be with someone else.
I take a step toward her. “Angel.” She looks up at me. I expected her to have tears in her eyes, but she doesn’t as they stare into mine. “I wanted to tell you. I did. I even picked up my phone the next day to call and tell you, but something came up and I forgot. I never meant for you to get hurt.”
I reach out slowly and cup her cheek in my hand. She doesn’t pull away, so I take another step closer until my chest is touching hers as I look down at her. I can feel her heart beating fast as she breaths heavy. I know she can feel my hard dick in my pants, but I can’t pull away. I need to be close to her, touching her, showing her how sorry that I am.
“I will always regret not telling you.” I run my hand through her loose ponytail. I feel a finger slide over a cut. From when he shoved her down?
I want to kill Jax. I want to rip him to shreds for hurting her. I close my eyes and take a deep breath, trying to calm down. It wasn’t all his fault; in a way I had a small part to play in that outcome. “I’m so sorry that he hurt you.”
She takes a step back as my hand falls to my side. “Who told you?” she whispers, looking down at the floor.
“Does it matter?” She looks up at me with a sad face.
“No. I guess it doesn’t. Why would you care what did or didn’t happen to me, Slade? You don’t know me.”
“I want to.” I take a step towards her. I want to know everything about her.
“Why?”
Can she not see the way she makes me feel? Why wouldn’t I want to know her? Any man would kill to get to know her.
I take a deep breath; there’s no need to lie to her. I have always been honest when it comes to just fucking around, and I need to be honest about this too, even if I don’t know exactly what this is yet. “Because you’re special.”
It’s as simple as that.
I watch a smile form on her face, and I think I’ve finally got through to her.
I smile as she takes a step towards me. “You surprise me, Slade.” Her smile drops. “I never expected you to be the type to say bullshit just to get a girl in bed with you,” she adds flatly.
“Um, what do you...um, no.” I shake my head. Fuck, does she confuse me! “That’s not…” I shake my head again.
She gives a little laugh, “Right!” and walks back to the bar.
Well, I want to punch Micah now! I tried something different, and it obviously didn’t work. I need a drink, something stronger than a beer. I walk up to Holly who is wiping down a counter behind the bar.
“I need three rum and cokes.” I pull out my wallet.
“Don’t worry about that. Micah has a tab running.” She sets the drinks down in front of me.
“Okay. Just let me know what the total is at the end of the night. I’ll cover it.” She starts to say no as I walk off, but I ignore her.
“Here we go, guys.” I place the three drinks down on our table.
“It went that badly, huh?” Josh asks.
“Something like that.” I’m going crazy. What the hell do I have to do to get through to this woman? “Well, you’re advice sucked ass.” I look to Micah.
“What did you say?” he asks cautiously.
I shake my head and sit down. I’m not going to tell him what I said. They’ll laugh at me. I take a long drink.
“Did you guys need something?” When I turn my head, Angel’s hips and stomach are right there. I can’t pull my eyes away. She bends over and looks at me. “Did you need something, Slade?” She gives me a soft smile.
I know she’s being sarcastic so I let my eyes drift down to look at the top of her cleavage. Fuck, I want to place my hands on her body, feel her cry out my name. I’m so turned on, remembering how they looked when soaked with my beer. “You, naked in my bed, as you call out my name.”
Shit. Did I say that out loud?
“Thought so,” she whispers as she wipes the smile off of her face and walks away.
“Man,” Micah laughs.
“You want a shovel, Slade? Help dig you out of that hole?” Josh laughs.
“Fuck.”
I can’t help the reaction I have to her. Nothing I’m doing is working. I tried the nice and honest thing. For fucks sake, I told her she was special! I know she’s different. Otherwise she wouldn’t consume my every thought. But I let my normal dick head self out, took it the sexual route, and that just got me a go to hell look.
“Slade.” I lift my drink when I feel two arms wrap around my neck and come to a stop on my chest as a set of lips settle on my ear. I turn my head slightly to see Amy. I turn back around looking at my drink thinking I should push her away. I am not in the mood. I’m pissed off and lost. Where the fuck did I go from here? What does Angel want me to do? I’ve never had to chase a woman before; they always came to me.
I close my eyes and take in a deep breath as Amy starts sucking on my ear. I picture it being Angel, sighing my name. Picture her standing there, telling me she wants me with a beautiful smile on her face.
“Come home with me.”
The sound of Amy’s voice ruins it for me.
I open my eyes and they lock with Angel as she stands across the bar, staring at me. Fuck!
I look to Micah and his eyes narrow on me before he looks away taking a drink of his beer. I don’t have to look over to Josh to know he’s giving me a go to hell look as well. I pull Amy’s arms away from my neck. “Not tonight.”
“What?” she asks, obviously surprised.
I first hooked up with Amy in high school, and we’ve continued to sleep together throughout the years. She was a beautiful blonde back in high school, after graduation she cut off her hair, dying it jet black, pierced her nose and started wearing leather all the time. She also fell in love with tattoos; they cover her entire body. I’ve never been attracted to a woman covered with tattoos, or wanted to fuck the same woman more than once. But Amy and I have always wanted the same thing; no attachment fucking, so what we did worked for us, and she could do whatever she wanted to do with her body.
“I said not tonight.” I stand up, grabbing my rum and coke. I have to tell Angel that what she just saw was not what it looked like. I don’t know why. I just don’t want her to think I’m taking Amy home.
“Angel?” I say as I come up to the bar.
“What, Slade? Does your table need something?” She keeps her back to me, counting out some change.
I clear my throat. “Can I talk to you for a minute?”
Holly is giving me a small smile. She can tell I’m trying with Angel, so how can Angel not see it?
She turns around and walks out behind the bar without even looking at me. I follow her as she goes to the back to give us some privacy.
“What?” She crosses her arms over her chest, looking down at the floor and still refusing to make eye contact with me.
“I…” Fuck, how can I explain this? “I don’t know how much you saw, but it’s not what you think.”
She looks up at me. “Doesn’t matter what I saw. What you do is none of my business.” She shrugs.
“I’m sorry.” Why do I keep apologizing?
Oh yeah, because I keep fucking up.
Her cold green eyes stare into mine and my gut clenches. I should have never let Amy touch me. I should have pushed her away. “Why are you sorry? I never once thought that I was the only girl you’re trying to screw.” She says with a straight face.
I stand there, caught off guard. “Um, no. It’s...I...but not—”
She places her hand up, cutting me off. “Spit it out. What do you want?” She demands harshly.
I swallow, why in the fuck do I feel like I’m sinking in quicksand, and how in the hell do I get out? This is becoming a fucking train wreck.
“I just wanted to apologize and let you know it’s not what it looked like.”
“Don’t apologize for what you do. You don’t have to explain your life to me.” She walks past me, knocking her shoulder into me.
“Sam,” Holly calls out to her, sounding worried.
“Don’t want to talk about it,” she replies as she picks up her tray and walks over to another table.
My life? She’s right, fucking different women has always been my life. Why do I feel the need to change that now? I shake my head. How do I continue to ruin shit with her?
I walk back toward our table. Amy is still standing there, talking to the guys. I don’t want to put up with that shit tonight. Once again, I want to go home and be alone. I look over and see Angel smiling and laughing as she waits on a table full of men, and it just pisses me off even more.
“For our tab,” I say to Holly, throwing down a hundred dollar bill. I walk out before anyone can stop me, or further piss me off.
 
 

 
I lay awake in my bed as I think over my evening. What the hell is going on with Slade? I mean, my body can’t deny him. When he started touching my chest with those paper towels, I damn near lost it. And what really pissed me off was he thought it was funny. He thought he could put his hands on me while laughing. He probably drenched me on purpose.
When he touched my face and slipped his hand in my hair, I couldn't move. I wanted him to lean in and kiss me while picking me up and carrying me off to a private room. He seemed to want me just as much as I wanted him. When his body pressed against me, I could feel him, hard and huge!
What was up with the questions about Jax? Who the hell cares about Jax anymore? I sure don’t. The man is history in my book, but I was shocked to hear he knew what had happened and was kind of mad that he knew.
When that tattooed girl was all over him, I felt hurt. He had just told me I was special and that he wanted me. I knew that special speech was just a line, but it didn’t change the fact that I liked hearing him say it. Every time he’s out and about he’s all over some girl, or some girl is all over him. He told me he’s never had a relationship. Never? All he has ever done is sleep around? That thought alone should turn me off to him, but it doesn’t. I still want him, more than ever. I want him badly. I just need to keep my distance and stay away from him because I don’t know how much longer I can hold back.
 

 
Wednesday and Thursday go by pretty fast, and before I know it, it is Friday. The night we are supposed to go out with Holly, Micah, Josh and Slade. What the hell was I thinking when I said I would go out with everyone tonight? I need to stay as far away from Slade as I can. Yet here I am, standing in my kitchen downing a bottle of Barefoot Moscato while waiting for Holly to pick me up.
I’m on my third glass and my second outfit. The more I drink, the sexier my outfit gets. Right now I have on an extremely short pair of black shorts, a black spaghetti strap top that is so long it overlaps a little bit on my shorts, and a sleeveless white short crop vest on that has two black buttons down the front. And I’m wearing the highest pair of black high heels I could find in my closet. I keep telling myself I’m not dressing to impress anyone, but every time I put on an outfit, I ask myself if Slade will like it. Then I would get mad and start doing my hair or adding to my makeup. I have my bangs pinned back and the rest of my dark hair is in their big curls down my back and teased real high at the crown. My makeup is done extra dark with black and grey eye shadow giving it that smoky look with thick eyeliner.
I’m filling my fourth glass when I hear a knock at the door.
“Come in!” I shout and start to down my drink.
“Hey, girl. You ready to…. Wow!” Holly stops in front of the kitchen looking me up and down with her mouth open.
“What?” I ask as I come up for some air after finishing off that glass.
“You look…hot.” She nods her head while a wide grin spreads across her face.
“Thanks.” I laugh turning around to place my drink in the sink.
“No, I mean really freaking hot. How am I going to keep the guys off of you tonight?” She gives me a smile. “Let’s go.” She starts to help me out to the car. “How many drinks have you had already?”
“Four glasses,” I giggle. “My plan is to not make it past midnight.” Then I won’t have to be around Slade’s sexiness for too long.
She walks around the car and gets into the driver seat. She pulls her phone out and texts someone. As soon as she sets her phone in her center console it goes off. She picks it up reading it, then places it back down.
“The guys are already there.”
“That’s wonderful.” I smile as I lay my head back against the seat and close my eyes.
The closer to the bar we get, the more excited I am to see Slade. Since I can’t stay away from him tonight, I guess I’ll just give in and be nice. It’s not his fault he is so damn sexy that it causes me to be a bitch.
“Sam,” I hear Holly say my name. I act like I don’t hear her, and keep my eyes closed.
“Sam.” She repeats.
I open my eyes and lean up to look at her. “What?”
“Does this smile have to do with Slade?”
I close my eyes. Why can’t people not talk about him?
“I won’t say anything. Come on, you can tell me. I’m your best friend.” She playfully slaps my leg.
“You are also his brother’s girlfriend,” I laugh.
“Ah ha!” She screams, making me jump. “It is about Slade. Spill.”
“I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’m trying to keep my distance, but it’s just not working.”
“Why do you want to keep your distance?”
I look at her. “I want him, Holly.” No reason to lie about it. “Just like every other girl in this town, but I don’t want to be that girl. I don’t want to be another one night stand to him.” I sigh. Well my body does, but my mind is saying hell no.
“Sam, I’ve never seen him treat a girl the way he’s treating you. Trust me. I can tell that he’s trying to be a different person when he’s around you. You are making it very hard on him, though.”
“That’s why he’s different around me Holly.” She just doesn’t get it.
“What are you talking about?”
“You just said I was making it difficult for him. That’s why he’s acting different with me. Because I didn’t hike up my dress and bend over in the bathroom the moment he asked me to have a threesome with him and Ginger.” I slap a hand over my drunken mouth. I hadn’t told her that.
“What?” She squeals. “He actually asked you to have a threesome with Ginger? She is such a bitch. I can’t stand her.”
“Yes,” I laugh. “He didn’t even know who I was, Holly. He just wanted to have sex with me.”
“And?” she asks slowly.
“And I wanted to,” I whisper. “Well, not the threesome. I didn’t want to get near Ginger.” I shudder at that thought. “But for once in my life, I wanted to be that girl with no attachments. No love involved, just sex.” I shake my head. How can I want to be that kind of person?
“Hey don’t be so hard on yourself, Sam. It’s okay to want that every now and then.”
“You sound like Courtney.” I laugh as I reapply my lipstick, wanting it to look fresh for Slade.
“Well she knows what she’s talking about.” She nods her head. “I’m not saying you have to give in and sleep with him. I’m just saying, take it easy on him. He treats you different because he thinks you’re different than all the others.” She slides a glance my way “And that’s something I’ve never seen Slade do.”
I nod my head in understanding and laugh. The alcohol is making me feel all warm inside. “You’re right. I’m really tired of being a bitch to him. I’m just going to go with the flow.” And hope that I can keep myself a float.
She laughs “That’s my girl.”
I see his black Cadillac CTS coupe as we pull into the back parking lot. I close my eyes and take a deep breath before we enter Larry’s. Here goes nothing.
 



 

 
 

 
Holly: She is already trashed, just thought you should know. And just wait until you see what she’s wearing.
 
Earlier today when I saw Holly up at the office during Micah’s lunch, I had asked how Angel was getting to the bar tonight. I was worried about her driving herself and then getting trashed like last time. Holly had said that she was going to bring her. I told her to text me as soon as she picked up Angel. I also wanted a heads up, I didn’t want some girl even talking to me when she arrived. I’m trying to stay clear of drama tonight, and I had no desire to be around any woman except her.
Now I stand here in the bar as I keep rereading Holly’s message. What is she wearing? It doesn’t matter, she could be bundled up like an Alaskan Eskimo and I’d still be turned on.
I text her back.
 
Me: How far away are you guys?
 
While I wait for a reply, I turn to talk to Micah. “Hey, the girls are on their way and Angel is already drunk. So I’ll probably take her home early.” No matter what happens, I will be the one to take her home tonight. I don’t want her leaving with anyone but me. I want to be the one who puts her in her bed, knowing she made it home safely.
Micah smiles at me and starts to shake his head.
“What?”
“You call her Angel. It’s so funny,” He laughs, then takes a drink of his beer.
“Whatever, man. I’m just giving you a heads up.” I feel my phone vibrate in my hands.
 
Holly: About to walk in the door
 
I look up from my phone and watch Holly walk in first, followed by Angel.
Fuck!
My body reacts the moment my eyes land on her. She looks sinful. Still looking like a gorgeous angel, but an angel who wants to devour someone. Well, that someone is going to be me.
“The girls are here.”
Micah nods his head and starts to walk over to the bar where the girls are standing.
I follow after him, and as I get closer I start to get nervous. My hands get a little sweaty and I have to take shallow breaths. I have never been nervous around a woman before.
I stand next to her and she turns, looking right at me. Shit, she looks so fucking good. Her hair is pulled back showing off her small face and her dark eye shadow makes her green eyes look brighter. I just want to take her in my arms and hold on tight and enjoy this crazy ride she has got me on.
“Hi Slade.” She gives me a big smile. “How is your night? You guys having fun? I’m ready to party.” She puts her hands up in the air. “And dance. Do you dance, Slade?” She finally stops talking. If she hadn’t said my name, I would have thought she misunderstood me for someone else. She is being overly friendly.
As I try to find my voice, Josh joins us. I look back at Angel. Her head is tilted to the side, and she still has that smile on her face; the smile that makes me feel something inside. Something I can’t explain.
“I...uh, yeah. I mean, no. No, I don’t dance.” I run a hand through my hair feeling somewhat confused. I hear my friends and brother start to laugh at me, so I give a little chuckle as well.
“That’s too bad.” She puts her hand on my chest and pats it while her eyes stay locked on mine. Then she turns back around to grab her drink from the bartender.
It’s the first time she’s touched me, other than the first night I helped her outside of the bar. It sends a sensation through my body.
She looks over to Holly, clearly not affected by her action. “Come on, let’s go find a table.”
“Man, you’ve got it bad,” Micah says as we follow the girls. He suddenly stops walking and turns to face me. "I'm happy for you, Slade, but don't fuck it up."
Fuck it up? Haven’t we established that she hates me? I’m sure she’s just being nice right now because she is drunk. She won’t give me the chance to fuck anything up.
“Come on, man. Let’s follow your woman,” Josh says as he passes me. My woman? My angel? Yeah, I like the sound of that.
“We’re going to go dance. You guys want to join us?” Holly asks as we come to the table.
“No, babe. You girls go ahead.” The three of us sit down as the girls walk off to the dance floor.
I sit down and watch Angel as she and Holly finds their way to the back corner of the dance floor where they can dance alone. My eyes drink her in as her body moves to the music. Her hips move from side to side as her hands run over her hips, she slowly raises them above her head as she lets the music take over her movements. I have to scoot my chair closer to the table to hide my erection. I start to day dream as I continue watching her. Thinking how good that would feel; her pumping those hips up and down as she rides my cock. How soft her hair would be on my chest, calling out my name as her pussy tightens around me.
“Here” Josh says getting my attention as he sets the beer down in front of me.
I look over at Josh as he and Micah laugh at me. They must have been watching me watch Angel as she danced.
“Fuckers.” I mutter at them then turn back to watch Angel dance and continue my fantasy. Angel and Holly are standing in front of our table with smiles on their faces.
“Did you like what you saw?” Angel says, laughing.
I guess everyone saw me staring like a fucking idiot. She wouldn’t be laughing if she knew what I had for her in my pants. I lean back in my chair and try to act like I wasn’t daydreaming about her in my bed for the thousandth time. I’m getting desperate, so this is going to be my newest tactic to try. I’ve shown remorse, I’ve shown interest; nothing has fucking worked. So what is left? To act like I don’t give a fuck! “You can dance.” I shrug. “But I wasn’t watching you, I was watching the blonde behind you.” I reach out grabbing my beer, and take a swallow of it. I stare into her eyes. She continues to smile but her eyes narrow just a tad on me. She looks away first to pick up her shots that the waitress had brought for her and Holly, before they turn and head back to the dance floor without saying another word.
“There was no blonde behind them,” Micah says, laughing out loud.
I shrug “she doesn’t need to know that.” I say picking the label on my beer bottle. Micah is right, there was no blonde, and if Angel wasn’t already drunk she would know that.
For the next hour I just sit at our table with Micah and Josh while the girls drink and dance together. Thinking about what Micah said. Yes I realize I do have it bad for Samantha. I have it so bad that I want to fucking hit my head against a wall. Maybe that will help clear all the confusion, or make me pass out. Either one sounds better than trying to figure out what I have to do to get her.
What if she really believes me, now that I act like I’m unaffected? Is that the right move to make? Or should I continue to show my interest?
She’s so fucking special to me. Now I just have to figure out what my next move is. I don’t want to just take her home and fuck her. I mean I do, but I don’t. What the fuck am I even thinking? As if she would even give me the opportunity. I want to get to know her, shit I barely know her at all. She had told me the first time I called her, that she wanted to be friends. Maybe that is where I need to start. Lay off on all the staring and making gestures about her naked.
I feel Micah’s elbow in my side and I look up to see what he wants. He nods his head to the dance floor. Once I look where he is looking, I see red. Angel is dancing with some guy. Wait. No, not dancing, practically fucking him, on the dance floor. He has his hands all over her. Her back is to his front. She has her head back lying against his chest with her eyes closed. Every muscle in my body tenses up. I put my beer down and take off towards the dance floor.
“Be cool, Slade!” Josh yells.
Cool? I don’t think so. The guy looks up and notices I’m coming right at him. He immediately lets go of Angel, and stands back. Smart fucker.
When I get to her, she is still dancing, now by herself and her eyes remain closed. I grab her left wrist and growl. “We’re leaving.”
“What the hell, Slade?” She tries to pull her arm away as I continue to pull her to the back exit where my car is parked. She struggles, trying to get her arm out of my hold, but I’m not going to let go. I am beyond pissed off.
“Let go! I’m not ready to leave!” She yells as we make it through the back door into the parking lot.
“Oh yes you are.” I start to dig in my pocket for my keys.
“No, I’m not! Let me go! I’m going back in there and you can’t stop me!” She pulls her arm free, but I grab both her upper arms before she even had the chance to head back into the club.
“Why? Why would you want to go back in there? So you can allow any man to grab all over you? Like you’re some fucking cheap whore? Is that how you want to be treated?” I instantly regret my words. I’m just so mad and jealous. Jealous. I’ve never been jealous before, and I don’t know what to do about this rage inside of me.
She yanks her arms out of my hold and slaps me across the face so hard and fast I don’t see it coming.
Fuck!
For someone so small, she can hit!
I take a step back, rubbing my cheek. “Guess I had that coming,” I mumble.
She takes a step towards me, matching my step. “Don’t you dare talk to me like that, you son of a bitch! You know nothing about me. I’m a grown ass woman and can do whatever, or whoever, the fuck I want!” she yells
She is right. I was way out of line.
“Who the fuck are you to judge me?” She points a finger at me. “Every time I’ve seen or talked to you, you’re practically fucking someone….and it’s someone different every time!” She throws her hands in the air. “Don’t talk to me about being a whore.” She takes in a few deep breaths as her hands clench down at her side.
I raise my hands slowly, showing her I don’t want to fight. “Look, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I apologize. Please get in my car and let me take you home. It’s late, and I think you’ve had enough to drink.” I take small steps towards her.
She shakes her head no. “Go home, Slade. Just go home. I don’t need you to play the ‘daddy card’ and tell me when I’ve had enough to drink.” She stumbles backwards a bit, proving my point. I put an arm out to steady her, but she brushes it off.
I am not letting her go back inside, even if I have to carry her kicking and screaming. “Please, let me take you home. It’s not safe for you to stay here. You can barely stand.” I’m trying to get her to realize how drunk she is without getting slapped again.
“Oh, and you think I’m safe with you?” She lets out a hard laugh.
Her words make me pause. “Yes.” I frown. “Why do you not think you would be safe with me?” I step up to her as my heart pounds in my chest. What if she pulls away? What if she lets me get close? How far will I allow this to go?
She stares into my eyes as I continue toward her until our bodies are touching. Her body goes stiff against mine, but she doesn’t move away.
“Tell me, Angel, why aren’t you safe with me?” I wrap my arms around her body, bringing her even closer to mine. She’s so small, and my arms feel so good wrapped around her. “Why not?” I repeat.
She looks up at me and swallows. “It’s not you…” she whispers.
“Tell me.” I say harshly, needing to know.
My tone startles her and she closes her eyes for a second. When she opens them, she takes a deep breath. “Because I don’t trust myself around you.” She lowers her head to look at our feet and rests her forehead on my chest.
And there it is; the reason she has been pushing me away. I release the hold I have around her body, and wrap my hands lightly around her dainty wrists. I feel her body break out in goose bumps as I slowly start to make my way up the length of her arms to her shoulders. They travel over her neck, making her gasp. Her skin is soft and smooth, and I want to take my mouth along the same path my hands just took. I want to taste every inch of her skin, drink her in.
My hands continue until they tangle in her soft hair, and I lightly pull to bring her face up to mine. I lower my lips down to meet hers. I have to kiss her. There is no way I am going to waste another second without feeling her lips on mine. I need to know the feel of them, the warmth of them. I have already waited too long and I can’t deny myself any longer. I have to taste her lips on mine.
My lips brush hers softly and she starts to pull her head away, but I hold her head still by her hair. “Don’t,” I whisper against her lips, making her body tremble.
I continue to hold her lips close to mine as I let my eyes search her face. I can feel her breath on my face and it is intoxicating. “I’m going to kiss you. Just this once, please. I need to kiss you, Angel.” At this point I am not too good to beg.
“Okay” she says against my lips breathlessly. “Kiss me.”
That is all the invitation I need.
I press my lips to hers and I feel my body come alive as her sensual soft lips make contact to mine. She lets me control the kiss, soft and slow. I pull back as her tongue gently licks my bottom lip. I open up a little more for her, and she takes my bottom lip into her mouth, lightly biting. I can’t help but moan in response.
My dick is so hard for her that it aches. Her body moves closer to mine as she wraps her arms around my neck. I can’t hold back anymore. My tongue enters her mouth and her tongue meets mine with the same passion.
My hand tightens its hold on her hair and she moans with pleasure, moving closer to my body.
She slows the kiss down and pulls away. I slide my hand down the rest of her soft curls as she opens those gorgeous emerald eyes, looking up at me.
“Why do you call me that?” she whispers quietly. Call her what? I apologized for calling a whore, didn’t I? “Angel.”
Smiling, I place the back of my knuckles on her face and stroke her soft cheek. I lean down, looking into those beautiful green eyes. I can’t stop touching her. I run my thumb over her bottom lip, I already want to kiss them again.
“You are an Angel to me. The first time I saw you in that white dress, and that breathtaking smile you have, you just have a glow about you. You remind me of an angel.” My angel.
She gives me a warm smile that takes me breath away. “You’re so gorgeous, Angel.” I whisper. I don’t think I can tell her that enough. I reach down to take her hand in mine. “May I take you home? Please?” Begging and apologizing is easy when it involves her.
She nods her head once.
I lean down, softly kissing her forehead, then take her hand in mine as we walk to her car. I have to place my other hand on her back, helping to stabilize her, because she is still drunk and stumbles a few times.
I help her into the passenger seat first, then walk around the car to get behind the wheel. I start the ignition, then look over at her. Her eyes are closed and her head laid back on the headrest. I pull out my phone to text Micah and let him know that I was taking Angel home. I look around to back us out of the parking spot and see her eyes are open, staring right into mine.
“Slade,” she says in that sexy voice that makes my erection throb. “I’m sorry for slapping you. I don’t know what came over me.” She reaches out and cups her palm over my wounded cheek. I give her a smile and take her hand, turning it around to kiss the back of it.
“It’s alright, Angel. No need to apologize. I deserved it. I’m truly sorry for what I said to you.” She nods her head. I really do feel horrible for calling her a whore. She is right, I know nothing about her and have no right.
“I’m not ready to go home.”
“Where would you like to go?” I look over at her, but she is already passed out. I turn my car in the direction of my house.
 
 

 
My God, his hand felt good holding mine. And that kiss! It was mesmerizing. His hard muscular body felt so good against mine. Good God, did my body react to his every touch. I couldn’t hold back the moans and goose bumps that broke out over my body when he touched me. I know he had the same reaction to me. I felt his massive erection in his pants.
“Angel?” I love it when he calls me Angel. “Angel?” I hear him saying it again, closer to my face this time.
“Hmmm?” My eyes are still closed, and my body feels heavy from the alcohol, but my nerve endings are still tingling from that kiss.
“Wrap your arms around my neck, baby.” His face feels so close to mine...if I can just lift up a bit, I’m sure I can kiss him again. I try opening my eyes, but they are just too heavy.
I feel his hands on my arms as he wraps them around his neck. I lace my fingers together behind his neck as he lifts me out of his car. “Am I home?” I take in a deep breath, snuggling my face into his neck. Just the smell of him is making me moan with want. I relax my body, letting his strong arms carry me into the house.
“I brought you back to my place. You told me you didn’t want to go home before you passed out,” he says cautiously.
My heart rate picks up, knowing we are at his home alone. After that kiss, I want him. Hell, I’ve wanted him before that kiss. I want to feel that hard body on top of me...his lips on mine...his hands on my skin.
I tighten my hands around his neck, lifting my head from the crook of his neck up to his ear. As he leans closer to my lips, I stick my tongue out to lick it and he brings us to a stop, gripping me tighter in his arms.
“What are you doing?” His voice is husky, turning me on even more.
“You know what I’m doing,” I whisper in his ear, and I feel his body shiver. I start to nibble on his ear, and he hisses, gripping me tighter as he starts to walk again.
He walks us into a dark room as I continued to play with his ear, but as we come to a stop, I release it. Setting me down on the end of the bed, I open my eyes and look at him. It’s hard to see him in the dark room, but I don’t care. I don’t need light to feel how hard his body is for me.
He bends down and removes my heels one at a time. When he sets the last heel on the floor, he stands and walks over to the side of the bed. I turn around, getting a burst of energy and crawl over to him. He leans over in front of me and turns a lamp on that gives out just a little hint of light.
I reach up and put my arms around his neck, kissing him before he can get away. His lips open for mine as soon as they touch. I let my tongue enter his mouth, exploring, and he kisses me back without hesitation, running his hands up and down my legs. His lips are magical. Tasting me and teasing me, kissing me like he’s been craving me, like he can’t get enough of my lips on his. He is such an amazing kisser. His hands are firm as they grip my thighs. I want to feel that same sensation all over my body.
“Fuck, Angel,” he breathes heavily, pulling away to look at my face. He bends his head back down, crashing his lips to mine again and not giving me a chance to voice my opinion on this situation. Which is a good thing; I am incapable of speaking.
I begin to pull him onto the bed, and he moves willingly, pushing my back down onto the soft comforter and straddling me. He places one hand on the bed next to my face, and massages my breast over my shirt with the other hand while we kiss.
I undo the button on his jeans and move for his zipper. He stops kissing me and reaches down to grab my hands. He sits up a little as he lifts my hands above my head, holding them softly against the mattress. His aggressiveness makes liquid pour between my legs, and desire bloom in my stomach. I have never been with someone who wanted to control my actions, or lack thereof. I like it!
He slowly leans down and gives me a soft kiss on my lips. “Just what do you think you are doing, Angel?” A slow sexy smile forms on his face.
“You?’’ I breathe, wiggling my body beneath him. He starts to shake his head no.
“Please?”
Begging? Am I going to beg him?
Yes, I am. I can feel his long hard length above my stomach. It’s not going to take much begging on my part.
He takes both of my wrists in one of his big hands and trails his free hand down my arm. My breath catches as his thumb moves over my collarbone.
What is he doing to me? God he is so fucking sexy. I growl in protest as he lifts his hips off me and sits down beside me, still holding my hands above my head with one hand. I can’t take my eyes off him as his hand continues its descent and cups my sex. I gasp and lift my hips, begging him to touch my sensitive spot.
“God. Please, Slade.” He is torturing me. The need I have for him is overwhelming. I try to remove my hands, but he holds them down effortlessly. I try to lift my hips, but he places his leg over me and holds them down. I am completely immobile.
“Slade.” Why is he making me wait?
“I know, Angel.” He bends his head down to kiss my mouth as he starts undoing my shorts, but his hand stops and he pulls his mouth away from mine. “You sure you want this?” He asks calmly.
I want to scream at him! How can he be this calm?
“You have to tell me, Angel,” he says softly.
I close my eyes and took a deep breath. I need to calm down. My head is spinning, from both Slade and the alcohol. When I open my eyes and look into his, I see it. They are clouding over, making them a darker shade of blue, and his jaw is twitching. His body might seem cool and relaxed, but inside he is holding something in; something that he wants to release.
I want him to release it on me. I want to experience anything and everything he was willing to give me. I finally found my voice. “Yes. I want this. You. Please. Please, fuck me.” I have never talked dirty. I hope I don’t sound stupid.
He rewards me with a slow, sexy smile that makes my insides turn with anticipation. “Oh, Angel, I’m not going to fuck you, but I do want to hear you scream my name as you come tonight.”
Not have sex? What does that mean?
I don’t get to ponder on that much longer. He pulls my shorts down, stopping them mid-thigh. He can’t remove them all the way because his other hand refuses to let my wrists go. He pulls my panties to the side, then slowly slides one finger up and down my fold.
“Fuck, Angel. You’re so wet.” He continues to tease me, rubbing his finger up and down lightly.
I should be embarrassed that my body is dripping for him, but I’m not. My need for him outweighs my embarrassment.
“Please.”
He kisses me, hard. It is a dominating kiss, taking control of my mouth and stealing my breath. Suddenly, he roughly enters a finger into me. I try to scream but I can’t. He’s still kissing me. I have never experienced anything like this before. I don’t think my body had ever been so turned on by a man.
He pull his mouth away from mine, and I take in a deep breath as he enters a second finger gently. His thumb starts to rub my sweet spot. “Fuck, you feel so good wrapped around my fingers.”
I moan at his words, and start to lift my hips up as his fingers work in and out of me.
“Christ, Angel,” he whispers. He retracts his fingers slowly, and I groan in frustration.
“Slade,” I pant. He slides them back in as deep as they will go. I arch my back, taking in a deep breath.
“That’s right, baby,” he says as his face nuzzles my neck. “This is mine. Understand?” He wiggles his fingers inside of me, emphasize what he’s talking about.
I nod, trying to take in another breath. He can have whatever he wants.
“Say it, Angel,” he whispers.
“Yours,” I whisper.
I feel him smile against my neck as he pulls his fingers out, then works them back in roughly. My orgasm starts to build as his thumb continues circling. I want to fight it; I don’t want this to end. I try to pull my body away from him so I can calm myself down, but it is pointless. He felt my trying to pull away, and his fingers got more forceful.
“God,” I say breathlessly. I’m panting, finding it hard to breathe.
“That’s right, Angel. Come for me.” He places his lips on my jaw line, kissing his way up to my ear. “I want to feel you come on my fingers, Angel,” he whispers in my ear. “Just let it go.”
His lips find mine again as my body finds its release. I try to cry out, but his kiss once again swallows my attempt. I bite down on his lip and his hands grip my wrists so tight that I’m sure he’ll leave bruises. He moans in my mouth as his fingers grow more forceful between my legs. I am no longer in control of my body, and I enjoy every minute of it. I ride the wave as my body comes apart underneath him.
It is the best experience of my life.
 



 

 
 

 
I slowly loosen my hand from her wrists, but don’t let go.
Fuck. What is she doing to me?
When she said she wanted me to fuck her, I knew I was in trouble. I wanted to, badly!, but I couldn’t do that to her. I want more from her than just a one night drunk fuck; I just don’t know how to explain that to her.
I could feel how tight her body was; she needed a release, so I gave her one. Now I’m afraid that was a bad idea because my body wants her. No, needs her. The way she was panting and moving her hips underneath me... I knew if I let her get her hands on me I wouldn’t be able to stop her, or myself for that matter. I never thought she would get so turned on from it. In the process it made me want to control her every move. She made me want to release something I never knew I had. Then, when she bit my lip...Jesus Christ! It took everything I had to not ram my cock into her and show her she was mine. That I could possess her body in a way no one else could.
I like knowing I have control of all situations. That’s also a reason why I have stayed single all this time. I have seen too many friends lose drive and desire for what they want to pacify some demanding bitch. It also plays a factor as to why I am a lawyer. There’s no better high than going into a court room with the odds against you and I dominate and conquer.
When it comes to sex, I’ve always had a go with the flow kind of attitude. Willing to try anything and everything, but I’ve never restrained a woman in any way. I always thought there was nothing sexier than a woman who knows what they want. I didn’t mind sitting back and watching a girl show me what she likes or tell me how she wants it. A woman massaging her breasts while I eat her out is hot. I enjoy watching as they pleasure themselves while I also pleasure them. A woman massaging her clit while I fuck her pussy is even hotter!
So I thought…
Nothing is hotter than Angel letting me have complete control of her. I started losing control of my own thoughts since she called me. I’ve lost all control of fucking everything since then. But as I held her down, I had my control back. I don’t want her pleasuring herself. I want to be the only reason she lets out a moan, a whimper, a gasp. I want her to only feel my touch.
She loved it just as much as I did. Her pussy was dripping for me and it stroked my ego every time a noise came out of that perfect mouth of hers, knowing the only reason for that sound was from me.
I remove my fingers from inside of her and place them in my mouth. “So fucking sweet.” I want to bury my head between her thighs and fuck her pussy with my tongue until she orgasms again, but there is plenty of time for that. She isn’t going to go anywhere.
She is mine!
I get up and straddle her again as her body continues to shake. Her small frame is shaking, her chest rising and falling, her lips parted slightly. She is a sight to look at. “I’m sorry,” I whisper.
She opens her eyes to look up at me. “Sorry for what?” Her voice is very quiet.
I bring her wrists up to my lips and start to kiss them. “For hurting you. I didn’t mean to squeeze them that tight.” I look down at her little wrist in my hands, bruised with red marks.
“Don’t be sorry.” She blushes, and I can tell she liked it. I liked it too. She wiggles her hips a bit and I know she feels my hard dick. Her eyes close a little getting that look of want in them. I have to do something, and fast.
“Hang on.” I run to the bathroom and wet a washcloth. I walk back over to the bed and gently clean her as she lies there, looking at me.
I toss the washcloth to the side and reach out, helping her to stand. She stands up and pulls her shorts back into place. “What about you?’’ She grabs my hand after I button and zip up my pants.
Fuck!
“What about me?” I croak out. Please don’t let her be thinking what I’m thinking. I only have so much restraint.
“Well...” She looks down at the floor. “Don’t you want me to…do something for you?” She looks back up at me, blushing.
“Uh...” I run a hand though my hair. “That’s not a good idea.” It’s a fantastic idea! No, no it’s not.
She steps up to me, her chest against mine. Her heart is racing, and she looks nervous, but determined, and it tugs at my self-control. I’ve never been known to have any, and it is killing me.
She places both of her hands flat on my chest, and starts guiding me backwards until the back of my knees hit the bed. I sit down and place my hands on her hips as she comes to stand between my legs.
“You don’t want me?”
I dig my fingers in her hips and pull her closer to me. Christ, can she not feel how much I want her? I only have one plausible excuse I can use.
“You’re drunk.” Her tits look perfect. Without thinking, I reach up and run the pads of my fingers slowly over the top of them. They’re just as smooth as the rest of her skin. I realize what I’m doing and snatch my hand away, placing them back on her hips. I look up at her face, and the naughty smile she has tells me she’s not buying that lame drunk bullshit either.
“So, you’re telling me you’ve never messed around with someone while they were drunk?” She lifts an eyebrow. Is she challenging me?
“Well...” I try to think of a way to bullshit myself out of this situation, but before I can, she is kissing me. Her kiss is raw, yet full of passion. I can feel the want she has for me, and I want her just as much. I let my hands glide down to her ass, cupping each cheek in a hand. Her hands twist in my hair. Fuck, I love how she touches me, like she can’t get enough of me. Her touch is like fire and ice, sending chills down my body while boiling my insides.
She pulls back and whispers against my lips, “Please, Slade. Let me taste you.”
Holy. Fucking. Shit.
That is the hottest thing I had ever heard. How can I tell her no? How can I tell myself no? I want this just as much as she does. My hands are still on her ass, so I move them to my jeans so I can unbutton them.
“No, let me.”
As she begins to unzip my pants, a million thoughts go through my head.
What the fuck am I doing?
How will I keep myself from just picking her up, throwing her body on the bed, and having my way with her?
How will I stop myself from taking her in all of the ways I‘ve imagined?
I’m trying to take this slow. I don’t want her to think I just want to use her, then send her on her way tomorrow.
“Slade.” She pulls me back to her.
“Yes, Angel?” I look up to her face and lift my hand to stroke her cheek with the back of my knuckles. Her skin is so soft that I could spend all night running my hands over it.
“I’ve never done this before.” She looks down, embarrassed.
What? Never done this before? Wasn’t she with that guy for, like, eight months?
I instantly get pissed thinking of her with him. Then the thought crosses my mind that we are about to share something that she has never experienced before. The thought makes me smile. I take a deep breath and look at her, lifting her chin up so those beautiful green eyes are looking into mine.
“Don’t be embarrassed, Angel. I’m glad your first time is with me.” I look down and finish releasing my cock out from behind my pants. She watches me release myself from my jeans, and her eyes grow big as I begin to stroke myself. She licks her lips.
Fuck.
The wait is killing me. I’m so hard for her that it’s painful. “Get on your knees, Angel,” I command, not even recognizing my own voice. It is so rough with need that I sound pained. I have never felt a need of this magnitude. It’s as if I’m dying, and she is my lifeline.
She takes in a big breath, then slowly goes down to her knees. I look down at her, and it makes me feel powerful. She looks so timid, yet she is willing to try something unfamiliar to her just to pleasure me.
“Take my cock in your hand.”
Her eyes go wide, but she does as she’s told. Her touch is soft, like she is afraid she might break me.
“Now put me in your mouth and suck on it, Angel.” How else do I explain what I want her to do?
She gives a curt nod, bends her head down, and puts me in her mouth. I can tell she is worried she is going to hurt me. She is treating my cock as if it is a piece of glass that will break in her hand. I tangle my hands lightly in her hair, and pull her head back.
“Angel,” I said softly, “put your hands behind your back.”
“I—”
She starts to speak, but I don’t let her finish. “Put your hands behind your back and leave them there,” I say as my hands tighten in her hair.
She closes her eyes and lets out a little whimper. Fuck, she is driving me crazy. I want to order her to lie flat on the bed as I rip her fucking clothes off and show her what dominating her body really means. I tighten one hand in her hair, and grab a hold of my cock with the other. I guide her down and she wraps her perfect little mouth around me and begins to suck again.
“Fuck!”
It feels so good. She starts to move her tongue around, licking me up and down as I gently rock my hips, just giving her a little more each time. “Ah, that feels so good. Your mouth feels so fucking good.” I still have one hand in her hair, but she is controlling her rhythm. It is slow and soft, leaving me wanting more.
I grab her hair tighter and take over. She moans, and it vibrates all the way down my cock to my balls. My body jerks at the sensation. I throw my head back and close my eyes, feeling her suck me like she needs it.
I don’t want to hurt her, so I slow down a bit. I have to restrain myself. I pull her head back slowly as she runs her tongue up the length of me. I shudder.
“Shit, baby.” I pant.
She moans again, and picks up the pace. I grip her hair harder, making her body jerk slightly.
“I’m almost there,” I grit through my teeth, but it only makes her suck me harder. I open my eyes and gaze down at her. Her eyes are closed, her hands still behind her back. I look at my hand in her hair, my cock pumping in and out of her perfect mouth...Fuck, it feels amazing. I can feel my body tensing.
“I’m going to come. You need to...you need to stop...stop, Angel, or I’m gonna come in your mouth.” I don’t want her to stop, but I also don’t want to blow in her mouth if she doesn’t want that.
She responds by lightly grazing me with her teeth, then sucking me hard. I pick up the pace, and my body jerks before coming in her mouth. I come so hard that I feel it in my chest, and it knocks the breath out of me. She continues to suck, swallowing every last drop.
I release her head, and fall back on the bed. My heart is beating so fast. Fuck that was amazing! My body feels so alive; she makes me feel so alive. How can her mouth make me feel this way?
I lean up on my elbows to look at her. She’s still kneeling on the floor with her hands behind her back, but her head is bowed and she’s breathing like she can’t catch her breath.
“Are you ok?” I ask, getting off the bed to kneel down in front of her.
She lifts her head to look at me. Her hair is wild and in her face, so I reach up and brush it back to get a better look at her. Her lips are swollen and red, and I take her face in my hands, giving her a long, soft kiss.
She pulls away, nodding. “Just tired.”
“Come on, let’s go to bed.” Reaching down, I help her to stand. She sways a bit as she stands, and she won’t look at me. Maybe I hurt her, or gave her a headache from pulling too hard on her hair. “Would you like some Tylenol, or a glass of water?” I ask as I help her sit on the bed.
“No, thank you.” She’s looking down at her hands in her lap.
“Would you like a t-shirt to wear to bed?” There is no way I am letting her leave here tonight. I want her in my bed, wrapped under my body as I hold her close to me. I kneel back down in front of her, trying to get her to look at me.
“Yes, please,” she whispers.
Something is wrong. She still won’t make eye contact with me. I think I hurt her. I stand up and pull out a t-shirt from my dresser, then walk back over to the bed and hand it to her. I bend down and kiss her on the forehead, then head to the bathroom to give her some privacy to change.
I stand there for a few minutes, wondering what went wrong. Maybe I had taken it too far? I brush my teeth, then pull out an extra toothbrush still in the wrapper.
Turning the light off, I leave the bathroom, but stop short at what I see in my bed. Angel is on her stomach with her head turned to the side, her dark hair fanned out over the pillows. My chest clenches at the way she looks wearing my t-shirt. It swallows her tiny body up, and I want to see that more often.
I walk over to my side of the bed, and quickly strip down to my boxers. Climbing into bed next to her, I pull her tightly against my chest and smile as she snuggles herself even closer. I lean down and kiss her forehead. “Good night, my angel.”
My last thought is how good she feels against me. It’s like she is made for me and that thought makes me happy, extremely happy.
She belongs to me, whether she knows it or not.
 
 

 
A big muscular body is wrapped around me with one arm over my side and a hand flat against my stomach. His muscular thigh is lying over my legs, and I can’t help but think how safe he makes me feel.
The night starts to come back to me, and I cringe. Me, being a stupid drunk bitch, slapping him, and what we did once we got to his house.
I slide out from underneath Slade as slowly as possible, trying not to wake him. Once I’m standing next to the bed, I look back at him. He didn’t even move an inch; he must be a sound sleeper. I can’t help but run my eyes over the parts of his body that aren’t covered by the sheets. This is the first time I’ve seen him without a shirt on, even though I still can’t see much. He is lying on his side with the covers pulled up under his arm. His arm is so sculptured that it makes my mouth water. I can’t help but remember what it did to me last night.
I pull my eyes away from his arm to look at his chest. I want to crawl back under him and wake him up. Just let him hold me as he calls me Angel. Then I want him to show me what all he can do with my body.
I shake my head. I can’t be thinking this now. I turn and head straight to the bathroom. I close the bathroom door and lean back against it, closing my eyes. What in the hell did I do? I embarrassed myself, that’s what I did.
God, I begged him. I begged him to sleep with me. And he didn’t. He sleeps with every woman he comes across, but he wouldn’t sleep with me. What the hell? I’m not good enough to sleep with?
Ugh!
Well, screw him. I will never beg him again.
I know that’s a lie.
How does he get me so frustrated in a matter of seconds?
I put my head in my hands. His dominate side lit my body on fire. I can only imagine how amazing sex would be with him. Too bad I won’t be experiencing that. He definitely won’t want to sleep with me after that blow job. I sucked at it. He pretty much told me so. That was embarrassing. How am I going to face him now? I couldn’t even look him in the eyes afterwards.
Of course, I passed out before I could ask him to take me home. Shit!
With a big sigh, I pull my head out of my hands and gasp when I get a good look at the bathroom. My thoughts of last night are momentarily forgotten. The walls are painted a soft gray color. While the floor is tiled with three different colors alternating; black, white and gray. To my right sits his and her sinks that set in front of a huge square mirror, and to my left is a glass shower. It’s so big that it has two shower heads, one on each end. Sitting directly across from it against the other wall is the white tub which curves out from the wall. At the other end of the bathroom is a vanity with a lighted oval mirror.
I turn back around and catch sight of the toothbrush he must have left out for me. It gives me an uneven feeling in my stomach. How many other girls have spent the night? Do all of them wear his t-shirt to bed and get a toothbrush?
Does it matter, though? That is what I wanted last night.
I yank off the wrapper and brush my teeth quickly, trying to not think about the other women. I rinse out my mouth and place the toothbrush back on the countertop. I take a few seconds to look at myself in the mirror. I cringe at the sight of my makeup. I look awful. I take a quick second to fix the smudges of black eyeliner and mascara from underneath my eyes. Once I think I look decent enough, I turn to the bathroom door.
As I open the door to the bathroom, I take in his room. There’s a big window on the far wall but it only gives out minimal light due to the dark brown curtains. The walls are painted beige, and his four poster bed is dark oak with dark brown satin sheets and comforter. There’s a night stand on both sides of the bed, and a long dresser on the right. As I walk farther into the bedroom, I see a huge flat screen TV hanging on the wall behind me with an entertainment system underneath it.
Slade is still passed out in the same spot. I stand there and let my eyes roam over his body once again. I have to tighten my legs together as my need for him returns, and I feel a pain in my chest at the thought of him turning me down last night. I want to ask him what it is about me he doesn’t like, but I can’t. Maybe it’s because I don’t want to know the answer.
I take in a deep breath, go to the side of the bed and dig my phone out of my purse. I need to get the hell out of here. I don’t know what the hell is going on with me. Who sleeps with a man they don’t know? Or worse, begs them to sleep with her! Not me.
I pull up the number for the cab company that I use for drunk customers at Larry’s, but just stare at it. Can I just leave his house after last night and get away with it? Act like it never happened? Can I avoid him? He knows where I work. Shit, he even knows where I live.
I shake my head to myself. No, there’s no way around this. His brother is one of my best friends. I clear out my phone and place it back in my purse. I may have been a drunken idiot last night, but the one thing I am not, is a coward. I’m an adult, and I will take responsibility for my actions, no matter how irrational they are.
I walk to the bedroom door on a mission to find the kitchen. I’m starving, hung over, and pissed off at my behavior last night. I need to do something to make up for what happened outside the bar; guess cooking him breakfast will have to do.
I didn’t pay any attention to the house last night, so I have no idea which way the kitchen is. I turn right and after a few steps I come to a door. It’s closed so I don’t open it. I walk a few more steps and come to a room on my left. It’s open, so I peek inside. It looks to be a theatre room. It has a rather large white leather couch and the biggest TV screen I have ever seen in my life hanging on the wall in front of the couch.
I pull the door back to where it was cracked then continue walking. I come to the end of the hallway and notice another door to the left. I push it open to reveal a set of stairs. It must be a basement. I take a few more steps and to the right is the kitchen. I walk in and stop in awe. It’s huge, with all stainless steel appliances and a big kitchen island.
I started to go through the fridge and pantry, trying to find something to cook us for breakfast. I find things to make biscuits, gravy and sausage. I find the coffee bags and the coffee pot over in the corner. I start to make the coffee, thinking it might help calm my nerves from last night.
I can’t stop thinking about last night. What am I going to do? I don’t know! Does it even really matter that I don’t have a clue? Like I said once; this is what he does. He uses women, then throws them away. Why should I care what did or didn’t happen between us? I turn the coffee pot on and start looking around for his pans. I turn on the stove top and start cooking as my mind keeps replaying last night.
It’s not long before I feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand up; it’s crazy how in tune my body is to his since last night. It’s like it’s drawn to him now. He hasn’t said anything, but I know he’s watching. I continue to cook, wondering how I’m going to get out of here. Maybe he’ll just take me home right away. Maybe I’m putting too much thought into this and he wants me to leave just as badly. I can’t help but feel disappointed that he wants me to leave. Does that mean I want to stay? Of course I want to stay!
“Good morning.” He finally speaks to me.
Thank God!
“Morning.”
Keeping my back to him I reach over to pour him a cup of coffee, but stop when I feel him come up behind me. I’m still wearing his t-shirt so I can feel the sweatpants he’s wearing against my bare legs and his t-shirt against my arms. He wraps his hands around my waist, pulling me against his chest, and my heart starts to pick up speed.
“Now,” he whispers as he leans down to speak in my ear, “are you going to tell me what’s wrong? Or am I going to have to make you tell me?” He pulls me further in to him, his hard length pushing up against my back.
A shiver runs through my body at his words. I would love to know how he plans on making me tell him the problem, but of course I can’t ask him that.
“It’s nothing.” I flip the sausage.
“Bullshit,” he says so softly that it’s intimidating.
His arms leaves my waist as he reaches over to turn off the stove. He slides both hands over my shoulders and up the sides of my neck. I take in a shaky breath as he slides them into my hair, pulling it back and off of my neck. He pulls it into one hand, then tugs my head backwards and to the right, keeping a tight hold on it. His other hand comes around my neck and grabs my chin, keeping my head in place. I can’t pull away and my heart is racing so fast I know he can feel it. I close my eyes and just let my body feel his hands on me, but he tightens the hold he has in my hair, making me whimper.
I open my eyes.
“You’re lying. Tell me what’s wrong, Angel. Did I hurt you last night? I didn’t mean to be so rough.”
I get so lost in those blue eyes that it takes me a moment to comprehend what he just said. He thinks he hurt me? Why does he think that? Last night was wonderful. Well he was wonderful. Me, not so much.
“I….um, I’m embarrassed.” I feel my throat start to clog up. Why do I feel so vulnerable right now?
His eyes go wide. “Of what?”
“Everything I did last night. Slapping you...begging you...how I sucked at, you know.” I can’t even say it.
He lets go of my hair and neck, turning me around to face him. I frown at the site of him having a shirt on. I place my hands on his hips as I look up at him.
“First of all, I deserved the slap.” His knuckles graze my cheek softly. “The begging, well, don’t think I didn’t want you, Angel.” He cups my cheek in his hand.
“You want me?” God, could I sound anymore pathetic? I let out a shaky breath.
“Oh, Angel.” I love that! “How could I not? I can’t explain it, but you make me feel something. Something I can’t describe.” He runs a hand through my hair. “I want to get to know you. I want to take you out to dinner tonight. Will you let me do that?”
My head is spinning. Can I trust him? He always treats girls like they mean nothing. Why will I be any different? That’s what I want with him, though, right? Wasn’t that what I was begging him for last night? A one night stand?
I take a deep breath. It’s just dinner.
He’s not asking you to marry him. If it’s only sex, then it’s only sex. No big deal, right?
“You didn’t suck at it. Not in the least. It was amazing. You were amazing.” He kisses my forehead then leans his forehead against mine.
I feel his phone vibrate in the pocket of his sweatpants. He pulls it out and scowls, reading a text message, before he puts his phone back in his pocket without responding.
“Everything okay?”
“Yeah, nothing to worry about.” He gives me a smile. “Stay with me tonight.”
It wasn’t a question. I start shaking my head no, but he reaches up and tightens his hands in my hair. I whimper as my legs go weak.
“I want to hear that perfect mouth of yours, scream my name tonight.” He whispers against my lips as his baby blue eyes search my face. My eyes close and he pulls my head back, placing his lips on my neck and trailing tender kisses up to my jaw line. “I want to feel your body shake after I make you come.”
Liquid pours between my legs as the memory of last night plays through my head. “Why wait?” I say breathlessly as my hands fumble to find his sweatpants.
His hands release my hair and reaches down grabbing my hands, pulling them behind me where he pins them to my back. “Do you want me to make you come again, Angel?” he whispers into my ear.
His words and hot breath on my ear, causes me to shiver. “Yes.”
“What me to remind you what’s mine?”
My breath catches in my throat. “Show me.”
“Not until tonight.” He releases my arms and stands back, looking down at me. I look at him through half lidded eyes as I throb between my legs. He just did it again! Is he playing with me? He leans down and places his lips on mine. Game or not, I am going to take whatever he is going to give me.
He pulls away, leaving my breathless. “Now, let’s have some of that breakfast you were making. It smells amazing.”
I turn around and place my hands on the counter, taking a few deep breaths. I have no idea what the hell is going on, but I need to stay on track. I grab the coffee pot. “How…..how do you like your coffee?”
“Black,” he answers as he sits down at the island, clearly not affected by teasing me.
I smile, trying to act the same. I never did have a very good poker face. “Same as me.”
I make his plate and lay it down in front of him. “How long have you lived here?” I ask, looking around the kitchen. I turn to fix myself a plate. I need to stay busy. My panties are dripping wet, and my sex is throbbing.
“Two years.” He takes a bite of sausage.
“It’s a beautiful house.” It’s a tad big for a single man, but I don’t say that. Holly had said the same thing about the house that I’m renting.
“I like it,” he nods as he takes a drink of is coffee.
“Is your favorite color brown?”
He laughs. “No, it’s black. Why?”
I shrug. “Just wondering. I’ve seen a lot of browns in your house.” I sit down across from him and he looks up to me through his eyelashes with a smile on his face. “Not everyone decorates their house in their favorite color.”
I blush. “I forgot that you have seen the inside of my house.”
“It’s very…feminine.” His smile broadens.
I laugh. “I know. I went a little overboard. I was just excited to decorate a place however I wanted to.” I shrug, picking through my plate and not really eating any of it. I still have a headache, and now I’m horny as hell.
He puts his fork down, and looks up at me. “What do you mean?”
“My apartment back in Dallas was decorated in pink. Then, when we got a house here, Jax wanted nothing to do with the color. When I moved out, I just packed my clothes and went shopping for all new stuff. Anything pink, I bought.”
“I see.” He stares at me. “Do you go out to the bars a lot?”
“When I first moved here, I stayed home. Then, towards the end of Jax’s and my relationship, I went out a few times with him. He would leave me sitting at our table alone while he mingled with his friends, and then he would accuse me of flirting with any guy who came over to visit with me.” Then I have a flash back of last night.
“I wasn’t that way,” I whisper.
“What way?” I look up at him, and he has his head tilted to the side.
“I didn’t dance and hang over random men when I was in a relationship.”
His brows furrow, and he looks taken back for a second. “I wasn’t thinking that.” He shakes his head. “Not at all.”
I nod. “Anyway, I love to go out. Holly and I have been out several times.”
“What do you prefer to drink when you go out?”
“Wine is my favorite thing to drink, but I also like Long Island Iced Tea. I’m not much of a liquor girl, though.” I smile.
He chuckles, and leans back in his chair. “You could have fooled me. That first night I met you, you drank all those tequila shots.”
“I said I prefer wine. Doesn’t mean I don’t drink liquor if the situation calls for it.” He smiles a big smile. “So, do you go out a lot?”
“Yes,” he laughs. “All the time.”
“I’m sure your job is stressful. Going out is a good way to reduce stress.”
He looks at me for a few seconds, his face expressionless, then nods. I look down at my food and continue to push it around, not all that hungry.
“Would you like a tour of the house?”
I smile. “Absolutely. Just let me wash these dishes real quick.” I lean over the island to pick up his plate, but he grabs my hand.
“Leave them. I’ll get them later.”
I go to argue, but he sets his mouth in a hard line and his baby blue eyes bore into mine. I give him a big smile and nod, not wanting to argue.
The first place he takes me is downstairs to show me, what he calls “the man cave.” Then he takes me to the living room and I laugh as we walk into it.
“What’s so funny?” he asks, amused.
“More brown.”
He has two brown leather couches and a brown leather recliner with a dark brown wooden coffee table. Over in the left corner is a fireplace and a large TV on the wall. There are no pictures or personal items; it looks as if he just moved in and there should be boxes in the garage to unpack.
We walk through a hallway on the other side of the living room. There are three bedrooms with white walls, their own bathrooms and walk in closets. They all include identical queen size beds with white sheets and comforter.
“Did you want all these rooms to be white?” I ask as we come back down the hallway to his bedroom.
“Yes. I’m not much of a decorator,” he laughs.
“I see that.” I go over to the side of the bed where my clothes are on the floor. I bend over and pick them up.
“Would you like to wear something of mine home?”
“Thanks that would be great.”
He pulls out a pair of sweat pants from his dresser, then walks into his closet and comes back out with a pair of his flip flops, which look way too big for me. I laugh. “I can wear my high heels.”
He shakes his head. “Wear the flip flops. I don’t want you to trip. These sweatpants are very long and you will for sure trip if you wear your ten inch heels with them.”
“Six inches.”
He tilts his head to the side looking confused.
“The heels. They’re six inches.”
He laughs as he walks into the bathroom, shutting the door behind him.
I take a deep breath and quickly put his pants and flip flops on. I’m having a hard time breathing now that we are back in his room. He wants me to come back here tonight. And that thought excites me and terrifies me.
“Angel?”
I look up. Slade is standing in front of me wearing a tight, black cotton t-shirt, dark blue jeans and tennis shoes. His hair is standing in every direction and looks sexy as hell.
“You ready?,” I ask giving him a smile.
Slade nods, and places his hand out to me. I place my hand in his, and he pulls me off the bed and to his body. My body breaks out in goose bumps as he places a hand under my chin and lifts my face up to his, searching my eyes. And he brings his lips down to mine, it’s a soft and slow kiss, stealing what little breath I have left.
He doesn’t say anything as he pulls away. My mind is so foggy as we walk out of the room that I don’t even realize what we’re doing until I’m looking out of the window of his car as he drives us back to my house. I roll down the window just a bit, needing some fresh air.
“Do you smoke?”
“Excuse me?” I turn to look at him.
He nods to the window. “Do you smoke?”
“No, sorry.” I roll the window back up. “I was just letting in some fresh air.” I smile.
“It’s no big deal.” He rolls it back down a bit for me, then cracks his window as well. “It’s a beautiful day outside.”
I look at him as he pulls a dark pair of aviators down from his visor and places them on his face. They make him look even sexier. How is that possible? I clear my throat.
“Do you smoke?”
He glances over at me with a smirk on his face. God, does it do things to me to see him with those glasses on. I have to cross my legs and sit up straighter in my seat.
“No.” He turns back to the road and shakes his head, “I never wanted to smoke.”
I smile. I’ve always hated the smell of cigarette smoke.
He pulls down my street. It’s weird that I don’t have to give him directions. He’s only taken me home once, but he already has it memorized.
“How long have you lived in this house?”
I watch as he places his wrist on top of the steering wheel and leans back into his seat getting more comfortable as he easily guides the car. His other hand shifts as he slows coming up to my driveway.
“Uh, the night you took me home from the bar was my first night to stay here.”
He pulls into my driveway and looks over at me. I start nibbling on my bottom lip as I get nervous, looking at his blank expression, his eyes still hidden behind his shades. He reaches over to me and places his thumb on my lip, pulling on it as I release it from between my lips.
“Don’t do that,” he says hoarsely, placing his hand on the back of my neck and pulls me over to him, placing his lips on mine. “It reminds me of my cock in your mouth, and how fucking great it felt to have those soft lips wrapped around me.” He presses his lips to mine and kisses me roughly.
He pulls away slowly. “Sorry,” I whisper.
“Don’t be. I’ve decided I like having the reminder.” He gives me a reassuring smile that I can’t help but return. “I’ll be back to pick you up at six, sound okay?
He just made my panties wet once again, then changes the subject like it did nothing for him!
“Sounds good. I’ll be ready.” I go to open my door, but Slade gets out of the car and walks around to my door, opening it for me. My heart melts a little. Not only is he hot as hell, but he’s also showing me a sweet side of him. “Thank you,” I say as I step out of his car.
“You’re welcome, Angel.” He pushes his sunglasses to the top of his head and pulls me in for a kiss; a long gentle kiss as he tangles his hands in my hair. I love when he grabs a hold of my hair. It makes my legs go weak. He pulls away all too soon and rests his forehead on mine, then gives me a couple sweet little pecks on my lips. It’s like he can’t get enough. “I’ll see you soon, baby.”
Once I open my door, I turn around to wave goodbye. I don’t hear him leave until I’m safely in my house. I drop my purse on the couch and head to my bathroom for a much needed shower.
I take a quick shower and wrap the towel tightly around my chest before I start to dry my hair. As I dry my hair, my mind starts thinking about what we are going to do tonight. Smiling, I turn the hair dryer off. I glance at my phone that’s sitting on the counter. I see it light up.
 
Slade: I can’t wait to wake up with you again tomorrow, my beautiful angel
 
My heart rate picks up and I smile. I think I need to make a quick trip to the mall for our evening tonight.
 
Me: Me either
 
I look at the clock on my phone, 12:03 PM I don’t have any time to waste now that I have to run to the mall.
By half past two I’m jumping on the interstate and heading for the mall. Traffic is light so it doesn’t take more than fifteen minutes to get there. As soon as I find a parking spot, I head straight to Victoria’s Secret. I don’t know if he plans on sleeping with me tonight or not, but I do know that I’m going to have wine with dinner, and I don’t want him to use the “you’re drunk” excuse. Who cares?
I decide it won’t hurt to buy a few sexy outfits to throw in my overnight bag, just in case. After purchasing my new things, I check my watch. I may end up with an hour to spare once I get home.
 

 
I get back home and place the VS sack in my bag and add a little bit more makeup for evening wear. After trying on what felt like everything in my closet. I settle on my white Miss Me capris that have the cuff on the bottom. I tuck in a black silk button-up blouse that has three quarter inch sleeves. I top it off with black heels and a black thin belt. Some silver hoops along with a few silver bracelets and my silver Coach clutch.
Its 5:52 PM when I hear my doorbell ring. I get nervous about seeing Slade again. I’ve been in such a hurry all day that I haven’t had the time to really sit down and think about being with him tonight. Now, it’s all I can think about!
I open the front door and gasp. All my nervousness is suddenly gone. Slade’s standing on my front porch with a bouquet of white roses, and looking like a God; no man should be allowed to look this good. He’s wearing a black button down shirt with the sleeves rolled back a couple of times, exposing his sexy tan forearms. He has his hair spiked and messy, and sexy as hell! He’s wearing a dark pair of jeans and a pair of black boots. My entire body starts to tingle.
“Hello, Angel. You look breathtaking.” His deep voice is so sexy.
I smile. “As do you.” Could a man look any more beautiful? No!
He looks to have just thought of something and as his brows draw together. “But you didn’t ask who I was.”
“What do you mean?” I step aside gesturing for him to come inside.
He walks in then turns to look at me. “When I rang the doorbell. You didn’t ask who it was. You just opened the door. I could have been anyone.” I turn to walk towards the kitchen as he follows behind me.
I open the cabinet under my sink and pull out a vase “I looked through the peephole.”
“Oh.” He says with a little laugh like he didn’t think of that option. He comes to stand next to me handing me the flowers.
“The flowers are gorgeous, thank you.” I give him a big smile and take the flowers from his hand.
“Give me a second. I just have to grab my bag and I’m ready.” I walk out of the kitchen to grab my purse and overnight bag out of the living room.
“Here let me take those,” he says coming up behind me taking both before I can even object. It’s not like they were heavy.
I turn off the lights and lock the front door then turn to him as we walk to his car. “Where are we going?”
He opens my car door. “It’s a surprise,” he says excitedly.
“Oh, I love surprises.” He gives me a smile and a cocky wink as he closes my door, then places my bag in the trunk before settling himself in the driver’s seat.
As he is pulling out of my driveway, his cell phone rings. He answers, and Micah’s voice comes through the car speakers.
“Hey, man. Holly wants to go check out that club, Rue 13, tonight. You want to go?”
Slade looks over at me for my opinion. I shrug my shoulders and give him a smile. It sounds like fun, but it’s up to him.
“Yah, that sounds good.”
“Holly is going to invite Sam. I hope you can behave yourself. I heard you two got into a fight in the parking lot last night. That’s all anyone in the bar wanted to talk about. Holly tried to call her just before I called you, but she didn’t answer. Whatever you did to piss her off, you need to fix it. If you start shit and get in trouble, I will never hear the end of it.” He gives a little chuckle.
I put my hand over my mouth, trying to cover up my laugh. “Micah it will all be okay. In fact, Angel is with me right now. We are on our way to dinner.”
Silence fills the car.
“Micah?”
More silence.
Slade looks over at me. “I think I lost him.”
“Dinner?” Micah says in a high pitch. He clears his throat. “You guys are on your way to dinner?”
“Yes, so be nice and say hello to Angel.” Slade chuckles quietly.
“Hi, Ang...I mean, Sam.”
“Hi, Micah,” I say rather cheerfully “Tell Holly I’m sorry I missed her call. My cell is in my purse, and I didn’t hear it ring.”
“Oh, okay. Well, you two have fun. Slade, text me when you guys leave the restaurant and we’ll head downtown. We want to go rather early ‘cuz we don’t plan on staying too late.”
“Will do.” Slade hangs up, then he throws me a quick glance as he pulls into a parking lot.
I look up to see a small brick building with a glass front. The black awning reads, Niche, across the top. Slade pulls into a parking spot then comes over to open my door, grabbing my hand to help me out of the car. Once I’m out, he doesn’t release it, just intertwines our fingers together. I can’t keep the big smile off my face.
 



 

 
 

 
“Can I help you?” an older man asks as we enter the front door.
“Reservations for two. Long.”
“Right this way, sir.”
He turns, grabbing two menus, as we follow after him.
The restaurant has dark hardwood floors, and the walls are white with colorful art hanging on them. The tables are covered with a white cloth, and decorated with little tea lights. The chairs are also dark wood, and the couches are a pretty burgundy color.
As the host seats us, I look over at Angel and just watch her. She looks absolutely stunning tonight. I keep telling myself I want to wait, to get to know her better, but every time I see her, my body reacts to her. She makes me hard in all the right places. Makes me want her, needing to feel her up against my body. The waiter shows up and pulls my eyes away from her.
“Hello, my name is Peter. I’ll be your server tonight. What can I start you off with to drink?”
“Would you like some wine?” I’m not much of a wine drinker, but she told me that she prefers it.
She gives me a small smile. “If that’s what you would like.”
I nod my head to her. “You choose.”
“A chardonnay would be perfect.” She looks to the waiter with a smile on her face.
“Very good ma’am.” He turns around to go get our drinks, and I turn my attention back to my angel, watching as her beautiful green eyes search the menu. I remember what they looked like last night while she was coming. She was so fucking sexy, and the sexiest part is that I don’t think she even knows it. I can’t get over why she was embarrassed this morning. I wouldn’t change a thing that happened last night. In the process, I found a new side to myself. It’s a side that I want to continue exploring, with her. That’s why I did some shopping today and bought a few things I plan to try out whenever she is ready. I loved how her body reacted to my dominating demeanor. It was fascinating, mesmerizing and the biggest turn on I had ever experienced.
I feel my pants start to get tight and I pull myself out of those thoughts; now is not the time for them. I look back at her and notice she is taking a drink of her wine. I didn’t even notice the waiter return with our drinks!
I clear my throat. “Tell me how you met Holly.” I want to know about her and Jax. As much as the thought of her with him makes me want to punch his face in, I still need to know, but I have to work my way up to that question.
She sets her menu down, and leans back in her chair. “Well, it was late one night and a phone call woke me. When I checked the number, it was one I didn’t recognize. It had a St. Louis area code, so I figured it was for Jax, but when I turned over to wake him he wasn’t there. I answered the call and it was Holly calling to tell me he had passed out at the bar. Guess he had mentioned his girlfriend Samantha a few times, so when he passed out with his phone in his hands she went through it until she found my name.”
She picks up her wine glass and slowly turns it around in her hand. “I was so mad at him. I now know that was the night our relationship started to fall apart.” She shakes her head slightly as if to clear it. “Anyway, when I got there, Jax was still passed out. So I decided to stay a while, hoping he would wake up. I started to help Holly clean up when Micah arrived.”
She takes a drink of her wine. “Micah helped me get Jax in my car, then they followed me home. I tried to reassure Micah I would be ok, but he insisted on helping me get him into our house which ended up being a good thing cause there’s no way I would have been able to do it myself. He just would have had to sleep in my car.” She laughs quietly. “Holly called me the next day and asked if I wanted a part time job working at Larry’s. I said yes, and the rest is history.”
She shrugs, then looks down at the wine glass still in her hands. I ask the second question that’s been on my mind.
“Why did you stay after you and Jax broke up? Why didn’t you go back to Dallas?”
She brings the wine glass to her lips while looking like she’s off in outer space. She lets the glass sit on her perfect lips for a few seconds, before taking a long drink. I wonder if she is ever going to answer when she finally sets her glass down and looks into my eyes. Those green eyes seem to paralyze me.
“Because there wasn’t a good enough reason to go back there.” She gives me a sad smile. “The family that I do have lives in Tulsa, but I never talk to her. I only moved to Dallas for college. I didn’t know it at the time, but when I left Dallas, I was moving on to bigger and better things here in St. Louis.”
The waiter comes up to the table. “Are you guys ready to order?”
“Do you know what you want?” I ask Angel.
She shakes her head no. “Everything sounds delicious.”
“Do you mind?” I nod to the menu.
“No,” she smiles. “Go ahead.”
“We’ll do the four course Prix fixe meal.” I look to Angel and see her eyes looking over that section of the menu. “Which would you like?”
“Oh,” she says, surprised. “I was just looking. You choose what you like. I’m not picky.” She smiles.
The first course is only one selection, Missouri Chestnut Soup. “For the second course, we would like Yellowfin Crudo. Third course, Filet of beef. For the fourth course, Sage Ice Cream.”
The waiter nods his head. “Absolutely, sir.” As he turns and walks away,
I think of another question to ask.
“Her?” She looks at me, confused “You said a she lives in Tulsa. Who is she?” I hope my digging doesn’t piss her off.
She takes a deep breath while looking down at the table. “My mother. My mother lives in Tulsa with her husband. We don’t speak. Well, not since my dad passed.”
“Do you want to talk about your dad?’’
Her head snaps up, and I think I’ve pushed a button, but then a slow smile spreads across her face.
“He was wonderful. The best dad a girl could ask for. My parents divorced when I was three.” She sighs and shrugs her shoulders. “My mother hates me. When my dad passed, he left me his concrete company and I sold it, making a lot of money from it. It made my mom mad, and she quit speaking to me.”
The waiter brings out our soup, placing the bowls on our table.
“What about you?,” she asks happily as she picks up her spoon.
“What would you like to know?” I take a sip of my wine. It’s actually very good.
She shrugs. “Whatever you want to tell me.”
I raise an eyebrow. “You don’t want to know anything specific?” I smirk.
She shakes her head slowly, looking down at the soup in her spoon as she sighs.
“I’m sorry. Did I upset you?” How could that have upset her?
“I don’t like to talk about my past, Slade.” Her eyes meet mine and they are full of heartbreak. “I want to know things about you, but I’m not going to dig. I know how it feels to bring up hurtful things from the past, so you can just tell me whatever you feel comfortable with me knowing.”
I sit there and stare at her. I cannot imagine having a past that painful to think about. Growing up, my family was full of love and laughter.
“Well...” I take a quick drink of my wine as she watches me with a small smile on her face. “Josh, Micah, and I have always been close. Growing up we were thick as thieves. Josh and I always snuck out after curfew and would drag Micah along with us.”
She laughs, and it makes me smile. “What would you guys do?’’ She takes another sip of her soup.
“Party. Josh and I would hit a party every weekend in high school, and we’d go looking for them during the week.”
“Vivian and Mark didn’t mind?,” she asks as she takes a drink of her wine.
I shake my head. “Not really. As long as we had good grades, they let Micah and I do our own thing.”
“Where did you go to college?”
“I went to University of Missouri for my first four years getting my BA degree and then I went off to Yale for four more years. Well, actually three years, but then I took some time off to study for the bar.”
She nods her head. “Were you in a fraternity?”
I nod my head solemnly. I now realize what she meant about talking of your past. My days in the fraternity were very dark. The memories I actually have from those days involve endless counts of girls and alcohol. You’ve never been to a real party until you’ve been to one thrown by frat boys. I don’t feel comfortable talking to her about it. I actually feel ashamed at the thought of having to tell her how many girls I once fucked in college.
Thankfully she understands. “So....there is another question I want to ask you,” she says as she pushes her empty bowl over to the side for our waiter to take.
“What’s that?” I smile at the thought of her wanting to know more about me. A different side of me than the one she has heard from other women. I know girls talk, and word gets around fast in this town.
“Your tattoo,” she says slowly. “What does the star mean?”
I laugh and her face relaxes. “I was drunk, and Josh and I decided to go get a tattoo. It doesn’t mean anything. I don’t even remember why I picked a star.” I remember the next morning wondering why I got that rather than a skull or something manly.
We’re both laughing when our waiter comes over to take our plates and sets down our second course.
“Can I ask you another question?” I have to know something that has been digging at me.
“Sure,” she agrees, nodding her head before downing the rest of her wine. I can tell she’s getting nervous with all the questions by the way she’s drinking and the small movements she makes trying to get comfortable in her seat, but there is one that is driving me nuts.
“How many guys had you dated before Jax?”
“None.”
My brows draw together as I think over what she just told me. “None?” I repeat.
“Yeah. He was my first boyfriend,” she nods with a smile.
“How long were you two together?” Micah had told me eight months, but maybe he meant eight years?
“Eight months. We didn’t get together until my senior year of college.” She bends down, taking a bite of her food.
Wait? Does that mean he’s the only guy she has ever slept with? She waited until she was a senior in college to sleep with someone?
She nods her head as if she is reading my mind.
Shit.
Now I’m really glad I didn’t tell her about my college experience. I want to ask her why she waited and what was special about Jax for him to be the one she gave it up for? How could she possibly wait that long? I mean, I don’t think I know anyone who was out of high school before they had sex with someone. Hell, I was fourteen. Josh was also fourteen. We had gone to a high school party that night and I’m pretty sure every person there fucked someone.
I want to quit talking about sex. For the first time in my life, I’m ashamed at the number of women I’ve slept with. I was always safe though, always. No matter how trashed I got, I never fucked without a condom. I shake my head, and decide to change the subject.
“Did you two ever talk about plans for the future?” I don’t want to think about sex, but I do want to know how far out they were planning for.
Her eyebrows arch, and she looks surprised by my question. “Like marriage?”
“Yeah.”
Her green eyes are looking into mine, but I feel like she’s really not seeing me. Like she is remembering something; something painful. She takes a deep breath.
“We had discussed our future once. We were going to get married one day and have children.” She continues looking straight at me as she lifts her wine glass a few inches off of the table. “I’m just glad that he did what he did before we went that far.”
I nod my head. “I’m sorry.”
She blinks, snapping out of whatever she was remembering. “Why are you sorry?” She smiles.
“For what he did to you.” I don’t know how any man could hurt this beautiful angel.
“It was for the best. I’ve come to realize that what I felt for him was not the kind of love I’m looking for.”
A huge smile spreads across my face knowing that she is over him. “Do you have any other family members?”
She moves her food around on her plate, then looks up at me. “No.”
I put my fork down, and stare into her green eyes. “No one?” I hate that I’m bringing up bad memories of her past.
“My dad had a brother, but he had a heart attack and passed away.” She puts her fork down, looking at the table.
“Your mom’s side?” I ask quietly.
“She was an only child, like me.”
“Done sir?” the waiter asks as he comes to bring us new glasses of wine.
“Yes, thank you.” I answer, handing him my plate. I keep my face expressionless as I watch Angel take a big drink of her wine. “I’m sorry.” I reach out, taking her hand in mine on the table.
She sets her glass down. “What for?”
“For bringing up your hurtful past. I just want to know everything about you.” I smile, hoping it will lighten then mood and she won’t be mad at me.
“Don’t be.” She pats my hand, then pulls away to continue eating her filet of beef.
“What about you? You said you have never had a girlfriend. Why is that?”
I shrug, not wanting to tell her the truth. How do you explain that you prefer to fuck around and not have to put someone before yourself to someone so selfless and loving? She nods her head as if she understands me. I know I want something more with her, and that we are going to need complete honesty and trust. I take a deep breath, hoping that what I’m about to tell her doesn’t make her run from me.
“Angel.” She looks up at me with a small smile on her face. “I’ve never been in a relationship because I never felt the need to have anything more than a one night stand. I never wanted to be with one woman,” I shrug.
She smiles, surprising me. “I understand, Slade. You don’t have to explain it to me. I’m sorry I was such a...well, mean to you when I first met you. I’m not really like that.”
“I know.”
The waiter comes back with our sage ice cream. “Mmm, this looks delicious.” I nod my head as we both dig in.
I don’t eat much of my ice cream as I silently sit back in my seat and watch her from across the table. She closes her eyes slightly, and every now and then her pink tongue comes out and slowly licks her lips. I know she’s staring to feel the alcohol and it makes me chuckle to myself. It doesn’t surprise me, though. She has such a small frame that it doesn’t take much to affect her.
I look away from her as the waiter approaches the table. “Check, sir.” He places the check on the table.
Angel reaches down for her purse on the floor. “Here, let me get it.”
“No.” I laugh at her. “Absolutely not.” She reaches for it, but I grab it first. I will never let her pay for dinner.
“Thank you.” she says sweetly.
“Are you ready?” I ask.
“Yes, let me finish this real quickly,” She picks up the wine and finishes it off as
I stand up and reach out my hand to her. She takes it as she stands and I walk us out of the restaurant.
I kiss her before opening the passenger door for her. “You’re welcome, Angel.”
I can tell she’s tipsy and I can’t help but laugh at her. I text my brother and we head towards Main Street.
On the way to downtown, I recall stories of Micah and I growing up while her laughter grows louder every time. Her laugh makes me smile like a fucking idiot.
And I love it.
“Well, shit. I was hoping there would be a parking place out front. Guess we’ll have to park in the back.” As I try to find a place to park, I see Holly and Micah getting out of his Ford truck. They start to walk towards my CTS, when I find a spot just a few down from them.
“Damn, this place is pretty packed already,” Micah says as he greets us.
“Yes, well it is a Saturday.” I go to open Angel’s door, but she’s already climbing out. Laughing. I have a feeling we won’t be here long.
“What’s so funny, girl?” Holly asks as she walks over to her.
“Slade told me about the time he dressed up Micah in Vivian’s pink bathrobe and put lipstick on him.” She’s laughing so hard that she’s almost crying. “And how Micah paraded around the house...” laughs some more, “letting Vivian take pictures of him.” Holly starts laughing with her.
“Dude, you told her that?,” Micah says, laughing with the girls. I just shrug my shoulders and take Angel by the hand, leading her to the entrance of the bar.
As soon as we walk in, everyone turns and looks at us. I know why they’re looking; I have never shown up at a bar with a woman, and I sure as hell have never held a women’s hand. Groping one in the corner, or getting caught with my pants down in the bathroom, those are the kind of things I get seen doing.
I don’t want people to get the wrong impression of Angel, so I turn her to face me. I place both of my hands on either side of her soft face and kiss her. As I kiss her, I pull her body closer to mine and she moans in my mouth. Fuck, I can’t get enough of that sound from her! I pull away, remembering that I want people to understand she means something more to me than just bar trash.
“Go find a table with Holly while Micah and I get us some drinks.” I kiss her on her forehead before she walks off.
When we reach the bar, we recognize a guy we’d gone to high school with. “Hey, Matt.”
Matt played football with me throughout high school, but we fought a few times our senior year. He was always pissing me off.
“Hey, Slade, Micah.” He tilts his head to us. “Who’s the flavor of the week? She’s hot.” I notice he is staring at Angel’s ass.
“It’s not like that,” I try to explain she means more, but he thinks I mean something different.
“Oh, so she’s just the flavor for the night. Don’t mind if I go get her number so that I can have her tomorrow, do you?”
“What the fuck did you just say?”
“Or maybe you could share, and I’ll just have my fill with her tonight as well. She looks like she wouldn’t mind taking us both. She seems pretty drunk.” I move to punch him in the face, but Micah stops me, pulling my arm back as he speaks to Matt.
“Hey, dude calm down. She’s with Slade. If you mention sharing her again, I’ll punch you myself.” I was proud of my little brother, but all his talking wasn’t working.
“With Slade?” he laughs “No girl Slade fucks is ever off limits.” He continues to stare at her ass.
I need to make myself clear.
I grab him by the shirt and shake him a bit. “She is with me. As in, she’s my girlfriend. Stay the fuck away from her. You seem to like her ass so much...did you see that little M on the ass pocket of her jeans? That M stands for mine. Don’t fucking touch it or even fucking look at it for that matter. If you do I will beat the fuck out of you. Do you understand?” I have a feeling I should just beat the fuck out of him anyway.
He nods his head really fast. “Yes. Yes, I get it. She’s yours.” He throws both hands up in the air and I shove him away from me.
I turn to Micah, who looks like he wants to punch Matt’s face in as well. Micah is not afraid to fight; he just considers other options to solve problems before throwing punches. I prefer to settle things with my fist.
“Come on. We can just order drinks from our waitress.” I turn and try to calm down my temper before reaching our table. Micah walks over to where Josh and Holly are talking to a waitress friend of hers. I don’t want Angel to know anything is wrong but, as I approach our table, I can tell by the look on Angel’s face that she can sense something’s wrong with me. I’m trying, but it’s pretty fucking hard to wipe the pissed off look I have on my face.
I sit down beside her, pulling her rather roughly out of her chair, over my lap, where she straddles me. Then I kiss her. Hard. Dominating her mouth with mine. As my tongue explores her mouth, I dig my hands into her hips and she pulls away, staring into my eyes. I release her hips, tangling my hands in her hair, and holding her face in front of mine.
“Kiss me,” I demand. Right now I don’t care what people think of me being all over her. I want every mother fucker in this bar to realize that she is mine! That she belongs to me, and only me. She tries to pull away again, but I pull on her hair, hard, and she parts her lips slightly as she whimpers.
My cock goes hard and I lower my lips to hers. “Fucking kiss me,” I whisper, and her eyes go big, but I don’t care. I want to beat the shit out of someone, and I know my angel is the only one who will be able to calm me down. I grip her hair harder, and she closes her eyes as she sucks in a breath. I can tell she likes it by the way she grinds her hips against my now hard cock. She leans down and kisses me as she continues moving her hips back and forth.
“Fuck,” I pull away and look in her bright green eyes. They dart around the room, looking to see if anyone is looking at us, but I could care less. I hope they are looking. I want them to see how much she wants me, and only me. Her eyes land on mine.
“What happened? Are you okay?” She lifts her hand up to cup my cheek.
I go to answer, but get interrupted.
“Did you want another one, Sam?” I look over my shoulder to see some scrawny red headed guy I don’t know asking Sam if she wants something.
“Another what?,” I ask, not taking my eyes off the guy.
“Another shot.”
“Shot?’’ I look back at her.
She shrugs a dainty shoulder and looks at me apologetically. “When we walked over to the table, he handed Holly and I two shots.”
“Angel,” I sigh. “Do we need to have the ‘don’t take drinks from strangers’ talk?” I ask seriously.
She throws her head back, laughing out loud, and it makes me smile. Fuck, I love to hear her laugh.
“What were they? How many did you have?”
“Two. I don’t know. I think they were weak because I don’t feel different.” She giggles.
I release Angel’s hair and run my hands through it as I hear Holly laughing behind me. She sits down in the seat next to me.
“Not feeling it? You will.” Holly looks to me. “We had two shots of Crown.”
“What?” I shake my head. So much for the possibility of us fucking tonight. She will be so fucked up within the next twenty minutes, and I don’t want her so far gone that she won’t be able to remember what I have planned for her.
Angel laughs, bringing my eyes back to her. I continue running my hand through her soft thick hair.
“So do you want another?” I forgot that guy was standing behind us. Before I could tell him to fuck off, Angel speaks.
“No. I’ve had enough,” she giggles again.
I stand, placing her in my seat. She strikes up a conversation with Holly while I go to talk to Micah. He’s standing with Josh, ordering a beer from a waitress as I approach.
“You want one?” He points a finger at me.
I shake my head. “I just came to say bye. I’m going to take her home. I have a feeling she’ll be passed out in minutes after those two shots she took.”
We all laugh. “Okay, well call me in the morning. Drive home safely.”
“You too.” I turn, and walk back to the table. I can tell she’s starting to feel it, and when she looks up at me, her eyes look glassy.
“Ready to go, Angel?”
“Yes. Just let me use the restroom real quick.”
I nod, and help her out of the chair. I sit down as she walks away.
“What are you doing, Slade?” I sit up straighter not liking Holly’s accusing tone. I haven’t done anything wrong.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I cross my arms over my chest.
“Yes you do.” She leans forward, putting her elbow on the table. “I know you took her to dinner. I told you to be careful.”
“I’m not going to hurt her, Holly.”
I’m getting annoyed now. Can’t they tell I treat her differently? That I feel something different for her?
“That’s not what I’m talking about.” She shakes her head.
I start to ask her what she means when that red headed guy comes running toward our table.
“Slade! Slade!” he calls frantically. How does he know my name? “Sam is yelling at some guy outside the women’s bathroom.”
I jump up so fast that my chair overturns. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Micah and Josh are running after me. I don’t know if they are coming to stop me, or planning on helping me, but I don’t slow down.
Once I get to the hallway, heat runs through my body at what I see. Matt has Angel pushed up and cornered against a wall. I can’t comprehend what she’s saying, but I can tell she is screaming in his face. I don’t stop running until we hit the floor and I’m sitting on top of him, my fist connecting with his face.
 
 

 
Shit!
I try to pull a very pissed off Slade off of Matt, when Holly grabs me.
“Don’t!” she yells. She has to yell because there is so much commotion and screaming going on in this very small hallway that I can’t even hear myself think. Micah is yelling at some guy; why isn’t he helping Slade?
“Slade!” I scream. “Stop! Just stop!” He punches Matt in the jaw. “Slade! Please! Stop!” Matt manages to push Slade off and sends him flying backwards. Matt jumps on him, throwing a few punches, and Slade blocks two to his face, but can’t block the one to his ribcage.
I watch as the guy who is arguing with Micah punches him in the stomach. Micah grunts, then starts swinging a fist around.
I can’t seem to focus on anything!
I look back to Slade as he kicks Matt off of him. He stands and proceeds to walk towards me, but Matt gets up right before Slade reaches me and runs at him.
“No! Look out!” I scream. By the time Slade turns around, Matt is on him punching him in the face.
I can’t take any more of this, someone has to help!
I yank my arm from Holly’s hold, throwing my purse down, and run for Slade. Matt turns around, and before I can think much about it I punch him in the face with everything I have. Which probably isn’t much, considering I’m drunk and a girl, but I don’t hold back as my fist connects with his nose. My hand instantly starts throbbing.
“Bitch!” he snarls as he takes a step towards me. I don’t step back; if he starts swinging at me I will fight back.
Slade wraps an arm around his neck from behind and pulls him back as Matt reaches for me. “Get her the fuck out of here!” Slade yells to anyone who is listening, but his eyes are on mine and he looks pissed.
Josh grabs me around the waist from behind and picks me up, carrying me to the back exit. I scream Slade’s name over and over. I don’t want to leave him. He needs help. Josh should be helping him, not pushing me out the exit.
“Shit,” Josh says as I manage to lay one blow with my elbow to his side. He drops me and I spin around to head back to Slade. “Sam!” Josh yells as I run from him and to Slade.
Slade turns when Josh calls my name. “Fucking get her ass outside!” Slade demands to Josh as Matt hits him in the back.
Josh grabs me again from behind, pinning my arms down to my side. “No! No. No! Don’t!” Tears run down my face as I watch Slade. I try hitting Josh again, but I can’t make contact. “He needs help!” I kick and scream as Josh pushes us through an exit.
“He’s a big boy. The guy can fight. You shouldn’t have gotten that close. What the fuck were you doing hitting Matt? Is your hand ok? Let me look at it,” he rattles off angrily as he sets me down, keeping a grip of me.
I shake my head angrily. “Who cares about my hand! He needed help! Let me go back in there.”
“No!” he screams back.
The back door swings open, and Holly comes running toward us.
“Get in my car. We have to leave,” she says frantically, waving my purse in the air.
“No! I won’t leave Slade here!” Are these people out of their mind?
Josh picks me back up and walks me towards Micah’s truck I’m screaming so loud that I don’t hear the back door open again.
“You can put Angel down, Josh.” We all turn to see Slade and Micah walking towards us. As soon as Josh puts me down, I run to him. I need him. Need to see that he is breathing and okay. He meets me halfway and pulls me into his arms, lifting my feet up off the ground. I know he’s probably hurting, but I can’t stop hugging him tight.
He stands me up and grabs my face. “What the fuck were you thinking?” he growls, wiping away my tears. I can’t answer. I can only shake my head. Is he crazy too? I didn’t want to see him get hurt. There’s blood everywhere and I can’t tell where it’s all coming from.
“You’re bleeding,” I choke out. My throat is hoarse, and I have to blink several times to clear my tears in my eyes.
“Don’t worry about me,” he snaps.
I ignore him and go to wipe the blood off his face, but my hand never makes it.
I feel the wind knocked out of me, then the next thing I know I’m rolling around on gravel in the parking lot, trying to catch my breath. What the hell just happened? I try to get up on my hands and knees when a sharp pain shoots up my side. I drop back down, holding my side and gasping for air.
What happened? Where’s Slade?
I look around aimlessly to find him. He has his back against the building, and he bends over as Matt’s fist connects with the brick instead of his face. Matt screams out in agony, grabbing his hand, and Slade takes advantage, charging Matt and wrapping his arms around his waist, taking him down to the ground. They roll around as I spot Micah kicking some guy on the ground.
“We have to get you out of here,” Josh says as he helps me up off the ground, wrapping an arm underneath mine to keep me up.
I try to fight him, but the pain in my side is making it hard. “No! I’m not leaving him!” I look over my shoulder and see Slade punch Matt in the face three consecutive times until Matt falls to the ground. Out cold. I let my body relax in Josh’s arms, knowing that Slade is no longer fighting. Josh helps me over to Micah’s truck where he drops his tailgate, he picks me up sitting me on top of it with my legs dangling over the back.
“You’re covered in blood. Where are you hurt?” he asks, looking me over.
“It’s...” deep breath, “not mine.” It’s so hard to breathe. “It’s Slade’s.” I bend over in pain. Shit, it hurts.
“What’s wrong?” Slade asks, walking up glaring at me and breathing heavily.
“Nothing.” I shake my head as I look at his torn shirt and jeans covered in dirt and blood. I put my hands on his chest, moving them around to feel for anything broken. He pulls away from me, shaking his head harshly and running a hand through his hair.
“I’m going to ask one more time. What in the fuck were you thinking? Do you have a death wish? One hit from him and you could have been killed!” He shouts.
“I was trying to help you!” I scream back and instantly regret it. I grab my side and lay back into the truck, rolling onto my good side.
“Fuck! Angel, where are you hurt?” I feel the truck shift as Slade jumps into the bed. He kneels down next to me. I try to sit up, but he has to help me.
I shake my head. This is not about me. I wasn’t hit over and over by Matt’s fist. “I’m fine.”
“No you’re not—”
Police cars pull into the parking lot, putting a halt on our conversation.
We spend the next hour explaining to the cops what happened as they arrest Matt and his friend. Micah and Slade know most of the cops that are on the scene, so they don’t have to do much explaining.
“Miss. Hall, I need you to tell me how all this started,” a potbellied, bald headed officer named Kent said as he writes in his notepad.
“I walked out of the restroom and Matt was standing there. He said he had seen me go in there and was waiting for me. That he was going to take me home. He said Slade had told him I was his girlfriend, but that he knew Slade was lying, and that he was going to prove it to him. He told me Slade didn’t do girlfriends, and that everyone in town knew the girls Slade slept with were always available.”
I take in a deep breath, trying to ignore the pain in my side. “I told him I wasn’t and that Slade would kick his ass if he touched me. That’s when he shoved me against the wall and screamed that Slade wouldn’t give a fuck what he did to me. That Slade would probably enjoy watching. Maybe even join him.” What he had said pissed me off!
“Was that all?” Officer Kent asks, looking down at his notepad as he writes.
“I screamed back in his face to go fuck himself, then the next thing I knew he was on the ground.”
He nods as he continues to write, once he’s done he looks up at something behind me. “Slade, can I talk to you for a minute?”
I take a shaky breath and turn around. I look up to see Slade standing there, looking like he could kill someone. A muscle in his jaw is twitching, his nostrils are flared, and his eyes are looking straight ahead to Officer Kent.
He nods his head once and starts to walk away from me, but stops and turns around. He hands me his car keys, then walks away without saying a word. Guess he wants me to go wait in his car.
I sit down slowly in the passenger seat, leaving the door open so I can try to hear what is going on, but Officer Kent and Slade have walked out of ear shot. I can still see them, though, and Slade looks stressed as he runs his hands through his hair a few times.
He looks over and his eyes lock on mine; I get a chill up my back that freezes me in my seat. He holds my stare for a few seconds, then looks back to Officer Kent without blinking. He is obviously extremely pissed…at me.
I take in a shallow breath and lean back in the seat, closing my eyes. My side is killing me, and the rest of my body is getting achy. Probably because all my adrenaline is now gone.
“Are you ok? I saw you hit that concrete barrier,” Holly says as she kneels down by my door.
“I’m fine. Don’t say anything. I’m not going to the hospital.” I shake my head. She doesn’t look happy with my answer. “Are Slade and the guys going to get into trouble?”
“No, they know all these cops. Any one of these cops would have stood up for their girl. I’m just glad Matt and his friend got arrested.”
“Me too.”
I hear the driver side door open as Slade gets in.
“I’ll call you tomorrow to check on you.”
“Thanks, love you.”
“Love you too.” She leans down giving me a soft hug before she closes my door and walks off.
We take off and I notice he’s driving in the direction of his house. I figured he would take me home because it’s not like he’s hiding the fact that he’s mad at me. The drive to his house is silent. I don’t know if he’s mad at me or just mad about the entire situation, but I just wanted to help him. How can he be pissed about that?
My mind wanders back to all the stuff Matt said to me. I know Slade lied to him and told him I was his girlfriend; I just can’t figure out why he said it. And why did Matt all of a sudden want me? I had seen him around Larry’s quite a few times and he had never even spoken to me.
We pull up in his garage and Slade turns off the car and exits. He comes around to my side and helps me out of the car without saying a word. My entire body aches, though my hand actually hurts the least compared to the rest of me.
Slade lets go of me and walks to the back of the car as I walk my way to the door. I walk in the house and stop in the hallway. Slade is still in the garage getting my bag out of the trunk. I continue to stand there as he walks into the house. I don’t know what to do or say. He comes up next to me, taking my hand in his, and pulls me towards his bedroom. Thank God it was the non-injured hand because he’s got a tight grip on it.
Once we enter his room, he lets go of my hand and continues to walk as I stand in the doorway, not really knowing what to do. I decide to take off my heels that are now scuffed beyond repair. I’m actually surprised the heels didn’t break off. I have to place a hand on the door to hold myself up while bending over. Once they’re off, I continue to stand there, watching him. He’s pacing back and forth at the end of his bed, looking down at the floor while running his hand through his hair.
I clear my throat. “I’m sorry.” I don’t know what else to say. This all started because of me. In retrospect, I know sorry won’t come close to what can fix it.
“Sorry,” he says above a whisper like he’s trying to believe me as he continues to pace, not looking at me.
I wrap my arms around my chest, thinking they can save me from all the pain my body is feeling right now. The more I stand here, the more pain I start to feel. I have a pounding headache, and my neck is very sore. I keep having shooting pains up my side, and my arms ache where Matt grabbed them as he shoved me up against the wall. I can feel cuts and bruises on my legs from where I rolled around on the ground.
I close my eyes as I take short shallow breaths. They don’t hurt as much as the deep ones. I open my eyes and Slade is towering over me with that killer look on his face, and his arms crossed over his massive chest. I take a step back.
“What the fuck were you thinking?” He asks it so calmly that it scares me.
“Why do you keep asking me that question?” I whisper, looking at the floor. “I told you why. You needed help. Micah was fighting someone else, and I didn’t know where Josh was.”
He gives a dark laugh that makes me flinch. “And you thought you could help me?” He asks amused. “You weigh about a hundred and ten pounds. If that! I was fighting a man who weighs over two hundred. It was an idiotic move, and you know it!”
I swallow. He’s right. It was.
“I’m sorry,” I say again because I have nothing else to say for myself. I just wanted to help him out, but now that I think of it, it was stupid that I hit Matt. It was just a split second decision.
I look up at him, and he throws his hands up in the air.
“You’re sorry? Sorry? Quit saying you’re fucking sorry!” He turns away from me and punches the bedroom door so hard that he puts a hole in it.
I yelp as I take several steps back into the hallway. My throat closes up and tears well up in my eyes while I watch the pieces fall on to the carpet, some covered in blood.
“Fuck!” he continues to yell as he takes his head in both of his hands and turns away from me. “God damn it, Angel!”
I had just wanted to help him.
“I’m sorry,” I say again, whispering. “I got tired of watching you get hit,” I add shakily as I feel a tear run down my face. “I was drunk and confused, trying to keep up with what was happening around me. I yelled at you to stop, but you wouldn’t.” I shake my head, looking at the floor. “Then, when you did stop, he came at you from behind and it was my fault you got punched in the face. I saw blood running from your mouth and I wanted to help you.
“Yes, I agree that trying to step in was stupid, but I was afraid for you. I didn’t want him to hurt you.” I take a deep breath, and it makes me cry because of the pain in my side. “I knew I wouldn’t be able to do much,” I take in another shallow breath. “But I couldn’t just sit back and watch him hit you.”
I rub my crossed hands up and down my sides. “I wasn’t going to leave you,” I whisper. “I’m sorry. This all started because of me. It was my fault, but I’m not the type of person that could just leave you there.” A sob rips through my throat and I can’t hold it back. I back up until I hit the wall in the hallway and slide down it, bending my knees to my chest. The position actually helps with the pain in my side. I put my forehead to my knees and cry like a child.
The only sound in the house is my cries. I feel on the verge of hysterics, so I take a few breaths to try to calm down. I know he’s still standing there, watching me cry my eyes out, but I can’t hold the tears back. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. My emotions are going every which way. I just couldn’t sit back and do nothing. Couldn’t he understand that?
I’m still trying to calm myself down when Slade’s phone rings.
“Hello?” he snaps. I refuse to look up at him. “No, she didn’t tell me.” A new wave of pain runs through my body as I stiffens, knowing Holly or Josh just ratted me out about hitting my side. “Yeah, I’ll make sure to take a look at it. Thanks for telling me. And Josh...” there’s a pause, “thanks.”
I just sit there, hiding my head. I don’t want to be yelled at anymore for something I thought was the right thing to do. I need to quit crying like a baby and pull myself together. My dad always told me to fight for what I knew was right and I know, no matter how small or weak I am, that trying to help Slade was the right thing to do.
I’m done apologizing for it!
 



 

 
 

 
What the fuck was she thinking? What the fuck was I thinking?
I throw my phone on the bed. I am so fucking pissed that I can’t think straight. I have never hated myself as much as I do right now. I could have lost her tonight. Matt could have killed her, all because I got in his face and pissed him off. All because I let my mouth and my temper get the best of me.
I watch Angel cry while she sits on the floor. Then I turn to look at the hole in the door. Fuck! Now she’s probably scared to death of me. That’s just fucking fantastic. I spin around and head to my bathroom. We both could use a shower.
I turn on the shower and stand there, thinking about what happened. I had never felt so terrified. Not for myself, but for her. I had felt a great sense of pride when she punched Matt in the face. I thought he was going to hurt her; I never imagined she would stand up to him, she was pretty much welcoming him in to do just that.
I hated hearing her screaming my name when Josh was carrying her out. It tore me apart, but I needed her to get somewhere safe.
I need to talk to her; let her know I’m not mad at her. I’m mad at myself for heading outside where I knew she was. When I saw her kicking and screaming, saying she didn’t want to leave me, I just had to let her know I was okay. Fuck, that was stupid! I should have never told Josh to put her down, but I just had to see she was alright. Instead, she ended up injured when Matt took us both to the ground.
I take a deep breath to tone down my anger, and go get her. It makes my chest ache to see her upset, especially knowing I’m the one responsible.
“I’m sorry.” I say as I look down at her. I’m still pissed, but I need her to understand I’m pissed at myself, not her. “Angel?” She doesn’t respond. “Angel, come on. Get up. Let me help get you cleaned up in the shower.”
She shakes her head lightly. “I just want to go home,” she mumbles into her legs.
“I know you’re hurting. Please, let me take a look at you.” I hear another sob and I bend down to kneel in front of her. I reach out and grab her arms, thinking maybe she needs help standing, but she jerks away with a cry of pain. “Sorry,” I whisper.
I wish I could take it away. I hate that she is hurting and won’t let me help her. How could I have let this happen? How could I have put her in this situation?
She stands slowly, not looking at me. I don’t know if she’s scared of me now, or just mad at me. I don’t blame her if it is both.
“Angel, at least talk to me. What hurts?” I ask as she walks past me.
“Oh, now you want to talk?” she screams as she turns to face me. “How dare you talk to me like that! I’m done apologizing for trying to help your ass out.”
“Angel, I—”
She sobs again, cutting me off as her anger fades away. “Just stop, Slade.” she says as she cries, shaking her head. “Please, just leave me alone.”
I stand back, giving her some room. Her face is red and wet from the tears running down her face. I go to reach my hand out to her; I want to pull her into my chest and hold her to prove to myself she’s ok, but she turns and heads into the bathroom.
I decide giving her space is probably the best thing for her right now. I did just scream at her and punch a hole in the door fifteen minutes ago. I sit on the edge of the bed. Fuck, how did this night get so bad in a matter of minutes? I run a hand through my hair. I listen closely, but don’t hear her crying anymore. Actually, all I can hear is the shower. I stand up to go check on her.
“Angel?” I say lightly. She is standing in front of the shower with her back to me, still dressed.
“If you’re going to scream at me, you can just forget it. I don’t want to listen to anything you have to say.” She keeps her back to me, but she didn’t raise her voice.
“I’m sorry for screaming at you. Look, you scared the shit out of me. You said you were worried about me? Well, I was terrified.” I sigh “Terrified something was going to happen to you. You have to understand. I’ve never known that kind of fear before. I admit I was wrong for screaming at you, but I was just so terrified you were going to get hurt. Then I saw you punch Matt, and I was proud that you had the courage to do it, no matter how dumb it was of you. But when I saw you lying on the ground outside…I couldn’t keep my anger in anymore.”
She still has her back to me, so I walk up to her, put my hands on her shoulders, and slowly turn her around. Her heartbreaking look has vanished, replaced by a look that says she’d rather I be dead than talking to her. Her mouth is set in a hard line and her eyes look dark as they bore into mine. I reach up and rub what’s left of the tears and mascara off of her face.
“I was so worried about your safety. I was never mad at you. I was mad at myself.” I cup her cheek in my palm. “I just found you, Angel. I was afraid that I was already going to lose you.”
Her face relaxes as she pushes her body to mine and hugs me. I feel instant relief. I hug her back gently, not wanting to hurt her. This night could have ended very differently. I’m just glad she is safe in my arms.
“I’m so sorry for yelling at you and punching the door. So very sorry, Angel.” I kiss her hair gently, then pull her away from me and look in her green eyes. “You know I would never hurt you, right?” I feel the need to say that again before she can answer. “I would never hurt you, Angel. Never. I was just so mad, and I wanted to hit Matt all over again.”
“I know you wouldn’t,” she says as her green eyes look into mine.
I let out a long breath. “Promise me that if something like that ever happens again you’ll run?”
She nods her head.
“No, say it.”
“I will run to get help.”
I pull her back to me, knowing she will never run. She’s a fighter, and I can’t change that. She may look small, and feel small when I hold her in my arms, but she is very brave and strong. And as much as I was scared, I also love that’s she’s not afraid to stand up to someone.
“Come on, let’s get you out of these clothes. I want to see where you hit your side.” She nods and pulls away from me. I begin unbuttoning her shirt without waiting for her permission. I keep my eyes on hers as I undo all the buttons, then I put my hands on her shoulders and slowly slide her shirt down her arms. I catch sight of bruises on her arms, and I feel all the air leave my lungs as if someone just punched me.
“How did you get these?” I ask in disbelief. I run my fingers lightly over them; they are a deep red color in the shape of finger prints. They are located just below her shoulders, an odd place to have bruises if you ask me. Maybe I gave them to her when we were pushed down.
“Matt” she whispered.
“What? That can’t be right.” I shake my head.
“Before you tackled him in the hallway. When he pushed me up against the wall,” she whispers.
My anger comes back full force. My jaw is clenched so tight it makes my teeth ache. That fucking bastard is D.E.A.D.
“I’m sorry,” she says softly.
I place her face in my palms as a single tear falls down her cheek. “Don’t be sorry, Angel.” I shake my head. “None of this was your fault. Turn around.” As she turns, I see a bruise has already formed on the right side of her back. It’s also a deep red color that runs diagonal across her side onto her back. “Is this where you hit the concrete barrier?”
“I guess. I didn’t see what I hit.”
Other than those three bruises, her upper body doesn’t look too bad. “Come on, let’s get your pants off.” She turns back to face me, and allows me to undo her pants. I gently slide them down her legs; she has scratches and dried blood all the way down to her ankles. “I’m so sorry.” I can’t tell her enough how sorry I am.
“It’s not your fault. Plus, I look pretty good compared to you.” She gives me a small smile that I can’t help but return.
“How does your hand feel?” I gently take her right hand in mine and examine it.
“It feels fine.” She opens and closes it a few times for me.
“Angel, you don’t have to lie to me. If you hurt it, I want you to tell me.”
“Honestly, my hand doesn’t hurt. It actually hurts the least.” She stares down at her hand. I know her side is giving her the most discomfort. She doesn’t have to say it; I can tell by the way she is holding herself. “The water is probably getting cold. Why don’t you go ahead and get in? I’ll be right behind you.” I kiss her forehead and open the shower door before she can argue.
I walk out of the bathroom and see the pieces of wood from the door on the floor. I look to the hole then back to the floor.
Fuck.
I want to hit it again. What the fuck was I thinking? I ball my fists up at my sides, ignoring the pain.
I take a deep breath as I step back in the bathroom. I see her bra and panties lying on the floor outside the shower door, and with shaky hands I get undressed. I’m not nervous about seeing her naked, but I’m nervous how I will react when I see her bruised body. I don’t know if I can take it.
I step in the shower and she has her head under the water, facing me. When I shut the door, she opens her eyes and walks over to me. Before she can get too close, I grab a hold of her hands and hold her arms out, looking over her body. Now that the water has washed away the blood and dirt, I curse softly. She is covered in bruises, the worst of which are on her thighs and knees.
“I’m okay. A little sore, but it’s not too bad.”
“Maybe I should take you to the hospital.” What if she has internal injuries?
She shakes her head. “I’m fine. I just want to clean up and go to bed. When I get out, I’ll take some Tylenol. I’ll be okay.”
I want to argue with her. She is going to feel like shit tomorrow, and her body will be stiff and sore as hell, but we have fought enough already tonight. I’ll let it go. I hold her for a few minutes just letting the shower head soak our bodies. I look down and see dirt and blood flowing down the drain.
I need to get cleaned off and out of here before I lose my mind!
“Come on, let’s get cleaned up.” She nods and turns to face the shower head.
“Was that your first time hitting someone?’’ I ask as I begin to wash her back.
“No...” she answers cautiously.
“What?” I say in a high pitch voice. “What other times have you hit someone?” I pick some gravel out of her shoulder.
“My dad taught me to fight at a young age. Said every girl should know how to protect herself. I don’t start fights, but that doesn’t mean I back down when one presents itself.”
I turn her around to face me, and place my hand on her hips. “I don’t care how many fights you’ve been in, or how well your dad taught you to fight. Next time you run.”
She stares at me for a few seconds before she finally nods, but her eyes are telling me she is lying. God help me, this women is going to be the death of me!
We finish up in the shower and get out. I hand her a towel so she can dry off as I go and grab her one of my t-shirts. I need her to get dressed as soon as possible because every time I look at her, my anger rises. Not towards her, but towards Matt.
“Are you allergic to any medications?”
“No.” she shakes her head slowly. I walk out of the bathroom and go to my nightstand to get the pills she will need for her pain. I run to the kitchen to grab her a bottle of water. “Here, take this. It will help with the pain.” I hand her the pills and water. She takes them without any questions.
I unwrap the towel from my waist, throwing on a pair of boxers. I finish up in the bathroom and crawl in bed, snuggling in beside her. She is already asleep, so I pull her gently into me and kiss my angel good night. I close my eyes and smile, knowing she is safe here with me.
She screams out my name, but I can’t get to her fast enough. My hands are clammy and my heart is racing. I’m scared and angry at the same time. I can see the horror in her big green eyes and the tears run down her face. Matt has her by the arms as he shakes her. She struggles to pull away, kicking and screaming. He lets go of her, shoving her to the ground. She lands facing down on the concrete, she tries to crawl away from him, but she’s not fast enough. He comes to stand over her and pulls her up by her hair as she screams out in pain. He pushes her up against the wall, and start yelling in her face…
I sit straight up in bed, covered in sweat and trying to get my breathing under control. I look around frantically for a moment until I realize I’m in my bedroom and Angel is sleeping like a baby next to me. I get my racing heart to slow and my breathing back to normal as I lay down next to her.
“Just a dream.” I whisper laying down, rubbing my hands over my eyes. Fuck, where the hell was I? Why wasn’t I helping her? I place my hand on my chest and feel my heart pounding so hard my chest feels tight and it’s soaked from sweat.
I shove the covers off and get out of bed walking to the bathroom. I turn on the sink and start throwing water on my face. It doesn’t help, it’s not helping cool me down. Placing my hands on the counter top I look up at myself as water runs down my face.
Matt had told me he was going to make her pay for hitting him. Once Josh had taken her out the exit, he started screaming all the things he was going to do to her. He got a few hits in on me as I had been looking at Holly. She was terrified as she stood there wide-eyed at Matt’s words. I yelled for her to leave and to get Angel to a safe place.
I look down and fist my hand that I had punched him with. That fucker deserved a lot more than what he got. I close my eyes taking a few deep breaths. It’s all over. I rinse off my face one more time and then dry it off. I walk out of the bathroom and crawl in next to Angel. I let my eyes wander over her body. When we were in the shower earlier, all I could do was try to tone down my anger every time I looked at a bruise or scratch. Now my body wants her. She is lying on her left side, facing me. Her left arm is stretched out under her pillow, her right arm is lying out in front of her, with her hair wild on her pillow.
She’s wearing one of my t-shirts. I let out a moan, knowing she’s naked underneath it. I scoot closer to her. As I reach out my left hand, lightly laying it on her thigh, I slowly let it wander up her smooth leg, cupping her tight firm ass. I continue upward to her hip, then let my hand wander to over her flat stomach. Fuck, I want her so bad right now. I pull my hand away because I know it’s not going to happen. Her body needs time to heal.
I lay back down on my back. My body doesn’t feel nearly as bad as I thought it would. My jaw is sore, along with my hand, but other than that I feel pretty good. Matt was drunk and his moves were sluggish, so even when he did make contact, they were not as hard as they could have been. Angel’s little body definitely got the worse part of the deal.
The ringing of my phone gets my attention. I look over at it on my nightstand to see its Josh. I unplug it, and get out of bed to head to the hallway, not wanting to wake Angel.
“Hello,” I answer once I’m in the hall.
“Hey, man. I just wanted to call and see how you and Sam were feeling.”
“I don’t feel too bad and Angel is asleep. I gave her one of my muscle relaxers that I had from last New Year’s. It will help her with her soreness once she wakes up.” We had all went on a skiing trip last year, I had ended up hurting my back on the slopes. I’m not one for medications, so I had only taken one of them.
“Is she that hurt? I’m so sorry. I was on my way to grab her when she first yelled for you to stop, but Matt’s other friend came out of the restroom. After I hit him a few times he took off, but by then she had already jumped in and hit Matt. I don’t know what the fuck she was thinking,” he growls.
“I know. I saw some of what was going on. It’s okay. It’s not your fault. Thanks for helping me with her.” I lean on the wall, placing my head against it. “I don’t know what I would have done if she’d been badly hurt.”
“How bad is it?” he asked hesitantly like he’s afraid of the answer.
“She has bruises on both arms where he grabbed her as he shoved her against the wall outside the bathroom. She also has a bruise on her side, and smaller ones with scratches on her legs from her fall. I’m going to kill him,” I say with a clenched jaw
“Fuck! I’m sorry, Slade.”
“Hey, it’s not your fault,” I try to reassure him.
“I’m still sorry. I wish I could have done more,” he says sincerely. “Well, I don’t want to keep you. I just wanted to check on you guys. Call me if you need anything.”
“Thanks. You too, Josh.” I hang up, then go back to bed to cuddle up to a still sleeping Angel. I can’t go back to sleep. I don’t even want to close my eyes. I face her, placing my hand on her face and just stare over her beautiful features, thinking how lucky I am that she is here with me.
 
 

 
As I open my eyes, I notice it’s very dark in the bedroom. How long have I been out? I go to stretch my body and flinch. Every part of my body hurts. Not like sharp pain kind of hurt, just extremely sore.
“Are you ok?’’
Slade is propped up on one arm, laying on his side and looking at me. He is wearing a white t-shirt and a pair of basketball shorts. I decide he looks pretty good as I let my eyes wander his face and arms. He has a light bruise on his jaw and a small cut on his lip and left eyebrow, but other than that I can’t see much damage.
“I’m sore.” My voice sounds real scratchy and my throat is real dry. I clear my throat. “Everything feels heavy and sluggish.”
“I gave you a muscle relaxer last night. It will help with the soreness. That’s what is making your limbs feel heavy. I’ll be right back.” He gets out of bed and walks out of the room, rather fast for someone who was just in a fight if you ask me.
I wish I felt that good.
I think back to our shower last night. It was the first time I had seen him completely shirtless and, well, naked. I couldn’t take my eyes off of the star tattoo on his chest. I remember my mouth had watered as I looked at his muscular body from head to toe, and it had knocked the wind out of me all over again. He wasn’t thinking of me the same way, though. He had a scowl on his face every time he looked at me.
Slade enters the room carrying a tray with toast covered in jelly and some orange juice. “Here, you need to eat something. It will help.”
“You made me breakfast?” I smile and put my hands flat on the bed as I try to sit myself up. Everything in the room starts to sway back and forth and I feel lightheaded like I may faint. I give up and let my body fall down onto the mattress.
“You okay?” He lays the tray at the end of the bed and rushes over to me.
“Yeah. I just got real dizzy.” I close my eyes.
“The muscle relaxers can do that. Here, let me help you.” He places his arms between me and the bed and lifts me up, placing my back against the headboard.
“Are you ok?” he repeats as he pushes hair off my face.
“Yeah. It feels better to sit up, actually.” He nods his head in understanding and places the tray over my lap.
“You’re not hungry?” I ask as he sits down beside me.
“No. I’ve been up for a while. I ate earlier.”
I take a bite of my toast as he reaches over and grabs something out of his nightstand. “Take this,” he says as hands me a pill.
I give him a questioning look. “Is that what I think it is?” It looks like the muscle relaxer he gave me last night.
“Yes. You need to take it. It will make you sleepy, though, and when you wake up you may feel light headed again, but it will pass. You will feel better by tomorrow.” He leans over and kisses my forehead as I take the pill from his hand.
“Okay.” I pop it in my mouth and rinse it down with a drink of juice. “You look like you feel good.” I say through a mouth full of toast. I didn’t realize how hungry I was until now.
He chuckles. “Yeah, I feel all right.”
“Have you talked to Josh or Micah this morning?” I shove another piece of toast in my mouth.
“Yes. Josh called earlier this morning. He’s good. Micah called a couple hours ago. He said he has a few bruises, and his hand hurts, but other than that he’s fine.”
“You guys were lucky,” I say to my plate.
He wraps his fingers under my chin, pulling my head up to face him. “You were lucky.” He bends down slowly as his baby blue eyes search mine. I push myself up to meet him. It was soft, just our lips touching, and I open my mouth a bit to let him know he can give me more. He doesn’t hesitate as his tongue enters my mouth softly, slowly exploring as his hand moves from my chin to cup my cheek. He continues kissing me as I feel him shift his body on the bed to get closer to me. He pulls away, and moves the tray out from in front of me, then returns to me. His lips make contact with mine, and he kisses me harder. I place my hand on his sweatpants and feel his erection.
“No.” He pulls back. “We can’t. You need your rest.” Before I can say anything, he picks up the tray at the end of the bed and walks out, turning the light off behind him.
What the hell was that about? He is confusing the hell out of me!
I don’t get much time to think about how odd that situation was because within minutes I’m snuggling under the covers and falling asleep.
 

 
The next time I wake up, it is bright in the room. I sit up and realize that it is a lot easier. I feel a bit heavy, but not nearly as sore.
I push the covers back, and slide my legs off the bed. I don’t know if I’m going to be able to walk. They feel like jelly! As I stand up slowly, the room starts to spin, so I place my hand back on the bed to keep myself standing up. Damn. What kind of muscle relaxers are these?
I make my way slowly to the bathroom to brush my teeth. It is hard work and took a lot of effort. Once I’m done, I brush my hair, then start to search for Slade. As I’m walking down the hallway, I hear him talking on his phone. His office door is open, so I lean my body against his door frame to help hold myself up.
He has his back to me as he shuffles through some papers. He has a light gray shirt on that fits him like a glove, pulling along his broad shoulders and muscular arms, and a pair of black shorts. His hair is damp and messy and he looks mouthwatering good. I just want to take him back to bed!
He turns around and our eyes lock. He doesn’t look surprised to see me, and as he talks on the phone, his eyes look me up and down. The heat that comes off of them makes me squirm.
“Okay, email me the documents and I’ll look it over.” He pauses. “Absolutely. Have a great day.” He hangs up and sits his phone on his desk. He comes to stand in front of me, never taking those beautiful blue eyes off of mine.
He bends down and gives me a sweet long kiss. “Good morning.”
“Good morning. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bother you.”
“No, you’re fine.” He looks down at me. “How do you feel? You look like you feel better.” His eyes roam my face and my arms as I nod. “What’s wrong, Angel?”
“Nothing. I feel fine,” I lie. I don’t feel fine, and I’m having a hard time staying upright.
He continues to stare at my arms as an awkward silence fills the room.
“Well, I’m going to get out of your way.” I turn slowly, hoping I don’t fall over from dizziness. I would hate to fall flat on my face in front of him, especially since I’m only wearing his t-shirt. I walk out of his office, heading back to his bathroom to start packing up my stuff.
How the hell am I going to get home?
“Why are you packing your stuff?” He leans up against the countertop and crosses his arms over that glorious chest, as I start packing my stuff into my purse.
I have to take a deep breath, when I look up at his face. The messy hair and baby blue eyes do funny things to my body. “Because I figured you would take me home sometime today.” I look down and place my hair brush in my bag.
“You want to go home?” He tilts his head at me while his baby blue eyes looks down at my things.
“Uh, well I figured you’d want me to go home.” Am I missing something?
He pushes off the sink and comes up to me, placing his hands on my hips and looking deep into my eyes. “I want you to stay. Stay with me.” God, those blue eyes make me go weak at the knees.
“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” I shake my head. “Plus, my car isn’t here.”
“Look...I want to tell you something.” He lifts me gently from the hips, careful not to touch my side, and places me on top of the counter. Putting both hands on either side of my body, he bends over to look in my eyes.
“I want you to stay,” he repeats. “I’ve never done this before, so I don’t know how all this works. I just know I want you here with me. I want you to stay here as often as you want to, even if that’s every night.” He softly pushes some hair behind my ears. “I know you’re probably worried and want to be cautious, but I’m being honest. I would never lie to you, Angel. Never! I only want you.”
I shake my head. “You’ve already lied to me, Slade. How do I know you won’t do it again?” I whisper, looking down at the floor. He had lied to me about Jax and Bridgette, but can I really hold that against him? What would I have done if I had been in that situation? Would I have told someone I didn’t know that their boyfriend was cheating on them over the phone?
He places a hand under my chin, and pulls my face to look up at him. “I’m sorry for that, Angel. I never meant to hurt you, or for you to get hurt. I will never lie to you again.” He straightens himself up and takes both of my hands gently in his. “I know I don’t have a clue of what I’m doing here, and you deserve someone who does, but I want to be that person. I want to try for you. You make me want to be someone better. I want to have a relationship with you, Angel. Please give me that chance, and tell me you want that too.”
Are we ready for a relationship? I mean, Jax and I took our time becoming friends first before we took the step for a relationship. Yeah, but look at how that turned out. Would this relationship end differently? Yes. It would. I already know I would be much more heart broken when it ends with Slade. The way he looks at me, as if I’m something special. The way he is always having to touch my face or tangle his hands in my hair. The way he speaks to me, rather it’s soft and sweet or vulgar and demanding. The man holds the power to bring me to my knees as I beg for more, and that’s just what he offered me. More. I would be dumb not to take it, even if I know the outcome is a broken heart.
“Okay,” I whisper.
He smiles that breathtaking smile that reaches his eyes, brings my hands to his mouth, and kisses them as he still holds them in his hands, then he releases them, bringing his hands to my face as he kisses me softly. So softly that my heart melts. I place my hands on both his forearms while his hands are still on my face.
“You make me so happy, Angel. So happy.” He kisses me again, showing me just how happy I make him. He pulls away, eyeing me carefully. “I’m working from home today because I want to take care of you. I need to be here. With you.”
“What?” I look up at him. “You didn’t have to do that. You could have just taken me home.”
“What kind of boyfriend would I be if I took you home when you needed me?” He smiles a slow sexy smile. My heart rate picked up when he mentioned boyfriend. Wow! This infamous playboy is all mine!
Well, for right now anyway.
“I do have to get some work done today.” He leaves the bathroom for a second and returns, reaching out his hand with a pill in it. “Take this.”
“I don’t need that. I feel much better already.”
“That’s why you need to take it. You may feel better, but you’re not completely healed. You’ll start doing too much too soon.”
“I don’t like the way it makes me feel,” I whine.
“Take it.” His eyes get hard and his jaw clenches. It’s pointless to argue with him. I just take it from his hand and swallow it. “Good girl.” He kisses me on the forehead before he heads back to his office.
The rest of the day goes by in a blur. I lay on the couch in his media room watching T.V. and falling in and out of sleep while Slade works in his office. I wake feeling groggy and disoriented as Slade carries me to the bedroom. I snuggle closer to him. “What time is it?” I whisper.
“A little past nine.” He lays me down on his bed. “I’m going to work from home tomorrow and Wednesday. I don’t have to be in the office until Thursday. Okay?” He cups my cheek in his hand as I lay down looking up at him through heavy eyes.
“Okay.” I’m so tired, I’m not going to argue. I roll over and fall asleep as I hear Slade go to his bathroom.
 

 
The next morning, I wake up to Slade lying in bed with me. As I open my eyes, I drink in the sight of him. He’s wearing a white wife beater tank with gray sweatpants. He’s lying down with two pillows propped up under his head. He’s got his fingers laced together behind his head, causing the muscles in his arm to bulge out. His legs are crossed at the ankle and he’s barefoot. I follow where he is looking to see that he has the TV on ESPN, but the volume is muted.
“You can turn the volume up,” I rasp out.
He turns his head to look at me as a smile forms on his face. “I didn’t want to wake you,” He says softly.
“You’re fine.”
“Here” He reaches over to his nightstand, producing a bottle of water for me. I greedily take a drink and hand it back to him.
“Thanks.”
He takes a drink himself then places the drink on the nightstand, then lays back down. He pulls me over to him. I lay in the crook of his arm, placing my head and hand on his chest. I listen to his slow and steady heartbeat.
“I thought you had to work today?” I look up at him.
“I worked most of last night while you slept.” I nod my head, then lay it back down on his chest. “I got a phone call today from Officer Kent. He said that they found Matt had some priors in Louisiana for an assault against an officer, so he’s going away for quite a while.”
“That’s good.” Stupid bastard. If I see him hitting Slade again, I’ll kick him in the balls.
“I thought so.” His right arm pulls me in tighter as his fingers rub little circles on my arm. I lay there with him, watching ESPN as the silence fills the room. It’s not uncomfortable, though. I could lay like this forever. I sigh and close my eyes.
“Angel?”
“Yes?” I keep my eyes closed.
“Can I ask you a question?” He asks cautiously.
“Sure,” I say slowly.
I feel his hand sweep the hair off the back of my neck, and his fingers lightly brush over my tattoo. I swallow, knowing what the question is going to be.
“Will you tell me about your tattoo for your dad?” he asks quietly.
I take in a deep breath and slowly release it before I speak. “I got it the week after he passed. I was so heartbroken. Everyone kept saying it would get better with time that the hurt would go away, but I didn’t want it to. I didn’t want to forget about him. I guess in my own little twisted way, I felt I needed to brand myself with ink to remind myself of what I had lost. I wanted something to visualize what I was going through, so I got half of a hollow heart because a piece of me had died.”
Slade is quiet for a moment. “I’ve been thinking about your dad ever since you told me he taught you how to fight. And I was wondering…why did you sell your dad’s company and go off to college instead of running it?”
He sounds this like this has been bugging him. I don’t like to talk much about my past. One parent is dead, and the other acts like I’m dead. What else is there to say? I guess we have to have these conversations, though. We are a couple now.
I lay there with my eyes closed, thinking I shouldn’t keep anything from him. He is my boyfriend, and I want him to know he can tell me anything if he needs to.
I open my eyes, but don’t move. “My dad left me letters. Letters concerning the company. They explained to me that he didn’t want to hold me back in life by me running it. He wanted me to sell it and go to college to become whatever I wanted.
“At first, I wasn’t going to sell it. I thought about keeping it. That company meant the world to him. It felt bad to give it away. I don’t know. I think if I would have kept it, maybe my mom would have never quit talking to me. She never came out and said it, but I think that’s what made her the maddest, that I sold it. Like I just threw it away.”
“When exactly did she stop talking to you?”
“She started acting weird a couple of months before dad had died, but it wasn’t until a few months after, when we got in a huge fight that changed everything.
I was in the kitchen making a sandwich when she came barging through the front door. I could tell she had been crying, but she seemed to be more mad than sad. She came in the kitchen, yelling about how my dad shouldn’t have left it to me, a child. She just could not grasp the concept of him giving it to me.
“I said some horrible things.” I sigh. “Asked her why not me? Who else would he leave it to? Her? It wasn’t like he owed her anything. I called her a bitch along with a few other choice words. I told her I was selling it, and that I was going to go out of state for college. That I didn’t want to be around her anymore.” I shake my head lightly. “I’ll never forget the hurt in her eyes when I said that. She just nodded her head, and said that was for the best, and walked out the front door. We didn’t speak after that.
“Towards the end of my school year, I was having second thoughts. I didn’t want to leave her. No matter how mad we were at one another, she was still my mom. You only have one mom. I was going to tell her I was sorry at graduation, but she never came. I was so mad at her. How could she be so mad at me over a situation I had no control over? Like I asked for my dad to die?” I angrily brush a tear off my face. “I went out after graduation and got trashed with Courtney. The next day I went home, she wasn’t there, so I packed a bag and took off for Texas.”
“It must have been hard, being somewhere new not knowing anyone.” He runs his fingers through my hair.
“It was hard,” I nod against his chest. “I was terrified. There wasn’t a day that went by where I didn’t want to call her and beg her to forgive me...to love me again. I finally broke down and called her...she didn’t answer. I left her a message, telling her I was sorry and that I loved her. She never called back. I thought if I sent her money that maybe that would help her feelings towards me, so I sent her a check. It became a habit. Calling her every month and sending a check, but it hasn’t changed a thing,” I say sadly.
He removes his arm from me as I lay down on the bed. My eyes are still closed, but I feel his weight shift and his hands on either side of my face.
“Open your eyes, Angel.” I open them and my vision is blurry from the tears filling up my eyes. They slowly run out the side of my eyes on to my cheeks, before Slade brushes them away.
“You mean you still call her every month, along with the check you send her?” His eyes are hard, and his jaw is clenched. I nod. “She just disowned you? All over what? Some money!”
“A lot of money,” I whisper.
“How much money could you possibly have gotten for her to just let you go?” he asks sarcastically.
“12 million dollars,” I whisper.
He frowns as he shakes his head. “I’m so sorry, Angel. No amount of money is worth losing you.”
I keep my face blank. I feel a little shocked that he didn’t react to my money. I’ve always tried to keep how much I had got a secret. People tend to treat you differently when they find out you have money.
He leans down and gives me a sweet kiss. “You need some rest, Angel.” He pulls away and reaches in his nightstand. “Take this.”
“Slade, I don’t need that.” How many times is he going to give me these freaking pills?
“It wasn’t a question.” I stare up at it. “Take it,” he demands.
I snatch it from his hand as he reaches over grabbing the bottle of water off his night stand handing it to me. After I swallow the pill, he kisses my forehead.
“Get some rest, Angel.” He lays down next to me, pulling me underneath his arm as I cuddle up to his side.
I could never get enough of being in his arms.
 



 

 
 

 
As I stare at the muted TV, all I can think about is Angel cuddled up next to me. No wonder she is so strong. She had to be. Someone weak would have been broken in two. What kind of parent just quits talking to their child? She had just lost her father, for fuck’s sake. She needed her mother more then she probably ever had.
I look over at Angel and notice she has fallen fast asleep. I know she is feeling better, but I just don’t want her up and around doing too much. With a sigh, I relax into the bed and close my eyes, not waking until I hear the doorbell. I lift my head and move out from underneath Angel gently so I can answer the door.
I open the door and there is a delivery man standing there.
“Hi, I’m delivering a door for...Mr. Long.” He looks down at his clipboard.
“That’s me.”
“Okay, where at in the house is it going?” He turns and signals someone to bring the door in.
“I was wondering, can you just leave the door? I would like to install it myself.” The guys raises his brows, and for a few seconds he just stands there, looking at me. Finally, he nods his head.
“Yeah...you can do that.” He doesn’t sound very sure, though.
“Thanks.” I sign my name and hand him the clipboard.
I don’t want them in the bedroom while Angel is asleep, and since I gave her that pill she will be sleeping most of the day and through tonight. They bring the door into the entry way and lean it up against the wall before leaving. As I shut the front door, I hear my phone ringing back in the bedroom. Shit, who could that be? I take off in a mad dash to get it before it wakes Angel up.
“Hey what’s up?” I say when I see Josh’s name on the caller ID.
“Not much. I called your work and they said you were working from home today and tomorrow. Everything ok?”
“Yeah, I just didn’t want to leave Angel. She says she’s better, but I think she needs a couple of days doing nothing but resting.”
“Yeah, you’re probably right.”
“Are you at work?” I sit down on my brown leather couch in the living room.
“No, I’m grabbing a burger. You want me to grab you something and bring it to you?”
“I’m not very hungry and Angel is asleep. I’m in the living room. My new bedroom door was delivered when you were calling.” I pick up the remote and turn on the TV.
I had filled him in on my outburst and the entire door incident, yesterday when he called. I was working and Angel was sleeping in the media room. He wasn’t surprised. He and I were once in a fight at a party before I had left for college. Me and the man I was fighting both went through a door. The guy had thought I fucked his girlfriend. Turned out I had fucked her twin sister, who the guy was also fucking. That was quite a drama filled party. “You had your door delivered?” He laughs. “Do I even want to know why you didn’t just go and get it like any other man?” He laughs again.
“For your information...” I laugh at myself, “I didn’t want to leave Angel here alone, but I wanted to get it fixed as soon as possible.”
“I still can’t believe you punched that door.” He chuckles. Glad he finds it funny. “Are they installing it right now?’’
“Nope. I wouldn’t let them. I can do it myself.” I lie back on the couch and put my feet up on the coffee table.
“Okay. I will come over and help you put it up. I’ll be there in about twenty minutes.”
“Thanks. See you then.” I hang up and click through the channels, but my mind wanders to Angel. A smile forms on my face, she is all mine. She belongs to me and no one else. It makes me happy knowing I’m the only one to kiss her, touch her. To have her sexually. I can’t wait until she is healed and I can take her the way I have been craving. She brings out an animal in me that craves to dominate her. I sigh as I lean my head back and close my eyes.
“You okay, Slade?”
I really need to start locking my door. I open my eyes to Josh standing in my living room with a sack of food in one hand, and a twenty four pack in the other.
I look at my watch. “Twenty minutes, huh?” Have I really been sitting here forty five minutes?
“Yeah, I took a detour and stopped for some beer.” He lifts up the twenty four pack of Bud Light. “And, being the nice friend that I am, I grabbed you a sandwich and some fries.” He smiles, holding up the other bag he’s carrying.
“Thanks. I’m actually hungry now.”
He sits down in the recliner next to the couch, and I take a good look at him. He actually looks okay today. I don’t see any marks or bruises on his face, and he looks like he showered and put clean clothes on. It’s not that he normally doesn’t, or that he has poor hygiene, but he’s just not been himself. He used to be the one in a serious relationship. We were partying buddies until he met his ex, and for a year he never wanted to go out or drink. We would still talk daily, but we didn’t hang out every day like we used to. His ex-hated me. Said I was a bad influence. Whatever. She was a bitch and a whore, so the hatred was mutual.
“How are you doing, Josh?”
“Not as good as you,” he jokes, handing me my sandwich and fries.
“I’m serious. I just want to make sure you’re doing alright.” His hand freezes midway to his mouth as it holds his burger.
“What?” I pick up a fry and toss it in my mouth.
“You! Are you going to give me relationship advice? Tell me that I need to find someone?” He lifts an eyebrow.
I shake my head. “I’m the last one to give relationship advice. I’m only a day into my first one.” We both laugh.
“So, it’s official? You two are together?” Josh asks through a bite of food.
“Yeah,” I nod while opening my beer.
He chuckles as he shakes his head.
“What?” I ask.
“Nothing, but you better not fuck it up. She may kick your ass.” He laughs.
I nod, knowing she would do just that. I wouldn’t do anything to fuck up what I have with Angel. She is someone special, and when you find something that special you don’t let it go. Ever!
“So, how is work going? You guys staying busy?” Josh and his dad own a chain of jewelry stores here in St. Louis.
“Yeah, the stores are doing really well. Dad said he wants to open one up in St. Charles. So I may be going there sometime next week to look at some spaces for sale.” He takes a drink of beer.
“That’s good. Did you not have to work today?” It seems he is always working. His dad has a hard time getting around with his arthritis, so Josh pretty much runs them himself.
He nods as he picks up his napkin to wipe off his hands. “Yeah, but I had to take Dad to a doctor’s appointment, I have to go back to work in a little bit.” He lays his napkin back down.
“How is he doing?” His dad is a pretty cool guy, but didn’t like me much when we were in high school. He thought I was a bad influence and partied too much. Of course, he didn’t say that until he had to come pick me, and a shit faced Josh up from a party one night when my parents were out of town.
“He has his good days and bad. He has more good, though.”
“Well that’s good to hear.” I sit my beer on the coffee table and sigh as I fall back into the couch.
“Slade, are you okay? You seem stressed.” I know he’s afraid I’m going to go postal and punch a few more doors. He’s been my best friend since we were three. We lived right next to him and his family, so he knows me well enough to know when I’m stressed out.
“Yeah. I’ve just got so much going on in my head.” I know Angel was apprehensive in saying yes to me. And I know that Jax played a part in that. He hurt her, but I would never do that to her. I hope she knows that.
“What’s going on? Is it anything I can help you with?” I smile as I look over at my best friend. His dark blue eyes are half covered by his dark hair falling in his face.
“No, but you can help me with that door. Just give me a second. Let me go check on Angel.” I stand up and go to the bedroom.
My heart has never felt so complete looking at someone sleeping in my bed. I sit down softly next to her sleeping body. I can’t hold back the urge I have to run the back of my knuckles over her cheek. I lean down and kiss her forehead. My lips linger a few extra seconds while I listen to her steady breathing. She is all mine.
I chuckle as I look at the covers pushed to the foot of the bed. She must not like them much because she always kicks hem off. I get up off the bed and reach down, picking up the comforter and sheets. I pull them up until they sit under her chin. I bend down and kiss her once last time.
“Let me go get my tools out of the garage real quick,” I call to Josh as I pass the living room heading for the garage. I grab my power drill and battery pack and head out of the garage.
“Need me to help you carry that door?” Josh asks.
“Here carry these.” I hand him the tools. I pick up the door, and he follows me down the hallway to the bedroom.
“That won’t wake her up?” He eyes the power tool in his hands.
I shake my head. “No, I can do it on a slow setting and she won’t hear a thing. Okay hold up the door while I get these screws in.” It doesn’t take us five minutes to get the new door up and working.
“I’m going to get out of here, man.”
“Okay. Thanks for bringing me lunch by and helping with the door.”
“Anytime. I need to get back to the store. I’ll call you later.”
“Sounds good.” I put my tools back in the garage and go to my office. I have some work I need to do as well. I sit down in my chair, and immediately hear Angel.
“Slade.”
I get up and hurry to my room. She is rolling around and kicking the covers off. “You okay, Angel? Do you need something?” I sit down beside her.
“No,” she whispers.
I brush the hair off her face; her eyes are still closed. “What is it, Angel?” I ask softly.
“I want you.” She reaches out her hand, trying to grab a hold of me. “I want you to lay down with me.”
I smile as I lay down, pulling her close to me side. “Okay, Angel.” I kiss her hair and run my hand up and down her back.
I’ll lay down for a few minutes, then get back to work. I don’t think she is even awake. I close my eyes and hold on to her tightly.
Just how I want it.
 
 

 
I wake up, and decide I need to get back to myself. My soreness is gone as I stretch out my legs and arms, feeling the pull in my muscles. It feels better than it did four days ago. My mouth is dry, and a feel of dizziness still lingers in my head.
I sit up cautiously, looking around for Slade. I don’t see him in the bedroom, so he must be in his office. I need to go take a shower and actually fix myself up today. I know it will help me feel better.
I quickly shower, and by the time I’m finished with my hair, I feel great.
“So, what do you want to do today?” Slade asks as he comes in and stands next to me as I’m putting on my makeup in his bathroom.
“I don’t care. What did you have in mind? Wait. I thought you had to work today?”
His phone rings. “Hold that thought.” He holds up a finger, then turns to get his phone.
I just finish applying my lipstick, when I hear him telling someone he will ask me. “Ask me what?” I walk to my bag that’s in his closet to get out my clothes. Thank goodness I had packed a few different things. I had only planned on staying one night with him.
“Josh wants to go to lunch.” He pulls the phone away from his ear to ask me privately, “Do you mind if we have lunch with him?”
“No, of course not.” I smile, then return to looking through my bag for something to wear.
“Yeah, that sounds good. What time? Okay, we will be there.”
Its creepy quiet in this closet now that’s he’s off the phone. I find the jeans I’m digging around for in my bag, then stand and turn around to find him standing right in front of me, scaring the crap out of me.
“Geez!” I put a hand over my racing heart. “You scared me.” I look up at him.
He smiles. “Thank you.” He leans down and gives me a peck on the lips.
“For what?” Because I didn’t slap him when he scared me? I laugh.
“I don’t know what’s so funny, but I love to hear you laugh. I was thanking you for saying you will go eat lunch with Josh.” He turns and starts picking out what he wants to wear.
Did he say love? I’m pretty sure my heart rate just doubled, but I’m going to ignore that. “I like him, he’s a nice guy. Well, I guess. I don’t know him all that well, but from what I do know he’s a good guy.” He discards the green polo shirt he was wearing and puts on a white linen t-shirt. I can’t help but stare at his sculptured abs and smooth chest.
“Yeah, Josh is a good guy. We’ve been friends since we were little kids. His fiancé left him a little over six months ago and he’s still trying to get over her.”
That must be terrible. I couldn’t imagine still pining over Jax. Guess I hadn’t really loved him after all. The more I think about him, the less I realize we had in common. He didn’t make me laugh like Slade does. He never made me feel pretty. And the man did not like football. I mean, come on. What man doesn’t like football?
I clap happily while smiling, having a great thought.
Slade stops what he’s doing, and turns to face me with a smirk on his face. “Why are you clapping?”
“Well, I have an idea that will make him a little bit happier.” I put each foot in a leg of my jeans and notice him watching me. I watch him swallow as his eyes glide up my legs as I wiggle into my jeans. I rock my hips from side to side slowly, and a little more than I needed to. For his benefit, of course. His eyes cloud over with lust at my actions.
“What?” he asks softly like he can’t find his voice.
I bite my lip to hide a smile as he shakes his head. He turns away from me and pulls on a pair of lightly faded blue jeans.
“The first Rams game is in three weeks. He should come to the game with us. He can even bring someone if he wants.” I bend over to grab my heels out of my bag, but Slade grabs me from behind and picks me up.
“What are you doing baby?” I ask laughing as he spins me around. It didn’t even hurt! Thank God, my body is back to normal. My bruises are still there, but fading away.
He puts me down and spins me around. “With us?” He cocks a dark eyebrow.
“Yeah...” I answer slowly “Did you not want to go? You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I just assumed you’d want to go with me.” I wanted to spend as much time with his as possible. I never stopped to think if he felt the same way.
“You think I would let you go without me? No way! Just so you know, I’m going to every game with you. And I’m paying you for all the tickets.” He lets go of me and turns to walk out of the closet.
“Oh no. I bought those tickets. I’m giving them to you.” I enter the bedroom and he’s not in there. Guess he thought that was the end of the discussion. Not quite! As I finish getting ready, he comes back.
“Come on. We’ve got to go, or we’ll will be late meeting Josh.”
As we enter the garage, I look over at the far end of his six car garage and notice a Chevy truck. It’s a black four door lifted Chevy with blacked out windows and monstrous tires and pretty chrome wheels. How did he even get that truck in this garage?
“Has that truck always been there?” I point to it as I stand by his car.
“Yes,” he chuckles softly. “It’s always been there. You’ve never seen it because you were either extremely drunk, or already passed out by the time we arrived.”
Hmm.
He helps me in his car. “Do you not drive it much? Every time I’ve seen you, you’ve been in your car.”
“I do every now and then.” He backs out of the garage, then reaches to his visor to close it. “Do you like trucks?” He slides a glance my way.
“I learned how to drive in a truck.” I smile, looking out the window. “My dad had a sixty nine fire engine red Chevy. He used to let me drive it around his property. I spent a lot of time in that truck.” I look up at the sky, thinking of how much I miss him. “Well, actually, I still have it.”
“What do you mean you still have it?” he asks slowly.
“He left me everything when he passed. The only thing I got rid of was his company. I still own his house and a couple of his cars. They are all back in Tulsa. I couldn’t get rid of it.”
I look over to Slade, and his eyes are on mine as we sit at a stop light. I know my dad would have loved him. They remind me a lot of one another in looks.
He’s still staring at me, and the light has turned green. “The light is green, Slade.” I nod my head to the road. He doesn’t say anything as he pushes on the gas. As we get out on the highway, his cell rings. He answers it through his Bluetooth.
“Hey, Micah,” he says in greeting. Micah always calls when we are in the car.
“Hey, Slade. Is Sam with you?”
“Yes, you’re on speaker if you want to talk to her. Go ahead.”
“Awesome! I actually want to talk to both of you.’’ He takes a deep breath “Will you two come to Mom and Dad’s tomorrow night for dinner?’’
Slade looks over to me for a quick second, giving me a curious look before returning his eyes to the road.
“Yes.” Slade says, turning on his blinker to change lanes.
“Great! Listen I want both of you there...” he takes a deep breath, “because I’m going to ask Holly to marry me tomorrow night at dinner.” He said it so fast that I almost missed what he said.
“That’s fantastic!” Slade says excitedly.
“Congratulations!” I can’t hold back my excitement.
“That is wonderful. I’m so happy for you guys. And thank you for wanting me to be there.” I can’t wait to see the look on Holly’s face when Micah proposes.
Slade slides me another look, only he has that breathtaking smile on his face this time; the one that makes my heart stop and my breath catch. I can’t help but stare a few extra seconds after he looks away from me to watch the road.
“Thanks. I’m so nervous she’s going to say no. I mean, what if it’s too fast? What if she thinks I’m rushing her? What if she gets mad and moves out on me? I can’t lose her. I love her so much.”
Slade and I both laugh.
“Micah, she is going to say yes. She loves you more than anything. And it’s not too fast. You guys have been together for three years,” I reassure him.
“Yeah, you’re right. See, this is why I need you there. And because you’re her best friend. I know she would much rather have you there, than have to call and explain everything afterwards.”
We all laugh.
“So true.” Slade looks over at me and grabs my hand, holding onto it as he rests them on the center console.
“Hey, Sam, Mom wanted me to ask you if you could make your triple chocolate caramel cake since its Holly’s favorite. If not, it’s ok,” he reassures me.
“Yes, it’s no problem.” My face is starting to hurt from smiling so wide.
“Okay, I’ll let you guys go. Call me later, Slade.” He hangs up.
Slade brings our hands up to his lips and kisses the back of my hand before setting them back down. “So you bake a mean chocolate cake, huh?” he asks, smiling.
“I’m not one to brag,” I laugh. “Yeah, I love to cook and bake. I’ll pretty much try to make anything.” I shrug my shoulders. “Not saying that it all turns out well, but I’ll give it a try.’’
“Lemon bars.”
“Huh?”
“Lemon bars. They are my favorite thing to eat.” He shrugs his shoulder. “In case you decide to make me something.” He looks over at me, smiling, and wiggles his eyebrows.
We pull into Dulany’s Grille & Pub. I’ve never been here, but have heard a lot about it. As we walk in, we see Josh already at a table, drinking a Bud Light and looking lost. My heart breaks for him. He looks up and plasters a fake smile on his face when he sees us.
“Hey guys. Hope I didn’t interrupt any plans today.”
“Nope,” I shake my head.
He turns to ask Slade if he wants a beer before he turns to ask me the same.
“No thanks,” I say before he turns his attention back over to Slade. I clear my throat to get their attention. “Josh, do you have any plans on the seventeenth of this month?”
“I don’t think so. Why? What’s up? Are you guys thinking a weekend trip to Vegas or something?” His eyes go wide like a little boy on Christmas morning. “You know you can’t just go for a weekend, though. You got to go for like four days. At least!”
Slade laughs. “No, although that does sound like fun. Hmmm. We will have to plan a trip. All of us to Vegas, even Holly and Micah.”
“Yeah, yeah! We could stay at—”
I don’t let Josh finish. “Okay, we are off topic here.” They both look at me and I smile. “Anyway, the seventeenth. Slade and I want you to come to the Rams game with us.”
Josh face lights up and that lost look is a distant memory. “Really?” His smile drops. “That’s a great offer, but I don’t want to be the third wheel. You guys go and enjoy the game. Alone. But together, ya know?”
“We want you to go. You can bring someone if you’d like?” I look away from Josh to look at Slade and he’s just staring at me. His head tilted to the side and it’s resting in his hand as his elbow is on the table. His beautiful blue eyes bore into mine while his lips are in a soft smile. Just staring, I get a warming feeling in my chest and have to look away.
“I don’t have anyone to bring,” he shakes his head lightly.
“How about this? I’ve wanted my best friend from Tulsa to come visit. How about she comes down and goes with us?” I hold up my hand. “I’m not trying to set you up or anything. Just four friends going to a game and drinking some beer. It will be fun. She’s loves football just as much as I do.” I give him a confident smile.
“Yeah, that sounds like fun.” He nods his head, and he looks like he’s trying to reassure himself.
“I’m just going to warn you two now...we girls can get pretty rowdy and loud. We scream and yell at the other team, throw food, cuss...we can be some crazy fans.” I shrug my shoulders, looking down at my menu. I keep my eyes on my menu as they stay quiet. I don’t want to look up to see Slade. I feel eyes staring at me.
I start to feel uncomfortable. Why is he staring at me? I’m trying to look over the menu, but I’m not seeing the words I’m looking at. I’m about to break and look up, when my phone rings. I dig it out of my purse and it’s Courtney. I swear she has ESP.
“I’m going to take this real quick. I’ll be right back.” I get up from the table, keeping my eyes on my phone. They still haven’t said anything to me, and I hope I didn’t say something wrong, or make Josh feel uncomfortable. That was not my intention.
I step outside and press answer.
 



 

 
 

 
“She’s amazing, isn’t she?”
Josh laughs and shakes his head.
“What?”
“I told you she was different.” He puts a hand on my shoulder, lightly shaking it. “And you, my friend, are falling in love with her, if you haven’t already.”
Is this love? Wanting to be with someone twenty-four seven? Fuck, if it was up to me she would never leave my house.
“Holly told me to be careful. What do you think she meant? That I’ll hurt her?”
Josh picks the label off his beer, and laughs. “No,” is all he says.
“Want to give me your opinion then?” I place my forearms flat on the table.
He looks up at me, no longer laughing. “She was telling you to be careful. We all knew you would fall for her.”
I raise an eyebrow.
“We never thought she would fall for you.”
I frown.
“I mean, Jax was a fucking pussy. Whereas you...” he shrugs, “you’re the town’s bad boy. We figured she would never give you the time of day. I don’t mean that in a bad way. Like I told you, she’s special. She actually cares for people and their feelings. And she doesn’t do second chances, so if you have one moment of weakness and fuck around on her, she will leave you, and that will leave you missing the best thing you ever had.” He shakes his head “That, my friend, is something a man can never recover from. No matter how many different women you get with.’’ He lifts his beer and downs the rest of it, leaving me staring at him speechless.
“Hey, sorry about that.” Angel joins us back at the table and sits down. “That was Courtney, my friend in Tulsa” She laughs. “What are the odds? Anyway, she’s going to come down and go to the game.” She smiles as we remain silent. I watch the smile drop of her face and she turns to Josh “I’m sorry if I upset you. I didn’t mean to pressure you. I just thought it would be fun.”
She looks down and picks her menu back up. Josh is giving me his ‘I told you she cared about other people’s feelings look’, then he turns his head to her and smiles.
“I think it sounds great. I want to pay you for the tickets, though.”
That gets Angel to snap her head up. “No,” she shakes her head. “It’s my treat.”
“Okay then. Wait, how about we rent a few hotel rooms downtown the Saturday night before? We can have dinner at the hotel restaurant, then go for a drink at the bar. Kind of like a mini vacation, but we’ll still be in town. It will also save us from sitting in traffic, trying to get to the game.”
“That sounds perfect.” I look over to see Angel as she smiles.
Our waitress comes up to take our orders. Honestly, I don’t even know what I ordered. All I can think about is that I’ve fallen in love with Angel. I start to ask the same questions that my brother had asked earlier. Is it too soon? If I show or tell her how I feel, will she turn and run the other way?
I hear Josh and Sam talking about my brother proposing to Holly tomorrow, but I’m not paying attention to the conversation. My phone vibrates in my pocket, getting my attention.
 
Jessica: Are we going to meet tomorrow or what?
 
Me: No! Don’t contact me anymore. I’m in a relationship with someone.
 
I delete the message, place my phone on silent and then put my phone back in my pocket.
Lunch goes by quickly and I stay silent as thoughts of Angel run through my mind. I just keep reminding myself that I need to give her time.
“Is everything ok?”
I keep my eyes on the road as Angel talks to me from my passenger seat. “Yes. Why wouldn’t it be?” She sighs, so I take a quick glance over at her. Her head is down while her hands sit in her lap.
“You’re just acting quiet. I thought you were mad about something.”
“No. I do hate that I have to go back to working in the office tomorrow. I wish we could spend all day in bed.”
Angel,
in my bed. Naked...under me...
Yes, that sounds fucking perfect.
“I don’t know if you go out to eat for lunch or not, but I could bring you lunch?”
That’s one of the sweetest things a girl has ever asked me. I smile. “That sounds great, Angel.’’
I drop her off at her house. She says she’s going to grab a few things before coming back to my place. On my way home, I make a small detour and go have a key to my house made for Angel. I want her to know she can come and go as she pleases. I will never keep her from coming over; I have nothing to hide.
When I get home, I lay my keys on the kitchen counter and pull my cell out of my pocket. I have some missed calls and texts.
I pick up the phone and groan in frustration when I see every call and text is from Jessica. They all say pretty much the same thing. That I’m lying, and that if I don’t want to see her to just be honest.
What the fuck? Didn’t I tell her I didn’t want to see her?
Then they get a little bitchier, wanting to know who the fuck she is and all that whiny girl bullshit. I turn my phone off and shove it back in my pocket. If anyone needs to get a hold of me, they can call my house phone.
I look up when I see Angel come in through the garage door. “Hey, Angel.”
She smiles a soft smile. “I’m going to go change and get comfortable.” She walks past the kitchen towards the bedroom.
I walk around the counter and head after her. I search my bedroom, and find her in my closet. I stop at the closet door and place my hands above my head, holding on to both sides of the door frame. She has her back to me, and she reaches down to pull her shirt over her head.
I stand there and watch as her shirt glides up her smooth back, pulling her hair up with it. Her bruise looks much better, starting to fade away. I feel my dick get hard at the thought of finally having her now that she is almost healed. My hands tighten around the door frame to keep myself from going to her, touching her, roaming every curve, every dip.
My heart rate picks up when her hair falls back down over her back as she tosses her shirt to the side. I love how long her hair is. I just want to take a handful in both hands as she moans my name. My eyes travel a little lower, and I see the two dimples above her ass. I just want to lick them. She starts wiggling her hips as she slides her jeans down her legs, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning.
Fuck.
Her ass is amazing. It’s a perfect little bubble, and I want to smack it. I want to grab the lace from her thong, and rip them off as I toss her on the bed and do every naughty thing that comes to my mind.
Her hands get my attention as she reaches around and undoes her bra. My eyes get pulled back to her ass as she leans over to place her bra with the rest of her clothes.
She turns around to face me and jumps back. “Slade!” she screeches. “Do you enjoy scaring me?” She puts her hand over her racing heart, and takes a few deep breaths.
I continue to stand there as if I didn’t just get caught staring at her while she undressed, my hands gripping the door frame so tightly it’s painful. I have to hold on, or I will go to her. If I go to her, I won’t be able to control myself and her body is still tender. I know she wouldn’t stop me; she’d let me do whatever I want.
I look over the front of her almost naked body. The only thing I can’t see is her pussy. It’s covered by the smallest piece of black lace I have ever seen. My eyes move up over her narrow hips and flat stomach. I stop and look at her belly ring for a few seconds, a tiny pink stud. I smirk. She is all girl, and I love that about her.
My eyes continue their upward path to her breasts. They are full and perky with little soft pink nipples. I want to pull them into my mouth and suck on them until they harden. Her breasts are moving as she breathes heavy.
My eyes lock on hers and she takes a few steps towards me. I can’t move. She has me hypnotized. Those green eyes are powerful. They have the power to control my every movement. And right now they are telling me to stay where I am.
She walks until she is only inches from me, and I bend my head down to look at her. She raises her small hands, and places them under my shirt on my stomach. I flinch at the current they send through my body. I close my eyes and take in a deep breath. Fuck, how does she do this? Her touch alone makes me want to explode.
She moans, and I open my eyes to look down at her. “Slade,” she sighs and I hiss in a breath through my teeth. Fuck.
I look in her eyes. “Yes, Angel,” I whisper. I’m afraid to speak any louder.
“I want you.”
Shit.
She lifts my shirt and puts her lips to my stomach. I groan in frustration. I want to wrap my hands in her hair, and force her to her knees as I pull my cock out for her to put it in that perfect mouth. I want her on the bed with me on top of her, fucking her, while she screams my name. I want her to stop torturing me and remove her hands from my body.
I feel her wet tongue lick my stomach, and I tense. She kneels down, trailing her tongue down over my stomach. Her tongue stops right where my jeans start.
I can’t take it anymore.
I let go of the door and grab her by the hips, careful not to touch her side. I take her to the bed and lay her down, straddling her small hips.
“Yes,” she breaths. She arches her back, and places her hands back on my chest.
I grab her hands, placing them above her head like last time. This is going to be different, though. I am only going to pleasure her.
“Slade.” She tries wiggling her hands free, but I hold tight.
I lean over and place my head in the crook of her neck. “What do you want, Angel?” I whisper in her ear. I feel her let out a puff of air, and I smile against her neck. I knew she hates that I’m making her say it.
“You. Please.”
I lick my way down her neck to her collar bone while she wiggles underneath me, driving me madder than I already am. I pull both of her dainty wrists into one hand and glide my free hand down her body.
She gasps as I rip her panties off of her body, throwing them to the floor. I spread my legs wide, and lift my hips to reach my hand between us. I enter a finger deep inside her; she is dripping wet.
“Fuck, Angel.” I start moving my finger in and out slowly. I want to drive her mad.
“Please,” she begs, lifting her hips up to me.
I add a second finger and continue working the slow pace. I bend my head down, and bring a soft nipple into my mouth. I gently suck on it, then bite as it hardens and she cries out with pleasure.
“I need more. I need you,” she pants.
“Not going to happen, Angel,” I say against her chest. She starts to fight me, pulling against my hand and trying to get her hands free. “You can fight me all you want, Angel.” She tries wiggling her hips to get out from underneath me, but I push my weight down on her as my fingers pick up their pace, causing her to stop fighting me and give in. I suck, lick and nibble over her chest, neck and ears as my fingers work inside her, until she tightens around me as she comes.
I slowly pull my fingers out and let go of her wrists. I place a hand on either side of her face, and lean down to kiss her lips. She doesn’t kiss me back. I don’t think she could if she wanted to. Her eyes are closed, her mouth is parted and she is panting.
“Are you ok?” I ask as I place one hand over her slick chest to feel her racing heart.
“Yes,” she breathes. Her eyes are still shut, but she has a smile on her lips.
I lean down and kiss her forehead, then get up off the bed and go to the closet. I grab her one of my t-shirts and a pair of sweat pants. I walk back out to the bedroom. She’s still lying there with her hands above her head, but her breathing is normal.
I have to force myself to walk over to her, afraid I might snap and do what I really want to do. “Here are some clothes, Angel.” I don’t wait for a response. I turn and sprint to the bathroom. I need a cold shower.
Boy that was fucking stupid. What happened to wanting to wait? Taking it slow? Not wanting to hurt her? I know my fingers were rough, but I was still pretty gentle. If I do what I have planned, it would hurt her right now, so it will just have to wait. No matter how much it fucking kills me.
After finishing up in the shower I walk into the bedroom and see the she is no longer in there. I walk over to my dresser to get a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt.
I’m so fucking horny.
I want her so badly, I can taste it. I’ve never gone this long without sex. I’ve fucked girls on the hoods of their cars, and in a dressing room without even knowing their name. Yet, here I am now with a girlfriend, and I still haven’t fucked her. I haven’t had sex in over three weeks, not since I laid eyes on her.
I throw on my clothes and head out of the bedroom to find her. Angel is sitting on the couch with a glass of wine. “What do you want to do tonight?” I ask as I walk into the living room.
“I don’t care,” she shrugs as she looks down at her wine glass.
“How about we watch a movie in the media room?” I go over to my stash of blankets and grab one for us.
“That sounds good.” She gets up and walks to the media room. She sets her wine glass on the small end table next to the couch and lays down, getting comfortable.
I squeeze in behind her and lay down, wrapping my arm over her stomach and pulling her back against me. I want her to know that I want her just as much as she wants me. I just want to give her body some more time. She wiggles her ass on my cock, and it instantly gets hard.
“Can I pick the movie?”
“Yes.” I don’t care what we watch as long as I can hold her.
Even if it is torture.
Fifteen minutes later, I realize that was a big mistake! I don’t do chick flicks. “Why are you crying?” I ask her as I lift her chin up to look at me.
“This movie is so sad.”
I wipe away a tear with my thumb. “Angel,’’ I smile down at her, “nothing sad has happened.” I chuckle. The previews had just finished.
She sniffs. “You’ll see,” then puts her head back down to watch the movie.
By the end of the movie, I realize why she was crying at the beginning. I had never watched a movie that sad in my life. If they are all that sad, I’m never going to watch another one. But it makes me think. Is this what love is about? Never giving up, no matter how hard it is? It’s not about just falling in love. It’s about falling in love every day, over and over again.
As the credits show on the screen, I kiss the top of her hair; it smells like strawberries. I look down at her to find her asleep, so I slide out from behind her, trying not to wake her. Once I’m standing, I lift her up and cradle her like a child. I love when I get to hold her like this. She has such a little body, but yet she makes me feel so powerful when she needs me.
She doesn’t make a sound as I slide my sweatpants down her legs. Poor thing, she must be exhausted. I undress and crawl in next to her, kissing her hair once again and pulling her body against mine.
 

 
I wake up early to my alarm, and I open my eyes to the face I call Angel. Her hair is splayed out over her pillow and face and I can’t help but take it in my fingers and push it back. She looks so peaceful, like a sleeping angel. Her breathing is slow, and her face is relaxed as her eyelashes’ sit on her cheeks. With reluctance, I kiss her forehead and get up. Once I’m ready, I kiss her one last time before I head to the kitchen. I write her a note and leave it next to the key on the island.
 
Angel, you looked so peaceful sleeping this morning that I didn’t want to wake you. Yesterday, I had a key made for you. Make yourself at home, baby. I can’t wait to see you at lunch. I will be in court most of the morning, then I have a meeting right before lunch, but if you need anything just call my cell. I always have it on me.
xoxo yours
 
I enter my garage and look over to see her little sleek red 370Z parked next to my lifted truck, and I get a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach. That car is not safe. I grab my truck keys that are hanging on the wall by the garage door and take them back to the kitchen. I set them on the note next to her house key and add a line to it.
 
Drive my truck today. That car of yours is not safe.
 
I take a deep breath, feeling better, and leave for work.
The day goes by quickly. It’s almost noon, and I’m in a meeting, when my secretary comes over the intercom.
“Mr. Long.”
“Yes?” I ask as I stand up, leaning over the conference table.
“There’s a Ms. Hall here to see you.” She sounds surprised. Which she should be, I never have women at the office.
“Thanks, Rose. Let her into my office. Tell her I’ll just be a minute.” I look up from the phone to five sets of eyes staring at me dumbfounded. Except for my father and Micah, who are smiling.
“Okay, that should cover the Williams case. Does anyone need me to e-mail them another copy?” I start piling papers together.
Only silence.
“What?” I stand up straighter.
“Um, who is Miss. Hall?” Brandon asks.
I’m about to say it’s none of his business when I remember the Matt incident. They are going to be seeing her around the office and I don’t want any of them hitting on her.
“She’s my girlfriend.” everyone’s eyes bug out. Including Micah and my dad’s. “So no one hit on her. Leave her alone. She’s mine!” There that should tell them. I grab my papers and walk out heading straight to my office.
I open the door to my office and I stand in the doorway. She has her back to me, standing in front of the huge bay windows looking out over St. Louis. Fuck! She is breathtaking. Every time I see her, I have to remind myself to breathe.
I smile. “Hello, Angel.”
She turns; she has a plastic container in one hand and a Sonic sack in the other. She holds them out to me. “I made you lemon bars.”
The woman is amazing!
I walk over to her and kiss her forehead as I take the container and sack out of her hands. I open up the lemon bars first; they look mouthwatering delicious. I start digging in. “Mmm, these are fantastic,” I say over a mouthful. “Really, these are the best ever, Angel.” I swallow and take another bite.
God, the woman can bake.
Angel is staring at me with a pissy look on her face. I swallow the bite I was chewing, then move them to the side of my desk. “Why do you look mad?” I ask cautiously.
I sit down and lean back in my chair, crossing my arms over my chest. She comes and stands in front of me, leaning back against my desk and crossing her arms over her chest. She looks so fucking hot when she’s pissed off. I want to put my hands on her and kiss her as I feel her body relax into mine. I feel in control when she goes from pissed to wanting me. I like to turn the tables on her.
“One,” she holds up a finger. “You told me to quit driving my car.”
I raise an eyebrow. I suspected that was going to be a problem.
“Two,” she holds up another finger. “You didn’t wake me up last night. Three,” another finger goes up. “You didn’t wake me this morning.”
“I’m sorry. I didn’t want to wake you.” I sit up, uncross my arms, and place my hands on her narrow hips, looking up at her.
“I wanted to fix you breakfast before you went off to work,” she pouts.
I stand up and look down at her, placing my hands on either side of her face, “I grabbed something from the lounge once I got here, Angel.”
She frowns. “That’s not the point. The point is that I wanted to cook you breakfast. Then I wanted to give you a good bye kiss as I told you to have a good day at the office.”
I chuckle, she is too cute. I lean down and my lips brush hers. “Your lips are so soft.” I don’t know if it’s her lipstick, or just her natural skin that keeps them so soft, but I love it.
She reaches around pulling me closer to her. My cock is so hard, it’s making my balls ache. I don’t know how much longer I can wait to have her.
She must have been reading my mind because she pushes on my chest, guiding me back down to my chair. I go willingly. I sit down while she goes down on her knees. Fuck! I watch her as she undoes my button on my slacks, then she lowers the zipper. Her eyes never leave mine as she pulls my already hard cock out and slowly strokes me.
She gives me a wicked smile. “Tell me what you want, baby.”
I smile back. She’s trying to turn my own game around on me. Well, she needs to realize I’ve been playing it a lot longer than she has. She gasps as I grip one hand painfully in her hair. I know she loves that, and I love the sounds she makes when I do it.
“I want you to put your hands behind your back and suck my cock. Hard!” Her hand gets tighter around my cock as she continues stroking it. I get lost in the feel of her soft small hand wrapped around me and the look of pure lust in her eyes. I got so lost that I forgot I had told her what I wanted.
I grip her hair even harder, and pull her head back as she whimpers and a gasp comes out of that perfect mouth. I look down at her breasts; her nipples are hard, poking through her shirt. I hold her head so far back that her face is looking up to the ceiling. I can’t help but run my other hand up and down her exposed neck. I feel her swallow hard.
“Now,” I command as I release her neck.
Without another word, she releases my cock and places both hands behind her back. I bring her head down as she opens her mouth to take me in. “Fuck!” Her hot mouth feels so good wrapped around my cock. She’s like a drug, and I’m addicted. She always leaves me wanting that next high. Every new high is better than the last.
She teases, sucks, and licks in all the right places. I tighten my hold in her hair “Deeper,” I growl. She complies, causing me to lose my breath. I lean my head back, and thrust my hips as she continued to take all of me. I let up on her hair, but don’t let go. She slows the rhythm and starts to pull away. I open my eyes and look down at her. She’s looking up at me through those long dark eyelashes. She sucks up the length of me. Her mouth opens wider, and her tongue darts out to circle my head.
“Fuck,” I whisper.
She moans, then slowly takes me in her mouth burying my cock deep inside her throat. I can’t take it any longer.
“I’m going to come,” I pant. I feel my release when she pulls me all the way to the back of her throat. She keeps her eyes open and trained on mine while she swallows every bit of me as I come in her mouth. She sits back on her heels and licks her lips slowly as she closes her eyes. It’s the most erotic thing I have ever experienced.
I keep my hands tangled in her hair and pull her up to me. I smash my lips to hers, kissing her. My kiss is hard and full of want. She slows the kiss down, and pulls back from me with a small smile on her face. I release her hair and run my hands up her thighs. I am going to have her right now. Our first time is going to be in my office, on my desk, on the floor, in my chair. It didn’t fucking matter where as long as I had her. All I need is a few minutes and I would be ready to take her.
“Mr. Long.” Rose comes through my intercom.
“Yes?” I say with a clenched jaw
“You have a call on line two. A Mr. Black.”
I sigh as I lean my head on her chest. I feel her hand playing in my hair. It feels so unbelievably good when she touches me.
“I’m going to go to the store and then go to your house to make the cake for tonight,” she whispers.
I lean back and stand pulling her body close to mine.
“Thanks for bringing me lunch, Angel.” I can’t take my eyes off of hers, they look so soft and happy.
“Anytime” she smiles. “I’ll see you back at your house, baby.” She kisses my lips then walks to the door.
“Angel?”
She looks back to me. “Did you drive my truck?”
A slow and sexy smile plays on her face. “Nope.” She turns around and walks out of my office, shutting the door behind her.
I zip up my pants and fall back into my chair. That was the best lunch I had ever taken, and we obviously need to have a talk about her driving my truck.
 
 

 
I walk into Slade’s house and place the two bottles of Barefoot Moscato I purchased in his fridge. Then I get to work on baking the cake. All I can think about is what we did in his office today. I had never wanted to pleasure a man the way I want to pleasure Slade. I can’t get enough of him. The words he says as if he can’t contain what he is thinking when my hands or mouth are on him. The way his body reacts to what I’m doing to him. He can’t hold back with me. And I love it. He makes me wet with want in a way I have never known.
I keep thinking I don’t do the same for him, though. I mean, I feel as if he wants me when he kisses me and puts his hands on me, but I don’t know why he won’t actually have sex with me. I shake my head, trying to clear my mind. I’ll worry about that later.
 

 
When I wake up from my nap, Slade is sleeping beside me. I quietly slip out of bed, and head to the bathroom to get ready. Once I have my heels on, I go to wake Slade up when I hear his phone buzz. I don’t think he’ll mind if I answer it. I pull the phone out of his pocket, and notice it’s a text message from someone named Jessica. Isn’t that the chick he was with the first time I called him?
 
Jessica: Did you figure out when you will be away from her so you can spend some time with me? I miss you and want to see you, Slade.
 
I feel like I was just punched in the chest. Spend time with her? Get away from me?
I try to scroll up to see their previous conversation, but there’s nothing there. Has he been talking to her, but deleting the messages? Has all of this been a lie?
I look up when I hear Slade stirring in bed. I hurry to put his phone back in the pocket of his work slacks, then I turn to face the bed.
“Slade...Slade!” I bark.
“What?” he mumbles as he leans up in bed, letting the covers fall off of him He blinks a few times, then looks around the room.
“It’s time to go to your parents. Get up and get dressed.” I walk towards the door. We actually have another hour before we had to be there, but I am ready to leave his house.
“Where are you going, Angel?” He sounds worried. He should be!
“Kitchen.” I continue to walk through the door and shut it behind me. I stand in the hall, taking a few deep breaths as I try to hold back the tears. He obviously hasn’t seen her lately, I could tell by the message. What does that mean? Maybe he doesn’t want to see her. He did give me a key to the house.
I’m not going to tell him I saw the message. I don’t want him to know that I know. I’m just going to…
Shit!
I don’t know what to do. I have feelings for him, and this is why I’ve been trying to hold them back. How could I allow myself to get in this situation again? I shouldn’t have been so stupid. Of course he is going to continue seeing girls from his past. Why wouldn’t he? It’s not like he would want to be with just me. Why ask me to be his girlfriend, though, if he just wanted to sleep around? It’s not like I was subtle when I asked him to have sex with me the first night he brought me home.
I hear the shower turn on so I head to the kitchen. I’m going to need some wine tonight. I might even need to get drunk.
I’m downing my second glass of wine when Slade enters the kitchen. My heart aches at how good he looks. He’s wearing a baby blue t-shirt that matches his gorgeous eyes. He had put on a pair of dark jeans and a pair of black boots. His hair looks messy and sexy as hell.
Like usual.
How could I be stupid enough to think he only belongs to me?
“You look gorgeous, Angel.”
I clear my head and look down at my empty glass.
He gives me a look of confusion. “You’re chugging wine?” he cocks an eyebrow with a smile, obviously amused.
He won’t be amused later when I’m hammered. I nod my head yes as I pour another glass. Did he read the text message? If he did, he has to of known I opened it. I didn’t delete it.
I look down to the wine glass now full again in my hand and drink it down. I debate having another one, but decide against it. I’m positive Vivian will keep my wine glass full at all times tonight, and I don’t want to be so drunk that I ruin Micah’s proposal.
I turn to rinse my glass out in the sink and see Slade standing there; leaning back against the counter, one ankle crossed over the other with a hand on either side of him on the counter, just watching me. It’s painful to look at him. I feel as if my heart is already shattered beyond repair. I know it’s written all over my face. I’m avoiding eye contact with him. I won’t smile. I feel desolate inside, like he has ripped me of everything. I don’t understand. He hasn’t even tried to sleep with me. Yet some girl named Jessica has obviously been talking to him about hooking up? I rinse my glass out and just stand over the sink. After a few awkward seconds, Slade pushes away from the counter and walks to me. I make the mistake of looking up at him. His eyes probe into mine and he has a smirk on his face. It makes me feel like a fly caught in a spider’s web. My body stiffens as his hands grab a hold of my hair. He raises my head up to his and he searches my eyes as he leans in to kiss me. His lips touch mine and I try to pull away, but he tightens his hold on my hair. My body betrays me under the silent command of his hands, and I can’t help but give in to him. I can be crushed and heartbroken, but my body can’t deny him. That thought terrifies me.
He pulls away from the kiss, but keeps his lips touching mine. “Before this night is over, I will know what is bothering you,” he promises, pulling back even further to look in my eyes.
I shake my head no. I am not going to tell him. If I do, then he will see not just the jealousy I have, but the love that I’m trying to hide.
Love.
How could I have let this happen? I know love is never a good thing. It always ends, but I thought I would have more time with Slade.
“You’ll see,” he smirks. He kisses me on the forehead, then releases my hair. Turning around, he picks up the cake off the counter and leads me out of the kitchen towards the garage. I slump my shoulders and let out a big puff of air.
This is going to be one long ass night and I’m going to need two more bottles of wine!
I sit down in the passenger seat of Slade’s car and pull my sunglasses out of my purse; a black pair of D&G that are so big, they cover half of my face. Good. He won’t be able to see my eyes. I’m trying very hard not to cry. I can’t help but feel betrayed. How could I have fallen for all of his lines? I guess it’s my fault. I was the one who believed everything he said. Am I that pathetic and stupid?
The drive is completely silent. As I start to feel the effects of the wine, I start getting pissed off. How dare he think he can see someone behind my back? It’s not like we’re just dating. He was the one who wanted to start this relationship. I was going to be fine with a one night stand. Even someone who has never been in a relationship before knows you don’t hook up with other people!
I’m not going to look at him or speak to him. This night is about Holly and Micah. Not about our relationship problem. Problems?
Ugh.
Three days in a relationship and we already have a problem, and it’s a big one.
We pull up to his parents’ house and I get out before he can open the door for me. Why pretend to be a gentleman?
“Hi dear,” Vivian hugs me as I reach her at the front door. “You look beautiful, as always.”
“Thanks, Vivian. As do you,” I say very sweetly, but my smile is tight. She eyes my face features, then she looks over to Slade as he reaches us, then back to me. She frowns. Crap. I was too sweet. I give her a big smile, trying to hide my pissed off mood.
She turns her attention to Slade. “Hey, honey. I’m so glad you’re finally settling down. Samantha is wonderful and just gorgeous. Everyone in this house loves her.”
What is she doing? She can obviously see the tension between us. Is she trying to fuel the fire? I keep my back to Slade, not wanting to see the look on his face and, well, because I have nothing to say to him.
She puts her arm in the crook of mine, then leads me to the kitchen, leaving Slade standing in the doorway, not saying a word. “Wine?” She asks, but she’s already pouring me a glass. She knows me all too well.
“She’s had enough wine, Mom. She downed three gasses before we got here,” Slade says rather angrily as he comes to sit next to me, setting my cake down in front of us on the island.
Vivian’s head snaps up to look at him, then she looks at me. “Would you like a glass of wine?” Her tone is even, her eyes never leaving mine.
“Yes, please.”
She smiles, and I hear Slade sigh. That’s right, buddy. I can drink all I want.
She hands the glass of wine to me and I smile. Wine always makes me feel better.
“Thank you.” She goes to put the wine in fridge. “You might as well leave that out.” Vivian’s smile widens.
“What?” Slade inhales a long breath, clearly agitated by my statement.
I can’t hide my smile, but I keep my eyes on his Mom. “We are going to be celebrating, after all.” I take a big gulp of my wine. She gives me a look that says she knows what’s going on. I shrug.
She looks to Slade. “You want a glass, dear?’’
“No!” he snaps. “One of us needs to stay sober tonight.’’ He sounds pissy. Good!
I can’t help but snicker as Vivian gives him a disapproving look. I smile and down the rest of my glass. Without a word, she reaches over and refills it. As my head starts to feel like its floating in the clouds, I can’t help but once again feel like I’m not enough. What am I doing wrong?
I just want to continue drinking until I pass out, but I know I can’t. We are here tonight for a reason that has nothing to do with me. The wine is making me want to cry and I need to get to a bathroom because I have a feeling I’m not going to be able to hold them back. I get up from the table and take off in the direction towards the front bathroom.
 



 

 
 

 
I watch Angel exit the kitchen as my mother speaks. “Slade.”
I look up to see my mom giving me a dirty look. “What?” I ask irritated.
“Why is she mad at you? What did you do?” She asks accusingly.
I run a hand through my hair. “I don’t know. We were fine earlier today. I came home after work and laid down to take a nap with her. When I woke up from my nap, she was so distant, and over the last hour it’s turned to anger.”
“Slade,” she gives me a serious look. “Fix it.”
“I asked her what was wrong, but she wouldn’t tell me. How am I supposed to fix something when I don’t know what the problem is?” Fuck, I’ve never done the boyfriend thing! When I’ve pissed girls off in the past, they’ve just screamed at me, then left. They always came back.
I don’t want Angel mad at me, though. And I have a feeling that if she left, she wouldn’t come back.
“Well, don’t let her stay mad. You keep asking her what’s wrong, and eventually she’ll let you know.” She takes a drink of her wine.
What could have possibly happened while I was asleep?
I hear my phone ringing, so I dig it out of my jeans pocket.
 
Micah: On our way.
 
As I exit out of it, I catch site of Jessica’s name, causing me to frown. When did she text me? I don’t remember reading a text from her, but the text has obviously already been opened. I read the message, which makes me roll my eyes. When is she going to leave me alone? This bitch is annoying as hell. I just need to call her right now and set her straight.
I look at the time it was sent.
Hmm...
“Fuck!” I say loudly.
“Slade Marcus Long. Keep your voice down,” Mom scolds me, but I’m not listening.
She read it.
She thinks I’m cheating on her.
I’m such a fucking moron.
Of course that’s what she thinks. I would think the same thing if some guy texted her, wanting to meet up, and she kept it from me.
I jump up off the bar stool and go to search for her. What the fuck have I done?
I see my dad in the hallway. “Hey have you seen Angel?”
“I think I heard her in the front bathroom.”
I have to get to her, and now! I have to explain it’s not what it looks like.
I get to the bathroom and reach out to open it. What I hear makes me stop and listen. I can hear her sniffling. She’s crying. Fuck!
I gently knock on the door.
“Yes?” She sounds so small and it makes my chest ache.
“Angel.” I knock again. “It’s me, baby. Let me in.” She doesn’t respond. “Let me in, baby.” She still doesn’t say anything. She is obviously giving me the silent treatment, and that shit is not going to work. I need to set this straight. I try opening the door, but it’s locked.
“Angel, if you don’t open this door, I will break it the fuck down!” I yell loud enough I’m sure the whole house heard me. I have no problem with putting a hole in this door to get to her. I need her to listen to what I have to say.
She swings open the door and tries to run past me, but I push her back into the bathroom, and slam the door shut with my foot. I’ve got her back against the wall, and both of my hands holding her wrists tightly against her chest, my body pushed up against hers as she tries fighting back to push me away.
“Angel, I need you to listen to me.” She shakes her head no. “Look at me. I need to explain.”
She lifts her head up and slowly opens her eyes. A single tears leaks out. My heart breaks for her, for what I’ve made her feel. I release my hold on her hands, and place mine on either side of her face as I wipe away the stray tear with my thumb.
“Angel, I promise you, I have not seen her. She has texted me a few times to meet up, but I’ve told her to leave me alone. That I have a girlfriend, and that I want nothing to do with her.” Her eyes look hollow...empty, and I can tell I’m not getting through to her. She’s shut herself down to me.
“I’m sorry, Angel, but I deleted the messages and I have no proof, but I promise on everything that I’m telling you the truth.” Why the fuck did I delete those messages?
She continues to stare at me with a blank expression on her face.
“I….”
Almost said I love you. Stupid bastard. Think before you speak.
“You are the most important thing in my life, Angel. I would never do that to you. I need you to believe me.”
Nothing. The only emotion I’ve seen on her face since I got her to open the door is sadness; heartbreaking sadness. I would do or give anything to get that look off her beautiful face.
“Say something,” I plead. “Tell me you believe me.”
“I’m sorry,” she whispers.
My body stiffens. This is it. She’s going to tell me it’s over; that she can’t stand the sight of me anymore.
She takes a deep breath as I watch another tear stream down her cheek. “I’m sorry,” she repeats. “I didn’t mean to read the message. I thought it might have been Micah. Then, when I saw it was a girl, I couldn’t help but read it.”
I let out a breath that I didn’t know I was holding. “You think I’m mad at you?” This woman continues to surprise me. “I’m not mad at you.” I shake my head. “I just want you to understand that I didn’t cheat on you. Please. Tell me you believe me?”
She doesn’t say anything. I very gently kiss the tips of her soft lips. When she doesn’t pull away from me, I continue to kiss her. She opens her lips for me as I slide my tongue in her mouth. She’s a little timid, but it doesn’t stop me. When I finally pull away, I gaze into her sad eyes. “I only want you, Angel. Say you believe me. I need to hear you say it.”
“You have to understand, Slade...” she takes a deep breath. “I’ve heard all those excuses and pleas before.”
I let her push me away as she walks out the bathroom door. In her eyes, right now, I’m no better than that jackass Jax.
The next couple of hours go by agonizingly slow. I’m on edge, and Angel hasn’t said one word to me since she left me standing in the bathroom. On the bright side, she’s not mad at me anymore, but she just acts like I don’t exist, and she’s drunk. Neither one is good, but combined it’s driving me fucking crazy!
We are sitting at the table with my family and Holly and we have just finished up dinner. I look across the table to my Mom who gives me a dirty look. Shit. I can’t win.
Micah clears his throat. “I want to thank everyone for coming to dinner tonight.” Holly turns to Angel, giving her a questioning look. She smiles reassuringly and Holly turns her attention back to Micah. “I just want you all to know how much this means to me.” He stands up from his chair, and walks over to where Holly is sitting. She begins to stand. “Sit down, baby,” he says softly. She complies, looking at my parents, then to Angel.
“What’s going on?” She asks Angel quietly. She doesn’t respond, causing her to turn her attention back to Micah again. When she turns back to him, he is down on one knee in front of her.
Holly gasps as she places her hand over her mouth while she looks down to my brother. I can’t help but smile.
He takes in a deep breath. “Baby, the past three years of my life have been amazing. I can’t remember a day that you weren’t there with me, making me smile. As I look to my future, I don’t want there to ever be a day that you’re not by my side. Please make me the happiest man in the world and marry me?” I can tell he is holding his breath. I’m pretty sure we all are. “Please, don’t cry, baby.” He lifts his hand to wipe a tear away off her cheek. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”
Removing her hand from over her mouth, she starts shaking her head. “I’m not upset. I’m so happy, Micah. I love you. Yes, of course I’ll marry you.” She leans down to him and gives him a long kiss, followed by a hug. As he slips the ring on her finger, my Mom and Angel begin to cry. We all get up from our chairs as Holly and my brother get up off the floor. Everyone hugs them, and tells them how glad we are for them.
“Congratulations, Micah.” I walk over to hug my brother. “I’m happy for you guys.” I give him a smile.
“Thanks, Slade.” He hugs me, then pulls away. “I’ve been so nervous. That’s why I acted strange on Dad’s birthday. It’s all I’ve been thinking about.” He stands back and places his hands in his pocket as if he is nervous. “Slade.” He pauses for a second, “Will you be my best man?”
I pull him into another hug and pat his back, smiling like a fucking idiot. “Of course I will Micah. I’d be honored to stand by you as you marry Holly.”
He pulls away and he turns around to go over to Holly.
I smile looking back over to the table and see my Mother pouring Angel another glass of wine.
Fucking fantastic!
I walk over to my mother as Angel walks over to speak to Holly and Micah. “Mom, may I talk to you for a minute?” She gives me a dirty look. This is not going well. I just need to grab Angel and take her back to my place.
“Listen, Slade,” Great, aren’t I a little too old for a lecture? “Whatever you did to mess up what you have with Samantha, you better fix.” She’s pointing a finger at me. “Sam is the best thing that will ever happen to you, so pull your head out of your ass and pay attention. This relationship you have with her will end one of two ways. One, you will fuck it up beyond repair and she will leave you, or two, she will realize you’re not taking her serious and leave you. A woman like that wants commitment, not childish games. Which one do you want it to be?”
I stand staring at her wide-eyed. My Mom never cusses. “I’m trying to fix it, Mom,” I sigh.
She raises her eyebrows. “I’m going to fix it. She’s drunk, I’m tired, and I want to talk to her so I think I’m just going to take her home.” I run a hand through my hair.
“That’s a great idea, Son.” She hugs me then walks off to the kitchen.
I spot Angel standing with Holly. She has her head thrown back, laughing, and the sound of that laugh makes me think there’s hope for me; for us. I will do anything to hear that laugh, rather than that sad face I saw earlier.
I walk toward them. “Angel, you ready to go?”
She continues to face Holly, completely ignoring me. I’m at a loss here. What the fuck do I do? I’ve already told her the truth. She just chose not to believe it. How do you make someone so stubborn believe you?
“I’ll call you in the morning, okay? We’ll meet tomorrow for lunch and continue the planning.” Holly gives her a hug.
Angel laughs. “That sounds great. Congratulations, Holly. I’m so happy for you guys.”
“Thanks, Sam. You’re going to be the best maid of honor ever.” Holly has a huge smile on her face as Angel hugs her one last time. I grab her hand, but she pulls it away from mine. I take in a deep breath, and put my hand on her back, guiding her out of the house and into my car.
I pull out of the driveway. Angel seems to be in a better mood now. It must be from all the wine. I’m going to take advantage of this. “When were you going to tell me you read the message?” I say nicely, not wanting to fight with her.
I see her body stiffen in the passenger seat. “I wasn’t.” She sounds rather annoyed to be alone with me again.
I shift uncomfortably in my seat. “So what? You were just going to go back to my house with me, pack your shit, and leave?” I’d have been furious, and chased her ass down.
“Yes,” she says sharply.
I let out a dark laugh. “Well, that would have never happened, Angel. First, I wouldn’t let you leave my house mad at me without me knowing the reason why. Second, you’re too drunk to be driving anywhere.” She doesn’t respond because she knows it’s true. She lets out a puff of air. I can tell she’s mad at me again.
She turns to face me. “Why haven’t we had sex?”
I almost run off the road.
“What?” I snap defensively. “What are you talking about?” I have no clue what is going on in her head, but I don’t think I’m going to like where it’s going.
“You have slept with all these other girls, but yet you won’t sleep with me. Why be with me if you’re not attracted to me sexually? What’s the point?” She demands.
“You think I’m not attracted to you?” I say in disbelief. “Are you crazy?” She just might be.
“What the hell am I supposed to think, Slade?” she yells, then leans back in the seat. “I had to get you all wound up yesterday for you to want to do anything sexual with me. It’s like you don’t even want to touch me.” She whispers the last part.
I feel so shitty. I don’t know what to say. I never thought she would think of it that way.
How do I tell her I just didn’t want to hurt her?
That I wanted her body to heal?
That I’ve thought of having her a hundred different ways since I first heard her voice?
I don’t know how to explain any of it, so I just stay silent. As soon as I pull in the garage, she is out of the car and walking in the house.
“I don’t think so.” There is not a chance I will let her go pack her stuff. I run in the house, not even bothering to shut the car door, but I do manage to hit the garage door button. I might need that down to buy me some time if she makes it out that far. Highly unlikely, though.
I run in the bedroom to find her in the closet packing her stuff. “Why don’t you believe me?” I walk over to my tall dresser and place a pair of handcuffs in my back pocket without her noticing. If I have to, I will use them.
“It’s not that I don’t believe you. I…I...”
She sits on the floor and sags her head. How can I make her feel this badly? Has her past with Jax made her feel this insecure, or is it just me? Do I do this to her because of the history I have with women? I go sit down beside her and pull her in my lap. I’m relieved she doesn’t fight me.
“How could you think I don’t want you? You’re very special to me.” I kiss her hair.
She talks into my chest as I smooth her hair down her back. “You might think I’m overreacting, but seeing that message made my chest hurt and my head spin, trying to figure out what that message meant. I…I have feelings for you, Slade. Feelings I can’t explain. And I’m mad at myself for allowing them in.”
She pretty much just told me that she loves me, but hates herself for it. Well, I can work with that because I know I love her and I don’t want her to be ashamed for feeling the same way.
“Angel,” I lift her head up and slow tears are trailing down her cheeks. “Don’t be ashamed of your feelings. I feel the same way.”
She jumps off of me so fast that she almost trips. Or that could be the alcohol. I remain sitting on the floor, trying to figure out why she looks pissed all of a sudden. I’m having trouble keeping up with her emotions. Fuck. Are all women this way?
“It’s not supposed to happen this way! We’re supposed to take it slow!” She throws her hands up in the air, frustrated. “You,” she looks at me with clarity in her eyes, and I feel a cold chill run up my spine. “You could fall in love with any of those girls you’ve fucked.”
What is happening? Where is this going?
“You just didn’t give yourself the chance. You fuck them, then throw them to the side like toys. They just go seeking you out, and surprise!” Her eyes go big as she throws her hands up in the air. “They let you fuck them. You treat them like they are nothing to you but a piece of ass. Which, let’s face it,” she lets out a hard laugh, “who would blame you?” She gestures a hand down my body. “Every girl wants you. You’re hot.”
She’s all over the place. Where the fuck is this coming from?
“If you gave every one of them the chance to become friends and get to know them better, you could fall in love with them very easily.”
I start shaking my head no.
“Don’t disagree. I know what I’m talking about.” She puts her hands on her hips. “Have you ever been in love, Slade?” She doesn’t let me answer. “Falling in love with someone…” she closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. When she opens them, they’re full of tears. “I’ve come to find falling in love is easy. It’s getting the person you love to love you back just as much that’s hard because no two people love the same!”
She walks out of the closet, leaving me sitting on my floor alone.
One good thing about all this is that her bag is sitting in front of me with all her stuff thrown around, so I know she’s not leaving this house. I’m getting really tired of her leaving me in a room going over what she says. I can’t help but remember what she had to say. Could I fall in love with any of the girls from my past? Absolutely not! But that doesn’t matter. The way I look at it, none of them made me feel the way she does. She does something to me that I’ve come to crave. I don’t have to have a previous love to know that the love I feel for her is real. It is the most real thing I have ever felt. I feel unexplainable need. Need like I have never known for another when she sighs my name. She makes me feel powerful when I hold her little body in my arms. I feel as if I’m the only man in the world when she looks at me with those beautiful green eyes. She has made me feel every damn feeling possible.
I want to go to her. Pull her close to me and tell her I love her. That I would never in a million years have known love with any of those other women before her, but I don’t think I should. Not because I think she’s right about me loving the other women. She is wrong about that. I can’t because I want to give her space. She obviously needs time alone to figure out what her feelings for me mean.
I know I am in deep. So deep, I couldn’t crawl out if I wanted to. There is one thing I’m sure she was right about. Two people may not love the same. And the love she has for me may just be shallow enough for her to push to the side and never look back.
It would give me a new feeling.
A broken heart!
And I already know no other woman would be able to cure.
I sigh and close my eyes. I don’t know what my next move should be. She is always leaving me second guessing myself, and not knowing what direction to go with her. I want her to know how much she means to me.
With a clear mind, I stand up and head out to look for her. She doesn’t need space; she needs me to take this relationship to the next level.
And that’s exactly what I’m going to do!
 
 

 
What the hell was I thinking, rambling on about love and sex?
Geez, I’m so stupid!
Why couldn’t I have said, “Slade, I believe you.”? Now he knows I have feelings for him.
Crap, I’m so stupid!
I need to quit drinking. It messes with my emotions, and I don’t need help when it comes to my emotions bouncing around. Slade pretty much takes care of that himself.
I can’t love him. I’m not supposed to love him. I’m supposed to…
Hell, I don’t know!
He could never love me the way I could love him. He will leave me alone, having to piece my broken heart back together.
I can’t love him. I’m not supposed to love him. I’m supposed to…
Hell, I don’t know what I’m supposed to feel!
I hear him coming up behind me. “Angel?”
“I don’t want to talk about it, Slade. I just need time to think.” I continue to walk down the hallway, not looking back at him.
He grabs my arm and spins me around roughly, knocking me up against the wall. Before I can ask what the hell he’s doing, his lips are on mine, and his hands grab my thighs, lifting me up. I don’t hesitate, wrapping my legs around him and kissing him back. He lets go of my legs and fists his hands tightly in my hair as he starts walking us to his bedroom. This is how it needs to be between us. Just sex, no love. Maybe my talk did some good after all.
We stop walking, and he pushes me up against another wall. I reach down frantically, grabbing his shirt. He pulls away long enough for me to pull it over his head, and his lips come crashing back to mine. His hands come down and tighten on my ass as he pushes his erection into my jeans. I grip his hair tightly as he groans and nips my lip. He pulls me away from the wall, then slams my backside up against another wall. I break away from the kiss and throw my head back, crying out. His lips kiss me up and down my neck.
“Ahh!” I scream as he bites my collarbone. “Please!’’ I don’t know what I’m begging for, but he seems to know.
He pushes me harder against the wall, using his body to hold mine up. “Lift your arms,” he rasps out. I do, and he pulls my shirt over my head. Before I can lower my arms, he already has my bra ripped off. He slows his movements, taking a breast gently in his hand as he leans his head down to suck on the other.
I don’t want gentle right now! I want him to show me the side of him that I know he’s holding back.
“Slade,” I breathe out as he moans. God, it’s so hard to talk. I can’t think of how to tell him what I want, so I’ll show him. I place my hands in his hair and roughly pull his head up to mine. I kiss him hard, our tongues seeking out one another while I pull his hair and bite his lip.
“Fuck,” he growls as he pulls me off the wall and starts to walk again. He opens the door and walks us into his bedroom, shutting it with his foot. We both fall onto the bed. He hovers over me, pulling my arms down to my side, straddling me so that my arms are pinned under his legs.
God, the weight of his body feels so good.
“Is this what you wanted, Angel?” he breathes heavily. “You want me to fuck you?”
My body shivers at his words. “Yes,” I moan.
He plays with my left nipple between two fingers as I arch my back and cry out.
He runs his thumb over my bottom lip, and I can’t stop myself from sticking my tongue out to lick it. As I lick his thumb, he slides it into my mouth and I start to suck on it.
“Jesus Christ, your mouth feels amazing. So fucking hot and wet.” I can feel his hardness on my stomach, and I don’t want to wait any longer. I’m ready!
“Get up,” I say when he removes his finger. He shakes his head no as I say again,
“Get up.” I buck my hips this time, catching him off guard and pushing him off me. His eyes get huge. I think he thinks that I changed my mind.
Not quite.
The moment he’s completely off me, I jump up and push him down into the bed. I’m going to take over. He looks momentarily stunned; he wasn’t expecting this. I bite my lip to hide my smile.
I go straight for his pants. I don’t even bother with his belt or button. I go straight for the zipper on his jeans. I’m not taking my time. It is urgent that I have him immediately. I wrap my hand around his hard length and pull it through the zipper taking him into my mouth. I’ve never known someone could be so big. I have to keep my mouth open wide, to the point it’s painful, but it’s a delicious kind of pain.
“Whoa, Angel,” he says as he bucks his hips up.
I can’t stop.
I can’t slow down.
I take him, all of him. Hard and fast, feeling him in the back of my throat as he lifts his hips each time to meet my mouth.
“Ah, fuck,” he hisses. He digs his hands into my hair, wanting to control the pace. I bring my hands up and pull his hands to his side, ripping some of my hair out in the process. Damn, that hurt.
“I’m going to come,” he says through a clenched jaw.
I slow my rhythm. I don’t want him to come yet. I want to savor the taste and feel of his hardness in my mouth. I want to keep him on the edge for a little while. I lick all the way up and back to the bottom in a slow tantalizing speed as he moans. I let go of one of his hands so that I can run mine up and down him, following it with my mouth.
“Fuck. Yeah, baby,” he moans with pleasure. “Just like that.”
I can’t help but smile around him. I take him until I feel him against the back of my throat, then suck up his length again until the tip pops out of my mouth like a lolly pop. My cheeks are getting sore from sucking as hard as I can. My hand moves downward while my tongue circles his head.
“Angel,” he pants, “you have to stop.” He arches his back. “Fuck!” He cries out.
I hum with satisfaction as his words fill my ears. “I’m going to come.” I lightly squeeze the base of his dick and pull him in, sucking harder. And I feel it. I feel his body tighten.
“Fuck!”
I feel his release. I continue to suck and swallow every drop as he pulses inside my mouth. Savoring his taste; his taste that I can’t seem to get enough of.
I slowly sit up and look at him lying there, shirtless, eyes closed, breathing fast. He opens his eyes and they burn into me. “You, Angel...” he takes a deep breath, “are in for it now,” he breathes out.
I slowly get up and slide off the bed. He lifts up on his elbows to stare at me, now standing at the end of the bed.
I lick my lips, then give him a huge smile and whisper, “We’ll see.” I turn and walk out of the room in search of my Victoria’s Secret bag. I plan on wearing one of my new outfits for him.
Where is my bag? I thought he brought it in the house a few days ago. I look all around the garage. I’m already having trouble seeing straight due to the alcohol, so maybe I overlooked it somewhere. I walk back in the house, and stop, I can’t see anything all the lights are off. They weren’t a minute ago. Did Slade go to bed? He does have to work in the morning.
I make my way quietly back to his room, thinking that maybe he put it in there and I just missed it. I walk back in the bedroom, being as quiet as possible. I shut the door and turn to try to find my way around the room, but it’s pitch black.
“Crap, I can’t see anything,” I whisper to myself as I try to take a step forward without falling over something.
“You’re not supposed to be able to see.”
I stop dead in my tracks at his voice, and my heart starts to beat fast. Shit, what is he doing?
“Slade? What are you doing? Did I wake you?”
“No. I was waiting for you, Angel,” he says seductively.
“Uh, what do you mean?” The hair on my neck stands up as my mouth goes dry. Why do I suddenly feel like a mouse who is about to get caught by the pet cat?
“I want to play.”
My heart rate speeds up, and my breath hitches. “Play?” I try to swallow, but the dryness is making it difficult. “What do you mean by play?” I start backtracking my way to the bedroom door.
“You’ll see. I had bought some toys the other day. I wasn’t sure I was going to use them on you, but since you pulled that stunt, I decided why not.”
My body trembles with need.
I put my hands up in front of me, afraid I may trip or run into him. I don’t know what he means by toys. I’ve never used a toy before, but the thought of it is making my panties wet. I feel his arms wrap around me and I yelp. He picks me up and throws me roughly on the bed.
Instinct is to fight him, so I do. I hit him a few times in the chest, then realize it’s not going to do any good. I need to shove him off me. As I go to move, he grabs both my wrists and holds them on either side of my head tightly.
“Slade...”
“Do you trust me, Angel?” I shiver as his hot breath lands on my neck.
“Yes,” I answer without hesitation.
His lips are on mine. It’s a sweet soft kiss that makes my body melt under him while his tongue enters my mouth. I feel him pushing my hands up towards the headboard slowly. I pull my wrists, trying to stop the movement. He stops moving them but does not release them. His mouth gets more forceful, and his tongue gets more demanding.
His hands get tighter around my wrists, causing me to relax and not pull against him. He rubs his hard erection between my legs as I groan into his mouth.
I feel my hands start to move upwards again, but I no longer care. All I care about is his legs between mine with his body weight on top of me.
My stomach is doing flips, and my heart is beating out of my chest. I’m finding it hard to breathe from his weight and the deep kiss he’s giving me. I feel my arms stretched fully above my head, then something wrap around one wrist. Leather?
He takes my tongue in his mouth and begins to suck on it, releasing it as he lightly bites my lower lip. I vaguely feel the same touch around my other wrist before he trails his hands down my arms and grabs my face on either side, kissing me deeply. His tongue moves slow and sweet, but with purpose. I realize he is no longer holding my hands above my head. I go to move them and…
I can’t.
There’s something wrapped around both of them. What did he do? I try tugging on them again as I pull my mouth away from his.
“Slade, what are you doing?” I ask breathlessly.
“Shhh,” he whispers in my ear. “Just relax, Angel. I have a favor to return.”
I clench my legs tightly shut. Last time I came hard and he only had one hand available. Now he has two!
“No, no. None of that.”
He kisses me, but I don’t open my mouth. I’m going to play with him as well. When I don’t respond, he takes a nipple in between two fingers and pinches it. I open my mouth and gasp. He lightly nibbles on my lip before he slides his tongue inside my mouth. I can’t help but suck on it and kiss him back. My body is on fire for him.
“Good, Angel,” he murmurs against my lips. “Now it’s time for these to come off.’’ He reaches down to my jeans as he moves his body down lower to my legs
He slides my jeans and underwear down my legs quickly. Once my jeans are off, I feel him get off the bed and hear his pants hit the floor. I pull my legs together and bend my knees bringing my legs up.
I feel the bed dip as he crawls back on. My body jerks when he places his hands on top of my knees. He lets out a wicked chuckle that makes me tremble, and pushes my legs apart, centering himself between them. His hands skate their way up my legs, over my hip bones, my stomach...I know he can feel the goose bumps that break out over my body when his hands touch me. He brings them up to my breast and grabs them both possessively, playing with both nipples. I arch my back and let out a moan.
“That’s better,” he whispers. His hands leave my breasts and I feel his body weight settle on me once again as his lips make contact on mine. It’s a slow sensual kiss, but when he pulls away it leaves me wanting more. I can feel his hard erection between my legs and my body starts to throb with need.
“Please, Slade.” I beg arching my neck back.
“What do you want, Angel?’’ he asks running his fingers down my exposed neck.
Ugh! I hate this game he plays! He damn well knows what I want.
I lift my head up to find his lips, but I end up kissing his cheek. He places both hands on either side of my face, then settles his lips on mine. “Tell me, Angel. What do you want me to do?” he whispers on my lips, sending chills down my spine.
“I want you to fuck me,” I croak out, closing my eyes. God, why does he make me say it? I get rewarded with a peck on the forehead, then his lips move to my neck.
“Do you want to know what I’m going to do to you?” He licks up my neck.
“Yes,” I pant.
“I’m going to fuck you, Angel. Hard and fast. And when I’m done, you’re going to be begging for more.”
He’s such an arrogant bastard.
I have a feeling he’s telling the truth. Hell, we haven’t had sex yet and I’ve already begged him for it, twice.
“But not yet.”
What the f—
His lips crash on mine and he’s holding nothing back. I try to get my arms free. I just want to touch him all over. I’m sure if I could get them free, I could get things moving along. He breaks off the kiss and starts trailing little kisses down my chest, but stops at my left breast. He sucks lightly on my nipple as I let out a frustrating moan. It feels so good, but yet it feels like torture. His hands leave my face as he begins kissing down my body again. He dips his tongue into my belly button, making me shudder. He gives feather-like kisses down to my hip bone. I tense up because I know exactly where he’s headed. I try to close my legs, but he places his hands on my inner thighs, holding them open as he sits between them.
“Slade, I’ve never….”
I take in a deep breath as he settles his face between my legs. His tongue licks over my sensitive spot, and my back bows.
“Fuck, you taste so good,” he says against my lips.
I shiver, pulling against my restraint. He pulls his face away and runs a finger, separating my folds. My body jerks when he settles his tongue back on me. His strong hands land on my hips to hold them in place. He starts out slow like his kiss, slowly exploring my most secret place. He licks between my folds as a shudder runs through me. I can’t hold back the noises that come out of my mouth.
He lets go of one hip and his fingers join his tongue. They take turns working in and out of me. I pull against the restraints as my body arches and I try to breathe.
“Slade!” I call out as I feel that familiar sensation building up deep inside. I grab the straps that connect to the leather cuffs wrapped around my wrists. I feel the need to ground myself to the bed because my body feels like it is going to literally fall over the ledge if I’m not hanging on. He enters a second finger while his tongue pulls my sensitive spot into his mouth and sucks on it, throwing me over the edge as I scream his name.
His hands are holding my hips down again while my body shudders. He pulls his mouth away from me and the only noise you can hear in the room is my heavy breathing. My body continues shaking, and every part of my body is tingling. He gets up, and I hear him rip open a packet, then he’s hovering over me again.
“You taste so good on my tongue, Angel.” he kisses me, his tongue entering my mouth, and I taste myself on him.
“So fucking sweet.” He runs his tongue over my lips. “Just like I knew you would.”
I let out a strangled moan.
He slides his hands down my body and grabs onto both hips as his thumbs make little circles over my hip bones.
“This is one of my favorite spots,” he says, still making little circles. “Your skin is so smooth and warm.” He bends down and gives my hip bone a feathery kiss, then sits back up, running his fingers between my wet lips and opening me up for him.
He slides in a finger and I moan. “Please.”
He removes it, and then I hear a sucking noise. “I couldn’t wait to taste you again.”
I shiver.
He thrusts himself all the way into me, hard.
“Slade!” I cry out as my body stretches to allow him in. God, he is so big. I feel full and stretched beyond I knew possible. My body tries to jerk back but he holds me still by my hips.
“Fuck, you feel so good.” He stills himself inside of me.
“Slade,” I pant. I need him to do something; I need him to move.
He lays his body flat on top of mine, putting his face in the crook of my neck. He pulls out slowly, then rams back into me. I scream out his name, arching my back.
“Fuck! So tight,” he growls in my ear as he pulls out and slams into me again. I whimper as his words fill my head and his hot breath lands on my neck. He pulls back all the way and slowly gives me an inch at a time driving me insane.
“Please, Slade. Harder,” I beg.
“You want hard, baby?” he nibbles on my neck, making me shiver.
“Yes. God, yes.”
He pulls out, then thrusts back in harder, pulling on my hips, deeper, making me whimper.
“Like that, Angel?” he questions, nibbling my lip.
“Yes. Faster,” I demand.
He sits back, gripping my hips, and begins to fuck me unabashed, finally giving into what our bodies have been craving for too long. And it is amazing, I never knew it could feel this way.
I moan and say incoherent things as he takes me higher with every stroke. He places his hands behind my knees and pushes my legs back to where the top of my thighs are on the sheets, opening me up wider for him. I cry out as the position allows him get even deeper.
“Christ, Angel,” he growls.
I whimper as he pulls out slowly, then thrusts back into me. I try to push my legs back to stretch them out, but he tightens his hands on my legs and holds them down. He is beyond controlling my body, he is overpowering it, and it is the most thrilling feeling I have ever felt.
He lowers his body and his lips brush mine. I open my mouth for him and he takes my breath away as his mouth dominates mine. He hips pick up their pace as his tongue continues to slowly dance with mine.
He pulls away and sits up, letting go of my legs. I wrap them around him as he places his thumb over my sweet spot and starts making little circles. It is already sensitive from earlier and I come again. He takes me places that I have never been and now that I have experienced it, I never want to leave.
“God, you’re fucking amazing,” he whispers as he places his chest on mine to kiss me, pulling me away from my thoughts. His kiss is demanding, taking control of my mouth just like he is my body.
He continues to move in and out of me, but slows his pace. He removes his thumb and grabs both of my hips, lifting my ass up off the bed. He picks up his rhythm again. I can’t say anything, I am still shaking uncontrollably and trying to catch my breath. He starts to pull back and I tighten myself around him, pulling him back in.
“Fuck!” He pushes into me, his fingers digging in my hips pulling me towards him like he can’t get deep enough. I felt him stiffen while he mumbles a few choice words. He collapses on top of me, our bodies’ slick with sweat, laying there as we slow our breathing down. I flinch at the loss of him as he pulls out and discards the condom. I felt him reach over me, then the room is bathed in light. I squint then close my eyes at the unwanted light. I decided I liked it dark where he can only feel me, not see me.
“Open your eyes,” he demands softly. As I open my eyes, I look into his and my breath catches. He is absolutely gorgeous; his smooth muscular chest glistening with sweat, his hair messy just how I like, his eyes sparkling, and his lips...oh God, his lips. I can’t help but remember what they had done to me. I feel a blush creep up my cheeks when a slow smirk appears on his face, telling me he knows exactly what I am thinking.
He stays like that for a few seconds before he leans down and kisses me. As he breaks off the kiss, he looks up above my head and releases my arms from the restraints. I immediately run my hands over his smooth muscular chest, feeling the sweat, then tangle them up in his hair.
“God you’re so sexy,” I say as he hovers over me. He doesn’t respond; he just stares at me, but the smirk has vanished. I sit up and take his face in my hands.
“Are you ok?”
He doesn’t respond.
“Slade, is something wrong?”
He is scaring me. Those baby blue eyes are staring into my eyes like he is looking in my soul. I feel exposed and I’m afraid that he has found out what I’m trying to hold back.
Love!
I am falling for this man, which is crazy! I barely know him, but he has turned my life upside down and inside out.
I have a feeling he just found out my secret and now he’s going to push me away, breaking my heart in the process.
 



 

 
 

 
I can’t stop looking at her. What we just shared was amazing.
Wait, no.
There are no words for what we just shared. The way I felt inside of her was unreal, and now that I’ve had her, I’m never going to let her go.
“Everything’s great.” I give her a reassuring smile. “Why don’t you go on in the bathroom and start getting ready for bed? I’ll be there in a second.” I give her a kiss on the forehead as she nods and rolls off the bed.
Once she’s in the bathroom, I sit there for a second and look at the brown leather cuffs lying on the bed. I had never used restraints with anyone, and thought twice before I bought them, but now I’m glad I did. We will definitely be using those again.
I smile to myself as I undo them from the bed and place them in my night stand. As I start to walk to the bathroom, I hear my phone vibrating in my jeans. I have three text messages.
 
Micah: Everything ok?
 
I text him back so that he doesn’t worry.
 
Me: Yes.
 
Then I catch sight of Jessica’s number.
 
Jessica: Hello? Are you going to be available tomorrow?
Jessica: I don’t have any plans. Just let me know what time you can meet up.
 
How many times, and how many different ways! Do I need to tell the girl to leave me alone? I place my phone on my nightstand and plug it in to charge. I don’t delete the messages. I want to show it to Angel. I want her to see that I’m not giving Jessica what she wants and that’s why she is continuing to bother me.
I walk into the bathroom to join Angel in the shower. There’s steam coming from the shower, yet I can still make out the outline of her body. I walk to the shower and open the door. Her back is to me and she has her face in the water, rinsing out her hair. I close the door quietly and walk up behind her, wrapping my arms around her tiny body as she jumps.
“Did I scare you?” I laugh, as I bend and kiss her shoulder.
“A little.” She turns to face me. She is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen, even with mascara running down her face.
“Here let me help you.” I bring up my hand to wipe it off her cheeks, but she spins around putting her face back under the water.
“No,” she laughs. “I can do it.”
“Angel, don’t be embarrassed. You are beautiful, no matter what is or isn’t on your face.” I run my hands down her arms.
“You’re just saying that so you can get lucky.” She sounds serious.
I bend down to whisper in her ear, “I already did get lucky.” I bring my hand around and grab her breast. She gasps in horror, sounding offended, and pushes my hand off.
Guess I’m going to have to prove to her about begging for more. I place my hands on her hips and spin her around, pressing her back to the glass as she moans.
I smile as I kiss her neck, flattening a hand on her stomach. I slide it down until I cup her pussy. I work two fingers in and out of her slowly, teasing her, reminding her of what I just did to her.
I know she’s sensitive, so I’m trying to be gentle, but she makes it hard when she rocks her hips against my hand.
“Slade,” she sighs and puts her hands in my hair, bringing my face up. I place my face right in front of hers, pulling my fingers out of her, and bringing them to my mouth as she watches me suck her sweetness off.
“I could never get enough of that.”
Her eyes drop to my lips and she moans. I cradle her head in my hands as I give her a deep kiss. When I pull away, she’s panting.
“Please,” she breaths as she pushes herself into my erection.
I smile a full on victory smile “See? I told you so.” I lean down to kiss her again. She tightens her hold in my hair and pulls my face from hers.
“Ouch!”
“Told me what?” She gives me a hard look.
“That you would beg for it again,” I laugh lightly.
She doesn’t.
She pushes me away from her, and steps under the water to rinse her body one last time, then steps out, leaving me in the shower wondering what the hell just happened. Guess the jokes on me because she just left me hard and wanting. I laugh at myself.
I finish up in the shower. After drying off and brushing my teeth, I walk in the bedroom to find her already asleep. I make my way under the covers and softly curse when I find this time she stayed naked.
I lean over and kiss her hair. “Good night, Angel.” I put an arm around her, pulling her into me. Closing my eyes, I take in a deep breath as the smell of strawberries fill my nose. I didn’t know it could feel this good holding onto a woman.
 

 
I wake up the next morning alone in bed. What is she doing up this early? It’s 5:30 AM
With a sigh, I start crawling out of bed. Once I finish up in the bathroom I head for the kitchen. There is a cup of coffee sitting on the island, so I pick it up and take a sip.
“Good morning.”
I pivot around to see a very sexy Angel leaning up against the wall outside the kitchen wearing high heels and the sexiest piece of lingerie I have ever seen in my life. She has one heel up against the wall while her hands are behind her back. My mouth instantly goes dry, and my cock stands to attention.
Her hair is down and somewhat curly, and she has a pink sheer dress on that is so short it barely covers her pussy with pink matching panties. The top of the dress comes down to a v, reaching her bellybutton, revealing the middle of her tan chest. Only a sheer strap covers each breast.
“You like it? I went shopping the other day as well.”
She’s waiting for me to respond, but I can’t think of what to say. I’ve never felt so paralyzed in my life. I feel no words will explain to her how fucking beautiful she is, or how turned on I am, so I just nod my head. She smiles and it makes me want to drop to my knees. She brings her hands around from behind her back, but I can’t take my eyes off of hers.
“I thought we could use these this morning.” I have to make my eyes look over at what are dangling from her hand.
Handcuffs.
The ones I bought the other day.
Fuck me!
“I found them in your bathroom when I was looking for my bag. I didn’t think you would mind.” I shake my head no. “I’m ready whenever you are, baby.” She pushes off the wall and walks towards the direction of my bedroom. I can’t move, my cock is rock hard and wanting her, but yet I can’t move.
“Slade,” I hear her call my name.
Fuck.
My legs take me to her on their own accord. I walk into the bedroom and she’s lying on her side, the handcuffs on the bed next to her. She pats the bed with one hand.
“Come sit down, baby.” Baby. She called me baby.
Fuck. I’m turning into a fucking chick!
I can’t help it, though. She just has a way with me. I walk over to her and sit on the bed. She sits up in front of me, on her knees with her legs spread apart. Before she can even say anything, I pull her panties to the side and slip a finger in her.
“Fuck, you’re so wet.” I love that I turn her on just as much as she does me. I kiss my way up her exposed chest. I feel her body shake as she giggles.
“I told you I was ready,” she says playfully.
“Oh, I’m ready.” I feel her hand go down my sweatpants and I groan against her neck as her small hand wraps around my hard cock.
“Got any ideas to what we are going to do with these?’’ She pulls back and dangles the handcuffs in front of my face.
“Oh, I can think of something,” I say as I push her down on to her back and straddle her while she laughs out loud. I can’t get over how this woman ended up in my life. In a matter of days, she has become an obsession.
An obsession I know I will never get enough of.
 

 
“Would you like me to bring you lunch again today?”
I look through the bathroom door. She is lying naked on her stomach with her head propped up in her hands, swinging her legs back and forth behind her.
I smile. “That would be fantastic.”
I find myself walking to stand in the doorway, staring at her as she smiles at me.
“Well, what would you like me to bring you? Do you want me to fix you something, or would you rather me bring you something from your favorite place?”
“You don’t have to spend time cooking. You can just bring me something. Actually, do you mind bringing lunch for the office? I have a meeting that will probably run over lunch, and everyone will be hungry.’’
“No I don’t mind.” She shakes her head, still swinging her legs.
“Here.” I grab my wallet from my nightstand and pull out two hundred dollar bills. “Just call me before you head that way, and I’ll let you know what we all decide on to eat.”
She eyes me as I lay the bills on the bed beside her.
“Use these.” I shake the bills as she shakes her head “I mean it.” I lean over and kiss her on the lips.
“Yes, dear!” she says sarcastically. Telling me she’s not going to.
“Are you being a smart ass?” I ask as I jump up on the bed and start tickling the back of her thighs.
“Yes! Yes!” she squeals between her laughter. “Stop!”
I straddle her while she is still on her stomach and grab both of her wrists, pinning them down on either side of her head. “Are you going to use the money I just gave you?” I smile at the feel of her body pinned under mine.
“Maybe,’’ she pants.
I let go of her hands. I go to get up off of her, but she turns over and grabs my arms. “Do I get a present for being a good girl? Or would you rather give me a spanking for disobeying you?” She moves one hand down to my boxers as she nibbles on her bottom lip.
“Fuck! Have I told you how sexy you are?” I lean down to kiss her. Doesn’t matter how much I kiss those soft lips, I could never get enough of them.
“Maybe once.” She smiles as she wraps her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck.
“And how much you turn me on?” I whisper against her lips as I slide a hand between her thighs.
“Show me,” she breathes.
My phone rings.
“Fuck!” I growl.
She drops her arms and legs, letting me get up to get my phone. I look at the caller ID to see it’s the office calling as she walks her sexy naked ass to the bathroom.
 
 

 
“I have to work tonight,” I let him know after he hangs up his phone and enters the bathroom.
He groans with disappointment. “You work tonight?” he whines.
“Yes.” I laugh as I open the shower door and turn on the water.
He leans up against the counter top and I let my eyes look over his defined V to his sculptured abs to his muscular chest and broad shoulders. “Can I ask you a question?”
“Sure,” I cough, trying to clear my throat. I can’t look at him enough.
“You went to college and got a degree in business. Why are you working at Larry’s?” He tilts his head like he can’t understand why I don’t quit.
“I like working at Larry’s. It’s laid back and fun.” I shrug. “When I’m tired of working there, I’ll quit. I want to start my own business. I just haven’t decided what yet.” I grab a towel out of the cabinet.
“I have an idea.” He wraps his arms around me from behind.
“Really? What’s that?” I reach my hands up over my head and wrap them around his neck.
“Come work for me.”
Is he serious?
I let go and whirl around to face him.
He’s serious.
I think my mouth just hit the floor.
“What? It’s a great idea.” He wraps his arms around me. “You can be my personal assistant,” he says as his lips connect with my throat.
“Rose?” I say breathlessly as he kisses my neck.
“I can pass her on to Micah.”
His tone is serious. I push him away to clear my mind. I start shaking my head no as he reaches down and takes his boxers off. My eyes land on his still hard erection and I can’t remember what we were just talking about. At this rate, he is going to be very late for work.
 

 
Forty five minutes later, I’m in the kitchen getting his breakfast ready when he walks in wearing black dress pants and a baby blue button up dress shirt that matches his eyes perfectly. A black tie and a black suit jacket slung over his arm. He looks so freaking hot in it. I clear my throat. “What is your work schedule like tomorrow?”
“My day is pretty slow tomorrow. Why, what’s up?” he sits at the bar, placing his jacket over the chair next to him. I walk over and hand him his coffee.
“Because I want to see you tomorrow.”
He lifts an eyebrow “Um…I’m confused. Why are you asking me about tomorrow?”
I walk back over to the stove. “Well, I won’t see you tonight. I’m going to stay at my house because I won’t get off work until late.” I flip his pancakes.
As soon as I put the spatula down, he spins me around and slams my body against his. “You’re staying here tonight,” he says with a hard face.
“I don’t want to wake you up when I get in. I sometimes don’t get off until around four, depending on how much cleaning we have to do once we close,” I try to explain, but he’s having none of it.
“That’s why you have a key. So you can come and go at any time. You will come here after you get off work.” No argument. He kisses me on the head, then walks back over and sits at the bar.
Okay!
“Oh, and here ya go.” I turn back around to see a pair of car keys in his hand and they don’t belong to my car.
“What’s that?” I point the spatula at the truck keys, knowing exactly what they are.
“They belong to my truck. You’re driving it today, unlike yesterday when you didn’t listen to me.” He leans back in his chair crossing his arms over his chest as if I have no right to argue.
I put a hand on my hip. “Can you explain why you don’t want me to drive my car? Ruby is new, and very reliable.” I turn back to flip his pancakes before putting them on a plate.
“It’s too small. Any other vehicle could run right over you. If you got in an accident, it wouldn’t keep you safe. My truck will.” He makes it sound so obvious.
I turn back to face him. “So, you’re saying that I need to sell it and get a monster truck like yours?” I can’t keep the sarcasm out of my voice.
“No,” he says slowly. “I’m not going to tell you to sell it. I’m just asking you to help keep me sane by driving my truck.”
I walk over to him and roughly drop the plate of pancakes down in front of him.
“Look,” he sighs, “I just want to keep you safe. Don’t you girls consider that a good thing?” he says through a mouthful of pancakes.
I laugh. “Yes.” He just wants me safe. I can understand that. I want him safe as well. “Fine, I’ll give it a trial run this week.” I take a drink of water, and he rewards me with what I’m becoming to know as his victory smile.
We visit about our plans for the day while he eats breakfast, then I wish him a good day at works as he leaves. It feels so weird being in his house without him, so I quickly head to his mom’s home.
While I’m driving to the Long’s house, I come to find I quite like his truck. She is very nice inside. Black leather seats with a DVD player in the dash and headrests, has a good Bose stereo system that I’m singing alone with Halestorm to, and it rides pretty smooth. I figure I should give her a name since I have a feeling I’ll continue driving her after this week. Hmm….I think Nadia fits her just right. The name sounds seductive, yet powerful. And she is very powerful. Although I can’t drive her as fast as the Z, she makes me feel like I could just run these cars right off the road to get them out of my way.
As I pull up in the Long’s drive, I see Holly and Vivian standing outside talking. They turn to see me, and Holly’s eyes get real big and Vivian starts laughing while shaking her head.
“Sam, what happened to your car? Did it break down?” Holly asks as soon as I get out of the truck.
I laugh. “No. Slade says it’s not safe because it’s so small,” I do air quotes over small, “So I’m driving Nadia.” I shrug.
Holly shakes her head. “Of course.”
“Come on, girls. Let’s get inside. We have a wedding to plan!” Vivian say as she turns to enter the house.
“Vivian, I had stopped off at the grocery store and got some cookies to bake for the guys up at their office. Do you mind if I bake them in your oven?”
“Of course not, darling.”
“Thanks.”
“Have you decided on your colors yet?” Vivian asks Holly while I sit out the cookies on the tray.
“No. I can’t decide. My Mom thinks I should do purple, but I really like yellow. What color do you like?” I know she is going to butt heads with her mother when it comes to her wedding. Her mom is controlling in every aspect of her life.
“It’s whatever you like, hon.”
“What about you, Sam?”
“I agree with Vivian. It’s your wedding. You pick what you want.” I set the oven to preheat, then grab another cookie sheet. I set the cookies out on the sheet as the silence fills the room. I feel their eyes on me. “What?” I turn around and they are staring at me with warm smiles on their faces. I furrow my brows. “What?” I repeat.
“What colors would you pick for your wedding?” Vivian asks.
I shake my head. “That doesn’t matter.”
“Yes it does. What would you pick?” Holly encourages me as she nods her head.
I laugh. “Do you even have to ask?” I tilt my head to the side. “Pink.” Duh.
They laugh. “I knew that was coming,” Vivian says. I turn back around and place the cookies in the over.
“That will help us along when it comes to your wedding.” Vivian says excitedly.
I turn around, holding onto the counter for dear life, afraid I will fall to the ground, since I’m no longer breathing. “What?” I ask, obvious shocked.
“For when you get married.” Holly smiles.
I shake my head so fast that their heads start to get unrecognizable.
“You don’t plan on getting married?” Holly sounds hurt.
“Uh...”
What did they want me to say? Who did they plan on me marrying? Slade? I laugh out loud. I try to cover it with a cough when they give me the ‘you’re going crazy’ look. I straighten up my shoulders and clear my throat. “I don’t know. I guess I plan on getting married in the future. The very far, far away future. Sure.”
I’m pretty sure I’ll never get married.
“Well, like I said, you will already be ahead of the curve.” Vivian looks to Holly as they start going through a magazine, setting down in front of them.
I let out a strangled breath and turn back to my cookies, completely deleting that conversation from my mind. Marriage is the last thing on my mind. I already had enough to think about; one of them being the most depressing day of my life coming up.
After I place the cookies in the oven, I go and open the fridge for a bottle of water. “Hey, you girls want some leftover cake?”
“That sounds delicious,” they both nod. I grab some plates out of the cabinet and cut us each a piece of cake.
An hour later, we have finished off what’s left over of my chocolate caramel cake and are sipping on tea. We have gone over colors, flowers, centerpieces and bridesmaids. Holly can’t make a final decision on any of them. We are still sitting in the kitchen, going over invitations, when I hear my phone ring.
“Hello?”
“Hey, Angel.” I smile as the sound of Slade’s deep voice fills my ears. “What are you doing?”
“I’m over at your parents going over wedding stuff.”
There’s a silence that fills the phone from his side of the call.
“Slade?” I ask as my voice echoes. “Why do I sound like my voice is echoing?”
He clears his throat. “Because you’re on speakerphone.” I hear quite a few of hellos.
“Hey, guys.”
“So, how’s your day going?” He asks slowly, like he’s nervous of my answer.
“Great! How about yours?” I point to an invitation I like and nod my head, looking at Holly as she frowns and shakes her head at me.
“It’s going pretty good.” He says quickly.
“That’s good. Have you decided where you want lunch from?”
“Yeah. Everyone decided on Applebee’s. What would you like? I’ll go ahead and place the order so it will be ready when you get there.”
“I’ll have a grilled chicken Caesar salad.” I’m not all that hungry.
“Okay, Angel. Oh hey how was the truck? Did you have any problems with it? I know it’s pretty big,” he chuckles.
Does he think I can’t handle her?
“Nope. I’m actually quite fond at Nadia.”
“Huh? Who’s Nadia?” He laughs.
“Your truck. I named her Nadia.” I hear the guys laughing.
“Hmm, Nadia,” he repeats. “I like it. Sounds sexy. Okay, Angel. I’m going to get off here, but I’ll see you in a bit. Drive safe!”
“You know me,” I smile.
“Yes, I do. That’s’ why I want you driving my truck and not that tiny car.”
I give him a fake laugh. “Ha-Ha. You’re so funny. I will be there soon.” I hang up.
“Hey girls, I need to get out of here. I have to take the guys their lunch.”
I hug them and grab my cookies, then climb back up into Nadia and head off to Applebee’s.
 



 

 
 

 
I hang up the phone and start setting out legal documents. After I’m done, I lean back in my chair and everyone staring at me.
“What?” I ask no one in particular.
“Nothing.”
Everyone puts their heads down as they pick up their pens. I notice my dad and Micah still staring at me with big smiles on their face. They know the truth. They know I’ve fallen in love with her. I want to tell her, but I don’t want her to feel pressured to say it back. I know she’s fighting an inner battle now, so I will continue to give her time.
“Mr. Long,’’ Rose says over the intercom.
“Yes, Rose?”
“Samantha is here.” Rose sounds awfully cheerful, and she called Angel by her first name. It makes me smile.
“Okay. Send her on in here. Thanks.” I stand up, helping everyone get the papers off of the table.
The doors open and Rose helps Angel bring in all the sacks of food.
I jump out of my chair. “Sorry, Angel. I forgot how much food we all ordered.” I walk over to her and give her a kiss on the cheek as I take a few bags out of her hand.
“It’s okay.” She puts the bags she has left in her hands on the table and starts rattling off and giving everyone their orders.
After I place the bags on the table, I just sit back in my chair and look at her. She’s wearing a white sun dress that makes her skin look extra tan and stops right above her knees. I wish we were alone so I could just bend her over the table and lift up her skirt as I bury my dick into her wet pussy.
I give myself a little shake as my pants get a bit tighter. I take a good look at her legs. I can’t see any scratches anymore. They have all gone away. My eyes move down to her pink heels. They make her the perfect height to bend over this table.
I hear her laughing, and it brings my eyes up to her face. I can’t help the smile on my face as I watch her visit with my coworkers. Every time she looks at one of them, they get a big smile on their face. She could have any man she wants, but she picked me. Why would she pick me? I’ve never done anything to deserve such a sweet angel.
“Baby?” I shake my head and look over at her. She’s standing in front of me, placing my food on the table.
“Thank you, Angel.” I lean up and kiss her.
“Thank you for your help, Rose,” she says as she starts picking up all the empty sacks.
“Oh, no problem. You guys better save room for dessert. Samantha made cookies, and they are delicious.” She walks out the door, taking her lunch with her.
“You made cookies?” I look at Angel.
“Yep. I made them at your parents’ house while we were going over wedding stuff.”
I just shake my head, trying to ignore the word wedding. She’s unbelievable.
“What kind of cookies?” Micah asks.
“I made snicker doodles, chocolate chips, and my favorite, peanut butter.” She sits down in a chair beside me.
“You made three different kinds of cookies?” I ask, astonished.
She shrugs. “I didn’t know what kind you guys would like, so I made a variety.” She smiles up at me before she pours dressing over her salad. I take a glance around the room to see all the guys are looking at her in awe.
I reach over and pull her hair back off the side of her face. She turns and looks at me, giving me a soft smile. I reach up with my other hand and lean over, giving her one long kiss before pulling away. She pulls away with a blush on her face. I look up and realize I just kissed her intimately in front of everyone in the room. All my coworkers look in awe. Like they wish they were me. I give a smug smile.
“So, Sam,” my dad starts. “How were the women at my house? Were they getting anything accomplished?”
“No,” she shakes her head as she laughs lightly. “Holly can’t make a decision on anything.”
“Tell me about it,” Micah says. “I just proposed last night, and already our phone rings off the wall. If my mom’s not calling our house, her mom is calling our house. She has little sticky notes all over our house with colors and patterns and stuff I didn’t even knew you needed for a wedding.” Everyone laughs.
“Yeah, well the phone rang off our walls last night too with either Holly calling or her mother calling,” my dad says as he takes a bite of quesadilla.
“She is having some trouble, but once she decides on a color the rest will start to fall together,” Angel assures them.
“I hope so,” Micah sighs.
That’s all he’s talked about today. He’s stressed with all of this wedding stuff. I don’t know why. It’s not like he has to pick out anything, plus they just got engaged last night. He has a long way to go.
“Sam, how did you and Slade meet?” I look up to see Tom looking at Angel, waiting for her to answer him.
“We met at a bar,” is all she says as she picks through her salad.
Tom nods his head. “Are you from here?”
She looks up at him for a second, then reaches for her bottle of water. I can tell she is uncomfortable with where these questions are headed.
“Angel moved here a few months ago,” I answer for her.
“Are you just here for work?”
“No. I’m here to stay.” I watch her give him a tight smile.
“Angel is a big football fan.”
I watch most of their eyes go big. Most girls I know are not into football, however my angel is not like any other girl.
“Really? You guys going to any games this year?”
I start filling them in about our upcoming game. She doesn’t look at me while she takes a bite of her salad, but she does tap my foot under the table in a silent thank you. When she’s done eating, she gets up to throw her trash away and walks out of the room.
“Dude, she’s hot!” I look up to see Jake nodding his head.
“I know. And she’s mine. So leave her alone.” I give him a threatening smile.
Before anyone else can say anything, she walks in with a big tray of cookies in her hand. As soon as she sets them down, they grab at them like vultures and she laughs
“Would you mind if we come up to Larry’s tonight to have a few beers?” I ask as I pull her to my lap.
“Of course not,” she shakes her head lightly.
I take a quick look around to check that the guys are busy visiting and eating up all the cookies. “Hmmmm,” I whisper in her ear as I run a hand up her thigh. “I want you for dessert, Angel.”
“I want you too,” she whispers, nibbling on her lip.
“How about we go to my office?” I pull back to look in her eyes as she nods her head.
She stands up and straightens her dress. “Well I’m going to get out of here. You guys have a good day.” She walks to the door and turns around. “Oh and let Slade know which cookies are your favorite, and I’ll make you guys some more.”
They all say their thanks as she walks out, and I have to sit in my chair for a few seconds due to my huge hard on in my pants. After a few deep breaths, I get up and leave without telling anyone where I’m going.
I walk in my office, sit down, and look up at her as she stands in front of my chair, leaning against my desk. I can’t help but run my eyes up and down her body. I stand slowly and lean in to kiss her. I feel her body press up against mine as she moans in my mouth. I run my hands down her back and over her tight round ass, cupping her thighs as I lift her up on to my desk.
Her hands move to stop me, and she pulls away from my lips. “Is your door locked?”
“No.”
“Then we should stop. Or you should go lock it.”
Easy decision.
I go lock the door and come back to stand in front of her. She presses her hand against my slacks as she brings her moth to whisper in my ear. “I want you, baby. Here, right now.”
She nibbles on my earlobe as I reach into my drawer and pull out my wallet to grab a condom. Before she can say anything, I shove her back up against the wall and pull her skirt up.
I moan in her hair as I cup her pussy and find no panties. “Fuck, Angel.”
“Surprise,” she whispers as she smiles against my lips.
I pull my cock out and slide the condom on. She reaches down to take me in her hand, but I grab it, stopping her. I grab her other hand, then pin them both above her head. I use my free hand to guide my cock inside her wet pussy. I exhale as I shove deep inside with one quick movement.
“Slade.” She tries to say quietly, but I’m sure it is loud enough for Rose to hear. I don’t care though. I keep my cock in her as I lower my head to her ear.
“Yes, Angel,” I whisper.
Her body shivers as she pants. I pull out slowly and slide back in, letting myself feel every inch of her. She’s so tight that I have to grit my teeth. I want to take her hard and fast, giving her what I know she wants, but I want to savor the feel of her wrapped around me.
She lays her head in the crook of my neck. “Slade,” she moans.
“Yes?” I pick her left leg up and hold it against my hip.
“Please,” she bites down on my neck, sending a shiver down my body.
I pull out and thrust back into her, hard. “Is that what you want?” I demand.
She doesn’t speak, just whimpers against my neck as I do it again, and again, and she lays her head back on the wall, closing her eyes while she pants.
I slow down, I want to feel every bit of her as I slide in and out of her hot, tight sex. It wraps around my cock perfectly. I feel her tighten around me as I pull out gently, then ram back in, bringing a whimper out of her.
I pick up the pace and I feel her body tighten up. “Slade” she pants. Her head is still tilted back and her eyes are closed, I cover her mouth with my own to swallow her cries as her body finds its release. Feeling her body tighten around mine has me finding my own release.
I pull away from her and I feel her body sag. We just stand there for a few more minutes as I hold her up. I’m thankful for the wall behind us to help me out. If it were not there, we would be lying on the floor right now.
“Can you stand?” her head is still back, and her eyes are heavy as she opens them to look at me.
“No.” Her voice is soft as she lays her head on my chest. “I just want you to take me to your house,” she sighs. “I want to lay in bed with you. And open a bottle of wine. And stay there the rest of the day.”
“That sounds amazing, Angel. We will do that this weekend,” I promise.
She lifts those green eyes to meet mine. “Okay.”
I pull down her dress as I give her a gentle kiss. I turn and discard the condom in the wastebasket. “I should be home by six. Will you already be gone for work by then?”
“Yes, I want to run by my house first and get a few things.”
I want to just tell her to move in, that I want to make my house our home, but I know that it’s too fast for her, so I let it go.
She leans over and kisses me. “Have a good day, baby.”
“I will now.”
I watch her ass as she waves and walks out the door. As I sit down in my chair, my mind wanders to how much my life has changed since I met her. I’ve never wanted to be around a woman very often. Well, unless it involves sex.
She’s different, though. I’m captivated by her. She’s beautiful...and kind...and loving...God, she has a big heart. She wants everyone to always be happy and smiling, even when she’s not. Just the thought of her makes me happier than I have ever known.
And she’s all mine!
I want her to stay mine forever. I want to give her the world which is hard because she’s so independent. I lean my head back and let out a frustrating sigh.
I have got to quit thinking about her!
She takes up my every thought with that breathtaking smile, those soft lips and those beautiful green eyes. Her skin is as smooth as silk...her soft long hair hat I love to run my hands through...
Get yourself together for fucks sake!
I need to get back to work.
 

 
The rest of the day goes as I expected it would, filled with nothing but Angel. All I think about is how I have come to love her. I don’t have a doubt in my mind that what I’m feeling is love, and it is an amazing feeling, knowing that I have found someone I want to share everything with. I have never felt lonely fucking around, but if she were to leave me, I would finally know loss.
As I turn on the lights in my house, I pull out my phone to call Josh. “Hey, what are you up to tonight?”
“Nothing, why? Do you have something in mind?”
“Yes, actually. Holly and Angel have to work tonight, so Micah and I are going up there to hang out and have a few beers. Want to join us?” I ask, walking into the bedroom to change my clothes.
“That sounds good. What time you guys going?” he yawns.
“About an hour from now.”
“Okay, see you then.”
I sit on the bed for a minute, thinking about my angel. I can still smell her perfume and it makes me smile. I walk in the bathroom and notice all her stuff neatly placed on the corner of the countertop. I need to clean out a couple of drawers for her. I can’t expect her to stay here if I don’t give her space to put her stuff.
Once I’m dressed and ready I head to the kitchen for a bottle of water. I notice a note Angel has left me on the counter.
 
Hey, baby. Hope you had a great day at work. I didn’t know if you would be hungry when you got home from work, so I made you spaghetti just in case. It’s in the fridge along with some french bread. I can’t wait to see you later. Oh, and drive careful. That little car of yours isn’t very safe. :)
P.s. I think you lost these.
 
I look at the two hundred dollar bills lying next to the note with her lips printed on one and I can’t help but laugh. She is going to be in trouble, though, for not using it. Spaghetti sounds delicious, but I don’t have time right now the guys are probably already on their way. I’ll just eat some when I get back from the bar. I pick up my keys and head to Larry’s.
I enter Larry’s, and spot Micah and Josh sitting up at the bar talking to Holly and Angel. She looks up and gives me a big smile.
“Hey, Angel,” I say as I sit down between the guys. “Just you two working tonight?”
“Hey, babe. Yep, just the two of us.” She walks over in front of me. “What would you like to drink?” She leans over the bar which gives me a good view of her cleavage. My eyes go straight to them and I remember how she moans when I suck a taught nipple into my mouth.
“Slade,” she laughs. I bring my eyes up to hers.
“Sorry.” I clear my throat. “I would like a Bud Light, please.” I turn my attention over to Josh before I continue to eye fuck her. “Josh, you look a bit tired. Drunk? Hung over?” I prop my elbows up on the bar.
“A little bit of both I guess.” He shrugs “I woke up this morning feeling like shit, hung over. Then around three I started drinking again.”
I started to say something when he interrupts me.
“Oh hey, Sam! I found us hotel rooms for Saturday night.” he turns and winks at me which I don’t quite understand. Either he wants me to play along, meaning it’s something that she’s not going to like, or he’s joking. I take a deep breath. I have a feeling this is going to get me in trouble. Hey, I should be used to being in trouble by now.
She places my beer in front of me, then eyes him cautiously. “What about them?”
“Well, I already purchased them.”
He’s smiling at her. She’s frowning.
“You already purchased them? Why?”
“I figured they would sell out. The game is less than two weeks away. Actually, I was surprised they aren’t already full. Anyway, I got three. You and Slade in one. Then one for myself and one for Courtney. I didn’t want her to think she had to share one with me.”
That’s Josh, always being thoughtful.
“You didn’t have to do that. How much are they? I want to pay you for all of them.”
“No, you are taking us. The least I can do is get everyone’s rooms.” he takes a swig of his beer.
Angel looks over at me for help. I’m smiling to myself. He is such a sneaky bastard. She is right, though. He shouldn’t be the one to pay for them. I’ll give him money for all the rooms.
“So,” Micah says from beside me. “Where are you guys staying?”
“The Four Seasons. It’s less than a mile from the stadium.” Micah answers happily.
Hmm, that’s a very nice place.
“You guys can still come if you want to,” Angel says, looking at Holly.
“Thanks. But maybe the next game. We are going to spend the day with my parents. My mom wants to go over wedding stuff.”
Angel goes to speak, but someone yells my name, and I know it is immediately.
Jessica.
I see Angel’s body tense as she looks behind me. This could be a good thing. It might help me get Jessica off my back.
Jessica is only inches from me when I turn around. She goes to put her arms around my neck, but I stop her. “I’ve told you that I’m with someone, and I’ve asked you to quit calling and texting me. In case you don’t know, that also means no stalking.”
“I’m not stalking you. I just happened to see your truck outside, so I thought I’d come in and see you since you won’t come to see me.” She gives me a smile that annoys me.
“I told you, I’m in a relationship,” I say sternly.
“Well, she won’t know.” She puts her hand on her hip.
I smile. “Jessica meet Angel, my girlfriend.” I gesture to Angel behind the bar who looks like she is about to slap Jessica across the face. And fuck, does she look fucking sexy.
“Angel?” She gives her a disgusted look, eyeing her up and down. “Isn’t your name Sam?”
“Yes, her name is Sam, but I call her Angel.” I answer before Angel can say anything. I have a feeling that if she opens her mouth, a whole lot of swearing is going to come out of it.
Jessica gets a wicked smile on her face that makes my skin crawl. “Aren’t you the one who called while Slade and I were in his bed together?”
Fuck!
“And weren’t you looking for your boyfriend who was with someone else at the time?”
Double fuck!
Holly gasps as my jaw clenches.
A slow and sexy smile spreads across Angel’s face. “Yes, but I’m glad Jax was with another women. If he hadn’t been, then I wouldn’t have interrupted your one and only chance to fuck Slade.” Her voice is dripping with so much sweetness that I’m sure her teeth are rotting. It makes me smile, and Josh has to cover his laugh with a cough.
Jessica narrows her eyes. “Whatever. Good luck with him. He’ll cheat on you just like the one before him did.” She put her hands on her hips
“Maybe,” Angel shrugs, “but it won’t be with you.” She smiles. I think I’m getting whiplash from looking back and forth. My head snaps to Angel when she says maybe. Oh no!
I turn back to face Jessica. “I’m not going to cheat on Angel. Ever. With anyone. She is very special to me. Quit fucking texting and calling me. Leave me the fuck alone.” This conversation is over!
Jessica looks from me to Angel one last time before she storms off, but the air in the room has changed. Angel looks like she wants to punch someone, and I feel the same way. Holly is looking at Angel with sympathy while Josh and Micah both look satisfied.
Angel turns around and heads down a hall behind the bar. “I’ll be right back,” I say to whoever is listening to me.
“Hey,” I say softly as I come up to her. She has her back against the wall, looking down. It reminds me of the first time I saw her outside the bathroom.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be such a bitch,” she says to the floor.
“Look at me, Angel. You don’t need to apologize. I’m sorry about the things she said to you.” I brush the back of my hand over her soft cheeks.
“Thank you for sticking up for me. I’m not mad or anything. I just needed a second to cool off.” She gives me a small smile.
“I understand.” I press my body up against hers. She places her hands on my hips, and tries to pull me even closer.
“I’m sorry I doubted you when I first saw that message. I just want you to know that I believed you when you first said you hadn’t seen her,” she says, nuzzling my chest with her face.
“Quit apologizing, Angel.” I put my hands in her ponytail and pull on it gently so that she has to look up at me. “I only want you. Never doubt that, no matter what anyone says. You are very important to me.” I lean down and kiss her as she places her hand between our bodies, pushing against my cock. Making me get hard instantly.
“Slade,” she whispers in my mouth.
“Yes,” I moan in her mouth. She turns me on more than I knew to be possible.
“I’m so wet.” She pushes her hips up against mine.
“Fuck me, Angel,” I move my lips to her neck as I lick and nip up and down.
“Yes. Yes, I want too. Right now.” Her hands move to my button and zipper, and I grasp them as I pull my lips away from her neck and place my forehead against hers. I take in a shaky breath, not wanting to turn her down, but we are at her work and our friends are just a few feet away from us. “We can’t, Angel. Everyone is here, and you’re working.”
She gives a little laugh. “You’re right.” She stands up straighter “I’m going to head to the restroom real quick, then I’ll be right out.” She leans up to place a soft kiss on my lips, then turns and walks to the restroom. I try readjusting my pants as I walk back up to take a seat at the bar.
“Hey, man. I’m going to get out of here. It’s been a long day,” Josh says as he gets up from the bar stool, patting me on the arm.
“Okay,” I try to lift up to give myself more room in my pants.
“Think I’m going to leave too, Slade. I have to go over a few things for tomorrow.”
I turn to look at Micah “Okay, I’ll see you in the morning.”
Angel still hasn’t come out yet. What to do, what to do.
“I’m going to go check on Angel. She was pretty pissed,” I say to Holly as I’m already standing up to go fuck Angel in the bathroom. She nods with a big smile on her face. She knows exactly what I have in mind.
I walk down the hallway and enter the restroom. Angel is standing in front of the sink, washing her hands. I lock the door and come up behind her, grabbing her hips.
She jumps and turns around. “Baby,” she laughs. “What are you doing in the women’s bathroom?” She lifts an eyebrow.
“You.” I expect her to argue. Instead, she throws her arms around my neck.
“Then what are you waiting for?” She whispers as her beautiful green eyes stare into mine.
I smile as I reach the button on her jeans as she goes to work on my zipper. She has my cock pulled out of my zipper and is stroking it before I can even undo her button. I laugh.
“Someone’s in a hurry,” I say as I push her pants and thong down her legs.
She kicks her shoes off, and nods her head. “I told you I wanted you.”
I pick her up and place her on the counter. She leans back on her hands as she spreads her legs for me to stand between them. She starts laughing.
“What is so funny?” I smile, looking into her sparkling eyes.
She smiles. “This is the first place I met you, and you asked me to have a threesome in here.”
I nod. “You’re right. I did.” I place my hands on her face. “But I really only wanted you, Angel.” If only she knew how true that statement really was. How much I had already wanted her before I even knew who she was.
She smiles a slow and sexy smile. “Well, I’m all yours.”
I reach into my wallet and pull out a condom. I place it over my cock and stand closer to her. I use my fingers to open her up for me. I look down and see her smooth pink pussy glistening, letting me know how wet she is for me. My cock jerks in response. I take myself in my hand as I lightly rub the head up and down her sex, taunting her, knowing she wants it hard and fast.
“Slade,” she breathes.
“Yes, Angel?” I continue to slowly rub her sex with my head.
“Please,” she begs. I love it when she begs. It lets me know I have control. Lets me know that I’ve got her body so worked up that she has to have me.
“What do you want, Angel?” I smile as she groans. She hates it when I make her say it, but I love to hear her ask me to fuck her.
“Please. Fuck me, baby,” she asks breathless.
I let go of my dick and pull her ass closer to the edge. With one long hard thrust I push into her, causing her body to jerk at the force I use as she screams out my name. I’ll never get enough of that sound.
“This is going to be quick, Angel.” I don’t want to keep us locked in here for too long, getting her in trouble.
“Yes,” she agrees. “Fast.”
I start moving, and look down at my cock pumping in and out of her. It drives me wild! I pick up my pace, fucking her harder than I ever have before. She is still leaning on her hands with her head thrown back. I release her hips and roughly push her shirt and bra up, revealing her pretty pink nipples. I lean down and suck on them while continuing to fuck her while she screams my name over and over. I feel her tighten around me as she comes. I can’t hold my own release back.
I wrap one arm underneath her back and lift her so she is sitting up and resting her head in the crook of my neck. I hold her tightly against my chest as her body shakes, and kiss her hair while she tries to calm her breathing. I feel my heart swell as I hold her to me. I feel so complete with her in my arms.
She pulls her head away and looks up at me. Her eyes are so soft and green that I swear they are glowing. I can’t pull my eyes away from them. I’ve known that I’m falling in love with her, but right here, right now, in this moment, I’m no longer able to deny that I have fallen. This feeling I have for her is undeniable.
She brings her hand to cup my cheek. My eyes are still lost in hers as she pulls my face down to hers, and opens her mouth to allow me inside. The kiss is so soft that it warms my heart, knowing that I have found the one for me.
I will do whatever I have to do. Go wherever I have to go to prove to her that she was made for me, even if that means giving her all the time in the world. I will continue to wait for her because someone this magnificent is worth waiting for.
She pulls away, unwrapping her legs around my hips. “I should get back to work.” She gives me a peck on the lips.
I nod my head, still somewhat in a daze. I pull out of her softly, discard the condom, and zip up my pants. I bend down pick up her pants and help her put each leg in her jeans before helping her to stand.
“You can go ahead. I need to stay in here and freshen up.” She gives me a naughty smile.
“Okay, Angel. I’m going to go ahead and head home. I’ll see you when you get off in the morning.” I give her a goodbye kiss, then walk out of the bathroom smiling from ear to ear like an idiot. Not because I just got laid, but because I am in love with an angel.
I no longer have control over my mind, my body, or my heart. She owns it all and I couldn’t be happier.
 
 

 
“I think that’s about all of it.” Holly calls from a table she’s cleaning off.
“Yep! Let’s get out of here. It’s…” I look at my phone, “almost four thirty and I’m exhausted.” I go behind the bar, picking up both of our purses.
“I don’t know why the place was so messy tonight. It took longer to clean than usual,” I say as we walk out the back door.
“Yeah it’s not like we were very busy. We—”
“Shit!” I say, interrupting what Holly was saying.
“What?”
“I have two flat tires. They look like they’ve been slashed.” I bend down to examine one of them.
“I bet it was Jessica. She said she only stopped to see Slade because she had spotted his truck. She must have thought he was driving it.”
“That fucking bitch!” I put my hand on my hip and look around the dead parking lot. “I have to call a wrecker.” I pull out my phone and google search a tow truck company here in town.
“Are you going to call Slade?” Holly asks as she leans on the truck.
“No, why would I do that? I can call a tow truck by myself.” She lifts an eyebrow.
I sigh. “If I do, he will freak. Plus, he has to be up in like an hour. I don’t want to wake him. I’ll just call a tow truck, then have them take me to his house.”
“I don’t think so. I’ll wait here with you, then drive you home.’’ She crosses her arms over her chest.
A woman’s voice fills the other end of my phone. I explain to her what has happened.
“Okay, ma’am, but it may be a while. They should be there within an hour.
An hour? Maybe they only have one working at this time in the morning. “Thank you.”
I hang up then look to Holly. “It’s going to be an hour before they get here. Really, you don’t have to wait with me.”
“I’m not leaving you. Come on, let’s go wait inside.”
I reluctantly follow her back into the bar.
We both lay down on a bench by the entrance, getting comfortable. She lets out a dramatic sigh, and I can tell it’s one of those sighs where something’s bothering her.
“What’s wrong, Holly?” I cross my arms over my chest as I look up at the ceiling.
“I’m just thinking.” She sighs again.
“About?” Do I really want to know what she’s thinking about?
“You and Slade.”
I sit up and turn around so fast that my purse falls to the floor. “Why would you be thinking about us?”
“I know he’s in love with you, Sam, and I know you love him just as much.”
I start shaking my head. I don’t want to have this conversation. “No he doesn’t.” He can’t love me! Why would he love me?
She sits up. “Yes, he does. I have never seen him look at any other girl the way he looks at you. He doesn’t even look at other girls anymore. Believe me, I know. I watched him tonight and his eyes stayed on you. And the way he spoke to Jessica...” She shakes her head with a smile on her face.
Just hearing her name makes my blood boil. I can’t stand that bitch!
“He treats you differently. I’ve known him for three years. Trust me.” She crosses her arms over her chest.
I shake my head. Does he love me? How could he? He doesn’t know what love even is. But what if what he does feel for me is lov––
My phone interrupts my though. I look down at it. “Shit! It’s Slade. What is he doing awake?” I run a hand through my hair.
“He’s going to be mad that you didn’t call him.” Holly whispers as she lies back down.
“Hello?” I say cautiously.
“Angel, oh thank God. I was worried something happened to you.” He lets out a long breath. “Where the fuck are you?” Oh, oh. His tone has changed. “Are you okay? Why aren’t you home? Is something wrong, Angel? Do you know what time it is? Its 5:15! In the morning!” He yells just in case I thought it was 5:15 in the evening “My alarm just went off and I saw you weren’t home.”
He’s rattling off so many questions, and talking so loud that I have the phone pulled away from my ear while Holly laughs. I know she can hear everything he is saying, and the fact that he’s yelling at me takes away the warm feeling of the way I felt when he said I wasn’t home.
“Babe, calm down. I’m okay. When I went to leave work, I found that Nadia had two slashed tires. I called a tow truck, but they said it would be an hour wait. Holly stayed here with me so I wouldn’t be alone.”
“What?” he yells. “Tires slashes? I bet it was that little bitch Jessica. I’m on my way!”
“No, no. It’s okay. I’m okay.” I say to a dead tone. I turn to face Holly. “He hung up on me. He said he was on his way, then just hung up on me.”
Holly laughs. “I told you. You should have called him because now he is going to be pissed.” She bends down and picks my purse up off the floor while I just stare at the wall.
“I’m not a child,” I huff.
She laughs. “Yeah, guess he thinks you are.”
“Well, then he has another thing coming.”
She laughs as if she doesn’t believe me. “Come on, let’s go wait outside. I have a feeling you’re going to need the fresh air.” She wraps an arm around me and leads me outside.
We stand outside in the back parking lot not saying anything. All I can do is think of how mad he is at me. I don’t know why. It’s no big deal. People have to call tow trucks all the time. It’s not fifteen minutes later when we hear screeching tires come around the parking lot. I hear Slade’s car before I see it, followed by Micah. Shit!
His car jerks to a stop. “What the fuck were you thinking not calling me?” he screams as he exits his car, wearing a pair of light blue jeans and a white-shirt with a pair of tennis shoes. Even through his yelling, I find him mouthwatering sexy.
“Excuse me?” He is way too pissed off over something so minor. I put my hands on my hips
“You heard me. Why didn’t you call me?” He’s walking toward me fast which makes me take a step back. “Something could have happened to you, waiting at this bar at this time of the morning. And you don’t know who this guy is who works for the wrecker company.”
I have to hold in my laughter. Really? He thinks the guy bringing the tow truck may not be safe? How crazy is that? I stand up and square my shoulders. I am not going to step back. I am not scared of him.
“I’m not a fucking child, Slade. I can take care of myself!” I yell back at him. I see his face grow angry and his jaw tighten. It makes me want to run and hide.
“What the fuck did you say?” he says very calmly, making me rethink screaming at him again.
I take a deep breath. “I said that I’m not a fucking child. I called the tow truck and told Holly to go home. She chose to stay. I’m a big girl and can take care of myself. I didn’t need to wake you up so you could come up here and wait with me like a father.” I’m starting to get pissed. Just who the hell does he think he is?
“Well someone needs to. This was stupid, and you know it.”
“What the fuck?” I take a step towards him. “What is your problem?” I point a finger at him. “Why are you freaking out about nothing?” I look over to Holly and Micah, and both of their eyes are huge.
“Because you’re being careless by not calling me!” He fists his hands down at his side.
I’ve had enough of all this bullshit “Well, first off, I’m in this position because some girl you once wanted to fuck slashed your tires because she thought you were driving it. Second of all, I didn’t need your help!” I scream the last part. “I can do shit without you, Slade” I cross my arms over my chest. “I’m not some whiny little girl who will call you every second something little happens. I don’t need you to take care of things I can do on my own! And I sure as hell won’t call to ask your permission to do something!”
“You are mine! Therefore, you should have called me!” he screams, fisting his hands to his side.
What the hell?
“I don’t belong to you, Slade!” I scream back. I am not his to control.
My blood is boiling!
Thank God the wrecker pulls in. I stomp away from him to go explain the situation to the man driving the truck. After I explain everything, he goes to load up the truck, and I turn to thank Holly for staying and to apologize to Micah. They both try to calm me down, but I’m still pissed, and I notice that they make no move to leave.
Hmmm, what’s up with that?
Slade is standing over by his car, running a hand through his hair while talking on his phone, looking like he wants to throttle me. He hangs up and starts walking towards me at the same time the tow truck guy does, but I ignore him. I’m still furious.
“There you go, ma’am. I need your signature.” He hands me a clipboard. “Do you need a ride somewhere?” he asks as he takes the clipboard from me.
I don’t hesitate. “Yes, please.” I hop up in his cab before Slade can make me stay.
On the way to Slade’s house, I think about what just happened. Why was he so mad at me? I didn’t do anything. It’s not my fault some jealous bitch slashed his tires. And what was that about the tow truck driver? I shake my head to clear it. It’s like nothing I do is right.
As the driver pulls me up to Slade’s house, I notice there is a light on inside. He must have been in such a hurry to leave, he forgot to turn it off. I tell the man thank you and say goodbye.
I’m so exhausted. My body is literally running on fumes. I use my key and go through the front door which feels weird; I always come in through the garage. As I walk down the hallway, I turn off the light that was left on and proceed to the bedroom. Once I enter the dark bedroom, I undress quickly and get under the covers, naked. I sigh as I stretch out my body and relax on the cool silk sheets.
“Comfortable?” Slade asks.
I sit up so fast I feel dizzy. “Shit!” I put my hand over my frantically beating heart “You scared me! Quit doing that,” I snap as I lay back down. Even though the sun is coming up, it is still very dark in his room. I love that his curtains are so dark that you can sleep any time of the day. I close my eyes, thinking how nice it is to finally lay down. That my pissed off attitude has gone away to contentment.
As I lay there, I start to realize how eerily quiet it is in the room. Why was Slade in his room? Shouldn’t he have been at work already?
“Slade?” I ask hesitantly.
“Yes?”
I sit straight up again, my heart pounding. “What are you doing here? Why aren’t you at work?” I ask, sounding a little too bitchy.
“I called in sick for the day.” He sounds very calm. Too calm.
“You what?” I squeak. I clear my throat. “Why would you do that?” I move so that my back is against the headboard, and I pull the sheet up to my chest. Why in the hell would he call in sick?
“Just thought I needed to be home today.” He sounds like he’s standing at the end of the bed.
I sigh. “Do you want to talk about earlier?” Might as well get this over with.
“Not really,” he replies carelessly.
“Well, I think we should. There’s no reason for you to be mad at me, Slade. You need to understand that I’m an adult and that I can take care of myself.” I lean over and turn on the bedside lamp. One look at him standing at the end of the bed, and I can tell he is pissed. His face is expressionless, but he has his arms crossed over his chest. His stance is tight, and his blue eyes are smoldering.
“Is that so?” He raises a dark eyebrow.
“Yes,” I respond slowly. “You don’t own me, Slade.” I rub a hand over my face. I’m exhausted. “And I’m getting really tired of you trying to control everything. I can think for myself and make decisions on my own.”
He gives a dark laugh, and nods his head. “You’re right. What the fuck was I thinking?” he says sarcastically.
I narrow my eyes at him. I’m not scared of him, and I’m sure as hell not going to take his shit. “What does that mean?” I demand. He doesn’t answer, just takes a step closer to the bed and stands there looking at me.
“Well….” I’m not sure what the hell is wrong with him. “I’m tired, so I’m going to go to bed.” I lean over and turn off the light.
“Okay.” The sunlight from the hallway lets me see his face as he opens the bedroom door to leave. He still looks pissed. “Sweet dreams.” A wicked smile spreads across his face before he shuts the door.
I release a breath, then lay down in the bed. “What the heck was that about?” I ask myself out loud. Was he that pissed off at me because I didn’t come running to him for help? Maybe I should pack up my stuff and go home. That would definitely piss him off, though. Plus, I’m just too tired to get out of bed. I’ll talk to him after I wake up. I wiggle my body until I get comfortable again and fall asleep.
 

 
I wake up some time later to the feel of hands trailing over my thighs and up over my ass on top of the covers. I start to roll over when his voice stops me.
“No. Stay on your stomach.” He pulls the silk sheets slowly down my back and inhales sharply as my naked body is revealed to him. I feel a warm hand wrap around each ankle.
“I want to fuck you, Angel. I want to fuck you in every way imaginable.” He says softly.
My body shivers at his words. He lets go of my ankles, and I hear the rustle of clothing, then the sound of him walking to his tall dresser at the other end of the room.
“I have a surprise for you, Angel.”
I moan knowing that whatever it is, I am going to like it. I feel the foot of the bed dip, taking on his weight, and his hands come back down on my calves as they start their way upward over my butt.
“Slade,” I sigh.
“Do you have any idea what that does to me? When you say my name like that.” He straddles me. “Like you need me inside of you, owning you.” I feel his lips touch my back as he gives me feathery kisses up my spine. “I’m going to fuck you hard, Angel. I’m going to show you that you are mine so that you never forget.”
I grip the sheets in both hands as he lays down, putting his weight on my back. “I’m going to fuck you from behind,” he whispers seductively in my ear as he pulls my hair back off the side of my face. “And I’m going to do it with your hands cuffed behind your back.” I gasp.
We’ve used the cuffs before, but never behind my back. He chuckles at my gasp and it sounds wicked, sending a chill down my body.
I flinch as he places his hands on top of mine. They are still clenching the sheets, hanging on for dear life. My heart is racing due to the fact he is going to be controlling my body from behind, and my sex throbs with the anticipation.
He laces his fingers with mine and pulls them away from the sheets, guiding them behind my back. Once there, he holds them with one hand while the other grabs for the handcuffs.
I close my eyes tight as I hear the metal clanking in his hand. Then I feel the cold metal against one wrist, then the other. He takes his time, and it is excruciatingly painful mentally, having him go this slow. I’m breathing heavy and trying to control my heart beat.
I can’t help but try to pull my wrists apart once he is done.
“They’re not going anywhere, baby,” he mumbles against the back of my neck. He places a hand on either side of my body, holding himself up as his body hovers over me. I can feel his hard erection against my back, and I need to feel him inside of me. I lift my butt up a bit and wiggle it against him, but it doesn’t help. He lays next to me, propped up on his elbow with his head resting in his hand. His other hand brushes all the hair off my face and on to my back as he stares at me.
He takes his free hand and places it between my legs. “Spread your legs,” he commands softly. “More.”
I have them as far apart as they will go in this position. My breathing is heavy, my legs spread eagle, my hands cuffed behind my back, and his hand resting on my sex.
“Please.” I wiggle my hips, trying to get him to move his fingers.
“Stay still.” He demands roughly. “You’re so beautiful...I just want to look at you for a minute.”
“I need you.”
“Do you?” he says, sounding unsure.
“Yes...please.” I close my eyes to take a deep breath. When I open them, he’s smiling at me.
“What do you want, Angel?” He lazily runs one finger up and down my fold.
“I want you.” I continue to look in his eyes, pleading and begging for him to do something.
“To what?” He lifts an eyebrow.
“Show me,” I whisper.
“Show you what?” he demands.
“That I’m yours.”
He smiles his victory smile as his eyes dance. “Yes you are, Angel. Mine.” he says as he easily places two fingers in me, working them in and out. “You’re already so wet for me, Angel.”
“Yes.” I pull against the cold metal cuffs as his fingers pick up their pace. His fingers get more forceful, and I can’t help but lift my hips up off the bed.
“That’s right, baby. Feel my fingers. Feel them inside you, controlling you. Owning you.”
I know he’s trying to prove his point from our fight earlier, and I hate to admit that he’s winning. He continues to work them in and out as my pressure builds. I start panting as I tighten around his fingers and come undone, screaming his name.
He doesn’t remove his fingers inside of me. He leans in and kisses me on the cheek. I close my eyes.
“Wake up, Angel. We’re not even close to finished yet,” he promises.
I keep my eyes closed as he removes his fingers and gets up off the bed. I hear him undo the foil packet, then settle himself between my legs. “Lift your hips a bit.” I do and he grabs my hips, putting my butt up in the air. He pulls my body right up to his, and I feel him spread my lips wide then ram into me with one long hard rush.
We always start out this way.
And I love it.
I scream out at his entrance as I bury my face down in the sheets. He pulls out slowly and reaches up, grabbing a handful of hair roughly, pulling my face to the side and out of the sheets.
“Don’t hide your face in the sheets. I want to hear you scream, Angel.” I whimper. He tightens his hand in my hair and holds the side of my face against the sheets so that I can’t move it. I scream out in pleasure over and over as he continues to ram into me deeply while he pulls back slowly.
“You like this, Angel.” It wasn’t a question. “I can tell you do. You’re so fucking wet,” he growls, keeping the slow pace as I continue to try to move my immobile body. I love how his body dominates mine.
“So wet,” he repeats. His hand leaves my hip, and I yelp as it unexpectedly lands on my backside. “You like that, Angel?” He does it again, harder. I moan at the thrill it sends through me. I have never been spanked during sex before. “Yes, I knew you would.”
He thrust into me, then pushes himself even further. He spreads his knees apart forcing mine further apart. I cry out as the new position allows me to take every long, thick inch of him. He stills inside of me and lays his body over mine, crushing my cuffed hands against my back. He pulls on my hair, lifting my head up off the sheets.
“I want to hear it while my cock is inside of you.” His voice is demanding in my ear.
I take a deep breath. My body feels as if it will tear in half. My hips are spread wider than I knew possible, and my back is arched at an uncomfortable position while he pulls my head back.
“Say it, Angel.” He kisses up the side of my neck. “I need to hear you say it.” His voice sounds pained.
“I’m yours,” I say breathless as I start to feel the burn in my muscles.
“And?”
I try to shake my head no, that I won’t say he owns me, but he pulls my neck back even further too where I can’t move it all. I whimper.
“You know I do.” I can feel his cocky smile against my neck. He leans up off of me and pulls out, then thrusts back into me.
“Slade!” I scream.
“We both know it, Angel.” He repeats the movement.
He’s right.
“You own me,” I say breathlessly. It isn’t painful to say it, but it’s painful to know that I can’t deny it. It is the complete truth, and we both know it.
“That’s my girl.” He sits back up and grabs a hold of my hip again, but doesn’t let go of my hair with the other.
He thrusts into me over and over as I work with him, meeting him with each stroke. “Fuck, babe.” He comes right after I do, panting for breath and satisfied.
I let my body fall to the mattress, trying to relax my stiff muscles. He doesn’t waste a second as he grabs for the key, undoes my cuffs, and lies next to me, pulling me against him. I wrap my arms around him as we lay together, our bodies slick with sweat. Neither one of us speak, and eventually our breathing evens out as he lowers his eyes and falls asleep.
 

 
I hear a phone ring and I open my eyes to see Slade staring at me.
“Good afternoon, Angel.” He rubs the back of his hand on my cheek.
“Good afternoon, baby,” I whisper.
“I love it when you call me that.” A slow smile spreads across his face.
“Baby,” I repeat.
He chuckles, then leans over and kisses my forehead. “Go back to sleep, Angel. I didn’t mean for my phone to wake you.” He goes to get out of bed.
“Who was it?” I roll over on my back and stretch out my body.
“It was Micah. Wanting to know if I was okay.” He walks in to his closet.
“Why wouldn’t you be?” I sit up, letting the sheet slide down my body to pool in my lap, thinking a round two sounds fantastic.
“He figured you had slapped me again.” I laugh. He doesn’t.
He comes out of the closet, giving me a serious look. “Slade, I was serious when I said I was tired of you trying to control everything I do.”
“I know.”
He puts his head down and sighs. “It’s just….” He runs a hand through his hair, sighing.
“You can tell me, baby”
He takes in a deep breath. “It’s just that I feel like you don’t need me. Fuck, I sound like a girl.” He laughs at himself. “It’s just that I’m supposed to protect you and take care of all the heavy stuff. I should have been the one you called. I want you to call me for help, no matter what time it is, or how little the problem is. Any other girl would have called her boyfriend.”
“Come here.” I scoot over so he can get in bed. I lay down and he lies next to me as I pull the sheets up to our necks. “I do need you, all the time.” I rub a foot up and down his leg as he smiles. “But what I don’t need is a father. This relationship will never work if you try bossing me around.” He nods his head as his hand comes up to cup my breast. I moan as his mouth finds mine.
He rolls on top of me as he pulls away from my mouth, trailing kisses down my neck to my chest. He removes his hand as his mouth replaces it, causing me to cry out as his mouth closes over my nipple. I lift my chest up to him and wrap my hands around him, scraping my nails down his back. He pulls away and pins my hands down on either side of my head, sending shocks through my body.
His blue eyes look into mine. “Tell me.” He’s breathing just as heavy as I am. I know what he wants to hear.
“I need you.” I lean my head up to try to kiss him, but he pulls back.
“Again.’’
“I need you. Slade. Please.” I lift my hips up to him. I can feel his hard erection just sitting between my legs. God, I can’t get enough of him! I was never like this with Jax. We had sex three times a week, max. I could have sex with Slade three times a day and it still wouldn’t be enough.
He lets go of my wrists and I push him off of me and on to his back. I start to kiss my way down his hard sculptured chest as he tangles his hands in my hair.
“Fuck, I love when you put your lips on me.” He arches his body up as I kiss my way down his happy trail. I take his hard length in my hand, my fingers not even touching he’s so big.
“I need you,” I whisper. My tongue darts out and I lick up the length of him as he moans with pleasure. “I need to taste you,” I take him in my mouth.
“Fuck!”
I look up the length of his body. His head is back, his eyes are closed, and his chest is rising and falling fast. I pull away just a bit as I continue to watch him. “I need you inside of me.” I take him in my mouth again.
“Angel,” he pants as his hands in my hair start controlling my mouth. “God. I can’t get over how good your mouth feels.” He pumps his hips as I continue to suck on him. “Hot...wet...”
I continue to pleasure him until he comes. I lick my lips as I sit up, then crawl and straddle his hips. I lean over as I spread my hands wide over his smooth chest. My hair falls over the side of my face onto his chest.
“I need you to trust me, Slade.” He opens his eyes to look at me. “I need you to trust my judgment. I need you to trust me that I know what I can and can’t do.”
He raises his hands and brushes my hair to the side as he places his hands on my face. “I know what you just did.” A slow and sexy smile spreads across his face. “And although it felt amazing, it’s not going to work.”
My face hardens. “Slade,” I say, rather annoyed.
“Look, it’s not that I don’t trust your judgment, or that you can’t take care of yourself. The fact is, I want to take care of you.” He throws his head back, closing his eyes and makes a sound of frustration.
“It’s not your job—”
I squeal as he picks me up and lays me down next to him with our faces inches apart.
He runs his thumb back and forth over my bottom lip. “You have had to take care of yourself since your dad passed. I know you can do it and that you’re strong, but can’t you put enough trust in me and allow me to take care of you now?”
I feel my throat start to close up. “I can’t do that,” I whisper.
“Why not?” His brows furrow.
I can’t pretend anymore. I need to tell him what I’m feeling, no matter how much it hurts us. “Because I’m afraid.”
“Of what, Angel?” He runs his hands through my hair.
“Of us. If I let go...” I swallow. “Where will I be when this is over. I’ll be a wreck and—”
“I don’t want this to end.” He leans up on an elbow “I know you have feelings for me, and I know you are trying to figure those feelings out, and that’s okay. I will give you all the time you need. I will prove to you that I want this. Us. I will wait for you, Angel, because you are worth waiting for. No matter how long the wait is, I will be right here with you, for you.”
I don’t think I can breathe. I love him, I know that. The question is, should I? I look up in those blue eyes and I can see he’s telling the truth. Holly was right; he does love me. I look away from him and look to the ceiling.
“Angel?” I know he’s worried. I can tell by his voice, but I can’t look at him. Those eyes will make me say something that I may end up regretting in the end.
I sit up. The room is spinning and my body feels rigid. I need some time. I just need a few moments without him. I haven’t spent one day without him in over a week. Maybe some time away will be good for us.
I get out of bed and he doesn’t follow me. He continues to lay there, giving me my space. I go to the closet, get dressed, and throw my stuff in my bag, then go to get my stuff out of the bathroom.
I walk out of the bathroom to see him standing by his bed with a sad look on his face. I feel awful and my heart is breaking. I just need to realize what my feelings mean to me. It took me a long time to fall for Jax, I have fallen head over heels for Slade very quickly, and that thought terrifies me.
I take a deep breath and walk over to him. “It’s not over. I just need some time to think, just time to be alone.”
He reaches down and grabs my free hand, lifting it to his mouth and giving it a soft kiss. “Okay, Angel. I’ll be here when you’re ready.” He drops my hand and pushes a piece of hair behind my ear.
I turn around and walk out of his room as a tear slides down my face.
What in the hell am I doing?
Why do I feel so torn?
Why can’t I let him take care of me?
I know the answer to that. If I give up everything to him, I will have to start all over when he leaves me. I will be that same weak girl lying on the floor of her bedroom dorm crying. Crying for someone to want her, crying for someone to need her. I don’t want to go back there. Slade would take my heart, and I would never get it back. I would be a shell of a person without him.
I walk in my house and go straight to my room. I get undressed and pull his shirt out of my closet and lay in bed. I’m exhausted. I need some rest and some time to clear my head.
I let the tears fall on to my pillow. Isn’t love supposed to happen and you live happily ever after?
I close my eyes and all I see is his soft face, telling me he will wait. I don’t want him to have to wait for me.
With a shaky breath, I close my eyes tighter and drift off to sleep.
 



 

 
 

 
What the fuck was I thinking? When I woke up and she wasn’t here, I thought something serious had happened to her. Then, when I found out she was okay but hadn’t called me, I freaked. I know I shouldn’t have yelled at her, or cussed her out in Larry’s parking lot. She didn’t deserve that.
I had sat in my office after she told me she was tired and was going to go to sleep, thinking how awful I had been and how I needed to apologize. Then, when I walked in my room to tell her I was sorry, I saw her sleeping on her stomach and I needed her. I needed to feel her under me. I needed to be balls deep inside of her. I needed to feel in control again. And let’s face it, sex is the only place she doesn’t mind giving me all control. And it was fucking amazing! I had cuddled up with her and fell asleep, thinking everything was great again. I had planned on apologizing for everything after our nap, but I opened my mouth, and fucked things up all over again.
I run a hand through my hair and sit down on the side of the bed. How could this have happened? I thought letting her know how I felt would be a good thing. That it would reassure her of how much I love her. How could I have been so wrong? Once again, she tensed up and closed off. I can’t figure out if it’s her past that’s holding her back, or mine.
I lay back on the bed. I have never felt this confused. I have never been in a situation where I couldn’t figure out a solution. Then again, I don’t have much experience in the relationship department.
Is this what a broken heart feels like? Like your heart is being ripped out of your chest, and you can’t breathe without it hurting?
I wish she would open up and tell me what I can do to fix it. She told me she was afraid of where she would be when this ended. She obviously thinks that I don’t love her that much.
My phone rings, interrupting my thoughts. The display tells me it’s Josh, so I hold it until it quits ringing, then put it on silent and lay it back down.
I need to get up and do something. I let my eyes look around the bathroom as I enter it to see all her stuff no longer there. It makes my heart clench in my chest. It’s only been twenty minutes. What if her needing space ends up being days? Or weeks even?
I could tell by the look on her face that she didn’t want to leave. I saw the tear in her eye before she turned to walk out. Why won’t she just give in and let herself love me? She is everything I never knew I wanted. How do I show her I can be everything she needs?
I walk back into the room and pick up my phone. I throw it on the bed, frustrated with myself. Did I really just check my phone to see if she has called or text me already? She is stubborn. The most stubborn woman I have ever met. And I know no matter how much she wants to be with me, she will fight it. I’m not as strong as she is. I need her, and I will not be able to hold out seeing her as long as she can me.
I lay back down on the bed. I can still smell her and it makes me not want to breathe. I can still picture her laying there with her hair wild over her pillow and I close my eyes. How do I live without her now that I’ve had her? How do I get her to come back to me, now that she knows what I want from her?
I open my eyes and jump out of bed. I need a beer, or two. I walk myself to the kitchen and open the fridge. Pulling out a beer, I turn and look to the garage door.
I reach down and turn the knob. My car is the only one sitting there. That knot in my stomach comes back, knowing she is out there driving that little car of hers around.
I slam the door. I need to get my mind off of her. When she’s ready, she’ll come back and I will be waiting for her just like I said. But what do I do in the meantime to keep my mind off of her?
Going to the gym will do me some good. While I drive there, my mind stays on Angel. Since she called my cell phone, I’m always having to ask myself what to do when it comes to her. I’m always afraid that something I say or do will be the wrong thing and that it will jeopardize us.
I park outside of the gym and look down at my phone. I usually work out with Josh, but I’m just not in the mood to be around anyone right now. I don’t want to have to explain what I’m feeling, or why she said she needed time. I take a deep breath and get out of the car, putting my phone in my pocket. There’s no way I am letting it out of my sight. I don’t want to miss it when she does call.
I walk in and go straight to the locker room. I grab a fresh towel and head out to the floor.
“Slade.”
I turn around to look at a girl I don’t recognize. I turn around and continue walking over to the free weights.
“You are Slade, aren’t you? My friend Caroline has spoken of you before.”
I don’t recall a Caroline, so I continue to ignore her. Maybe she will go away.
“Anyway,” she continues as if I’m holding up my end of this one sided conversation, “do you want to get together later? We can do dinner or—”
Shit. She didn’t waste any time, did she? “Not interested.” There is no way in hell I’ll fuck up what I have with Angel. She may not be ready to admit to herself that she loves me, but I sure as hell know that I love her.
“Oh.” She can’t hide the surprise in her voice. “Well, we don’t have to do dinner. We can just go to my house or yours. It doesn’t matter to me.”
I shake my head as I turn around to face her. “I’m with someone. Like I said, I’m not interested.”
She puts her hands on her hips and gives me a playful smile. “I’ve heard about you. You don’t do anything more than a one night stand.”
I’m really tired of all these bitches thinking they know me just because one of their friends I once fucked told them something. I didn’t fuck every girl that wanted me. I fucked the girls that I wanted. There is a difference.
“If I wanted you, I would have already had you,” I say with a tight smile. I turn around to walk off, when she grabs my hand. I yank it out of her grasp in record time. “Leave me the fuck alone. I’m in a relationship.”
She frowns. “I’m sorry. I thought you were joking about being with someone.”
“Why would I lie about that? If I wanted to fuck you, I would, right here. I wouldn’t make up some excuse. But I don’t. I want nothing to do with you. So, once again, leave me the fuck alone.”
“Well, one thing’s for sure. You’re an ass! I feel sorry for whoever you’re with.” She turns and walks away with a scowl on her face.
I sigh as I sit down on the bench. That was really shitty of me to talk to her that way. I just needed to understand that I was being serious, I did not want her in any way. She was not my angel. I know girls like her; hell I used to only want girls like that. The kind willing to go to their knees or spread their legs, then go their own way afterwards without a backward glance. Not anymore. I chuckle to myself as I think of the first time I let my anger get the best of me with Angel. When I had called her a whore; she slapped the shit out of me. I call her my angel, but she is a spit fire. She is so feisty and hard headed. I love everything about her crazy emotions.
 
 

 
It’s been two days since I’ve seen Slade. He hasn’t even called or text me once. He said he would give me time, but I can’t help but think he’s letting me go. I’m sure he’s had calls and texts from girls in town who want to give him what he used to only want.
Sex.
I feel like someone has punched me in the gut. I haven’t eaten much, I haven’t slept much, I lay in bed tossing and turning, wanting him next to me, to snuggle up with me. Hell, I haven’t even had one drink of wine. I want to; I want to numb my body and my feelings, but I can’t do it. I need to stay level headed, no matter how painful it is, and if I bust out the wine, I’ll be crawling back to him. Plus, every time I move, I still feel the tightness in my muscles and joints from the last time we had sex and I don’t want to numb that. I guess I would rather torture myself.
Can I let him in? Can I give up everything I am for him? I know that’s what he wants. He wants me to depend on him, not physically or financially, but emotionally. He wants me to completely give up my independence and love him with all I have. I want too, believe me, but I know his love for me is not the same love that I have for him. He’s never loved before, so how can he know that his love for me is real?
My heart is full of loneliness. It hurts to breathe. I’m wearing the first shirt he let me borrow; the one I wore home from his house the morning after our first night together. It smells just like him. I put it on as soon as I got home, and I haven’t taken it off. If I lie in bed and close my eyes, I smell him. I cuddle up to a pillow and try to go to sleep thinking it’s him, but my body and heart knows the difference.
I need to talk to someone. I need someone to tell me the smart thing to do is walk away now before I get any deeper. I look at the cell phone that’s in my hand. I haven’t put it down. I keep hoping to hear something from him.
But nothing.
That should be my first hint.
I type in Kitty and see Courtney’s number appears on my screen. I almost give up, it rings several times before she finally answers.
“Hey, Kitty,” I whisper as I feel tears run down my cheeks.
“Sis. What’s wrong?”
“I just need to talk to someone.” I choke back a sob.
“About what? What happened?”
I take in a deep breath before I fill her in on what’s wrong. I just hope she tells me what I need to hear, and not what I want to hear. “It’s Slade.”
“What did he do? Did you catch him with someone else? I will come down there and kick his ass, Sis.”
That makes me laugh. She couldn’t fight her way out of a brown paper bag. “No, there’s no one else that I know of.” I bury my head in my pillow, trying to rub the tears off of my face.
“Then what happened?” she demands.
“Well...” How do I explain this? “He pretty much told me he loved me. And he wants to take care of me. He wants to be the one I call when I need help, but you know me, Kitty. I don’t rely on anyone but myself. I don’t need someone controlling me and trying to be my dad.”
“Okay. I’m obviously missing something. There is a story of some sort behind this. Spill it.”
Like I said, she knows me all too well.
I fill her in about the night at the bar, the conversation afterwards, and the next morning. I leave out the sexual parts; she doesn’t want to hear all the details.
She stays silent for a while after I tell her the story.
“Courtney?” I don’t know if she hung up on me, or if I lost the connection. I pull the phone away from my ear. Nope. Still shows I have a connection. “Courtney?”
She sighs. Not a good sign. “Can I ask you a question?”
“Yes.” I close my eyes, knowing I’m not going to like it.
“When you called me after you broke up with Jax. You told me how he ignored you. How he would never tell you what he was up to. I know you’re not cheating on Slade, but that doesn’t mean that it doesn’t hurt his feelings when you didn’t call him to inform him of your situation.”
I take in a deep breath. “Those were complete different circumstances. Slade knew where I was at, and I would have told him about the tire. I just didn’t feel the need to wake him up to come and hold my hand,” I say defensively. “He completely overreacted.”
“I agree with you. From what you said, he did overreact. I’m not saying what he did was right. I’m just saying that maybe he was scared and lashing out at you was the only way he could show you how much that situation terrified him. Maybe he’s like you and thinks the worse. He woke up in bed alone when you were supposed to be there.”
I roll over on my side as I recall myself thinking the same thing before I called Slade looking for Jax. She’s’ right, I’m being a hypocrite and that’s not fair to Slade.
Courtney interrupts my thoughts. “I guess I don’t understand. I know you love him, and he obviously loves you. Why are you denying yourself this?”
I close my eyes. “Because it won’t end like it did with Jax.” I take in a deep breath. “It will end worse,” I whisper.
“You don’t know that. I’m not telling you to tell him you love him. I’m just saying don’t run away from him. Yes, this could end badly. And if it does, I will be there for you to help you through it. But, Sam, this could be amazing. This could be the kind of love we used to read in fairytales, or see on the Disney movies.” I laugh. She is always such a romantic at heart. “I’m being serious. Don’t rush anything. Just let it flow.”
“I don’t know.” I roll onto my stomach, feeling a little bit better.
“There’s no time frame on love, Sis. It will happen, or it already has happened. Slade has already let it happen. Don’t walk away just because you don’t like the feeling you get when you’re with him because it seems to me the feeling you have when you’re not with him, is heartbreaking.”
That’s why I call her. Because she is amazing.
“I love you, Kitty. I’ll call you tomorrow.”
“Okay. Call me sooner if you need me.”
I hang up, thinking about what she just said. I scroll down to Slade’s name and just look at it. How has he become so important to me? The first time I called him, I didn’t even know who he was. I called him without hesitation. Now that I know I love him, I can’t bring myself to make that call.
I scroll down to my work number instead, telling them I can’t make it in tonight. I close my eyes and I see him, those beautiful blue eyes that I’ve come to love, but right now they torture me. I can’t quit picturing him with someone else. And speaking of someone else, what about Jessica? The bitch is not going to give up. How many other girls will I have to go through? I don’t know if I can do that.
I take a deep breath and tell myself I need to sleep. I think my lack of sleep is making me delusional.
 



 

 
 

 
It’s been two days since Angel walked out my door. I haven’t contacted her. I’m trying to give her space, but it is so fucking hard. I wish I could take back what I said to her, then maybe she would have stayed. Maybe we would be lying in bed right now watching a chick flick.
Yesterday was hard, but not as hard as today. I had some work to catch up on, so it kept me extremely busy. Last night was miserable not having her next to me. Not being able to kiss my Angel good night. Then today. Today was just torment. It’s Sunday, and I have nothing to do but think of her walking out. Everywhere I go in the house, I smell her perfume. And every time I breathe in a breath, my heart clenches in my chest like a vice squeezing it until it bleeds. I know I’m going to see her again.
I will see her.
When she comes back, I want her to know that she is welcome here. No matter what she feels for me, I want her to know that I love her. I jump up from the couch and head to my room. I go to my long dresser and start throwing things out of it. I walk over to the tall dresser and do the same. She’s going to need space here when she comes back because when she does, it’s going to be for good. As I’m in the bathroom cleaning out a drawer, I hear Josh yelling from somewhere in the house.
“In here.” I throw some deodorant, toothpaste and razors into a different drawer.
“Um, Slade. What are you doing?” I look up to see Josh standing in the doorway of the bathroom.
“Making room for Angel. What are you doing here? And how did you get in?”
“The front door was unlocked. Man, when was the last time you shaved?”
I rub my hand over my face and feel the two day stubble I have going on.
I shrug, “A couple of days.”
“Why does it look like a bomb went off in your room?” He turns to take another look at my room.
I sigh. “Angel left. I said some stuff and she left.” I stand up and walk past him into the bedroom.
“What did you say to piss her off enough to leave? Did you guys break up?” He walks over and sits down on my bed.
“No,” I say rather harsh as I shake my head. “I was trying to tell her that I love her without actually saying it and scaring her off. I know she has feelings for me, but she said she needed some time to figure out what those feelings mean.” I pick the clothes up off the floor and throw them on the bed, then grab some extra hangers from the closet.
Josh hasn’t said anything. I look to him as he eyes me with a sympathetic look.
“What?” I ask as I stand there, looking at him.
“When did you hear from her last?” he asks cautiously.
I run a hand through my hair. “Friday morning when she walked out my door.” I sit on the bed, shaking my head. “I don’t know what to do. I told her I would give her time, but I don’t know how much more time I can give her.”
“You shouldn’t give her any time. You should go to her and tell her how you feel. And make sure she knows you are not pressuring her. You just want her to know where you stand.”
He makes it sound so easy.
I turn around and face him. “What if it pushes her away? What if it just makes it worse? I can’t take that chance. I can’t lose her.”
He looks about to say something when his phone interrupts him. “Hello?”
I stand back up, starting to hang up the clothes that were in my drawer.
“Yes, I’m over at his house now. Why, what’s up?”
Great.
“Yeah, I can try to talk him into that.” I watch as he looks me up and down. “He needs a shower and shave first.”
“I’m not going out.”
That’s the last thing I need, to go to some club or bar and word get back to Angel that I’m out partying. Plus, I don’t want to go out without her. It just wouldn’t be the same without Angel at my side.
He shakes his head. “Not what you think,” he whispers to me.
He continues to talk on the phone as I hang up all the clothes. I only catch a few words here and there, something about meeting up in an hour. Fuck, I don’t know. And honestly, I really don’t care.
“Get in the shower,” he says as I hang up the last shirt.
“I don’t feel like getting out tonight, Josh.” I’m trying to be nice, but it’s getting hard.
“Get in the shower. We are going to your parents’ house.” He points to the bathroom. I laugh at him.
“Why would I want to go to my parents’ house?” I walk out of the closet and head to the bathroom.
“Because your mom is cooking dinner and Micah will be there. You’re mom invited us.” He sits back down on the bed and looks at his watch like I’m wasting his time.
I walk in the bathroom, slamming the door behind me. There, that will show him.
 

 
Forty five minutes later, I pull up to my parents with Josh. For some reason he wanted me to drive us. I actually feel better now that I’ve showered and shaved, but my heart still feels hollow. I keep wondering what Angel is doing and how she is feeling. I keep checking my phone, hoping to see her calling me or texting me.
But nothing!
As soon as we pull into the driveway, I see my mom at the door, coming outside. What is she doing? I don’t have to wonder long when she hugs me as soon as I’m out of the car.
“Mom.” I hug her.
“Oh, darling. Are you ok? I heard all about you and Samantha.” She rubs my back. I slide a look to Josh, but he’s shaking his head.
“Who told you?” I put my hand on her back as we walk towards the house.
“I’m glad you were able to get him out of the house, Josh. Sometimes you just feel better when you get out and about.” She shuts the front door behind us. “Your dad is in the living room.”
Hmm.
She didn’t answer my question, letting me know she’s hiding something. My heart rate picks up. Maybe Angel is here. Maybe mom talked to her and set this up. I know they are close. My mom loves her.
My hopes are dashed when I walk in the living room and only my dad is in there. “Hey, Son. Have a seat. Would you like a drink?” He gets up to go refill his empty glass.
“Yes, please.” I’m normally a beer kind of guy, but my dad prefers whiskey and right now I will take anything he’s got.
“So, I hear you have girl problems.” I lift an eyebrow as he hands me a very full glass of whiskey. I take a quick look around to notice Josh didn’t follow me in here. What are they planning?
“Something like that.” I take a drink. Fuck, that shit is stout!
“You know, we never thought you would settle down.” I close my eyes with a sigh. What the fuck is going on? My dad and I have never had the talk about women. Why does he want to have it now? I open my eyes and gulp down another good size drink.
I nod. “Yeah, me either.”
“You know we’ve always been proud of you, son.” I look over to him as he continues. “You were always the wild one. You partied in high school, you partied even harder in college.” He takes a drink before looking back at me. “You always seemed to keep excellent grades, though, no matter what you were out doing.”
He looks down at his drink. “Even now you still party and get into fights. People always talk about you at the office.” He looks up to me. “About how good an attorney you are. I don’t care what you do outside of work because I know your job is important.”
I nod. I did party hard. There were times I would go into class with no sleep, still drunk, but I never missed my classes. School was always a main priority to me.
“I was just like you. Partier, different women, never wanted to settle down, until I met your mother.”
A slow smile spreads across his face as he mentions my mother. “Do you know the story about your mom and I?”
I shake my head no.
He leans back in his chair, getting comfortable. “I first saw her at a restaurant. I was twenty-three and in college at Yale. Your mother was twenty, an art student. I was eating dinner with some buddies when she walked in with a guy and I thought she was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. My buddies started laughing and said she was way out of my league.”
He smiles a full on smile “I was never the kind to back down from a challenge. You’re like me in that way. Anyway, I went right over to her table where she and her date were sitting. She totally brushed me off, told me to go away. Said she’d heard of me, and how I was with women, and wasn’t interested in a man like me.”
I laugh before I take another drink, knowing how my mom probably went off on him. She’s pretty feisty.
Just like my Angel.
He sits up, putting his elbows on his knees. “I think I fell in love with her right then and there. I never gave up. I saw her every day for three months. For three full months she rejected me every day. It was hard work! I’d never had to work so hard for a woman before.”
“Well, it paid off.” I raise my glass before I down the rest of it. When I put my drink down, I notice he’s still staring at me. “What?”
“I told her within a month we were together that I loved her. You know when she told me?”
“No”
“Four months. Four months together before she said it.”
“Dad,” I sigh, “I’m glad to hear the story about you and Mom, but what does it have to do with me?”
“The point is, Son, anything worth having is going to be hard work. You chase after her as long as you have to, but you never give up. You make sure to see her and talk to her every day. I don’t know the reason you two are fighting right now, but I do know she loves you. Everyone knows that.”
I look at my empty glass. “She might love me, but she doesn’t want to love me.” God, it hurts to say that out loud.
“Well, then you need to give her a reason to change her mind. Women want to be shown, not told. You giving her space is showing her that you don’t think you need her, and no matter how strong she is, she wants to be wanted. Everyone who has ever been important to her has left her.”
“I would never leave her,” I say with a clenched jaw.
“Then show her that.” He shrugs
I hear Micah walk in.
“Hey, Dad. Hey, Slade. Why aren’t you with Sam?”
“What do you mean?” Do I have to explain to everyone that she doesn’t want to love me?
“I talked to Holly on my way over here and she said Sam called in sick tonight. I figured you would be taking care of her.”
I stand up. “Sick? What kind of sick?” Why wouldn’t she call me if she was sick?
He shrugs “I don’t know. She just said she was sick.” Micah sits down on the couch.
I turn to my dad and he smiles. “Good luck, Son.”
I nod and head out the front door, not even bothering to say bye to my mom or Josh. I have a feeling this is what they wanted me to do anyway. My family can be sneaky.
On my way to her house, I stop off at the store to pick up some chicken noodle soup. I know it’s not homemade, but it could help if she’s feeling bad.
As I pull into her driveway, my palms star to sweat. I’m so nervous. What if she tells me to leave, or that I’m not giving her enough time? What if she’s decided she just wants to end it?
I square my shoulders. I love her. I will never let her go without a fight, even if that means we have to have a yelling match out here on her front porch.
I ring the doorbell and wait for her to answer. Shit! I forgot the soup in my car. Oh well, I’ll go back out and get it after I see her. I might not be staying long, anyway. She may kick me out, or not even let me in.
As I ramble on inside my head, she opens the door. My heart breaks. She doesn’t look her normal radiant self. She looks like she hasn’t slept in days. Her eyes are puffy and red, and she looks thinner than before.
And she’s wearing my t-shirt.
Only my t-shirt and nothing else under it.
“Slade,” she says, wide-eyed.
I put my hands in my pockets and rock back on my heels. Here goes nothing.
“I didn’t get to say I was sorry before you left.” I take in a deep breath. “I’m sorry. For everything. The yelling and cussing at you. You didn’t deserve it. I know it seems like I’m always apologizing, and if I would just keep my mouth shut, I wouldn’t have to. Hurting you is never my intention, I only want to show you how much I care for you and how much you mean to me, I guess I just do it wrong.” I take in another deep breath as she stares at me teary eyed.
“I know you said you needed time and space. I can’t give you any more space, but I can give you more time. I’m not asking for you to say you love me, or tell me you can’t live without me, but these last couple of days have been torture. I need to sleep with you at night. Not fuck, sleep. Me holding you, touching you, loving you. I can’t do without you anymore.”
I pull my hands out of my pockets and place them up in front of me as I see tears slowly run down her face. “Please don’t be mad at me. I just couldn’t go another minute without seeing your beautiful face, or hearing your soft voice. These last two days, I haven’t been me. I’m not the same without you. I feel like a part of me is missing, the best part, because you are the best part of my life, Angel. Please tell me it’s okay that I’m here, standing on your door step, wanting to come in and spend the evening holding you in my arms. Because I can’t go another day without seeing my beautiful angel.”
She just stares at me as I watch her tears fall. I want to wipe them away. I want to kiss them away. I want to take her in my arms and hold her while whispering I love her over and over. I want to tell her I will never give up on her because she’s the best thing that I have ever known.
She shakes her head. “I haven’t heard from you,” she croaks out. “I thought you forgot about me and moved on.”
I step in her front door and place my body right up to her as I grab her face in my hands. “I could never forget about you, Angel. You are the best thing to have ever happened to me. You are all I think about. You have consumed me, Angel, in a way I never knew was possible.” I wipe a tear away as it falls. “And I wouldn’t have it any other way. Please, don’t push me away.”
She closes her eyes as a few more tears fall. “I’m so sorry, baby.” She opens them. “I’ve missed you so much.” She wraps her hands around my stomach as she put her head in my chest. I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding and kiss the top of her head, then bend down and wrap an arm under her legs picking her up so I can carry her to bed.
“I missed you too, Angel.” I kiss her forehead as I lay down in bed next to her. I pull up the covers and we cuddle up to one another, holding on as tight as we can.
It doesn’t take long until I hear her breathing slow and her body relax. I lay there as I rub my knuckles up and down her cheeks. I love her so much. I don’t need her to say the words, I just need her to not push me away because I need her.
She is my life now.
I sigh and close my eyes, letting myself get the best rest I’ve had in two days.
 
 

 
I open my eyes and roll over. Where is Slade? I sit up and look around my room. My heart sinks when I don’t see him.
“Slade?”
Nothing.
I sigh and get up. I have no idea what time it is. I walk to the kitchen to get a bottle of water. I was so happy last night when I opened the door to find Slade standing there. After everything he said, I was speechless. All I could think was how I hadn’t heard from him; how his words had went against his actions. I did tell him to give me space, though. Was I expecting him to come after me? I have no idea. All I know is when I woke up this morning, I was happy to wake up next to Slade. Now I’m crushed all over again. My mind is playing very dirty tricks on me. Maybe I’m going crazy.
I grab a bottle of water out of the fridge then turn to see a note on my counter.
 
Angel- sorry I didn’t wake you this morning. I figured you needed your sleep. I had to be up early for work. I should be out of my meeting by 12:30. I want to spend the day with you and take you out. I’ll be back to your place around 1 to pick you up. Love, Slade
 
I start jumping up and down in my kitchen like a toddler.
He was here! I’m not going crazy! I’m going to spend the day with him! He loves me!
I catch sight of the clock over the stove and it reads 11:20. “Shit!” I grab my water and run to the shower. I don’t have much time.
 

 
True to his word, I hear the doorbell ring at 1 PM on the dot.
“I’m coming!” I yell as I pull my shirt over my head.
I swing open the door to see the most beautiful man, wearing a pair of faded blue jeans and a gray t-shirt with a pair of tennis shoes. He walks right in, and lifts me up in his arms and I giggle.
“Good afternoon, Angel.” He kisses me deeply, sending chills through my body.
“Good afternoon, baby,’’ I say breathlessly as he pulls away and sets me down. “I need to put my shoes on real quick, then I will be ready to go.”
“Okay, hurry up.” He swats my butt as I walk away from him.
I stand in front of my full length mirror in my closet, checking my outfit. I have a bright pink t-shirt on with a black tank top underneath that’s longer so it peeks out of the bottom of my shirt, along with a pair of jeans that are flared and a pink pair of high heels.
As I walk out of my closet, I see him sitting on my bed. He stands and walks towards me. He places his hands on my hips and pulls my body to his. I watch as his brows scrunch together.
“What’s wrong?”
He steps back and holds my hands out to my side while his eyes look me up and down. “Let me see your shoes.” He’s looking down at my feet, but you can’t see them because of my jeans being so long and flared.
I let go of his hand so I can lift one of my pant legs. He starts shaking his head no. “What?” I look down at my heels. They are cute; bright pink with a skinny black heel.
“How tall are those?” He asks, astonished.
I shrug. “Probably four inches. I usually wear four, but I have some that are six.”
He starts shaking his head faster. “You need to wear tennis shoes today. Go change them,” he orders.
Didn’t we just have this talk a few days ago? He can be so bossy.
I let go of his other hand and cross my arms over my chest. “Why?”
“Because we are going to be doing a lot of walking today, and I want you comfortable.” He crosses his arms over his chest, daring me to argue.
I do.
“These are comfortable. I could probably run a race in high heels. Walking around town isn’t going to bother me,” I huff.
“Please, Angel. I want you to wear tennis shoes today.”
“Fine! Give me a sec,” I say unhappily. I turn around before I have to see that victory smile. I walk back out of the closet with my black Nike shox on.
“Let me see.”
My eyes snap to his as I give him an angry look.
“Please.”
I huff as I lift my pant legs.
“Excellent.” He takes my hand. “Let’s go.”
“Where are we going today?” I ask as he opens his door to his car for me.
“We are doing some sightseeing.”
“Have you picked up your truck yet?’’ I ask as he turns off my street.
“No. they didn’t have my tires in stock, so they had to order them. It could be ready tomorrow, or a couple of more days before its ready.” He turns on his blinker to get on the freeway.
“Are you going to press charges against Jessica?”
He shakes his head. “There’s no way to prove it was her. We all know it, but none of us have any proof. It would just be a waste of my time.”
I nod in agreement. “How were you able to take off half the day today?”
“I didn’t have much to do. I couldn’t miss the meeting this morning, but the rest of my day would have been slow.” He reaches over to grab my hand, never taking his eyes off the road. “Even if it would have been busy, I still would have taken it off to spend time with you, though.” He gives my hand a little squeeze.
Geez, he is making my insides melt.
“What made you decide to be a lawyer? Did you want to do it just because of your dad?” I look out the window, trying to figure out the direction we are going, but I have no clue where we are.
“I’ve wanted to be a lawyer since I can remember. I can’t say my dad didn’t have some sort of influence on my decision, though, but he is not the main reason. Growing up, he always told us we could be whatever we wanted to be. He was always letting us do our own thing. He was that way with every aspect of our lives. I wanted to play football, Micah wanted to play baseball and wrestle. He and Mom were very supportive. They always made it to every one of our games or matches.”
“You played football?” I shouldn’t be surprised. He just has that look to him. A tall muscular body and a personality that just screams he’s a leader. I can see him getting his team wound up before a game.
“Yep. I started when I was six all the way to my senior year.”
“Quarterback?”
He looks over at me with a cocky smile on his face. “You know it, baby.” He wiggles his eyebrows.
I throw my head back and laugh. He’s a cocky bastard, and I’m sure he used that to his advantage getting girls in bed.
“What?” he asks, offended.
“Nothing,” I say, shaking my head. “I was just thinking about how you probably used that to your advantage to get laid.” I laugh again as he smiles, looking at the road. “I doubt you needed the help, though.” It should make me upset how many girls he’s been with, but it doesn’t. I can’t get mad over something I can’t change. What matters to me is that I have him now. Although, if for some reason any of those girls come back into the picture wanting him now that he‘s mine, they will see me go postal on their sorry little asses.
“Why didn’t you play in college?”
“Well,” he sighs, “Don’t get me wrong, I liked football. I just knew I didn’t have a future in football. I wanted to concentrate on my academics. I didn’t want football to take away from that.”
I nod as I turn my face to the road and see the St. Louis arch. I lean down to look up through the top of the windshield to get a better look of it. Damn, it’s so tall.
“Have you been up to the arch?” Slade asks as I continue to stare at it through the windshield.
“No,” I shake my head at the windshield.
“Good.” I can hear his smile in his voice.
“Is that where we are going?” I ask excitedly.
He nods his head as I squeal.
He parks the car and helps me out. “We are going to eat first. You must be hungry.”
“I am.” I cuddle up to his side and grab onto his arm tightly. He laughs as he wiggles his arm loose and wraps it around my shoulder, pulling me close to his side.
We walk up to Arch View Café. “Would you guys like to sit inside, or on the patio?” A women asks once she’s greeted us.
Slade looks down to me. “Outside, please.” I want to sit out in the sun and enjoy the day.
We follow her out to the back patio where she sits us at a round rod iron table looking over the river. You can see tall buildings and the arch right on the other side of it. “Your waitress will be right with you guys.”
“Thanks.” The arch looks pretty as the clouds are rolling in. “It looks like it’s going to rain.”
“It’s not supposed to.”
“Never know.” I open my menu to see what I want.
“Tell me about your college days.” He doesn’t bother to open his menu as I feel his eyes on me.
“The first year was hard.” I look up at him through my lashes, “for obvious reasons.” I look back to the menu. “It got easier after that. I became a wino while in college. I don’t know how I would have survived without wine and Courtney. She came down and visited quite often. Well, she did until our senior year.”
“Why is that?”
“We were both busy with school. The first time I called my mom it was…”
I get so caught up with him that I sometimes want to tell him everything. But some things a girl just needs to keep to herself.
“...we were both busy with college trying to make sure we had everything we needed, getting ready for graduation. I picked up a few extra classes both semesters, and she had done the same.”
“Where did she go to college?”
I put down my menu, and lace my fingers together as I set my hands on the table.
“She went to OU. We were supposed to go together, but it just didn’t work out. When I decided to get away from my mom, I had been accepted to a college in California and Dallas. I chose Dallas. I wanted to get away from my mom, but not that far away.”
He nods his head in understanding.
The waitress shows up taking our order. He fills me in on what he did over the weekend, and how he went to the gym for the first time since we’ve gotten together. I smile at the fact that I get all of his time when he’s not at work. He is telling me the story of how his father met his mother, when the waitress brings our food.
“You never told me why you chose to be a lawyer,” I remind him before I shove a fry in my mouth.
“I wanted to help people.” Simple as that. He wipes his mouth with a napkin. “It’s been long hours and hard work, but I love it.” He gives me a big smile.
 

 
“Are you two finished?” the waitress asks as she eyes Slade. She hasn’t even looked at me once.
Slade looks up from his plate to me. “Are you finished, Angel?”
I smile, knowing he hasn’t looked at her. He has no idea that she has been staring him down.
I nod my head. “Yes.” I pick up my plate, handing it to her with a smile.
She lays our check down. “Let me know when you’re ready.”
I reach for the check, but Slade snatches it back.
“Slade. Let me get the check.”
He shakes his head. “No.” He pulls out his wallet and lays down some cash. “We have had this discussion. You know I won’t let you pay.”
I give him a hard look, but let it go.
We stand up and walk out of the restaurant. “We’re you really sick yesterday?”
I slide him a questioning look. “What do you mean, really sick?”
“Well, Micah told me you called in sick to work.”
I look down at the walkway and keep walking. Is that the only reason he came to see me? Because he thought I was sick?
“Angel.” He stops walking and pulls my face up to look at him. “That’s not why I came to see you.” he says like he was reading my mind. “It is why I stopped and bought you soup, though.”
“You bought me soup?” I smile.
He nods his head. “But, I came over because I couldn’t go any longer without seeing you.”
I smile.
“I was going crazy. Josh came over and made me shower and shave.”
I laugh. “I bet you look cute with some stubble.”
“You bet your hot little ass I do.” His smile is cocky, making me laugh again.
“Angel,” he says seriously. “Yesterday, I spent time cleaning out some drawers for you in the dressers and in the bathroom. I gave you some room in the closet.” He runs his knuckles up and down my cheek. “I don’t want to be without you. If you prefer, I will stay over at your house with you. I don’t care where we stay as long as we are together.”
I stare up at him in astonishment. He made room for my stuff? I shake my head. I don’t want to be without him, either.
“Thanks, baby.” I give him a hug as he rubs my back.
“Come on.” He grabs my hand and walks us over to the arch.
We walk up to the window to purchase our tickets as I look up. “Wow. That’s taller than I thought.”
“It’s not all that bad.” He pulls out his wallet to pay the lady.
“Slade.” I pull on his shirt frantically as my heart starts beating out of my chest from fear. He looks over at me. “I’m scared of heights.” I shake my head. “I can’t go up there.”
“It will be fine. I promise.”
The older lady behind the glass gets my attention. “It’s only a four minute ride.”
My eyes bug out as I stare at her. “Four minutes?” I whisper. I didn’t know what she was referring to when she said minutes. We have to stand up there and look out over the city for four minutes?
They time you?
Slade grabs my hand. “Look at me.”
I do.
“I promise, it will be okay.” He runs his fingers through my hair and it soothes me.
“Okay.” I say unsure.
He grabs my hand as the lady gives him the tickets and walks us over to where we can enter the arch. When the door opens I take a step back, letting go of Slade’s hand. Now I know what she meant by four minutes.
“Angel, it will be okay.”
“It’s so tiny.” The space has to be the smallest I have ever seen. It has five seats that sit in a circle, and the inside has bright white walls with white lights.
“I’ll keep you occupied the entire time,” Slade whispers in my ear.
What?
His words sink in and I realize that sex is what I need. It’s been two days since I’ve had him. I walk in as he chuckles, coming in behind me. We sit down and he leans into me. It is a Monday afternoon, so we’re able to get in a tram by ourselves. As soon as the door shuts, he places his hand in my hair and places his lips on mine. His kiss is sweet and slow. I feel our tram jerk a bit and I pull away, feeling like my chest in now in my stomach.
Slade reaches over and pulls me onto his lap where I straddle him. “Don’t think about it, Angel. Think about me,” he says against my lips.
“You’re going to have to help me out with that.” I swallow hard.
“I think I can do that.” He takes my lips in his and gives me a slow sexual kiss.
My body relaxes and I keep my eyes closed tightly as his tongue explores my mouth. I grip his hips and grind myself against him as he starts hardening. He grips my hair harder as I moan in his mouth. I keep my eyes closed as I feel my body jerk a bit. He pulls his lips away from mine.
“Angel.”
I open my eyes to see him smiling at me. “Yes?” I bite my bottom lip seductively. I’m totally all for having sex in this little tram.
He laughs at me. “We’re here.”
I slump my shoulders and give him a pouty face.
He brings his lips to mine and smiles. “Later,” he promises.
We get out of the tram and he takes my hand. I start to pull away when he walks over to a tiny window. “Come on.” He pulls harder and I fumble over to him. I close my eyes as he stands behind me, wrapping his arms around me. “I’ll hold onto you.” He leans down to whisper in my ear, “I won’t let you go.”
My body shivers at the double meaning. Reluctantly, I open my eyes and look out over the beautiful city. “It’s beautiful.” I choose to look out over the city and not straight down. I didn’t want to have a heart attack.
“It is.” He squeezes me tightly against him.
I look to the clouds and they are moving in fast. Dark gray in color, and I can see in the distance the rain falling, looking like a sheet hanging down from the clouds. It makes me smile. I love the rain. The smell, the feel of it, the sound of it...everything about it is relaxing.
I relax into him and wrap my arms around his. “Thanks for bringing me up here, baby.”
He kisses my hair. “You’re welcome, Angel.”
“I bet it’s even more beautiful at night.”
“I’ve never been up here at night, but I bet you are correct,” he says, unwrapping his arms from around me. “Come on, let’s get going. I want to take you to the museum as well.”
 



 

 
 

 
We’ve been here almost two hours, and that smile has been on her face the entire time. Just seeing her smile has me smiling like a damn fool.
I go to open the door to walk outside, but stop. “Fuck!” I mumble.
“What’s wrong, baby?”
I turn around to face her. “Let’s stay in here for a while.” I start looking around, wondering what else we could see that we already haven’t.
“What? Why?”
“Because it’s pouring outside,” I answer, rather annoyed. I hate it when it rains.
A slow glorious smile appears on her face as she crosses her arms over her chest.
“Why, baby? Are you afraid to get wet?” She arches an eyebrow.
I was about to say yes, but stop as she slowly uncrosses her arms and walks up to me, her body flush with mine. She places her arms around my neck as I lean down towards her, rising up on her tiptoes and putting her mouth to my ear.
“That would be a shame because I love to get wet,” she whispers seductively. I moan as my cock hardens in my pants. She laughs a playful laugh, let’s go of me, and runs past me right out the door. I spin around and run after her.
“Get back here,” I yell, laughing as the rain comes down on me. I wasn’t ten steps out the door and was already drenched. I come up behind her and pick her up, twirling her around as she laughs. I sit her down and turn her to face me. “You’re crazy,” I laugh as I push a wet strand of hair off her face.
She smiles. “About you.”
I lean down and kiss her. I’ve never felt so alive in my life; standing out in the pouring rain, kissing Angel as if I’d die without her lips on mine. I run my hands down her back and over her ass as she lightly nibbles on my lower lip. Fuck, that drives me crazy. I pick her up with my hands under her ass and she wraps her legs around me. I pull away from the kiss, leaving us panting, needing more. I kiss down her neck, tasting the rain on her body. God, she tastes amazing.
How did I ever live without her?
The rain continues to fall, and all I can do is lick it off her neck. It tastes cool on my tongue, but inside all I feel is heat. I’m burning with need. She grabs my hair, bringing my face up to hers. I look at my beautiful angel. Even dripping wet, she is the most beautiful woman in the world.
“Why are we standing in the pouring down rain?”
“I love the rain. I love to feel it run down over my body. It gives me goose bumps, yet feels relaxing. Here, close your eyes.”
I give her an ‘are you crazy’ look.
“Just do it,” she giggles as I sat her feet on the ground. To hear that sound, I will do anything. Plus, it’s not like I can get anymore soaked. With a sigh, I close my eyes.
“Now, just clear your mind and relax your body.” She runs her hands up my body. “Can you feel it? Can you feel every drop as it runs down your body like a cool blanket?”
I open my eyes as she continues to speak. I let my eyes travel over her shirt that is soaked and clinging to her chest and stomach. I watch as she has her head thrown back, looking up at the sky with her eyes closed. She pulls her hands away from my chest, lifting her arms out to her side with a beautiful smile on her face. She’s gorgeous. Even soaked from head to toe, she still looks like an angel. I step up to her and she opens her eyes, looking at me.
“You weren’t listening to me,” she says, trying not to smile.
Lightning strikes somewhere behind us, lighting up the dark skies and giving me a breathtaking view of her sparkling green eyes. I place my hands on either side of her face. I need to prove to myself she’s standing in front of me. I feel as if she is not real. She is a dream come true; a dream that I never want to wake up from.
I shake my head no as I pull my hands from her face and lace my fingers in her belt loop, bringing her closer to me. “You have no idea how bad I want you right now.” I rub my hard cock against her.
“Then have me,” she whispers as her lips brush mine.
My eyebrows shoot up. Did she just say have me? “Where? We’re standing in a parking lot while it’s raining.” I pull on my drenched shirt to prove my point.
She takes my shirt in her hands, and runs her cold small hands up my stomach and over my chest. Her hand comes to stop over my heart. “Take me home.”
She squeals as I pick her up, cradling her to my body like a child while running to the car. The rain is still coming down hard and it’s almost hard to see where I am going while my feet stomp in puddles. I hear her laughing as I come to the car.
“What is so funny?” I look down at her.
“You! You’re trying to shield me from the rain. I’m already wet, baby.” She brings her head up to kiss my lips. “And I love it.”
I set her down on her feet. “I love it too.” My eyes travel down to her chest. I place one hand on a breast while the other runs up her arm. She arches her back, letting out a moan for me.
“You’re freezing.”
She shakes her head. “No, I’m not.”
I smile. “You can’t lie to me. I can feel the goose bumps.”
Her green eyes stare into mine as lighting strikes again. I have never seen such a beautiful color of green in my life. It took my breath away as I lost myself in the deep depth that I have come to love.
“They’re not from the rain.” She rises up, brushing her lips against mine.
I back her up against my car door as I slip a hand in her wet hair. She opens her mouth more for me as she relaxes her body into mine. I kiss her softly as the rain falls over us and I let my eyes close shut, my body feeling her passion for me. It makes me want to melt into one of these puddles I’m standing in. I can taste the rain in our kiss as it runs down our faces and falls between our lips. It causes a shiver to run through me.
I know the rain continues to fall, but it doesn’t bother me. I no longer feel cold. Her kiss lights up my insides. Her body burns my skin on contact. I feel the ground under my feet shake as thunder pounds in the sky above us, followed by a white flash I see from behind my eyelids.
Neither one of us stop this magical moment. All I hear is my own heart pounding in my ears as her tongue seeks out mine. Slowly she pulls her tongue back, and gives me a tender kiss with just those soft lips. I don’t want this kiss to end. I don’t want her to pull away. I want to stay standing outside as the rain falls down over us. I have never experienced something so unbelievably pure.
I place my other hand in her hair, holding her face to mine. “Please don’t stop,” I say, breathless. I need her soft lips on mine.
Without saying a word, she opens back up for me. My lips slide over hers, slick from the rain. She moans in my mouth as a shiver runs through her body. Her arms wrap tighter around my neck, and her tongue gets more demanding. She nibbles on my bottom lip, making my body tremble.
“Slade.” She pulls away, panting.
“Yes, Angel?” My heart is pounding as fast as the rain falls on us.
“Thought you were taking me home?”
“You’re right, I got distracted. You are distracting.” I let go of her and open up the car door to let her in. I drive like a bat out of hell to get us home, the rain continuing to fall. When I pull into the garage, she is out of the car in no time. “Where are you going?” I ask as I pile out after her.
She stops at the door to enter the house, then turns around and smiles. “To take a shower.” She reaches down and pulls both shirts off over her head. “You coming?” she laughs as she walks inside.
Fuck!
She is driving me crazy. I’m taking off my clothes while making my way to the bathroom and start noticing the trail of clothes she has left behind as well. I moan in anticipation as I catch sight of her panties on the floor, knowing that was the last thing to come off. I grab a condom from my dresser before I head to the bathroom.
When I enter the bathroom, I can see all the steam coming from the shower. I can’t see her, but I know she’s in there. I step inside to find her sitting on the bench that runs the length of the back tiled wall. I shut the door and walk over to her, knowing she is already going to be wet and waiting.
“What are you going to do with me now, baby?” She is sitting on the bench with her back against the black tiled wall and her feet on the floor.
I smile as a thought crosses my mind. I come to stand in front of her while I stroke my very hard erection in one hand. “I can think of something.”
“Oh, I bet you can,” she laughs.
She thinks I’m being funny.
I drop to my knees and grab her legs, holding them over my shoulders while pulling her ass to the edge and burying my face in her smooth pussy before she even knows what I’m doing.
 

 
“You okay?” I ask as we lay cuddling in bed, naked. Maybe I was too rough with her in the shower.
“Stop doing that,” she says while running her hand up and down my chest.
“Doing what?”
“Thinking that you’ve hurt me.” My eyebrows shoot up. Her beautiful green eyes run up my chest, then land on mine. “If you were hurting me, I would tell you. I love how you can’t control yourself when you’re inside of me.” She gives me a sexy smile.
“Well, you’re right. I can’t control myself whenever it comes to you.” I run my hand down her back and over her ass. I love that she likes to sleep naked. I kiss her forehead and pull her close to me. “Good night, Angel.”
“Slade?”
I look at her face and she has her eyes shut. “Yes, Angel?”
“Thanks for a great day.”
I give her another kiss and hold her until she falls asleep. I look up to the ceiling and listen to the rain falling on the house. I can’t help but think what tomorrow will bring. Every day with her is a new adventure, and I fall deeper and deeper in love. Just when I think I can’t love her anymore, she does something to prove me wrong.
I smile when the room lights up from the lightening outside the window. Thunderstorms are my new favorite thing. Besides my Angel, of course.
 

 
The next day, I’m sitting at my desk about to wrap up my day when my office phone rings.
“Long”
“Hey, Slade. It’s Holly.”
“Hey, Holly. What’s up?” I sit in my seat while I shut my computer down.
“I just want to give you a heads up.”
I frown as I wonder what kind of bad news she could possibly tell me. “About what?”
“This Friday is Sam’s birthday.”
“What?” I ask breathlessly. “How did I not know this? Why didn’t she tell me?”
“Well, that’s why I’m warning you. Sam doesn’t celebrate her birthday. That’s the day she first called her mom after she went off for college. I’ve obviously never been around her on this day, but she has told me all about it.”
“Yeah, I can see that being a problem.” I put my elbows on the table and let my head fall in my hand while I hold the phone with the other. “So…what were you thinking?”
“Uh, I don’t know. Maybe treat it as any other day?” She sounds unsure.
“No. I don’t want to not celebrate because it’s a bad day for her. That’s why we should celebrate it. Make it a better day for her.” I lean back in my chair as I run a hand over my face.
“Good idea,” she laughs happily. “What do you have in mind? We could have a family dinner at your parents? Vivian and Mark love her. Then we could go out afterwards, do some bar hopping?”
“That is a fantastic idea. I’ll invite Josh to join us. This will be good, she likes to go out. Is it a surprise? Or do we tell her?” I know she likes surprises, but I don’t know about a surprise this big.
“Well, that’s another problem. You know how she is when it comes to going out. I know she will want to dress up, but I’m afraid if we tell her plan she will refuse to go.” She sounds frustrated.
“Why don’t you two have a girl’s day or whatever? Don’t you girls do that? Go to the mall and shop together for stuff?” I say as I laugh at myself. “Then you can decide to tell her what she needs to know about her birthday.”
“That’s a great idea. Are you going to call your mom, or do I need to do it?”
“I’ll do it. I’m about to leave work. I’ll call her and Josh on my way home.”
“Okay, sounds good.”
“Hey, Holly.”
“Yes?”
“I’m going to give Micah some money to give to you. I don’t want Angel to spend her money on a birthday outfit, but I know she won’t take my money. I’ll give it to Micah to give to you.”
“What?” She laughs. “You think she is going to let me buy her outfit? Do you even know her at all?” She laughs again.
“Yes. You just have to be as stubborn as her when it comes to getting what you want.”
“How is that working for you, Slade?” she asks sarcastically.
I laugh. “True. I wish you the best of luck.” She is going to need it.
We say our goodbyes and I close up my office. “Hey Rose.” I get her attention as I walk by her desk.
“Yes, Mr. Long?”
“Will you make sure to give this money to Micah? I think he is with a client right now. Tell him to give it to Holly. She knows what to do with it.” I pull out my wallet. I always carry a wad of cash with me. You never know when you will need it. I hand her three one hundred dollars bills. “Hope that’s enough.”
“May I ask what it’s for?” Rose eyes the money like she’s not sure what to do with it.
“Yeah. Holly is taking Angel shopping for her birthday this Friday. I don’t want her buying her own outfit, so I’m going to have Holly act like she’s buying it. Do you think that’s enough?” I ask, opening up my wallet again. “I don’t know where girls shop, or how much their clothes cost.”
“I would say it’s enough.” She eyes me like I’m crazy.
“Here.” I give her another hundred. “Four hundred should be enough. Have a good day, Rose.” I walk towards the elevator.
“You too, Mr. Long.”
 

 
“Hello, Mom.” I say, pulling out of the parking garage.
“Hey, honey. What are you doing?”
“I just left work. I have a question to ask you. Friday is Angel’s birthday. Can we have a dinner at your house before we go out?”
“Absolutely!” she sounds excited. My mom loves to throw dinners. “I didn’t realize her birthday was Friday.”
“I didn’t either,” I say sadly. “It’s a hard day for her from what Holly said, so we are going to try to cheer her up. Do dinner at your house, then take her out to go to a few bars.” I hope it is drama free. The last time we went out was when I got in that fight with Matt.
“Well, I will plan a fantastic dinner for everyone. Who all is coming?”
“Holly, Micah, Josh, me and Angel,” I answer while pulling into my garage. I smile when I see that Angel’s car is back in the garage.
“Okay, let’s say seven thirty Friday night?” she is over the hill excited that she can do something for all of us.
“Sounds perfect, Mom. Thanks again.”
“No problem, honey. Love you.”
“Love you too, Mom. Talk to you later.”
I want to talk to Angel about her birthday. Ask why she hasn’t mentioned it, but I won’t. I know how hard it is for her to talk about hurtful things, and I don’t want her mad at Holly for telling me, so I’ll just keep my mouth shut and play it safe for now.
I walk in the house and past the kitchen to the bedroom. I get sight of something, though, and slowly take a few steps back while looking into the kitchen. I see Angel sitting on the kitchen island with one leg stretched out in front of her, the other bent. She’s leaning back, resting on one hand. Her other arm is hanging over the knee that is propped up. She is wearing black tights that come up to her thighs with the tiniest little lace black skirt. Her black bra is also black lace with a silk black ribbon tied in a bow which sits between her breasts and hangs down her stomach. My eyes start at her big curly dark hair, and work their way down to her sexy black high heels.
“Hi, baby,” she says happily.
“Hi,” I croak. I clear my throat and walk over to her. I am so fucking turned on. She always dose things that make my mouth water while making my cock beg to be released from my pants.
“You look so sexy in that suit.” She bites on her lower lip as I come to stand at the end of the island, looking down at her. My eyes go big as she lies down on her back and bends her legs at her knees, spreading them for me, showing me she also has a black lace thong on.
“I wanted to give you a treat when you came home from a long hard day at work.” She reaches her hands above her head as she arches her back. My eyes are glued to her. I can’t look away. They continue to look up and down her perfect body in astonishment.
“Slade,” she says in that sexy way that makes me weak in the knees. “I’ve been waiting for you all day.”
I reach forward and wrap a hand around each dainty ankle, pulling her slowly to the end of the island so that her hot sex behind that black lace touches my bulging zipper.
“Oh, you’re ready for me as well.” She sits up and wraps those sexy legs around me. I let go of her ankles, and let my hands run up over her stockings. “How about we get you undressed.” She undoes my tie, and slowly wraps each end around her hands. She pulls on them, bringing my face to hers. I close my eyes as my lips brush hers. Her tongue comes out and licks my lips, moving tantalizingly slow before she enters it in my mouth. I grip my fingers into her hips as she moans.
She lets go of the tie and pulls her lips from mine. Her hands move to my top button and she undoes the first, then the second. She goes to undo the third button and looks up at me. “Are you going to speak, baby?”
I let go of her hips and grab hold of her hands as she undoes the last button. I look in those intoxicating green eyes, and watch a slow smile spread across that beautiful face. “What do you want, baby?”
I let go of her wrists and let my hands journey up her stomach over her small ribcage. I come to her breasts and let them linger for a few moments. She whimpers when my thumb brushes a nipple over the lace. I continue upwards and my hands go around her neck. She arches her back and puts her head back. I can feel her erratic pulse under my hands and it makes me smile. I love driving her crazy. They travel up the side of her face and I grab a hold of her hair roughly on both sides as her breath catches.
I find the will to speak, but all I can do is whisper. “You...are...so...fucking...sexy. I want you tied to my bed, helpless, so I can do whatever I want. And Angel...” I pull her head to where she looks me in the eye. “Right now I want my cock buried in you so deep, fucking you so hard until you’re begging me to stop.”
She places a hand over my erection and slowly brings her head to mine, never taking her eyes away from me. Her tongue comes out to lick my bottom lip again, sending a shiver down my spine. Then she takes my upper lip into her mouth, lightly nibbling on it.
“Well, you know how I love to beg,” she whispers.
I pick her up off the island and carry her to the bedroom, not wasting any time. It’s going to be a long ass night and she is going to keep those stockings and high heels on.
 
 

 
I wake up and can barely move. My body is so sore. Geez, he was on a mission last night; a mission to break me in half.
And I think he succeeded.
I crawl out of bed while I moan in agony. Am I going to be able to walk today? I sure hope so. I need a hot shower which will wake me up and help my muscles. I accomplished what I wanted to, though. I wanted to get my mind off of things.
I’m trying to stay happy, but it’s so hard. My birthday is coming up and I get so depressed, so I’m going to continue having the hot and crazy sex with him. It makes me feel like a different person. Awake. Plus, he has lit me on fire. I can’t get enough of him. The sex is amazing. He makes me feel sexy and wanted. If I had the choice, I would never get out of bed with him. I would spend every waking moment naked underneath him, letting him have his way with me.
It takes me longer than usual to get ready. My entire body is sore! But I wouldn’t have it any other way.
As I’m drying my hair, I realize I’m just going to have to work through it. I was hoping the hot shower would have helped, but no. My body is stiff and sore as hell.
I turn the hair dryer off, thinking I heard something. I listen quietly as I hear it again. Someone is knocking on the front door, so I run to answer it.
“Hey, Holly. What are you up to today?”
She walks in with a big smile on her face. Great! She’s up to something.
“We are going shopping.”
I nod my head. That actually sounds good. “Okay. Let me finish getting ready. I’m almost done.”
She follows me to the bathroom, so I can finish getting ready.
“So…” Holly trails off as I put the finishing touches on my makeup.
I turn to face her. “I know there is something going on, so whatever it is, you better tell me.”
“You can’t say anything, okay? This is important to Slade.” I just give her a dirty look. This cannot be good.
“He wants to surprise you with a birthday dinner at his parents’ house, then we are all going out.” She takes in a deep breath. “Okay. That was partly a lie. He asked me what I thought, and that was the idea I came up with.”
I feel like the air has been sucked out of me. A surprise birthday dinner? Going out with everyone? I haven’t celebrated my birthday in four years; waking up first thing in the morning to call your estranged mother who never answers, and sending her money kind of puts a damper on things. Why would he want to throw me a birthday surprise?
My head snaps to hers and she squirms. “How does he know Friday is my birthday, Holly?” I ask evenly.
She looks to the floor. “I told him.”
I throw my hands up in the air. “Why would you do that, Holls?”
She shrugs. “He would have found out eventually, and then he’d be pissed you never told him.”
She has a point.
I nod my head in agreement. “Is that why we are going shopping? So I can buy a birthday outfit?”
“You know me all too well,” she sighs, looking down at the floor.
I walk out of the bathroom and into the closet to grab my heels. I sit on the bed and look at her, but she is still looking down at the floor.
“What else is there, Holls?”
“Well...” she looks up at me. “Slade gave me money to take you shopping. He wants to buy you your birthday outfit.”
“What?” I bark as she flinches. Why in the hell would he want to buy my birthday outfit? I don’t need him buying me anything.
“He just wants to buy you your outfit,” she defends him.
“I got that. Keep the money and give it back to him. I don’t want him buying me an outfit.” I go to put my heels on.
“Sam,” she says harshly making me look back to her. “He just wants to do something nice. I could tell on the phone that his feelings were hurt that you hadn’t told him Friday was your birthday. Don’t make me give the money back to him. Take it, and buy you something with it.” She looks at me, daring me to argue.
I sigh. I do feel bad for not telling him. I just wanted to avoid that conversation if at all possible. “Come on. I want something extra sexy.”
She starts clapping her hands. “That was easier than I thought it would be.”
“What are you talking about?” I question.
“Nothing.”
“I plan on drinking Friday night. A lot!” I put on my heels and grab my purse. I plan on knocking his socks off with one hell of an outfit.
“Of course! You’re supposed to get drunk on your birthday,” she laughs as I lock up the front door.
“How are you two getting along?” she questions as soon as we get in her car.
“Good.” I want to keep this conversation short.
“That’s good. No more fights?”
“Nope.” I shake my head. “We get along really well when he’s not trying to tell me what I can and can’t do.” Which is the truth.
“Are you going to tell me why you stayed away from him for two days and called in sick to work?”
I can tell she’s mad that I haven’t already filled her in. I just didn’t think I should tell her anything. How can I confess something to her that I’m trying to deny to myself?
I take a deep breath. “Holly, I didn’t want to tell you. He scared me was all.”
“Like you were afraid he was going to hurt you?” she asks, shocked. “Slade would never lay a hand on you, no matter how mad he gets.”
“That’s not it, Holls.” I’m getting frustrated. “He told me he loved me!”
“What?” she gasps. “He actually said he loved you?”
“Well not exactly in those words, but yes.” I clarify.
“That is so sweet.”
I watch her smile as she gives a little laugh.
“Wait. Why would that make you scared of him?”
“I couldn’t say it back,” I say, looking down at my hands. A silence settles in the car, making me wish I could delete this entire conversation.
“I know you love him,” she speaks softly, finally breaking the silence while pulling into the mall.
I look over at her somewhat nervous as she parks the car.
“I know it, Sam.” She shuts off the engine and turns to face me. “You do love him.” She grabs her purse and exit’s the car, so I grab mine and follow after her. “Do you have an idea what kind of dress you want to get?” she asks as she opens the door for me to enter the mall.
I smile, thanking God that conversation is over.
Holly and I spend three hours at the mall. I’m pretty sure we tried on every dress! Eventually we both found a dress, a purse to match and, of course, a new pair of high heels.
My cell phone rings as we are getting back into her car
“Hello, baby.”
“Hey, Angel. Are you busy right now?” He sounds stressed.
“No, why?”
“Well I just got a phone call and the truck is ready. I’m afraid I have to work late tonight, and by the time I get off they will be closed. Can you see if Holly can come get you at the house and take you to go get it? I’ve already paid for it. Just needs to be picked up.”
“Yeah, I’m actually with her right now. We went shopping, but are just leaving the mall. I will have her swing me by there.” I look over to Holly as she nods her head in agreement.
“Oh, you’re out shopping.” He sounds happy. He will be happy after he sees the dress he bought me.
“Yep. I bought a new dress, purse and heels.” I smile to myself.
“That’s great, Angel. I can’t wait to see them.” I bet you can’t.
“What time will you get home tonight?”
“It will be late, probably after ten. I was given a new case today, and he already has a court date scheduled for next week. He just fired his lawyer yesterday which means I have a shit ton of stuff to do so that I’m ready by next week.” I can almost hear him running is hands through his hair. “What I don’t finish, I will have to bring back home and work on because I don’t plan on staying here all fucking night.”
“Should I stay at my place tonight so I won’t be in the way?”
“No! Are you fucking serious? Why the fuck would I want you to go home?”
I sigh. I didn’t mean to mean to make him mad. “I’m sorry,” I say sympathetically. He must be having a terrible day. “It was just a suggestion. I thought maybe you needed some time alone to get some work done. You don’t have to jump me about it.” I try to whisper so Holly can’t hear me, but I know she can.
“Look, I’m sorry Angel. Its….it has just been a long day, okay? I’ll see you when I get home.” He hangs up, leaving me holding the phone to my ear, wishing I could make his day better.
I turn to face Holly “Dobbs Tires on Chippewa street.”
She nods as she continues to look at the road. She is not going to ask any questions which I am very thankful for. My brain is going ninety miles an hour trying to come up with what I can do to cheer him up tonight. Maybe I will just go to bed early so he can get his work done. He needs some space to get stuff done, so I’ll just have to give him space without leaving the house.
An hour later, I pull up to the Slade’s house. After I picked up Nadia, I ran to the grocery store to pick up a few things. I got more stuff to make him lemon bars again, and I also purchased everything to make a lasagna. I turn on music and got busy making him dinner.
Once I finish in the kitchen, I write him a letter.
 
Baby,
I made you more lemon bars and there is also a lasagna in the fridge along with mashed potatoes and garlic bread. Hope your evening is better than your afternoon was. xoxo Angel
 
I turn the lights off and head to the bedroom.
 

 
I lay down in his bed, naked and relaxed.
I had cooked him dinner, then took a long hot bubble bath until my entire body resembled a prune.
I plug my phone in to charge.10:30 PM He’s still not home. I roll over and pull his pillow up under my arm. I love holding his pillow; it smells like him which makes me happy and helps me fall asleep. I doze off, hoping that his day got better.
 

 
“Good night, Angel.” I hear Slade say, but I can’t open my eyes. They are too heavy.
“What time is it?” I ask, barely above a whisper.
“It’s a little past three.” I feel him pull my body close to his. I place my arm around him and cuddle up to his warm body.
“Thanks for dinner. It was amazing,” he whispers to my hair.
“You’re welcome. Good night, baby” I say to his chest as I feel him kiss my head.
 



 

 
 

 
I lean on the doorway to my bedroom as I watch Angel sleep. I feel so bad for how I acted to her last night when she asked if I wanted her to go home. I was just being selfish. Not having her here would have made my bad mood worse. I love coming home to her.
I turn around and walk to the kitchen to grab my coffee. I’m going to need it. Today is going to be another very busy day. I would never tell Angel this, but the reason I’m so busy is because I have been playing hooky to spend time with her. It’s not that I would have done it any different, but I just don’t want her to blame herself.
I open the fridge and smile as I see my leftovers from the dinner she had made me. Even after I snapped at her, she still made me dinner because I was having a bad day and it was fantastic. She deserves something special tonight.
 

 
The day goes by pretty fast as I try to concentrate on work and keep my mind off of Angel. I’m in a meeting listening to my father talk about this new client he just took on, when a knock comes at the door.
“Come in,” my dad answers.
Rose is standing there, so I stand up and walk out of the room to talk with her. “What is it Rose?”
“You have a phone call. A girl named Courtney.”
I nod as I follow her back to her desk. I reach over her desk and take her phone.
“Hello?”
“Hey, Slade. It’s Courtney. I just got your voice mail, but I’m not going to be able to make it. I’m swamped at work.”
After finding her number on Angel’s phone, I’d left Courtney a message this morning on my way to work, telling her I’d pay for her a round trip ticket to come up and spend the weekend with Angel. I know she misses her and would love to see her on her birthday.
“Okay, I just thought I would offer. I know she would love to see you.”
“I want to come, but I’m off next weekend for the game. I can’t miss two weekends in a row. That would put me behind when I came back which would make me go crazy.” She laughs “These bitches are pretty demanding.”
She makes me laugh. “Yeah, I can see how that could drive a person crazy.”
“Exactly! Well, I need to get back to work. I have a meeting in like fifteen minutes that I’m not even prepared for.” She laughs again. “The story of my life.”
“Thanks for letting me know.”
“Slade, I know she loves you. Just give her some time. I promise it will be worth it. And just so you know, I’m on your side, trying to help it along.” She hangs up.
“Thanks Rose.” I hand her back her phone with a huge smile on my face. Her best friend knows she loves me! That’s all I needed to hear.
 

 
Work goes by pretty fast and everything is a blur. I walk into the house at around six, but most of the lights are off in the house. She can’t already be in bed, can she?
“Angel?’ I call, walking throughout the hall way as I undo my tie.
“In here,” I hear her call from the bathroom.
I walk in to find her taking a bubble bath. She has her makeup done and her hair pulled up into a messy bun on top of her head.
“You look like you’re in a better mood today,” she says as she gives me a small smile.
“I am.” I lean down next to the bathtub. “How was your day?”
“It was good. I just hung out here.” She lifts a leg, putting it on the side of the tub as she lathers up some shaving cream between her hands. “I did some laundry. Cleaned the house up a bit.” She looks over to me. “Made you some more cookies.”
“You cleaned the house?” I thought it looked extra clean.
“Yes. Why? Do you think it still looks dirty?” She gives me a surprised look.
“No. it looks really clean,” I assure her. “But you didn’t have to do that.” I shake my head. “Laundry? What laundry did you do?” I will admit when it comes to laundry and cleaning, I’m kind of lazy. I do laundry about once a week. Cleaning, well that happens when I think the house is dirty which isn’t often.
“I took the sheets off the bed and washed them. Then I did all the dirty clothes that were in your closet.” She gives me angry look. “That equaled five loads.”
I smile. “You don’t have to do all of that, Angel. Maybe I should get a housekeeper.” I never felt the need to have a housekeeper, until now. I don’t want Angel to have to spend her days cleaning the house.
“You don’t need to hire anyone. I can clean it.”
“I don’t want you here so you can do the laundry and clean, Angel.”
“Stop,” she laughs. “It’s no big deal.”
I stand up and take a few steps, coming to stop in front of the mirror while I unbutton my shirt. I throw my shirt on the floor then undo my pants. I stand there in my boxers, looking at my tiled floor shaking my head. I have got it so bad. What am I going to do? I want to marry this woman.
“Slade” Angel is standing behind me, wrapped up in a towel.
“Yes, Angel?” I walk up to her.
“Are you okay? You seem like you’re somewhere else? Is it work?”
I shake my head as I place my hands on her hips over the towel. “No, I’m great.” I smile. “I’m going to take a quick shower. Why don’t you go get dressed? I want to take you out this evening.” I kiss her forehead.
“Where are we going?”
“Just going to drive around.’’
She crunches her brows together, then nods.
I take a fast shower, then wrap the towel around my waist as I go to get dressed. Not only had she washed all my dirty clothes, but she has also ironed and hung them. This woman is amazing. I can’t imagine why she is with me.
I throw on my favorite pair of faded blue jeans that have a few small holes in them, with a red t-shirt and a pair of tennis shoes. “Ready to go, Angel!” I call from the kitchen as I pick up my truck keys. I grab a bottle of wine, along with two wine glasses and a corkscrew. I walk over to the hallway closet and grab a blanket, then walk out to the garage to put the stuff in the back seat.
Where is she?
I walk back in the house and find her sitting on the couch. She looks gorgeous as always. She has on a pair of short blue jean shorts with a black and white t-shirt and black heels, and her hair is still in that hot messy bun on top of her head.
I take a closer look at her face and she looks like she might be crying. I walk up in front of her and kneel down. “Angel,” I say softly. She doesn’t even blink. I lift my hand up, pushing a stray hair away from her face.
Her body jerks and her eyes lock on mine. “Oh, sorry,” she breaths.
“Are you okay?” I’m worried about her. Something is not right.
She gives me a small smile. “I’m fine. Are you ready?” She stands up and walks away from me, leaving the living room.
I push up off my knees to stand and follow after her, into the garage. She has her back to me, and I watch as she lifts her hands up to her face, wiping tears away. It breaks my heart knowing she is in pain and not knowing why. I’m not going to push her, though. Maybe what I have planned tonight will help her mood.
I reach over to my left and hit the garage door opener as she walks around to the passenger side. She opens up the door and climbs inside before I can even get over to her. The entire drive to the hill she remains silent. I park and she gasps as she looks out the back window at the city.
“It’s beautiful up here.” She says as she looks over the city in amazement.
“Yeah. I used to come up here often when I was in high school.” She slides me a look, telling me she knows exactly why I came up here in high school. Little does she know I have no plan on fucking her out here. I just want to lay under the stars with her.
I climb out and go open her door for her. She gets out and walks to the back of the truck so she can look out over the city. “Let me help you.” I pull the tailgate down and lift her to sit on it. I go back to the truck and pull out the things I brought, then lay them next to her.
“I thought we could have a glass of wine and just relax.” I take the blanket laying it out in the bed and then sit down on it. She snuggles up to me as soon as I sit down.
I wrap my arms around her and hold her close to me. I feel her body lightly shake.
“Angel, tell me what’s wrong. Did I do something to upset you?”
“No” she shakes her head gently. She pulls away from me and looks in my eyes. “You did nothing wrong. Thank you for bringing me here.”
I nod my head and pull her back to me. “Come on. Let’s lay down.”
She lies down with me, putting her head on my chest as I rub her back. I look up at the dark sky and watch the stars shine, releasing a sigh. Could life get any better than this?
Actually it could. She could be wearing my ring right now.
She already owns my heart.
 
 

 
I wish life was this easy. That I could just lay here on his chest forever; have him hold me close forever. I lean my head up to look at him. He has one hand behind his head, and the other is rubbing my back. His eyes are open, and he’s looking up at all the stars. I can’t help but feel special. He might have brought tons of girls up here, but I know he didn’t love them the way he loves me. I have no doubt he loves me. He just doesn’t love me the way I love him.
“Slade,” I say softly.
“Yes, Angel?” He lifts his head to look up at me.
I feel a tear slide down my face. I can’t keep my mom out of my mind. My birthday is in two days, and she’s all I can think about. I’m lucky I’m even out here with him right now. I usually spend the entire week of my birthday bawling my eyes out.
“Why are you crying?” He takes the hand behind his head and wipes the tear from my eye.
“I’m so sorry.” I push off him to sit up as more tears fall down my face.
He sits up in front of me. He pulls my hands away from my face, but I resist him. He has to force them down to where he holds them tightly against his chest. “Don’t apologize, Angel. Just talk to me,” he pleads.
“I’m so sorry.” I can’t quit apologizing. “I know you’ve been busy with work. You don’t need to come home to a distraught girlfriend,” I sob out.
He lets go of my hands and pulls me to his chest. “Stop, Angel. You are my life, my main priority. Okay? Don’t worry about me, baby.” he rubs his hands down my back. “Tell me what’s wrong. I’ll fix it,” he promises.
That’s the problem. He can’t fix it. The only person who could fix it doesn’t want to.
I pull away from him. “It’s my mom,” I whisper as I look down at my legs. “I know Holly told you my birthday is Friday.” He doesn’t say anything. “The first time I called her was on my birthday. I couldn’t take it anymore.” I shake my head. “I was in such a deep depression, I didn’t even know it was my birthday.” I wipe the tears from my face as I continue to look at my legs. “Courtney showed up the next morning, crying on my doorstep. She thought something had happened to me. I had felt awful for being so careless and putting her through that. Courtney called me every day. I don’t know where I would be without her.”
“Angel.” He places his hands on my face, pulling it up to look at him. “Don’t. Don’t do this to yourself.” His blues eyes sparkle as he looks into mine. I feel warmth in my heart, knowing he is here for me; that he wants to know what’s wrong so he can help me.
“I’m sorry,” I whisper.
He sighs and wipes the tears from my face. He places his forehead on mine and closes his eyes. “I’m sorry your heart is broken, Angel. I wish I could make it whole. I wish I was the one who could take all the pain away.”
“You do,” I whisper as I look at his pained face so close to mine. “Don’t you see? You do.” I pull my head away from his. “You make me feel better. You make me feel something I have never known, and that’s what gets me through the day, Slade.”
He smiles and it makes me smile. I still can’t tell him I love him. I’m just not ready for that step.
But I’m tired of hiding that fact that I need him.
That I feel he is the only reason I’m breathing right now.
That he can stop my heart with only a look.
That he can make me weak in the knees with just a word.
That he sets my body on fire with just a touch.
I need him in every possible way a person can need someone. He leans down and kisses me. It’s soft and slow, very intimate as he explores my mouth with his tongue. “Thank you,” he says as his lips are still on mine.
“For what?”
“For letting me know what was wrong. Don’t ever think that you can’t.” He leans back, trailing his hands up and down my arms.
I wipe the tears from my eyes. “How about that wine?” I say, making him laugh.
“Whatever Angel wants.” He reaches behind him, grabbing the wine bottle. I hand him the corkscrew. “Thank you.” He pops the cork as I hold the glasses in my hand. I hand him his glass as I look at mine. I watch the wine swirl around in my glass.
“Angel,” he says softly, getting my attention.
I look up at him. “Thank you for tonight.” I look over the city and all the twinkling lights. “It’s beautiful up here.” I take a drink of my wine.
“It is,” he agrees.
“Thank you for yesterday as well,” I smirk at him.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He tries to hold back a smile as he looks over the city.
I put my hand on his face, pulling it towards me. “I know, Slade.”
He chuckles. “I knew that Holly would fold. She can’t keep secrets.” He shakes his head.
“I don’t agree with how you went about it, but thank you. That was very sweet.” I take a big drink of my wine.
“Did I give you enough?”
He didn’t think he had given me enough? “Yes. I even have money to give back to you. It’s in my purse back at the house.”
He shakes his head. “Keep it. Buy yourself another pair of shoes.”
“Slade, I’m not keeping the money. I didn’t even spend half of it.”
He narrows his eyes at me. “Keep it,” he repeats.
I sigh, knowing this will get me nowhere. “Thank you. When is your birthday?” I haven’t asked him this question because I hadn’t wanted him to ask when mine was. Now that the cat is out of the bag…
“November fifteenth,” he growls.
I laugh. “You hate your birthday too?”
“I’m going to be thirty this year.” He finishes off his glass of wine, then sets it down beside him. I set my glass down as well and lay down on my back, getting comfortable.
“There’s nothing wrong with thirty,” I say as I look up at the stars.
“You only say that because you’re not thirty yet.” He places a hand next to my side as he leans over my body.
I can’t help but compare his eyes to the stars. I could just stare at them forever. I lift my arm, placing my hand on his cheek, and he places his left hand over mine. He pulls them away from his cheek and brings it to his lips, giving it tender kisses.
I smile.
He lets go of my hand as he leans his head down, stopping just inches from mine. He stares into my eyes as he places his hand on my cheek while running his thumb over my bottom lip. “You are unbelievably gorgeous,” he whispers. “And all mine.”
I tremble as his words fall on my lips. “All yours,” I agree.
Even though we are outside in the warm fresh air, it’s getting hard to breathe.
His lips brush mine and I tangle my hand in his hair. He opens up, his tongue softly meeting mine. I can’t do this slowly. I need hard and fast with him. I tighten my hand in his hair as he hisses in a breath.
“Fuck,” he breathes in my mouth.
“I want you, Slade.” I let go of his hair as my hand finds their way to his pants.
He pulls his mouth away from mine. “I didn’t bring you out here to fuck you, Angel.” He gives me a soft smile.
“No?”
He shakes his head.
“Well then consider it a bonus,” I tease.
He laughs at me, then grabs my face in his hands as his face gets serious. “Every second I spend with you is a bonus, Angel.” His lips once again make contact with mine. I feel his hands leave my face and go to my shorts, unbuttoning them quickly.
He pulls away, sitting up. “Lift your hips,” he commands. I lift my hips as he pulls my shorts and thong down my legs. I kick off my heels and sit up, taking my shirt and bra off over my head.
I sit there and watch him while he pulls his wallet out of his back pocket, producing a condom. He removes his jeans and his shirt. “Lay down.”
I lay down, letting my hands fall beside my head while he positions himself between my legs. He hovers over me with a smile on his face while I feel the tip of him running along my sex, teasing me. “Please.” I will beg all he wants.
“How do you want it, Angel?” He smiles.
“You know how I like it.” I trust him completely with my body.
Just not with my heart.
He lifts his dark eyebrows. “Yes I do.” He enters me in one hard thrust as I cry out in the open night air. I place my arms on his chest, dragging my nails over his pecks. He grabs my hands and pins them above my head in one hand. “You like it hard and fast.” he says as I arch my back, taking in a deep breath. He pulls back slowly. “You like having me in control.” He pushes back in me hard, pushing my body closer to the cab in the process.
“Yes,” I pant.
“You like me dominating you.” He tightens his grip on my wrists.
“Yes.” I close my eyes.
“Look at me,” he demands softly.
I open my eyes and look into his beautiful blue ones. They are clouded over with want. “I like, how you like it.” He pulls out slowly. “I like showing you that I own you.” He enters me just a bit, then pulls back out.
I wiggle. “Slade, please.” I need more.
“I like it when you beg.”
“Please,” I beg again, still trying to wiggle my hips.
“I like hearing you scream.” He pushes all the way into me, hard and fast.
“Slade!”
“Just like that, baby.” He pulls back and enters me the same way as before.
“Please,” I pant. “Don’t stop.” I don’t want him to slow down.
He leans his head down to mine. “I wasn’t going to,” he says before his lips attack mine.
 

 
I lay on his chest, panting and trying to slow my heart while I watch him. His eyes are closed as he lies on his back.
“Angel.” He lifts his head looking down at me.
“What?” I smile a big smile, showing him that he has changed my mood immensely.
“We should probably get dressed and head back.” He runs a hand through my hair. “After all that screaming you did, I wouldn’t be surprised if the cops show up any minute,” he laughs.
I sit up, shoving him playfully. “You made me do it.”
“I know.” he gives me his victory smile. “And it was fun. Believe me.”
I laugh, grabbing my clothes and putting my shirt on.
We get dressed rather quickly. Slade loads everything in the truck, then comes back to get me.
“Here, let me help you down.” He stands at the end of the tailgate.
I warp my legs around him and he carries me to the passenger door, helping me get in to the truck, then walks around getting in himself. I lean my head up against the window and close my eyes.
 

 
“Okay. Did you get it done?” I hear Slade’s voice.
I blink a few times. Where are we? I look out my window and see we are driving down the highway. When did I fall asleep?
“That’s perfect. Thanks. I know it was hard on such short notice.”
I close my eyes again while Slade talks on his phone. When did I get so tired? I feel him pick me up and carry me. “Lift your arms, Angel,” he says softly. I lift my arms, keeping my eyes shut as he undresses me and places me under the covers in his bed. “Good night, Angel.” He kisses me lightly on the forehead.
I close my eyes with a big smile on my face.
Right now I don’t care about my past or the future. All I care about is being in his arms and how happy he makes me.
Us...lying in bed together.
Right now.
That’s all that matters to me.
 



 

 
 

 
I wake up and see my Angel. I run my hand up and down her back, just feeling her soft skin underneath my hand. I remember what we did in the back of my truck under the stars last night and I smile to myself. It was incredible. She is incredible; always blowing my mind. I never expected her to want to have sex out there. Once again she surprised me.
I lie down and grab for my phone, noticing that my alarm is going to go off in ten minutes. I want to lay here the ten extra minutes with her in my arms, but I won’t.
I turn my alarm off and crawl out of bed, walking to the bathroom and turn on the shower.
I stand under the water, thinking about Angel. She was so upset and heartbroken last night. I hate not being able to help her. She tells me I do, but I know it’s only temporary. She forgets about it when I’m distracting her, but I’m sure as soon as she wakes up, her mom will be on her mind.
I rinse off and get out of the shower. I need to do something for her tonight as well. I need to keep her busy and her mind off of everything else. What can I do, though?
I dry off and open the bathroom door quietly, trying not to wake her. I see her still asleep, so I move slowly to the closet to get dressed. I put on a gray button up shirt with a black tie and black slacks, slip on my shoes, and proceed back into the bedroom. I walk over to the bed and softly touch her cheek. God, I wish she knew how much I love her. I will never be the same old Slade. There is no limit to what I will do for her. She just has to let me in and give me the opportunity.
I lean over and kiss her forehead.
“Slade,” she whispers, keeping her eyes shut.
“Shhh. Go back to sleep, Angel. I’ll see you as soon as I get off work.” I smooth her hair off of her face. She has already fallen back to sleep. “Night, baby,” I whisper.
I get to the office and try to work. It’s pointless, though. I’m too busy trying to rack my brain on what to do with Angel tonight.
“Rose.” I call over to her on speakerphone.
“Yes, Mr. Long?”
“Can you come here for a second?”
“Be right there.”
I stand up from my desk and pace back and forth in front of it.
“What do you need, Mr. Long?” Rose asks as she enters my office.
I continue staring at the floor as I pace back and forth. “I need some help.”
“With a client?” she asks, sounding somewhat confused.
I shake my head no. “With Angel.”
“What about Angel? Did you guys break up? I really like her.”
My head snaps to hers. “No.” God, if she dumped me I would need a stiff drink and few doors to punch. Not help from Rose.
“That’s good to know. I was worried.”
“Tomorrow is her birthday. I want to do something fun tonight to get her mind off of….stuff. What do women like to do?”
“They love it when a man is romantic.”
“Romantic?” I say softly. What can I do to be romantic?
“Yeah. Take her home some flowers and chocolates.” Her eyes light up. “Do you cook?”
My shoulders slump. “No.”
“Don’t worry. Before you leave to head home, I will order you Chinese takeout.”
“That sounds like a good idea.” I nod my head with a smile. “Thanks, Rose.” I must give her a bigger bonus this year.
“Do you have wine?” she asks.
“Yes.” Angel always keeps a bottle in the fridge. “I just need to call a flower shop.”
“I have one I can call.” Rose waves a hand in the air. “What kind of flowers does she like?”
“Uh, I don’t know.” Am I supposed to know all of these things? “Her favorite color is pink,” I add, hoping that will help.
Rose smiles. “I’ll get pink roses.”
“Thanks so much, Rose.”
She dismisses herself and leaves my office. As I sit down at my desk, Rose comes through the intercom. “Holly is on line two for you.”
“Thanks, Rose.”
I pick up the phone. “Hey, Holly. What’s up?”
“I know what you can get Sam if you don’t have an idea yet,” she says excitedly.
“I actually already got her something, but what is it? I’ll get it too.” I want Angel to have everything she wants.
“It’s a pair of heels. We saw them at the mall when we were shopping and she fell in love with them, but they didn’t have her size. They said they were expecting a shipment today.”
“Well, how will I know if they came in today or not?” I don’t know anything when it comes to women’s shoes.
She laughs. “I already called. They are holding them for you. You’re welcome.”
I laugh at her. She gives me the store information, then hangs up.
I press the intercom button on my phone. “Rose.”
“Yes, Mr. Long?”
“I’m going to go ahead and leave for the day.” I start packing up my stuff. Angel needs me at home, and I can do the work I need to get done tonight while she sleeps.
“Okay. I will go ahead and get everything set up for you.”
 

 
Not twenty minutes later I’m walking around the mall looking for the shoe store.
“Can I help you?” an older brunette woman asks as I enter the store.
“Yes, I am here to pick up a pair of shoes. The name is Slade Long.”
She nods her head and walks behind the counter. She grabs a black box and opens it for me. “Are these correct?”
I give her a questioning look as she unwraps the bubble wrap from around one of them. Why would a pair of heels need to be wrapped in bubble wrap? I stare at the black high heel she holds up, speechless. There is no way these are them. Without saying anything, I pull out my cell phone and dial Holly’s number.
“Hello?”
“Holly, what did these heels look like?” I say, panicking.
She laughs. “You don’t think their sexy as hell?”
“Sexy?” I ask, astonished. “Try dangerous.”
“She loved them. They’re hot as hell and I think they are on sale.”
“They could be used a weapon, to kill me.”
“Then you better be good,” she laughs as she hangs up.
I place my phone in my pocket and look up at the lady who is smiling, trying to hide her amusement. She scans the bar code and puts the heel back in the box, but not before wrapping it back up. “That will be two hundred and thirty five dollars.”
I pull out my wallet and hand her three one hundred dollar bills. She places the box in a sack and hands them to me, and I walk out of the mall to my car and place them in my trunk. I want them as far away from me as possible.
I’m worried about Angel. I haven’t talked to her once today. I’ve texted her twice since I’ve been off work, but she still hasn’t responded. I hope she’s home. She hasn’t said anything about working tonight. She always tells me when she has to work. What if she already has plans?
I pull in to the garage and grab the takeout, flowers and chocolates before getting out of the car. I walk into the kitchen and notice that everything looks the exact same as it did this morning. I place the vase that came with the flowers under the sink faucet, filling it with water, then grab the bottle of wine and two glasses. I head back to the bedroom, trying to carry everything in two hands.
Angel is lying in bed. Has she been there all day? I place everything on the long dresser, then walk over to her.
I kneel down by her as I speak softly, “Angel.” She opens her eyes and they look red and swollen. “Are you okay, baby?”
She nods her head. “Yeah.” She gives a small smile. “How was your day? Was it a good one?”
I smile as I shake my head. I can tell she has been crying, but she wants to know if I had a good day. “It is now. Are you hungry?”
“Yeah.” She sits up.
“Well, you’re in luck. I brought Chinese home.” I walk over to grab the sack as I hear her gasps.
I turn around, thinking something is wrong. “What?”
“Did you get me flowers?”
“Yes. Why? Do you hate flowers?”
“No, I love flowers.” She smiles.
I smile. Good.
I pour us each a glass of wine, then sit down on the bed next to her and open up the Chinese bag. “What is your favorite? I got several different things.”
“I love sweet and sour chicken and fried rice.”
“That’s my favorite too.”
She places her hand on my arm. “Thanks, baby, for bringing home dinner and for the flowers. It really means a lot to me.”
Home.
“You’re welcome, Angel.” I hand her some food as we lean back against the headboard and eat our dinner. I want to ask her how her day was, but I know it wasn’t good. I want to ask her if she even got out of bed today, but I know she didn’t.
I just want her to relax tonight.
 
 

 
“Happy birthday.”
I feel Slade’s breath on my neck, and I turn around to face him. The smile drops off his face. I know I have a blank look on my face, but it’s better than crying, right?
He reaches up, running his knuckles against my cheek. He sighs and it makes me feel bad. It should be a happy birthday. I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else, but with him. I give him a small smile.
“It is now,” I whisper. He smiles and sits up, pushing the covers off of him. “Where are you going?”
He doesn’t answer as he walks out of the room. I sit up and stretch my body. I didn’t sleep very well last night, and spent most of the night tossing and turning.
Slade walks in with his right arm stretched out to the side, holding a square box wrapped in silver wrapping paper. My brows scrunch together. “You shouldn’t have gotten me anything.”
“Well, I did. And yes, it’s Christmas wrapping paper. Sorry, it was all I had.” He laughs as he places the box on the bed, then takes a few steps back.
“Are you ok?” Its looks like he’s scared of the box. “Is there a lizard or a snake that’s going to pop out when I open it?” I look at the box, then to him.
“I wish.” He runs a hand through his hair. I giggle as I watch him eye the box like it is a bomb about to explode. I reach over and pick it up.
“I love the wrapping job,” I laugh. It’s like he just rolled the box and then taped the paper on the ends. He remains quiet and away from the bed as I tear the paper off. Once the paper is gone, and I see the box, I look up at him in astonishment. “No,” I say, shaking my head. “How did you know about these?” I ask, still looking at him.
“Holly called me, told me you wanted them.” He shrugs. “So, I went and got them.” He looks at me and smiles.
I squeal like a school girl, then rip the lid off of the box and tear through the bubble wrap like a kid on Christmas morning. They are the hottest pair of heels I have ever seen. They are six inch black high heels with a round toe. The round toe is covered in black leather with silver spikes that vary in length and sizes. Running up the back of the heel are little spikes that are all short in length.
I look up at him and I smile so big my cheeks hurt. “Thank you. I love them!”
His face and shoulders fall. “Those are really the ones you wanted?”
I nod my head real fast.
“I was hoping it was a mistake,” he whines like a little boy, making me smile even more.
“Why?” I laugh.
He points a finger at them while his eyes bulge out looking at me. “Look at those! The next fight we get into, I can just see you kicking me in the dick. Or you could throw them at my head.” He says it with the upmost serious face I have ever seen, and I burst out laughing at him. I can’t help it. I fall back on the bed laughing so hard that tears falls down my cheeks. I close my eyes as I continue to laugh at him.
I feel him get on the bed and he straddles me. I calm myself some and open my eyes at him. He still has that serious look on his face.
“I could wear them only during sex.” There’s no way I will only wear them during sex.
I don’t think he could look any more scared, but I was wrong as his face pales a bit. “You could stab me in the leg or the ass.”
“Great sex leaves marks.” I wiggle my eyebrows.
He grabs my arms, and holds them down by my head. “Well, I guess I could tie each ankle to a bed post. Yeah,” he nods his head. “That way, you can wear them and they won’t kill me.” He smiles. “I like them already.”
“Chicken,” I whisper as his face comes down to mine.
He smiles then his lips are on mine, kissing me hard.
“Thank you baby, I love them,” I say as he pulls away.
“Happy birthday, Angel.” He places the box on the floor, then digs around in his night stand. He finds what he’s looking for, and places the condom beside me on the bed as he settles his face between my legs, once again showing me I am going to have one hell of a good birthday.
 

 
After Slade leaves for work, I find myself standing in his kitchen with my phone in one hand and a check in the other. I look on the kitchen counter and see the flowers Slade got me and they make me smile. He made my day when he brought me flowers. I had never been given flowers by any man except my dad. It warmed my heart.
I look back down at my phone and take a deep breath, pressing send. I need to get this over with. I feel a pain in my chest when the answer machine picks up. Even after all this time, I still have hope that she will answer.
“Hey, Mom. I hope everything is going well. I miss you. If you get time, I would like to hear from you. Hope you have a good week. I love you.”
I hang up, and stare at the counter. I don’t know why I continue to call her on my birthday. Maybe it’s that every year on this day, I hope she will take pity on me and answer. I don’t know why I’m still depressed about it. You would think I would be used to it by now.
My phone rings, and for a second my heart beats faster, thinking it’s my mom returning my call, but I see it’s Vivian and I smile.
“Hello, Vivian,” I greet her as I walk out of the kitchen to get dressed for the day.
“Good morning, honey” she says cheerfully. “Happy birthday!” She is always in a great mood and it’s infectious.
“Thank you.” I open a drawer to get my underwear. I was so surprised when Slade made room for my stuff. He continues to treat me great.
“So, I wanted to have a girl’s day. I want to take you and Holly to the spa, then come back to the house so we can all get ready together for your dinner tonight. I mean, if you want to. It’s your day.”
“That sounds like a fantastic idea, Vivian. Thank you.” I walk in the closet and pull out my dress that I bought to wear tonight, along with the matching purse and heels.
“Awesome. You girls want to meet over here at, say, twelve?”
“That will be perfect.”
“Okay, see you then.”
After she hangs up, I sit on the bed and take a deep breath. I still hold the check in my hand that I need to put in the mailbox. I can’t help but wonder if this is how the rest of my life will be. Will I never hear from my mother again? Ever?
I have to quit thinking about it. I’m no longer alone. I have a great boyfriend who always makes me feel special and wanted, and I have some great friends who want me to spend the day with them.
I stand up. Today is my day. I’m going to have fun, and probably end up drunk!, while hanging out with the ones I love. The ones who actually want to spend time with me.
I get dressed and grab the check along with my purse, then start to walk out the front door.
“Crap!”
I run right in to Holly as I’m walking out the door.
“Sorry,” she laughs. “Where were you going in such a hurry?”
“I was on my way out to the mailbox.”
“Well Vivian called me and said you were happy about our girl’s day. I figured I would just come get you. That way, you and Slade won’t have two vehicles over to his parents’ tonight.” She walks inside the house.
“Good idea, but what are you doing? Let’s go.”
She puts her hands on her hips. “Where’s your dress? Purse? Heels? We’re not going to come back here. After the spa, we’re going to get ready at The Long’s house. We’ll drink wine and visit until the guys show up.”
“Crap.” I shake my head. “Sorry, I’m not thinking very clearly today.”
She gives me a sad look. I know she thinks it has to do with my mother, and honestly, it does. I walk back towards the bedroom.
“Don’t forget your makeup!” she yells to me from the hallway while I’m in the bedroom.
Geez, I would have forgotten that. I stop what I’m doing and close my eyes. Come on, Sam, you have got to get it together. I release a breath and open my eyes with clear vision. For once in the last four years I find myself smiling again on my birthday.
 

 
The day has been amazing. I have never felt so pampered in all my life. My skin is as soft as a baby from my head to my toes, and I feel like I’m practically glowing with the beautiful spray tan Holly talked me into. I prefer to lie out in the sun, or lay in a tanning bed so that I don’t look orange, but there is nothing orange about me right now. It looks like I’ve sat out in the tropic sun for hours. Perfect. My nails and toes are painted a soft pretty pink color to match my dress, and my hair has been professionally washed, dried and curled in huge curls how I like it. They even gave it a bit more lift at the crown than I usually do. It looks amazing.
The three of us are now in Vivian’s huge bathroom, the size of my entire house!, doing our makeup before we get dressed.
“Here, girls,” Vivian says as she walks in the bathroom with three empty wine glasses in one hand, and a bottle of wine in the other.
I laugh. “Slade will get mad if I’m drunk before we even leave to go out.”
“That’s one of the things I love about you, darling,” she says as she fills a wine glass extra full and hands it to me.
“What’s that?”
“That you do whatever you want, and not what my son wants.” I feel a big smile creep across my face.
“Well I’ve never been one to do what others want me to do.”
All three of us laugh, and Vivian raises her glass. “To Samantha on her birthday. I had a great day with you two girls. We should make it a tradition and do it once a month.” I know what she’s doing, she’s wants me to feel wanted, a part of this family, and I find myself still smiling. The thought of having a girl’s day once a month makes me happy. “Happy birthday Samantha.”
We clink our glasses, and take a long drink of our wine.
“Thanks, girls. Today has been….” I pause to take a deep breath. It’s hard to comprehend how these people could love me so much after not knowing me for very long. “Wonderful. I had a great day with you girls today, and I would love to have a girl’s day once a month.”
They both give me a hug.
“Enough of this mushy stuff. Let’s get drunk while we get ready,” Holly says, making me laugh.
“I agree with that.”
We lift up our glasses and take another drink.
We get to work on doing our makeup. I look over at the two women who have become very important in my life and I vow that I will still see them and treat them as my family when Slade decides to walk away from me.
Vivian walks up behind me while I look in the mirror. “That dress is gorgeous.”
“Thank you. It took us three hours to find one I liked.” The top part is V-shaped in thin, baby pink material, along with the bottom half. The skirt is very short, but it flows out and curls a tiny bit at the ends. The top and bottom is separated by a thick silver sequence band of material that wraps all the way around to the back where it ties into a bow. The back also has the silver material that crisscrosses over my shoulder blades. I have a silver matching purse, along with a pair of six inch silver glittery pair of open toe high heels on.
“Slade is going to have a heart attack. I wouldn’t be surprised if he decides not to take you out. He won’t want anyone seeing you but himself,” Holly laughs. She is already pretty tipsy. Actually, we all are, even Vivian.
I look over to her dresser and see the three empty wine bottles. I can’t help, but laugh. I’ve tried to drink slowly. I don’t want to be lying flat in the floor passed out before we even have dinner.
“Yes I agree with that,” Vivian says to Holly as we all take a drink.
“Hello.” There’s a knock at the door as Mark comes through. “Wow. You girls look beautiful.” I watch him as his eyes gaze at his wife up and down. You can see how much he loves her.
He reminds me of Slade. They have the same blue eyes and dark spiky hair, and they both have that panty dropping smile. I bet the girls went crazy over him. Vivian is giving him a very hot ‘come get me look’. She does look breathtaking in her low cut, floor length black dress that ties around her neck.
I look over to Holly who is wearing a gray dress that is just as short as mine. It is form fitting with a heart shape top and a white jewel that hangs between her breasts.
Micah is going to have a cow.
Mark clears his throat. “Anyway, I just wanted to let you know the guys are here. We’ll be downstairs waiting on you beautiful ladies.”
He closes the door and we all start laughing.
“Damn, that man still gets me hot and bothered,” Vivian says as she downs the rest of her wine.
Holly and I laugh. “Well I think it’s safe to say you do the same to him,” I say as I take a drink of my wine.
“You have no idea.” She winks at us.
It’s time to get out of this room and down to the guys before we start having a conversation I really don’t want to have.
“Is everyone ready?” I ask as I pick up my purse off the dresser.
“Yep.” Holly giggles.
“Yes.”
I take a deep breath and open the door. “You two go ahead. I’m going to use the restroom real quick. I’ll be right behind you.” I need a few moments alone.
I walk out of the bedroom and stop at the end of the hall. I peek around the corner to get a glimpse of Slade.
I shake my head smiling. He is unbelievably sexy. He has on a dark pair of jeans with a dark gray button up shirt, and the sleeves are rolled up, showing me his forearms. I look away, leaning back against the wall in the hallway, taking in a deep breath.
I can do this.
These people have become my family and they want to show me what a birthday is supposed to be like.
I close my eyes and start to count to ten.
 



 

 
 

 
The three of us are standing around, talking to my dad in the living room, when Micah speaks.
“Wow. You look beautiful, babe.” We all turn to watch Holly and my mom walk into the living room.
“Where’s Angel?”
“She will be right out,” my mom says, then laughs.
Is my mom drunk? Fantastic. Means Angel is probably trashed.
We will have to cut the night short. It is her birthday though, so whatever she wants to do is fine….
“Hey, baby.”
I was so busy thinking about tonight that I didn’t even hear her come up behind me. I turn around to face her and I think my heart stops. She is breathtakingly gorgeous.
“Angel,” I breathe, “you look…stunning” Even that word doesn’t come close to explaining how magnificent she looks.
She spins around once to show me all of her dress. “You like it?” She nibbles on her perfectly pink lip glossed lip.
“I love it.”
I go to put my hand in her hair so I can bring her to kiss me, but stop myself. For the first time since I’ve seen her, I don’t want to run my hands through her hair. It looks perfect, she looks perfect, and I don’t want to mess anything up.
She wraps her arms around my stomach and steps up to me. She brings her lips to mine, but I pull my head back.
“You don’t want to kiss me?” she says, the shock evident in her voice.
“I don’t want to mess up your hair or lipstick, Angel. You look too gorgeous to even touch,” I whisper.
“Baby,” she giggles, “It’s just make up. I can fix it. Plus, you’ve already seen me and you’re the only one I want to look good for. I don’t care what I look like for anyone else. Now, kiss me.”
I slip my hand in her soft curls, and hold it gently as I tilt her head back. I bring my lips to hers, giving her a sweet tender kiss with just our lips. I feel her tongue run the length of my upper lip and I moan as I open up my mouth for her. She takes my upper lip into her mouth and nibbles on it.
I wrap my other hand around her back, pulling her body as close to mine as I can. I hold her head steady with the hand in her hair as my tongue enters her mouth. She tastes so good. Her lip gloss tastes like bubblegum and the sweet wine that lingers on her tongue. Our tongues continue to do a soft and sensual dance as I hold her to me.
She slows the kiss down and I pull away. “See. That wasn’t so bad, was it?” She lifts an eyebrow.
“Angel,” I sigh as I place my forehead on hers. She has no idea what she does to me. I love this woman with everything I am. She is going to drive me mad.
“Are you guys going to join us?”
I pull away from Angel to look back over my shoulder. Josh is standing there with his arms crossed over his chest and a huge smile plastered on his face.
“Of course,” Angel answers cheerfully and walks away from me, heading to the dining room.
“Thanks,” I nod my head to Josh. I was about to tell her I loved her. It would probably have ruined her birthday.
“No problem. Come on, let’s drink to your girl on her birthday.” He slaps me on the back as we take off after Angel.
I smile as I walk into the dining room and see Angel smiling and visiting with everyone. We laugh and tell stories of our childhood while we eat dinner. And of course, the girls turn the conversation into another wedding planning event. Poor Micah. Every time Mom or Angel mention something, I watch his eyes get bigger and bigger.
Once we finish eating, my mom brings out a red velvet cake.
“Happy birthday!”
My mom starts singing as we all follow along. Angel has the biggest smile on her face. She has had several glasses of wine since we sat down to eat dinner. I have no idea how many she had before that. Every two minutes, my mom is asking to refill her glass. She doesn’t like drinking alone, and usually Angel downs her wine, but tonight she’s sipping it.
My mom places the cake in front of her as we all sing happy birthday to her. Angel closes her eyes for a few seconds, then opens them and blows out the candles. Everyone claps and hollers. I pull her face to mine and give her a little kiss.
“Happy birthday, Angel.” I look into her green eyes and I can tell they are starting to get heavy. I laugh.
She pulls away from me, laughing as well. “I just want to say thanks to everyone for making this day the best birthday I have ever had. You all mean so much to me and I consider you all family.” She starts to get a bit choked up. “I don’t know what I would do without all of you.” She reaches for her wine glass and downs what little bit was left in it.
“Presents time!” My mom claps her hands together happily, trying to change the mood.
Angel shakes her head. “You guys didn’t have to get me anything.”
“Of course we did, silly,” Holly laughs.
“Me first!” Josh says, sounding like a kid. We all laugh at him. “I saw this and thought of you.” He nods his head as he gets up and places a box in her hands.
“Pink?” she says, surprised “You bought pink wrapping paper?”
Josh shrugs. “Hey, I have come to realize you love pink.”
She undoes the wrapping paper and pulls a bright ass pink shirt out that has a number eight on the back. She squeals. “Thank you! Thank you, Josh. I will wear it next week for sure.” She turns it to me and I see it’s a St. Louis Rams shirt. I nod my head. Good gift.
“Us next.” Holly hands her a tiny square box that looks to be a gift card of some sort. She unwraps it and starts thinking them immediately. She shows it to me and I see it is a gift card to Amazon for fifty dollars. “Shit! That will buy a bunch of books,” I nod my head to Angel as she says thank you to Holly and Micah.
“Angel,” I whisper in her ear. She turns her beautiful face to me with a smile on it. “Will you come with me?” I reach my hand out for her to take it. She nods her head as she places her hand in mine. “We’ll be right back.” I stand, pulling her to stand with me. I place my hand on her back over the silver bow, and guide her to the back door of the house.
We step outside and she gasps as she sees the huge pond my parents have in the back yard. It has a white bridge over it so that you can walk from one side to the other.
“Have you never been out here?” I ask as I walk us towards the bridge.
“No,” she shakes her head as she looks around in awe.
“I used to come out here a lot. I would sit on the bridge and do my homework or just do some thinking.” I walk us to the top of the bridge then turn to look at her. “You are gorgeous, Angel. I could never tell you that enough.”
She looks down as she blushes.
I run a hand through my hair. “I wanted to give you your other present out here with just the two of us, under the moonlight next to the pond.” Fuck, when did I get so fucking mushy? I close my eyes, take a deep breath, and square my shoulders. I sound pathetic, like one of those love struck, pussy whipped boys.
When I open my eyes, all the air leaves my lungs. The reason I became so mushy is standing in front of me with that beautiful sexy smile on her face. I no longer want to be that macho man who fucks around and treats a woman like they mean nothing to me. I want to be romantic and make her the happiest woman in the world because this woman is the most important thing in my life.
I smile and pull the black velvet box out of my jeans pocket. My hand shakes as I hand it to her. Her eyes are glued to it. I think she is just as nervous as I am. She pulls it open very slowly and gasps, bringing a hand up to cover her mouth when she sees what’s inside.
“Slade” I close my eyes as she sighs my name. Will I always have this reaction to her? Fuck, I hope so. “It’s beautiful.” She still hasn’t taken her eyes off of it. “You shouldn’t have.” She takes her hand over her mouth and runs her hand over picking it up. “It’s so beautiful,” she repeats.
When she told me the story about her tattoo she got for her dad, it gave me an idea. Even though I didn’t know it at the time, my heart was empty until she came along, and I wanted to give her something that symbolized how she made me feel.
“I wanted you to know that when I told you I would wait, I meant it.” She looks up at me. “I wanted to prove it to you, Angel.” I take the box from her hand and remove the piece of jewelry. “You have my heart, Angel, now and for always.” I lean down, giving her a slow kiss as I taste her tears. “May I?” I ask as her mouth pulls away from mine.
She nods and turns around, pulling her hair to the side for me. I clasp it around her neck and turn her around so I can look at it on her. “I had this made for you Angel.” She reaches up and runs her fingers over it. It looks so beautiful around her neck. It’s a platinum heart shape necklace filled in with a variety of diamonds. “I wanted to give you my heart because for the first time in my life I feel complete. You have changed my life, and I could never think you enough for what you have given me.”
Tears fall from her eyes, and I bend down to kiss them away. I don’t want her to cry. I just want her to know how I feel about her.
“I love it baby. I love it” She looks in my eyes and it’s almost like she’s telling me she loves me. She brings her body to mine. “I love it” she repeats before she kisses me. I pull away with a big smile. “Thank you,” she whispers.
“You’re welcome, Angel.” She deserves so much more, and I’m going to give it all to her when she’s ready. “Come on. We should get back inside.”
She nods as I lead her back into the house. She stops me when we walk inside. “I’m going to go freshen up real quick. I’ll meet you back at the table in a few minutes.”
“Okay.” I kiss her forehead before she walks off.
“Where is Samantha?” my mom asks as I walk into the dining room.
“She went to the restroom. She will be right out.” I take a drink of my whiskey. Fuck, how does Dad drink this shit?
“Is she okay?” Holly asks.
“She’s great,” I nod. I smile as I see her enter the dining room with my heart around her neck. It looks as beautiful as she is. I’m just glad Josh was able to get it done with the short notice I gave him.
“Thank you everyone.” She stands next to me behind her chair. “For the dinner, for the gifts, and for a perfect day that I will never forget.” I look down to see her knuckles turn white as she grips the chair. I can tell she’s getting emotional.
My mom gets up from her chair and walks over to her, pulling Angel away from her chair. “You deserved it. We love you, Samantha. Don’t forget that.” My mom pulls her in for a hug and it tugs at my heart. Who could not love this beautiful angel?
Even though it’s her birthday, I’m the one who received the best gift anyone could ask for. She is standing in front of me in a little pink dress with silver glittery fuck me high heels and my heart around her neck, making me the happiest man in the world.
“We’re going to get out of here, Mom.” I stand up from my chair. “Thanks so much for everything.”
We all say our goodbyes and head to the bar.
 

 
Fusion Nightlife is already busy when we arrive. I tighten my hold on Angel’s hand as we make our way through the crowded people over to the bar.
“What do you guys want to drink?” I notice Angel is having trouble standing. I think I will get her a bottle of water.
“I’ll take a Long Island!” Angel yells over the music.
Of course she will. I just nod to her.
Angel let’s go of my hand and turns to Holly. “Hey, I need to use the restroom. You need to go?” Holly nods, following her off to the restroom.
I feel around my pockets and come up empty. “Fuck!”
“What?” Josh yells while he and Micah follow me outside to my truck.
“I forgot my wallet.” I jump in the truck, digging around in my center console, when I hear Josh and Micah both say shit. I find my wallet and jump out of my truck. I turn around to walk back towards the entrance, but come to a dead stop.
Fuck!
“Hi, Slade.” Mindy, a girl I hooked up with once is standing in front of me. I had met her at a party that Josh and I went to. The only reason I remember her name is because it was one of those things where sleeping with her was a huge mistake. Not only did the sex suck, but the bitch was fucking crazy. She had stalked me for weeks after we’d hooked up. She would show up at my parents’ house and hang out, waiting for me to come home.
“What do you want Mindy?” I take a look at her and notice that her dark green eyes are bloodshot, meaning she must be drunk. Great.
“I just saw you walk outside and thought I would come and say hi.” She smiles and it makes me nauseous.
I nod and walk around her. “Come on, guys.”
“Having a guy’s night out?” she asks from behind me as I walk back to the door.
“No.” I turn and look at her. “We are out celebrating my girlfriend’s birthday.” I smile proudly when her face drops. I turn around and walk back into the club.
“Hey there, sexy.” I feel two familiar hands wrap around my stomach from behind as I pay for our drinks.
I turn around and grab her face, bringing her lips to mine and giving her a soft peck. “Hi, Angel.” I smile as she laughs.
“You want to go dance with me?” She grabs my hand as she nods her head.
I laugh. “Angel, I don’t dance.”
“Why not?” She frowns.
“I just don’t.” I shrug. The problem is that I can’t dance. I suck at dancing. “I’ll go find us a table, though, if you want to dance with Holly.” I know my brother doesn’t dance either.
“Okay.” She gives me a quick kiss and takes off with Holly.
“Let’s find a table somewhere,” I say to the guys as they follow me to the back of the club. We get lucky, finding a round booth for all of us to sit at. We just sit down when Angel comes storming up to the table looking pissed. She sits down next to me, picks up her drink, and puts her straw in her mouth.
“What’s wrong?”
Before she can say anything, Holly speaks up. “Some bitch just came up to Sam and said—”
Angel puts her hand up and stops her. “Don’t.” She gives Holly a hard stare. Holly takes in a deep breath and places her hands on her hips.
“It doesn’t matter. I know what we have,” Angel says as she picks up her Long Island and downs it. She just downed an entire drink in a matter of seconds. Shit! She’s going to be so trashed. “I’m not mad at you.” She waves her hand in the air towards me.
I reach up and place my hands in her hair. I lean down and she opens her mouth, letting me give her a deep kiss. I pull away, smiling at her. I hate that people are always going to tell her stuff, but I can’t help how proud I am that she knows how I feel about her.
“Hopefully it will blow over eventually.”
“What do you mean?” Josh asks her.
“That hopefully it won’t always be like this. You know, girls thinking they can slide into Slade’s pants when I’m not around.” She takes in a deep breath as she stares at her empty drink.
I never thought that my past would one day catch up with me. I was careless, doing whoever the fuck I wanted. Now Angel is always going to have to hear about it. “Angel, it doesn’t matter. You know how I feel about you, and so do they. They are just jealous because they know how important you are.” She nods and leans over, grabbing my drink and drinking it.
She looks up at me smiling, then laughs. I relax my back into the seat and wrap my arm around her. God, she is one hell of a woman. And all mine!
Josh flags down a waitress. “Hey, can we get five tequila shots, please.”
“Oh, God,” Angel sighs. It sounded just like how she says it when I fuck her.
I clear my throat. “What?”
“Tequila.” She looks from me to Josh. “I’m going to get so drunk.” She laughs at Josh.
“You already are,” he laughs back at her.
“So true.” She winks at me, letting me know that whoever had pissed her off is long forgotten.
“Here you guys go.” The waitress sets down a tray with five shots of tequila.
We pass them out, then raise our glasses. “To Angel on her birthday.”
“Thanks again, everyone,” she smiles. “You all are the best friends a girl can have.”
We all down our drinks.
Four hours later, I’m carrying a trashed Angel to our bed. She had laughed and giggled all the way home from the bar. Micah and I had to carry the girls out.
“Baby,” she whispers as I lay her down on the bed. “I want you.” She reaches up, grabbing hold of my shirt as she pulls my face down to hers.
“Angel, I don’t think we should. You’re very drunk, and I don’t want you to get sick.”
“Please.” She sticks her tongue out, licking my bottom lip. She knows I love it when she does that. “I need my birthday spankings.”
“Fuck me.” I lay my head down in the crook of her neck and I stand in between her legs as they hang over the bed. She brings them up to wrap around my waist.
I run my hands up her smooth legs until I come to her lace thong. I grip them in my hand and pull them down at a slow pace, knowing it’s driving her crazy.
“Yes. Please.” She lifts her hips up off the bed, giving me easier access to pull them down. I stand up and she uncrosses her legs so that I can pull her underwear all the way off. She places her heels on the end of the bed and spreads her legs wide so I can see her pussy. My eyebrows shoot up as I watch her hand travel down her dress and stop between her legs.
“What are you doing Angel?” I rasp out.
“I’m showing you want I want you to do.” She takes her bottom lip in her mouth as she enters a finger into herself. “Slade,” she moans, bringing her other hand up to cup her breasts over her dress.
“Fuck,” I whisper.
“Slade.” She looks up to me through heavy eyes. “Please. I want it to be you.”
I kick my shoes off while undoing my belt and jeans, then reach up and take my shirt over my head. “How do you want it Angel?” I lean down and grab her hand, pulling her to stand. She sags in my arms as I try to hold her up. “Lift your arms.” I pull her dress up and over her head, then toss it to the floor. I stand there staring at her breasts. I had no idea she wasn’t wearing a bra and it turns me on even more.
I lay her back on the bed and remove her heels before I crawl to straddle her.
“What do you want, Angel?” I run a hand over a breast.
“Whatever you want,” she pants, as her back bows.
I arch an eyebrow. “Whatever I want?” She is full of surprises tonight.
“Yes. Whatever you want,” she pants. “Please.”
“Whatever Angel wants.” I get up as she protests. “Where are you going?” She reaches out for me, but her hands fall to her sides.
“To get a few things.” I pull out the handcuffs and the little vibrating toy we have never used. I think tonight is a great night to try it. I walk over to the bed and stand. She sits up and licks her lip as she stares at my hard dick. I’m not going to let her have it in her mouth tonight. Tonight is all about me pleasing her. “Lay down on your back.”
“Slade,” she pleads as her green eyes meet mine.
I hold up the handcuffs. “Lay down, Angel,” I command. Her eyes cloud over as she gives me a mischievous smile. She lays back, never taking her eyes off the handcuffs. I lean down next to her and place her hands above her head. I have to reach down between the mattress and headboard to lace the handcuffs through the metal bar. “You like the handcuffs, do you?” I clasp each hand into a cuff and straddle her small hips.
“Yes.” She lifts her hips up to mine. “Please, baby. I need you.”
I place both hands on either side of her arms and lean down to kiss her. It’s a rough kiss as I thrust my tongue into her mouth, exploring, showing her I need her just as much as she needs me. I place a hand between her legs and feel how wet she is.
Dripping and ready.
I pull my hand away and grab the toy I had placed on her night stand. I turn it on the lowest vibration and spread her lips placing the vibrator to her clit. She jumps, and pulls away from my mouth.
“Slade!” she screams as her head thrashes against the sheets.
“Relax, Angel,” I say softly.
“Oh God.” She sucks in a deep breath, trying to pull away. “Slade.” She closes her legs, and I remove them vibrator, letting her take in a few calming breaths as I sit myself between her legs. Even on the first level, this thing is fucking powerful.
“We’ll take it slow. Okay, Angel?” I whisper, leaning over and placing soft kisses on her hip bone.
“Okay,” she breathes.
I turn the vibrator on the lowest level possible. I lightly lay the tip of it between her breasts as her chest rises and falls quickly. Slowly, I run it down her chest and dip it into her navel. She sucks in a breath as I bring it over her hip bone. I lazily drag it down and over her thigh and slide it upwards over her lips. She whimpers as her body shakes.
I smile.
I have never been with a woman whose body reacts this way. Maybe it’s because she has never experienced the things we do, or maybe it’s just because she is extra sensitive. Whatever the reason is, I love it.
“Slade.”
I run it back down over her lips as she lets out a moan. I spread her lips with my finger. Fuck, she is so wet! I slide the tip of the vibrator into her, then pull it out. She spreads her knees further apart as she whimpers. I repeat the process, just giving her the tip.
“Do you want more, Angel?”
“Yes.” She lifts her hips up off the bed a bit. “Please.”
“Or does it feel better here?” I spread her all the way open with my fingers and lay the vibrator directly on her clit. She starts panting as she cries out. I remove it and lay myself over her body.
“Please.” She lifts her hips up. “Again.”
I smile as I reach down and place it back on her clit. I hold it there as her body jerks and shakes underneath me. I move down a bit and take a nipple in my mouth as she screams my name. She is so close to coming; I can feel it.
“Let it go, Angel.” I slowly run my tongue over her nipple.
“Slade!” she screams as she comes.
I leave the toy there and lay over her, feeling her body shake. I move my mouth from her breast and kiss my way up over her chest, her neck, and coming to her lips.
“Turn it off,” she begs, panting.
“No, I want to hear you come again.” I could never get enough of hearing her scream my name while I watch her come undone.
“Please.” She closes her eyes. “I don’t think I can” She pulls hard on the cuffs, trying to remove her body from underneath mine. I smile against her lips as I turn the knob on the vibrator, causing it to vibrate even harder.
“Slaaaaaddde!”
Her legs tighten around mine and she arches her neck and back as she cries out in pleasure, coming again instantly. I turn the toy off and throw it to the floor, then lean up on my knees, grabbing the condom and putting it on.
“Christ,” I say, opening her up with a finger. I take my dick in my other hand and rub it against her before I thrust inside her filling her completely. I watch as her body continues to shake. Her eyes are closed, and her head is thrown back as she breathes heavily. I pull out and slowly thrust back inside her, bringing a whimper from those perfect plump lips.
I know she’s sensitive, but I also know she likes it.
I reach down with my arms and pick her legs up, spreading them wide as I lay my body on top of hers. My arms hold her legs back behind her knees so that her legs are up by her head. I start to thrust hard and fast, getting as deep as I can.
“Slade.” Her voice is hoarse.
I slow my pace, but don’t let her legs down. I want to get as deep as I possibly can. I feel as if I can’t get close enough to her, and I need more.
“Yes, Angel?”
She doesn’t answer. I know what she’s going to say. I can feel her body. She is about to come again. I pull out slowly, then push back in slowly, trying to calm her body down. I look down between our bodies and watch as I pull out and see my cock glisten from her. I growl deep in my chest. This woman makes me crazy.
“Fuck, Angel. You’re so tight.” I spread her legs even further, making her whimper.
“Please,” she begs.
I spread her legs as wide as they will go, then push a little more as she cries out. I lay myself on top of her, and my lips take hers while I give her all I have; pulling back and pushing forward like a wild animal.
I don’t stop.
It feels too good.
She feels too good.
Her tight wet pussy wrapped around me is driving me mad. She pulls her mouth from mine and arches her neck back as she screams. I lick down her neck until I come to her collarbone. I bite down on it lightly as she tightens around me. I can’t hold my own release back.
I slowly lay her legs down on the bed as they shake from her recent orgasm, and reach up to the cuffs, undoing them. I pick her up and cradle her to my chest as I rest my back to the headboard. I smooth the hair back off of her face. “Angel? Are you okay?”
She smiles slowly and opens her eyes. “Yes.” She reaches a hand up to cup my cheek, and closes her eyes. “I’m so tired.”
We lay there in the silence as her body slowly stops shaking. “I need to get up.” She lifts up, trying to get off of me, but I hold on to her tightly.
“Why do you want to get up?”
“I want to take a bath before I go to bed.” She looks up at me. “Will you join me?”
“I would love to.”
I sit up, then carry her to the bathroom.
 
 

 
I relax my body as I lay back against Slade’s chest. I feel wiped out. Half my body is numb from the alcohol. I can’t believe he let Josh buy me all those shots.
I’m so drunk.
What he just did to me was amazing, yet draining. I had never known I could have an orgasm that strong, little lone three. Now I know what all the fuss is about when it comes to vibrators.
“You sure you’re okay?” Slade picks up my wrist, looking at the marks I have from the cuffs.
“Yeah.” I couldn’t help but pull against them. I didn’t think about them leaving marks. “Maybe we should use the leather cuffs next time. They are a lot softer on my skin and don’t leave marks.” I let my head fall to the side of his chest. I can’t even hold it up anymore.
He wraps his arms around my chest, holding onto me tightly as he bends his head down to whisper in my ear. “I hate that they hurt you, but I think the actual marks are hot. Reminds me of what you let me do.”
I laugh lightly. “They didn’t hurt. Believe me. That was the last thing on my mind.” He can do that all he wants.
“I knew you would enjoy the toy.” I can almost hear his victory smile in his voice.
“Yes. I did.” I sigh and close my eyes. “Thanks again for a great birthday.” I bring a hand up to feel my necklace. I’m never going to take it off. I was overwhelmed when he gave it to me. I couldn’t speak. I knew if I did I would have told him I loved him.
I wished on my birthday cake that he never leaves me, but how long until he realizes he doesn’t want more?
He gets my attention by running a hand over my hair. “You’re welcome, Angel. Here, let me soap you up.” He gently soaps me as I lay there, not able to move much.
Later when we cuddle in bed, I tell him I love him…
In my head.
 

 
The next week goes by pretty fast.
Slade talks me in to bringing more clothes over and I take up half the space in his room and closet now. We haven’t spent one night apart since those two days I said I needed time away from him and before I know it, Saturday arrives and I have to pick up Courtney.
I sit at the baggage claim, reading a text from Slade, when I feet someone grab my shoulders. I turn my head around to see Courtney standing behind me. I squeal as I jump out of my seat. “Oh my gosh. You look fantastic, girl!” I bring her in for a big hug.
She pulls back, holding onto my arms as she appraises me. “What has gotten into you? You are glowing! It must be love.” She pulls me in for a tight hug this time as I blush. “You can tell me all about it as we wait for my luggage.”
I fill her in on what has happened over the last week. She has a big smile on her face as I fill her in about moving most of my stuff in with him. I know what she’s thinking and I don’t correct her. She knows I have fallen for him, hard.
She goes wide eyed as we walk up to Slade’s truck. “What?” I put her luggage in the back seat.
“Of course he has a big bad ass truck.” She climbs in.
I laugh. “You should see his bad ass car.”
“Can I say something?” She turns to look at me while I start the truck
“Sure.”
“I never liked Jax.”
I give her a quick look. No shit! “That’s not something I didn’t already know, Courtney. You always voiced your opinion of Jax, but I don‘t understand why you didn’t like him. You had never even met him,”
“I know,” she sighs. “I can tell I already like this one, though.” She shows me a toothy smile.
“How so?”
“You seem different. I mean, you still look just as gorgeous and you haven’t changed you’re sexy style, but you hold yourself different. Like you know that someone knows you’re special.”
“I don’t understand what you’re trying to say.” I shake my head, laughing at her.
“With Jax it was like you were with him, but he made you feel like you weren’t worth him. He never made you feel special. I know you loved him at the time, but it was like you felt you had to earn his love. Now when I look at you, I can tell you belong to someone. Someone who thinks you’re special.”
I have no idea what to say. Everything she just said was the truth.
“So, where we headed?”
“We are heading to Slade’s house. Josh is already there. We’ll pick up the guys, then head to the hotel.”
“What’s up with this Josh guy? Is he cute?” She pulls down the mirror to fix her lipstick.
‘”Yeah. He’s real sweet.”
“Uh-oh.”
“What?”
“You said sweet. That’s code for ugly.” She scrunches her nose.
I laugh at her. “First of all, I’m not trying to set you up. Second of all, he’s very cute. He has the whole surfer look going on. Third, his fiancé broke his heart like eight months ago. Slade says he’s still trying to drink her memory away, but I don’t think it’s working. He always seems so depressed.” I frown.
“Well I will help him forget her,” she says as she pops her lips.
“You already plan on hooking up with him?”
“I don’t plan on it. But if it happens...” She shrugs.
Good God. I’m going to have to warn Slade to keep them apart. This could be a potential for disaster.
She whistles as I pull into Slade’s driveway. “This is a nice house. And he does have a nice ass car.” She’s eyeing the silver two door beamer out front.
“That’s Josh’s car.” I open my door to climb out.
“What does he do?” she asks, still eyeing the car.
“He owns a chain of jewelry stores with his dad.” Her eyes go wide and I laugh. “Come on. Let’s go in so you can meet the guys.”
As we walk in the house, I hear the guys laughing in the living room, watching TV.
“I’m back!” I holler as I close the front door.
“We’re in here, Angel,” Slade calls out.
“Angel?” Courtney lifts an eyebrow. I just shrug.
Courtney follows me as we walk to the living room. As soon as we enter, Slade stands up and walks to me, giving me a big hug and kissing me on the lips. It’s a slow soft kiss and I wrap my hands around him as I start to feel his dick grow hard against my hip. I hear laughing and I pull away.
Courtney is looking at us, and Josh is looking at Courtney with a half open mouth. I smile to myself. Of course he would have that reaction to her. What guy doesn’t? She has beautiful blonde hair that is almost as long as mine, beautiful deep brown eyes and long legs. She towers over my 5’4 at 5’10, and her light creamy skin makes her look like a porcelain doll.
“Courtney, this is Josh.” I gesture to Josh who still continues to stare at her. “And this is Slade.” I gesture to Slade who is standing behind me with his arms wrapped around my stomach, resting his chin on top of my head.
“It’s nice to meet you, Courtney.” Josh holds out his hand to her. She takes his hand and gives him her flirtatious smile. Oh dear God! I know exactly where this is going to lead.
“Nice to meet you, Josh.” Her eyes never leave his as she speaks to Slade. “Nice to meet you as well, Slade.”
Slade and I just laugh. “Well,” I clap my hands together. “Let’s get this show on the road.”
“I’ll go get your bags, Angel.” Slade taps me on the butt as he walks to his room to retrieve my bags.
I clear my throat, getting Josh and Courtney to look at me. I smile “So, are you guys ready for the game?” I didn’t have anything to say. I just needed to fill the silence in the room and by the smiles on their face, they knew exactly what I was doing.
Josh looks back at Courtney. “Where are your bags? I can get them for you.”
How sweet, but it’s not like she’s going to need buttering up.
“They are in the truck, ready to go,” she says playfully with a little laugh.
“Oh, right.” He runs a hand through his long shaggy hair nervously, and I try to hide my smile.
“I could go with you to get your bags,” she all but whispers. Josh’s face lights up. He grabs her hand and they go to unload his bags from his car, striking up a conversation about her flight here.
I’m still laughing as Slade enters the room with our bags. “What’s so funny?”
“Those two.” I point a thumb behind me. “I have a feeling Josh is going to need to cancel the third room he purchased.”
“As long as he is happy, I don’t care what he does.” He bends over to place a soft kiss on my lips. “Come on, let’s get out of here. I want to get settled into the hotel and have some alone time with you before we get back out tonight.” He rubs a palm over my left breast as I moan and lean towards him. He chuckles, knowing exactly what he’s doing to me.
I huff now that he has me turned me on and turn away from him, walking towards the front door.
 

 
I open the back door of Slade’s truck. I had planned on sitting in back with Courtney and letting Josh sit up front to guy visit with Slade, but when I open the back door, I see that Josh and Courtney are in the back holding hands.
“Oh did you want to sit back here?” Josh asks.
“No, no. I’ll sit up front.” I close the door and climb up in the passenger seat, laughing to myself.
“We all ready to roll?” Slade asks as he gets in and starts the truck. We all give a yes and he pulls out of the drive.
“So, Courtney,” Slade starts in once we get on the highway, “Is there anything you can tell me about Angel?” He slides a look my way with a smirk on his face.
“Well, she is obsessed with the color pink if you haven’t already discovered that,” she giggles. “I mean obsessed! In high school, her entire room was pink. I remember us standing in her mom’s bedroom and she asked her if she could paint her room pink. Her mom said no.” She laughs. “That next day, her dad picked me up from my house and took us to Lowes. Sam picked out two pink colors. One baby pink and one a bright pink.” She shakes her head. “We went right back to her house and painted two walls bright and two walls the lighter color. Her mom was so mad, she was grounded for two weeks.” We both laugh.
“Yeah, but I won in the long run cause she was too lazy to repaint it herself.” I shrug my shoulder.
“Oh, but don’t let the girly pink fool you. She’s into all those blood and guts action movies. She loves them. Anything with Tom Cruise and Bruce Willis in it.” She rolls her eyes.
“What? You love action movies, but you made me watch The Vow?” Slade asks amused.
I shrug. “I was in the mood to have a good cry.”
“What? You wanted to cry?” He’s clearly confused.
“Sometimes a girl needs to have a good cry,” I say with a big smile.
“So true,” Courtney agrees. “And the girl needs therapy when it comes to her buying heels. It’s sickening how many pairs she owns.”
“That I’ve come to figure out. There now sits, like, fifty pairs in my closet. And she wears a different pair every day. The other day I had to make her wear a pair of tennis shoes.” He reaches over, picking up my hand and kisses the back of my knuckles. “I love that she wears high heels. They turn me on.”
I feel my face heat up.
“Like you need help getting turned on,” Josh quipped. We all laugh. “Anyway,” Josh changes the subject, “what do you do for a living, Courtney?”
“I’m an event planner.”
“Is that what you went to school for?” Josh continues to question her. We can all tell he is interested in her, even Courtney, and she is eating it up.
“No,” she shakes her head. “I went to OU in Norman, Oklahoma for a bachelor’s degree in Accounting, but halfway through my senior year I got offered a job at SpiritBank Event Center. After I graduated, I packed up my stuff and went back to Tulsa.”
We pull up to the valet and the guys grab our luggage. As we walk in the building, I pull Courtney over to the side as the guys continue to the reception desk. “Are you going to share a room with Josh? He got three rooms so you would have your own,” I whisper in her ear.
“Well he doesn’t have to do that.” She gives me a shy smile. “He could just get one room with two beds.” She walks over to Josh, whispering in his ear. He gets a huge grin on his face, and steps up to the desk as Slade walks over to me.
Sure, two beds my butt.
“We are going to head off to our room and start getting ready,” Slade says as he pushes me towards the elevators. Josh doesn’t even turn around; he just waves a hand over his shoulder as Courtney rubs his back with one hand.
“Those two are going to share a room,” I say as we enter the elevator.
“I know.” Slade rocks back on his heels.
I turn to face him. “Do you know something that I don’t?”
He shakes his head. “Not unless you can’t see how much they like each other.”
“No, I see it all right,” I laugh.
He takes my hand and leads me out of the elevator, down the hall and to our room. I close the door, and turn to face Slade. He drops the bags and picks me up by my thighs. I yelp as I wrap my legs around his waist, and he carries me to the bed, falling on top of me.
“Now, I’m going to show you how much I want you,” he says, unbuttoning my jeans.
I laugh.
 



 

 
 

 
I’m naked in our hotel bed, watching Angel dress. She slips on a pink lace thong and the matching bra. Just the thought of tearing them off makes my dick twitch. She then pulls on a black pleated short skirt, followed by a black sleeveless shirt that makes my mouth water. She sits down on the end of the bed as she produces those heels that should come with a permit out of her bag. I watch as she slides each one on, then stands to face me. I can’t help but smile at how beautiful she looks.
And that she is all mine.
She places her hands on her hips. “Are you going to get dressed?”
I get on my knees and make my way over to her. I put my face in her hair as my hands settle on her bare thighs. I trail them up her legs to cup her ass, and moan. “This skirt is too short, but I do love the access it gives me to your ass,” I murmur in her hair.
She laughs. “It is not too short.” She pushes me back as I fall onto the bed. “I’m going to go fix my makeup and hair. Get up and get dressed, or we will never get out of this hotel room.” She turns and walks to the bathroom.
I groan as I get up off the bed. I would be perfectly content staying in this bed with her the rest of the day, but her friend is in town and she never gets to see her. I reluctantly get up and throw on a pair of jeans with a dark blue button down shirt and roll the sleeves up while I slip on my black shoes.
“You’re so sexy.”
I look up from my shoes to see Angel leaning on the door to the bathroom. I walk up to her, slowly shaking my head. “No, you are fucking sexy.”
I lean down and give her a small peck on her lips as she leans into me, wanting more. I can’t give her more, though. If I do, we will both be stripped naked in two seconds.
“Knock knock. Sis, quit fooling around and come on!” Courtney yells from the other side of the door.
Angel pats my chest. “We will finish this later.”
I lift up her skirt and smack her ass. Hard. “Yes, we will.”
Angel opens the door to a very happy looking Josh and Courtney. They both have huge smiles on their face as Courtney giggles.
“Kitty.” Angel gives her a look I don’t quite get. Must be a girl thing.
Josh laughs. “Kitty?”
“Yes I call her Kitty. You know how I am obsessed with high heels? She is obsessed with Hello Kitty.”
We all laugh.
“Ready to get our drink on?” Courtney wraps an arm around Angel and they start walking to the elevator. As we trail behind them like little puppies.
“Can I help you?” the man at the podium asks when we enter the hotel’s restaurant.
“Four please,” I answer. I hold Angel’s hand as the man leads us to a table.
“Thank you,” she says as he seats us in a booth.
“How did you two meet?” Josh asks as he leans back in the booth, placing an arm around Courtney.
The girls laugh. “Well. I was six, so I was in first grade?” She tilts her head, then nods. “Yeah. Anyway, there was this boy in second grade who asked me to be his girlfriend. Of course I said no, so he started throwing rocks at me while I yelled at him. This pink blob runs towards us and jumps on his back, taking him to the ground.”
She gives Angel a huge smile. “After the boy ran off crying, Sam stood up, her pink shirt and pigtails covered in dirt, and introduced herself. We’ve been best friends ever since.”
“That… explains a lot,” Josh says. Making us all laugh.
“She got grounded for that one.”
“I stayed grounded,” Angel shrugs.
“But every time you got grounded we would call your dad and he would come and pick us up, then take us to a movie.”
Angel nods her head and smiles like she’s remembering a fond memory. “Yeah, he was always fighting with my mom because it seemed like I got grounded at least once a week, and he always defended me. I felt sorry for him, though. He had watched every chick flick there was to see.” She shakes her head.
“Remember the first time we cried while at the movies?” They both laugh. “We were bawling, so he ran out of the theater and came back with two handfuls of napkins. He looked terrified, trying to figure out what he could do to cheer us up. After that, he took us for ice cream and started keeping tissues in his pockets.”
“He was a great dad,” Angel sighs.
“Yes he was. He was like my dad. He always let me tag along.” Courtney looks over at me, then to Josh. “My mom didn’t know who my dad was.” She shrugs.
We all got quiet for a few minutes.
“Enough with all this. Let’s start drinking and telling embarrassing stories about one another,” Courtney says, trying to lighten the mood.
“Oh no,” Angel shakes her head. “No embarrassing stories.”
“What are you worried about? You don’t have anything to be embarrassed about,” she laughs.
“I don’t know about that.” She looks over at me.
“I’m sure I could tell a few.” I lean up, placing my elbows on the table like I have some juicy gossip on her.
“Oh no. Don’t you dare.” She pulls on my arm as she laughs.
Josh starts telling Courtney how drunk Angel got off of the tequila on her birthday. I tune them out and lean back, watching Angel. I feel sorry for both Angel and Courtney. I can’t imagine not having a family. I have to keep reminding myself that Angel is very strong willed.
The rest of dinner goes by in a blur as I continue to think of a way I can get her to once again open up to me without running off scared afterwards.
“You want to have our usual?” Courtney asks Sam as we all sit down at the bar.
“I haven’t been to many of the bars here in town, but the ones I have been to don’t have tequila rose.” Angel frowns.
“We have it,” the bartender says, overhearing the girls conversation.
“Do you have butterscotch schnapps?” Angel sounds hopeful.
“We do,” he nods his bleach blonde spiked tips, giving her a big smile. I don’t like this guy very much. He looks like he wants to take her home. I saddle up closer to her and wrap an arm around her shoulders. She gives me a look that says she knows exactly what I’m doing. I just shrug and give her a light peck on her lips. I pull back, giving her a wink. She laughs.
“Okay, then. We will take four Wet Pussies,” Angel says to the bartender. I lift an eyebrow at her while I hear Josh choking.
“You okay?” Courtney pats him on the back.
“Yeah.” He clears his throat. “What are we drinking?”
“Wet Pussies,” Angel repeats deadpan.
I pull her close to me as I whisper in her ear, “I bet you have a wet pussy.”
“Always ready for you, baby.” She smiles and it makes my dick stand up. She’s right. She is always wet and ready.
“Here you go.” The bartender places the shots in front of us.
“To old friends and new friends,” Courtney says as she raises her glass. We all nod our heads and down the shot.
“Shit! That is good,” Josh says as he puts his shot glass down. “A little girly tasting, but good.”
“Girly?” Angel laughs. “It tastes like strawberry milk. There’s nothing girly about strawberry milk.”
“That was good. What made you start drinking that?” I look to the bartender to single another round as he nods his head.
“A month after my dad had passed, I got into a huge fight with my mother, so I left, and picked up Court. We went to hang out at my dad’s house, and decided to go through all of his liquor. He wasn’t much of a drinker, but he was always throwing parties for all his employees or Christmas parties for companies, so he had a huge wet bar. Anyway, we just started mixing things together and ended up liking it.” She shrugs “Three years later I was in a bar and when I asked for that he told me it was a Wet Pussy.” The girls laugh. “I was disappointed. All those years we thought we had come up with it ourselves.”
We all laugh.
The bartender places our second round in front of us. “Do any of you want a beer or a mixed drink?” I ask them as I pull out my wallet to just start a tab.
“No thanks,” they all say at the same time.
“I don’t want to get too drunk tonight,” Angel replies.
I pull her to me. “You? Not get too drunk?” I lift an eyebrow.
“Hey, hey.” She pushes me away. “I can drink but not get drunk.” She sounds offended.
I just smile to myself as I look to the bartender and order her a Long Island. I know she loves those.
And I know she’s going to get drunk tonight.
 
 

 
I’m leaning up against the bar on my forearms, trying to keep my butt on the barstool.
And I’m mad.
How could he let me get this drunk? How did I let myself get this drunk? I can barely see anything. Everything is so blurry.
I hear giggling and I look to my left to see Court leaning on Josh as she laughs at him. She’s not nearly as drunk as I am which is not fair. Josh didn’t buy her drink after drink. Slade is going to be in so much trouble, and I know just the way to get him back. No sex for him tonight.
Ha!
Wait.
That means no sex for me either.
Maybe I should kick him with these heels on.
I prop my head up in my hand, and sit there watching Court and Josh. In the time I’ve known Josh, I have never seen him laugh or smile as much as I have since he saw Court. It makes me smile, but my smile feels sloppy because my mouth feels numb.
“Ready for another one?”
I look at the bartender like he’s crazy. I shake my head. “No. Quit giving me drinks. I’ve had enough,” I snap.
He smiles.
And it annoys me.
How long does it take Slade to go to the restroom? He’s going to be in trouble for leaving me here with this creepy bartender. He’s been gone like an hour.
Okay.
Probably more like a minute.
“Angel is a pretty name.” He places his tatted up arms on the bar and leans over, getting closer to my face.
I remove my elbow from the bar and sit back in my seat, raising my eyebrows. “My name is Sam,” I say bitchy.
He continues to smile that annoying smile. “That guy keeps calling you Angel.”
“Well that guy, is my boyfriend. To you, I’m Sam.” I cross my hands over my chest.
“Well, I want to call you Angel.”
“Well, you can’t.”
“I can do whatever I want, Angel.” He leans even further over the bar.
“Don’t call me that!” My voice rises.
“Is there a problem?” Josh and Courtney are looking at us. I keep my head facing them while I slide my eyes to look over at the bartender, then back to Josh. I really don’t want to get in a fight tonight, I just want to have fun, but this guy is starting to creep me out.
Josh gets up from his seat on the other side of Courtney and moves to stand between Courtney and I.
“There’s no problem,” the creepy bartender finally responds.
Josh places his hand on my shoulder. “You okay?”
I nod. “Thanks. I think I need to go to the room. I don’t feel so well.” Everything is getting pretty damn dizzy.
“Come on, Courtney. We are going to take Sam back to her room.” He grabs Courtney’s hand.
“No.” I shake my head. “I can make it. I’m okay.” I don’t want them to have to leave the bar. They are having fun.
“No. We will take you,” Josh replies.
“Really, Josh. Please. Stay here, you two have fun. I have a key in my purse. Just tell Slade I went to our room to lie down.” I stand up off the barstool and have to grip the counter with everything I have to not fall over.
“No. we will walk you to your room,” he says grabbing Courtney’s hand.
I nod not wanting to argue, it won’t do any good.
I turn and start to walk very slowly to the bar entrance as they walk behind me. I feel like a snail trying to cross a street while traffic is coming. I’m trying to walk extra careful so that Josh can’t see how drunk I am. If he knew I could barely stand, he’d be carrying my ass to the room.
We finally make it to the elevator and I lean up against the back wall to keep myself from falling to the floor.
What the hell was Slade thinking?
I’m going to kill him. I kept telling him I didn’t want any more, but he didn’t listen; the drinks just kept coming. Courtney presses the correct floor for us then she turns to look at me. I give her a smile trying to reassure her I’m fine. Although, my lips are numb.
The elevator rings and the doors open. An older couple gets on as I try to get off. I turn to face Courtney and Josh. I give them a smile. “I’ll see you guys in the morning.” Josh goes to step off the elevator, but I hold my hand up. “I can make it to my room.”
Courtney hugs me. “Okay, Sis. I’ll see you in the morning.”
I say good night as the elevator closes.
I have to place my hand on the wall to make it to our room. As soon as I make it the room, I fall onto the bed, still dressed and clenching my purse to my side. I close my eyes, trying to stop all the spinning.
 

 
I pry my eyes open and look around slowly. I feel awful. My body is so tired and sluggish. I’m naked and under covers. It takes everything I have to slowly roll over. I come face to face with Slade. He is soundly sleeping next to me. He must have undressed me when he came to bed.
I roll to my back and put an arm over my head. Ugh, I feel awful. My throat is sore and it feels raw. My head is pounding. I need to take something. I think I have some Tylenol in my purse. Do I really want to get up just to take some Tylenol, though? My pounding head is telling me yes. My body, however, is telling me no.
I sigh as I take my arm off my face and push the covers off of my body. I sit up and place my head in my hands, taking a couple of breaths. Didn’t I tell myself a few weeks ago I was never drinking again? Well, I need to stick to that plan from now on.
I place my hands on the bed and scoot so my feet are on the floor. I get myself to stand and feel dizzy, so I wait until it passes. I have to remind myself to place one foot in front of the other as I look around for my purse.
Where the hell is it?
If I knew it was going to be this hard to find, I would have stayed in bed. I give up and walk to use the restroom where I find my purse lying on the floor.
Huh. How did it end up in here?
I shrug, and bend down to pick it up. I stand up too fast and it causes me to go off balance and fall into the counter.
“Shit!” I whisper, holding my right hip. I try rubbing it to get the sting to go away. Man that really hurt.
I throw my purse on the counter and pull out the Tylenol. I need to take this and get my butt back to bed before I kill myself.
I fill the glass with a bit of water, down the pill, and take my time crawling back in bed.
I crawl in and face away from Slade.
He is in trouble.
 

 
I groan in discomfort as I open my eyes. I don’t feel as bad as I did last night, but I still feel like shit.
I sit up and look around to see I’m in here alone. I rub my head. Where is Slade? I look over to see a note on the dresser. I get up and walk over to it as my body screams in protest.
 
Angel- went to have breakfast with Josh in the hotel lobby. You stay in bed. I will bring you breakfast back.
 
I crinkle up the note and throw it on the floor. Even though my body is telling me to do what he says and lay back down in bed, my mind is telling me to get my butt in the shower and get my ass down to the lobby to eat breakfast.
I go to the bathroom to find my purse, and pull out my phone to text Courtney.
 
Me: be ready in fifteen minutes.
 
I close the bathroom door and lock it, turn on the shower until it is almost scalding, and get in.
 



 

 
 

 
“Are you sure she’s going to be okay?” Josh asks as he picks up some eggs.
“Yeah. I don’t know how she got that drunk.” I shake my head. “I mean, yeah, she had a few shots and a few Long Islands, but she had more than that on her birthday and she didn’t get sick then.” I put some pancakes on my plate.
“She got sick?” he asks, surprised.
“Yeah. I walked in to our room to find her on our bed passed out. I went to undress her and she woke up. Told me she didn’t feel well, so I carried her to the bathroom. I didn’t think she was going to stop.” It was awful. I hated seeing her like that. She was so out of it, I don’t even think she knew what was going on.
“Maybe that bartender slipped something in her drink.”
I set my plate down and look over at him.
“What? It could happen.”
My jaw clenches. “Why would he do that?” I will hunt him down and kick his ass if that is what happened. “He knew she was with me. I was right there with her. I wasn’t gone to the bathroom three minutes when I came back, but she’d already left.” And as soon as I came back to the bar and found out she had left. I went right to our room to be with her.
“I don’t know. I could be wrong.” He walks off to go find a seat. I pick up my plate and follow after him.
“So what’s up with you and Courtney?” I take a drink of my orange juice.
“I like her. Not only is she hot, but she’s funny.” I’m glad he likes her, but I’m afraid he will go back to his old self when she leaves for Tulsa.
“That’s’ good. Glad you two are getting along.” I take a bite of hash browns.
“Oh shit! You are in trouble.”
“What are you talking about?” I put my head back down to pick through my food.
“Sam and Courtney are behind you walking this way, and Sam looks pissed.” He laughs.
I spin around to see her and my heart stops as my dick start to grow. She always looks gorgeous all dressed up and in heels with her hair down and curled, but right now she looks so fucking hot that it should be illegal.
She has her hair pulled up in a high ponytail, and her pink Rams shirt hugs her body tightly, showing off her full chest. She is wearing a faded pair of blue jeans that have tears in them, sitting extremely low on her hips, letting me see a hint of her tanned stomach with a bright pink belt on.
Fuck.
She makes my mouth water. I can literally feel her eyes burning holes in my body through her sunglasses, and it’s turning me on. I smile to myself. Today is going to be so much fun. She comes and sits down next to me, taking my fork out of my hand without saying a word to me.
“Hello, Angel.” I push my plate over to her and place my elbows on the table, putting my chin in my hands.
I hear Courtney laugh. I’m glad I’m not the only one to find this funny. Her annoyance makes me want to pounce on her. I don’t even think she knows that it drives me wild. If she had the slightest clue, she would never get mad at me.
“How do you feel?” I ask as sweetly as I can.
She cuts a piece of pancake with her fork then sticks it in her mouth. She still has her sunglasses on, and I can’t get over how cute she is. “You look like you feel good.” I take an elbow off the table and place a hand on her thigh. She stiffens as I glide my hand up her leg, finding the hole that sets just below her pockets. I stick a finger in it and let it travel upwards until I feel her lace panties.
I snatch my hand back. “Ow!” I screech. She stabbed me with her plastic fork! “You stabbed me,” I laugh. It didn’t hurt; I just wasn’t expecting it.
Josh and Courtney are laughing so hard they can’t breathe. Angel is biting her bottom lip, and I can tell she’s trying not to smile. I reach up and remove her sunglasses. Those gorgeous green eyes lock on mine, and I can see she’s trying very hard to stay mad at me but it’s not working.
I lean my face into hers and give her a kiss. I stop right as my lips brush hers. She won’t be able to resist, I know she will push her lips out to kiss me. That’s just how Angel is.
I feel her lips smile against mine. “I’m sorry. Did it hurt?” she whispers.
“Yes.” I smile.
“What if I kiss it? Will that help?”
I shake my head lightly. “It will help if you kiss my lips.”
She pushes her lips to mine and gives me a tender kiss, opening her mouth just a bit for me. She pulls back and sits up in her seat as I lean back in mine, staring at her. God, she is so amazing and all mine. I love everything about this woman.
“I’m not giving your plate back. You will have to get another one.” She smiles smugly as she shoves more pancakes in her mouth.
I laugh and nod my head. “Sounds fair.”
“Would you like my plate, or do you want me to get you something else?” Josh asks Courtney.
“Do they have biscuits?”
“Yes.”
“I would like some biscuits and gravy, please.” She bats her eyelashes at him. She’s already got him wrapped around her finger.
“Come on, Josh. Let’s get back in line.” We stand and start to walk away as Angel stops me.
“Slade,” she says in that wonderful sweet voice.
I stop walking and turn around, giving her a look that says I know exactly what she’s doing and she’s going to pay for it later. “Yes, Angel?”
She lifts up my glass of orange juice. “You’ll want to get yourself a new drink as well.” She smiles as she takes a sip of what used to be my orange juice.
I nod my head with a huge smile on my face. “Okay.”
“Thanks, baby,” she winks, saying it like she gave me a choice to get myself a new drink.
I turn my body away from the girls and see Josh standing in front of me with a bright red face. He’s trying hard not to laugh.
“Just let it out.”
He shakes his head laughing.
We grab new plates and go back to join the girls.
 

 
“What time is checkout?” Courtney asks Josh.
“One. The game starts at three, so I figure we could go do some tailgating.”
“I’m not drinking.” Angel gives me a serious look.
I place my hand over hers on the table. “Okay. How do you feel? You look like you feel good.”
She squeezes me hand. “I’m okay.”
“Well, if you want to tailgate, we should leave the hotel before one.” I take my hand from Angel’s, “I know it’s less than a mile away, but we should still try to get there early so that we can park the truck as close as possible.” I lace my hands together on the table. “We can lay the tailgate down and just hang out. Plus, the closer we get, the easier it will be to get out after it’s over.”
I look over and watch Angel as she picks through what was my plate. I smile as I put a hand on her face. “Have I told you you’re perfect?”
She tilts he head in thought. “Nope.” She pops a piece of toast in her mouth.
“Well you are.”
She smiles as she stands.
“Where are you going?”
“I’m going to run to the restroom. I’ll be right back.” She turns and walks away from the table, giving me an image of her round ass in those low cut jeans.
“I’ve never seen her this happy.” I look to Courtney. “Really.”
She nods her head. “Even when she was pissed off at you this morning, I could tell she was happy.”
“She seems to be mad at me often.” That can’t be a good thing.
She shrugs. “That’s how relationships are. No one knows how to piss you of more than the one you love.”
I’ve never thought of it like that. I do push her buttons. I like that she gets mad at me, though. It shows me that she doesn’t back down or bow down to me. She has a backbone and uses it.
And I love that.
Nothing is sexier than a woman who stands up for herself.
 
 

 
“Are you guys drunk?”
Slade has had at least six beers. Josh has had five. I counted. I’m actually really impressed with him. He didn’t drink much last night, either. I think he’d rather stay sober and talk to Courtney, then get trashed and not remember what they talked about.
“No,” Slade answers as he pulls me tighter to him.
We are walking to the stadium from the parking lot. The last three hours we have done nothing but walk around and tailgate with the fans. It’s been a blast.
“Well, then why are we walking crooked?” I laugh as I shove him to the left.
“Because it’s hard to walk like this.” He pulls his arm out from under me and stops walking.
“What are you doing?” I eye him as he stands on the sidewalk.
“Come here.” He reaches his arm out as he bends down. I give him a look of confusion. He shakes his hand that he’s holding out to me. I walk up to him and he puts me behind him. “Jump on” He bends down even farther. I smile as I jump up on his back. “Hang on.” He wraps his arms under my legs as he gives me a piggy back ride. He starts running to catch up with Josh and Courtney who are a bit ahead of us. I giggle as my body bounces up and down.
“Stop running.”
We come up behind them and scare Courtney as Slade screams “Boo!” to her back. “You two are crazy.” She turns her back to us and starts laughing. “Oh wait. I brought my camera.” She pulls her camera out of her purse. “Smile!”
We smile as Slade still holds me on his back.
We come up to a long line to get into the stadium. I could have some fun with this.
I lean down so my mouth is near his ear. “Slade,” I sigh. I feel his body stiffen. I have to bite down on my lip to keep from laughing in his ear. I know what saying his name like that does. I still want him to pay for getting me so drunk last night.
And I know just how to do it.
He clears his throat. “Yes, Angel?” he rasps out.
I start second guessing what I’m doing. I want him, but making him want me is probably not a good idea. We are about to sit through a football game. It’s not like we are heading home from lunch or something.
I decide to go along with my plan. I stick my tongue out, licking along his ear as I nibble on the lobe, sucking it into my mouth. I feel a shiver run through his body and I smile. “Baby, I—”
I squeal as he lets go of my legs and pulls me around to the front to cradle me to his body. I’m hanging on to his Rams t-shirt for dear life while trying to catch my breath.
“Yes, Angel?” He smiles smugly down at me. “You what?” He cocks an eyebrow.
I narrow my eyes at him and squirm until he puts me down. I turn around so my back is to him, and cross my arms over my chest as I huff. I just wanted to play with him, and he ended up playing with me.
He wraps his arms around my chest and sets his chin on top of my head. “You know. I’m probably going to regret saying this...”
Is he talking to me? Because I’m ignoring him!
He removes his chin from my head and moves so he can whisper in my ear. “You drive me wild when you get mad, making me want to fuck you, hard. It’s likes a challenge, Angel. It’s like you’re challenging me to wipe that pissed off look off your face. And you know I don’t back down from a challenge.”
God, that sounded so sexy.
My skin breaks out with goose bumps as my body heat rises. I feel him rub his erection against my back. “See, Angel.” He pushes it into me. “See how much you make me want you? If I had my way, I would carry you back to the truck and fuck you in the back seat until you apologized for saying my name like that. You know it drives me crazy, Angel. So crazy that I want to bury my cock in you, fucking you hard and fast while you scream my name.”
I feel my knees go weak. I am so wet for him right now. He won’t have to carry me to the truck. Hell, I’ll race him there.
Yeah, that sounds like a great plan.
I turn around breathing heavy and so ready. I go to walk past him towards the truck, when he gets a hold of my belt loop and pulls me back, slamming me into his chest.
“Well come on,” I say breathless.
He smiles his victory smile that makes his baby blues sparkle. I stand there mesmerized. He pulls my chest to his as I look up to him. I’m confused. I thought we were going to the truck?
He shakes his head. Did I say that out loud? He leans down and my breath catches as his hand tightens in my hair and his lips brush my ear.
“It sucks being teased, doesn’t it?” I pull away from him as his arms fall to his side. He chuckles.
I cross my arms over my chest. “I’m definitely not apologizing now.” I push out a hip, and push my sunglasses down over my eyes, giving him the best pissed off look I can muster, although all I want to do is smile. He is good at this game, but I’m taking notes.
“We’ll see,” he chuckles.
We start to move forward as we enter the stadium. We go to find our seats first, then the guys leave us to go get us some beers and hot dogs. Courtney and I start talking about how much we are going to miss each other since she has to go back tomorrow.
The guys come back with hands full of stuff as they hand us our hot dogs.
“Here, baby.” I reach over, letting him take a bite of my hotdog. He doesn’t even take it from me. He has a beer in each hand. He just bends his head down and takes a big bite out of it, making me laugh.
I think about how far we’ve come since that first phone call. I have fallen in love with someone who has changed my life for the better. I would never admit, but I like fighting with him. It tells me that what I feel is real. That this love I have is never going to go away, even when he walks away. When I’m pissed off at him, I still love him. That thought of him walking away makes my breath catch and my chest tightens.
As soon as I say the words ‘I love you’ he will leave. He will leave because I would be giving in. I know he loves me somewhat, but the only reason he’s still with me is because he wants to win. Maybe he finds this relationship as a challenge. He’s challenging me to give up first. Well, I have news for him. I can hold my tongue and not utter those three words that will destroy us. I will ride this train until it comes to a stop. And when he walks away, I will keep my head high and my broken heart to myself.
“Slade, where’s my beer?”
“Oh sorry, I forgot.” Slade leans over to hand Josh his beer.
“You forgot you were holding two beers?” I ask as I smile at him. His eyes are on the field and I see his eyes slide to look over at me. When he looks back to the field, I continue staring at him. He turns his head to look back at me. “What?” he smirks.
I shake my head. He leans down, placing his now free hand on my face. I jerk back. “What?” he asks with a serious look on his face.
“Your hand is freezing,” I laugh.
“Oh, sorry. Yeah, they feel kind of numb. Here...” He rubs it real fast on his pant leg, then places back on my cheek. “That better?”
I nod. Although it’s still freezing, I don’t mind. It was just that initial feel that made me react. He leans down and his eyes search mine as I lean into him and push my lips to his, closing my eyes. I feel his tongue enter my mouth and meet mine. I love how sweet his kisses can be.
Everyone starts screaming, but he doesn’t stop. He moves his hand to the back of my neck and holds on tighter, like he thinks I might pull away.
Not a chance!
“I could never get enough of that.” He pulls his face a few inches from mine.
“What?” How does he make me breathless from only a kiss?
“Your soft lips.” He runs his thumb over my bottom lip. “How you taste. How gorgeous you are.”
I can’t take my eyes away from his. I feel my walls coming down with every word he speaks.
This may be harder than I had ever imagined.
 



 

 
 

 
“What the fuck was that? Are you blind?” Courtney yells to a ref.
Angel was right when she said they were rowdy. They are extremely rowdy. Angel is just as loud and screams just as much as Courtney does. She just does it without all the curse words.
We are all on our feet, hollering for the Rams. Its fourth quarter with a minute and a half left. We are up by twenty points. I’m trying to get into the game, but it’s hard now that I kissed Angel. I don’t know what was different about that kiss, but I’m still thinking about it. I swear when I pulled away I could see it in her eyes. She wanted to say it. She wanted to tell me she loves me.
When I had looked at her the look on her face was a look I had never seen from her. Something so soft it made my heart swell. I wanted to be gentle and show her that it wasn’t all about the fucking. I know I say things to her about how I want to fuck her, and I know she likes it. She likes that I talk dirty to her and demand what I want from her sexually.
She can’t hide her feelings forever. She will slip up and the words will come out eventually.
And I will be there to say them back.
The girls jump up and down as the Rams beat the Seahawks. Josh and I walk back towards the truck as the girls skip along in front of us, acting like little kids. Josh and I just laugh.
We aren’t even on the highway driving back to my hose from the game when I look in the rear view mirror to see a passed out Courtney leaning on Josh’s shoulder as he looks out the window. Angel is leaning up against her window, passed out as well.
“They are worn out,” I chuckle.
“Yeah. It has been a long day. Especially after all they had to drink last night.” He runs a hand over Courtney’s hair.
“You can stay at my house tonight. You don’t have to go home.” I have plenty of rooms, and Courtney leaves tomorrow afternoon. I know he wants to spend some time with her.
He nods. “Yeah, I’ll stay.” He looks down to Courtney and I know he’s already regretting having to let her go back to Tulsa.
I pull up to the house and park the truck in the garage. “I’m going to take her to bed, then I’m going to pass out.”
“Okay. Thanks again for letting me stay.” He picks up Courtney as he gets out of the truck.
“Anytime.” He knows he doesn’t even have to ask.
I reach over and pull Angel away from her window so that she doesn’t fall out of the truck when I open her door. She moans as I move her and it makes me dick grow hard. I take a deep breath and get out of the truck.
I walk over to her and open her door. I step up on the Nerf bars and pick her up in my arms. She doesn’t move as I cradle her to my body and shut the truck door.
I walk her into the house and take her to our room, then lay her down on the bed. I pull off her shoes, then I undo her jeans and slowly pull them down her legs before I lift her up and discard her shirt.
I want to wake her up and show her how gentle I can be. I want her to show me what it’s like to feel someone physically love you. I won’t, though. She is exhausted and I know she needs her sleep.
I undo her bra, then pull her panties off. I go to the bathroom get ready for bed then climb in bed next to her. I pull her body next to mine.
“Good night, Angel,” I whisper to her face. I place a soft kiss on her forehead and close my eyes.
 
 

 
“So…fill me in?” Courtney and I are in the truck on our way to the airport.
“I didn’t sleep with him. It that’s what you’re asking,” she laughs.
“What?” I ask, obviously surprised.
“We slept in the same bed.” She lays her head back, sighing. “I really like him. We stayed up all night talking. Well, I talked. He just listened,” she laughs.
“I bet he hated to say goodbye.” Slade had left for work this morning, but Josh went in late to spend some more time with Courtney.
“Yeah. I gave him my email, cell and home number.”
I laugh at her. “Well then, when you decide he’s boring you, you won’t be able to ignore him.”
“No, I really like him. He’s different. He wasn’t trying to get down my pants. We kissed. He’s such a good kisser, but other than that he was a perfect gentlemen. He even told me this morning he wants to come down to see me in Tulsa.”
I pull up to the airport where I have to drop her off. I turn to her. “I’m glad. I hope it turns into something. Josh is a good guy and deserves someone to treat him right and I know you would.”
We give each other a hug and shed a few tears. I tell her goodbye and head back to Slade’s house. My phone rings as I walk into Slade’s house. I dig it out of my purse and stare at the caller ID.
My heart stops.
Mom!
My mom is calling me. I’ve called her every month for five years and she has never answered a single call.
Now she’s calling me.
I let out a breath and answer. “Hello?” I whisper. I can’t manage much more than that.
“Samantha.”
My eyes well up in tears, hearing her say my name like she just called to discuss the weather.
“Yes, Mom.” My voice cracks.
“Oh, Samantha. It’s so good to hear your voice.”
I can’t speak. Tears fall down my cheeks, and there’s a silence that lingers between us before she speaks.
“I’m so sorry,” she whispers.
I can’t say anything.
“Will you come home? Please?” she pleads.
“What?”
Can I come home? Of course I can. I’ve always thought about her. Always missed her.
“Honey, I want to see you. Can you come home? I…I really want to see you. I want to apologize for everything and do it the right way.”
“Yes,” I whisper, still not able to speak properly.
“I want to see you as soon as possible. It’s been too long.” She starts to cry.
I’m standing in the walkway of Slade’s house, crying on the phone while my mom cries on the other end. What is happening?
“Okay. I’ll book a flight out for tomorrow.” I swallow hard.
“Are you going to come alone, or is Slade going to come with you?”
Slade? How does she know about Slade?
“I’ve heard things in town, honey. I know Courtney was just there and I’ve heard you’re beyond happy with a man who thinks you’re the world.”
What? What would have been said for her to think that?
“I don’t know.”
“You should bring him. I would love to meet him.” She sounds happy about that thought.
“Oh. Okay.”
“I have to go, honey. Call me tomorrow and let me know when your plane will arrive.”
“Okay. I love you, Mom,” I breathe out.
She takes in a deep breath. “Love you too, Samantha.” Her voice is shaky. “I can’t wait to see you.”
I sniff a few times, not able to speak past the lump in my throat.
“Be safe and I’ll see you tomorrow,” she whispers before she hangs up.
I still can’t move. It’s like I’m paralyzed.
She wants to see me. Me!
She said she loved me. It’s been so long since I’ve heard those words from anyone. I don’t count Jax.
I stand there and close my eyes, remembering her dark hair that she kept long. She always wore it in big curls. That’s why I wear mine in curls. She would fix hers and then curl mine, either with the curling iron or hot rollers.
I remember her letting me play dress up in her makeup and clothes. Courtney was right when she said I was always grounded, but it was because I was always getting into trouble. I did what I wanted, when I wanted meaning I got grounded for pretty much everything I did.
I don’t know how it went so wrong.
Why does she want to see me?
With my eyes closed, I can hear her voice and picture her standing in front of me. Tears continue to run down my face. What if I get there and all she wants from me is money? It will break my heart all over again.
“Angel?”
I open my eyes slowly. Slade is standing in front of me with his hands on my hips. I didn’t even feel his hands on me. How long has he been standing here?
“Why are you crying?’ He releases my hips to wipe away the tears that still flow freely.
“My mom called me,” I say shakily
He grabs my hand. “Come on. Let’s sit down.” He pulls me to the living room and sits next to me on the couch. “What did she say?’ He pushes a stray piece of hair behind my ear.
“She wants us to come to Tulsa as soon as possible.”
“Us?” His brows draw together.
I shake my head. “I don’t understand what she wants. You don’t have to go with me if you don’t want to.”
He shifts so he’s facing me and a smile forms on his lips as he takes my hands in his. “I wouldn’t let you go without me.” He smiles, but frowns when I don’t. “Talk to me, Angel. What are you thinking?”
“I don’t know. I’m nervous. She said she wants to apologize the right way, but I can’t help thinking she has an ulterior motive. Why would she want to see me all of a sudden? I’m going to jump on a plane tomorrow and drag you to Tulsa with me.” I look to the floor. “She asked me to come home. It hasn’t been my home for a long time.”
I look up to him as he stares at me, still holding my hands. “I left everything, Slade. Everything. All I took with me were two suitcases of clothes, a bag of bathroom stuff, and one photograph of the three of us. I left everything else. She probably trashed it all.”
“I doubt she did that, Angel.”
“Why would she keep stuff to remind her of a child she couldn’t stand?” I shake my head as I feel my chest get heavy.
“I’m actually going to see her tomorrow, and I don’t know how to feel about that. I’ve wanted to talk to her for so long, but now that it’s happening I want to turn her down. I want to be strong enough to reject her. Let her feel the pain I’ve felt for so long. I can’t do that, though. I’m too weak to do that. She’s my mom and I love her,” I whisper.
Slade leans over and pulls me onto his lap. “Angel.” He pulls my face out of his shirt to look at him. “You are the strongest person I have ever met. There is nothing weak about you. Remember that. You’re not going alone, I’m going with you. She obviously needs you for something. You’re the better person for going to her when she needs you.”
I nod.
“Come on, let’s get you to bed. I have a feeling you’re going to need your rest.”
“It’s only six o’clock, and I still need to get online and get our tickets.” I go to get off his lap, but he holds me tighter.
“I’ll get them. Don’t worry about it.” I go to say no, but he leans down and kisses me. “I’ll get them,” he repeats softly when he pulls his lips away from mine.
“Okay. Thank you, baby.” I bury my face in his chest as he stands up and cradles me like a child, taking me to bed. As I undress, I can hear him on the phone getting our tickets.
He crawls in next to me once he undresses. “We leave at six in the morning. We need to be at the airport by four thirty.”
I nod. “Thank you, baby.” I lean over and set my alarm for three. As I lay down, I cuddle up with him.
Tomorrow is probably going to be the longest day of my life.
 

 
My hands are sweaty, my heart is racing and I keep bouncing my knee up and down as I sit in the passenger seat of our rental car. Slade is driving us to my old home and I’m a nervous wreck.
As we pull up to the circle gravel drive, I start to have trouble breathing. Slade parks the car in the driveway and turns to me. “Wait here for a second and let me get our bags, okay?”
I reach out for his arm. “No,” I almost shout. “Leave them in here. Just in case….I don’t know. In case we decide to leave. We can always come get them later.” I have a death grip on his arm as I ramble.
He nods slowly. “Okay.” he takes my face in his hands. “I’m here for you, Angel. You’re not here alone. I’m here.”
“Thank you,” I whisper as I close my eyes and take a deep breath.
“Come on.” He lets go of me and gets out of the car. I watch him walk around the front of the car and open my door for me. He helps me out and doesn’t let go of my hand as we walk to the door. I take a few breaths before I decide to knock instead of just walking in.
This is not my home anymore.
I hold my breath as I hear the door unlock. I can’t move. Mom was always small, but she seems to look even smaller. I don’t know, it’s hard to tell with the baggy man’s t-shirt she is wearing and black baggy sweatpants. She’s wearing a white ball cap with her hair pulled through the back. I notice her hair is a darker brown and shorter than she used to keep it.
She seems like my mother. The same woman. Yet different in a way I can’t explain.
“Hello, Samantha.” She smiles at me, but I don’t return it. “Slade.” She reaches out her hand.
He shakes it. “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Bennett.”
“Please, call me Marie. Please, come inside.” She slowly steps aside to allow us in. Slade has to nudge me through the doorway.
Once inside, she shuts the door and turns to us. “Can I get you two anything to drink?” she asks as she walks away from the door down the hallway.
“No thank you,” Slade answers. I just shake my head. I’m afraid to speak. I may start yelling at her and cussing, or I may run to her and cry like a baby. Neither one would be good, so I keep my mouth shut.
“Come. Let’s go sit in the living room.”
I notice nothing has changed. Everything is the same, except I don’t see any pictures of Gary. Husband number four.
Slade sits down on the couch and I walk over to the fireplace. I look up and stare at my father’s urn that sits on her mantel. I never understood why he had in his will that he wanted to be cremated, and I found it odd that my mother wanted his ashes.
I walk over to the couch and sit down next to Slade and stare down at the floor. I don’t want to be here. It just feels so wrong; like a lie. I raise my head when Slade squeezes my hand as my mom comes back to join us.
“I need to give you this before I forget.” She hands me an envelope. I raise my eyebrows as I look up at her and take it from her hand. She sits down slowly in the recliner and looks at me.
I remove my hand from Slade’s and open it up. I stare at a check for four hundred and eighty thousand dollars. I continue to stare at it as I shake my head. “I don’t understand,” I rasp out.
“It’s every dollar you ever sent me,” my mom explains.
“What? Why?” I can’t take my eyes off of it.
My mother sighs, pulling my eyes away from the check to hers. “I need to tell you something. And I need you to listen to everything before you speak, okay?” She slides a look to Slade who is sitting so close to me that I can feel his body stiffen as she looks at him.
I nod my head.
“Samantha, I’ve been trying to save you. I thought I was doing the right thing. I still think it was the right thing.” She puts her head down as if this is killing her to admit. She lifts it up to look at me again. “Your Dad and I had a wonderful relationship and a perfect marriage. Well, the first couple of years of it anyways. It was my fault that it didn’t stay that way.” She looks down to the floor and takes in a deep breath. “A few months before you turned two, I had an affair.”
I gasp, putting a hand over my mouth. I feel Slade shift even closer to my side.
My mom shakes her head as she lifts her eyes to meet mine and continues. “I went off the deep end. I had a husband and a new baby. It was all just so overwhelming. I couldn’t stay focused on my family. I started staying out and partying. It caused problems between your Dad and I. He was always at home taking care of you while I was too busy wanting to live a different life.”
A tear slides down her cheek. “It got so bad that he had to take you to work with him during the day. I know that is why you were a daddy’s girl. I wasn’t there for you.” She shakes her head. “Eventually he got tired of it and left me. It woke me up. I begged him to come back for us to be a family again. He wouldn’t, though. He said the damage was already done. I don’t know why I thought there was something else out there for me besides a family who loved me.” She wipes a tear from her face.
I’m having a hard time keeping up.
“I loved your father more than anything. I never got over him, and ended up remarrying three more times,” she laughs bitterly.
I can’t handle it anymore. “What aren’t you telling me, Mom? And where is Greg?”
“Greg and I divorced.” She doesn’t seem upset about this.
Of course she divorced him.
She takes a deep breath. “The summer before you started your senior year, I found out I had breast cancer.”
What? My heart just dropped to my stomach.
“I went to your father and told him. He set me up with the best specialist in town and paid for all of my treatment. Less than two months later, your dad passed.” She lets out a small cry.
I feel my throat start to close up of the mentioning of my father.
“I was mad at him for leaving you that company. He and I had already made others plans for you.”
Plans? They made plans for me?
“We didn’t want that life for you, trapped here in this town.” Slade grabs my hand which makes me nervous. “I didn’t want there to be any reason for you to stay in this town if that wasn’t what you wanted, so I never told you, honey. That day when we had our last fight, when you told me you were selling the company and wanted away from me. I had just come from the doctor’s office and I knew that was the best thing for you.”
Tears fall down my face. I shake my head lightly. “I don’t understand. Tell me what?” My Mom won’t even look at me, so I look to Slade. He’s staring at my mom and a muscle ticks in his jaw. What am I not getting?
“I was dying, Samantha. I wanted you to leave home. It was never about the money your dad left you, or the money you got from selling his company. It was about me dying.” Her eyes move back and forth from mine to Slade’s. “I didn’t know how to handle the news. All I knew is that I didn’t want my sickness to dictate your life.” Tears run down her cheeks as her eyes plead with mine.
“Why wait five years to tell me you were dying back then?” I look down at the check still in my hand, trying to piece everything together. I look to my mom when I hear a sob.
“I’m still dying,” she whispers.
I stand up so fast that I jerk my hand out of Slade’s hand in the process “Dying? You said Dad paid for treatment,” I say frantically.
“He did, but we found it too late.”
“You mean to tell me you’ve been sick all this time while I’ve been away?” I ask rather hatefully.
She nods.
“Why didn’t you tell me, Mom?” I can’t hold back the tears that run down my face “I would have stayed here. With you. For you. I would have taken care of you.” I start pacing the living room floor.
“Don’t you see?” She stands up slowly. “That’s why I never told you. You needed to go off and live your life. Not waste it while you took care of me, waiting for me to die.”
I stop pacing. “How long?” I yell, making her flinch.
“Three months,” she whispers.
I take a step back like I was just punched in the gut. “Three months?” I whisper. “All this time. These past five years you’ve made me think you hated me,” I say calmly.
She puts her hands up as she shakes her head “No, no, no. That was not my intention.”
“Well that’s how I took it,” I snap. “Pushing me away, not coming to my high school graduation. Not wanting to see me before I left for college. For fucks sake, I’ve been calling you every month and sending you money!”
I turn away from her, running a hand through my hair before returning back to her.
“You may be able to return the money, Mom. Money that I don’t give a fuck about!” I scream as I lift up the check and tear it to shreds. “What about the past five years, Mom? How are you going to return that? How could you just push me to the side like I wasn’t important enough for you to want around?”
I start to walk out of the room. “If I ever have a child, I will treat him or her like they should be treated. I would want to spend every last minute I had with them and my husband. I would show them that they are the most important thing in my life. I would never toss them to the side like trash!” I scream.
“Angel,” Slade stands as he finally speaks.
Screw that.
I have nothing to say to either of them. I don’t care what he has to say. I keep going and slam the front door. I run to our rental car and jump in, thanking God that Slade left the keys in the ignition.
I need to take a long drive.
 



 

 
 

 
I sit back down on Marie’s couch in shock. I can’t wrap my mind around what all just took place in front of me.
Poor Angel. I can’t even imagine what she’s going through right now. I didn’t want her to leave. It’s not good for her to be out there on the road when she’s that upset.
I sigh as I look up and see Marie staring out the front window. Angel looks just like her. She has her beautiful green eyes and Barbie doll face. I can’t imagine what she’s going through, either. Why wouldn’t she want to spend her last years with her daughter? I rub a hand over my face as I look down to the carpet.
“You call her Angel.”
My head snaps up. Marie is looking at me with her back to the window. “Yes.”
A small smile forms on her face. She walks over to the fireplace picking up a picture, then sits in her recliner. She looks at the picture in her hand, then reaches over to hand it to me.
“That is Samantha and her father, Jack. That was taken right after I had her. It was her first picture. I’ll never forget what he said when he first held her. He called her our little angel from God.”
“He called her Angel?” She never mentioned it.
“No.” She shakes her head. “Just that one time. He always called her princess. She was his little princess. I don’t expect you to understand what I did. I didn’t tell her because I wanted her to live her life. I didn’t want to bring her down with death.”
“You’re right. I don’t understand your reasoning. Now Angel will have to live the rest of her life always wondering about those five years she can never get back.” I set the picture on the coffee table and sit back in the couch.
She sighs. “She wouldn’t have gone to school and gotten a degree. She would have never met Jax.”
I scowl at that thought.
“Meaning she would have never met you.”
I shake my head. “You’re right again! I thank God every day that she found me, but I don’t want that to be at her mother’s expense.”
She tilts her head to the side. “Do you love her?”
“With everything I have. She is my life.”
She stands up and goes to open a dresser of a china cabinet sitting in the hallway. Coming back, she’s holding a little red velvet box. She sits on the couch next to me. “I want her to have this. I want her to have something that was once very special and held meaning,” she croaks out as she opens the box to reveal two silver bands. One is tiny and has little diamonds all the way around it. The other one is just a plain silver band much bigger.
I take them out of the box and hold them in my hand.
“They were our wedding rings. You can melt them down and turn them into something new and special from you, or you guys can keep them this way.”
“I can’t.” I try to give them back to her, but she just closes my hand shut around the rings.
“You can,” she nods. “Marriage isn’t always easy. Sometimes it’s hard work. But at the end of the day, no one will ever love you as much as my daughter does. I’ve been keeping close tabs on her all this time. I never let her get too far that I didn’t know what she was doing.”
I look up at her, not knowing what to say. She was always right there; so close yet so far, and in the process she has destroyed a piece of Angel. A piece that I don’t know if my love can patch.
“I love her, and I will never stop loving her. Thank you for these. They mean a lot to me, and will mean a lot to her.”
She bends over and gives me a hug. “I’m getting tired. I’m going to go to bed. Samantha’s room is the last room on the right upstairs.”
I lay in Angel’s bed sometime later, staring ahead at a bright pink wall and hoping she’s okay. I can’t get her to answer her phone, and I can’t stop wondering when she will be back. I also can’t stop thinking about those rings. I know without a doubt I want to make her my wife, but I’m worried about how she will deal with the news of her mother dying. She always pushes me away when it comes to situations she feels she can handle herself.
I hear a car pull up, and I sit up to look out the window. Angel is slowly getting out of the car. I jump out of her bed and run down the stairs to the front door. She is standing there, looking down at the welcome mat when I open it.
I sigh in relief that she’s back. She looks up at me; she looks exhausted. I pick her up and hold her against my body as she wraps her arms around my neck. I can feel her body lightly shaking from her quiet sobs. My heart breaks for her, knowing she’s missed so much time, and has such little time left with her mother.
I carry her up the stairs and into her room. I sit her on the end of the bed as I undress her. She’s being so quiet and it’s worrying me. I kneel down in front of her once she’s down to her underwear and bra.
“Angel.” Her now dull green eyes are bloodshot and puffy. They look nothing like the Angel I know and it pulls at my heart. “Talk to me, baby.” I push hair back off her face.
“I don’t want to talk.” She shakes her head and pulls on the collar of my shirt, pulling me closer to her body as her hands go in my hair and she brushes her lips to mine.
I hesitate and pull back a bit. I don’t think this is the right time for this.
“Please, Slade” she closes her eyes for a brief second, then opens them to look at me. “Please help me,” she sniffs.
“Help you what, Angel?” I whisper.
“Help me forget everything!”
My chest tightens and my stomach turns. Her heart is broken right now, and I know she’s afraid and scared. No words I say will comfort her, but I can show her. I can show her how much I need her. Because I do. I need her to know that I’m here for her; that I will be every step of the way. I’m not going to go anywhere. Anything she needs, I will provide it.
I stand up and pull my shirt over my head as I kick off my shoes. I watch her eyes as I undo my jeans and slide them off along with my boxers and socks. Her sad, heartbroken, green eyes never leave mine. She stands and undoes her bra then slides out of her yellow lace thong. As it hits the floor, I walk up to her so our bodies are touching.
She slowly crawls backward onto her bed as I come to hover on top of her.
She places both of her hands on my chest, and guides me onto my back. She straddles me, then leans her mouth down to mine, giving me a sweet kiss. It’s so gentle and soft, and I can taste the salt from all the tears she’s cried. I wish I could take them away. I place my hands on her hips then let them glide up her back.
“Slade.” I feel her hand go around the base of my hard dick as she starts to guide herself on top of me. I look in her eyes. “I need to feel you. All of you.”
Its takes me a second to understand she doesn’t want to use a condom. I know she’s on birth control, but she has never asked me to not use one. I wouldn’t care if she got pregnant; the thought of her carrying my child makes my heart swell.
My thoughts are forgotten once she starts guiding herself onto me. I arch my back and grip her tighter as she slides down my length.
Fuck! I’ve never not used a condom. Ever! I never knew it could feel like this. She feels smooth as silk as she begins to ride me, setting a slow rhythm that makes me want to explode. She lies down on my chest with her head in the crook of my neck as her hips proceed to move tantalizingly slow. She is so soft and gentle, showing me something I had never known. We are making love.
I roll over, putting her underneath me. I sit up to look into her eyes. They are still red and puffy, but shining again. She looks up to me and smiles. A slow sexy smile that lets me know I’m helping her forget this terrible day. I’m not stupid. This is going to be a long and hard road for her. The next three months are going to drain her, then however long it takes her to grieve once she’s passed, but I know she is strong and I will be by her side no matter how hard she tries to push me away.
I stop moving and just sit inside of her, looking down on her face. She brings one hand up to cup my cheek. I lean my face into her hand and kiss her palm, then lean down to kiss her lips. My hips start to move again as I continue to make love to her. She places her hands on my back and I feel her fingertips run up and down my skin. A shiver runs through my body. I’ve never been inside of her while her hands roam my body. It’s amazing. Her touch is melting me from the inside out.
I pull out, then enter her slowly as she arches her back. I put my weight on her and tuck my arms underneath her back. She brings her hands up in my hair, pulling on it. I don’t think our bodies have ever been so close. We are connected in more ways than one.
I feel her body start to tighten and I hold her even tighter to me, my hips moving as her legs wrap around me. I bring my lips from the crook of her neck over to her mouth and I kiss her, deeply, showing her that I am here and I’m not going to let her go. She comes undone as I hold her, our lips locked together, bodies slick with sweat, and my mouth swallowing every moan and whimper she makes.
I follow right behind her.
I roll us over to our side and continue to hold her. I watch as she closed her eyes and falls asleep in my arms. We haven’t spoken a word to one another, but there is nothing to say. We already said it with our bodies.
 

 
I can’t sleep. My thoughts are all over the place. I know she needs to go home, pack some bags, and come back to stay here with her mother. We have a flight that leaves in the morning so that we can get back to work. I can call into work, and drive her back to Tulsa in my truck, then fly back to St. Louis. I could come down every weekend to be here for her. That would give them their personal time during the week. They can’t get those five years back, but they do have three months left.
With a sigh, I get out of bed, throw my clothes back on, and head to the kitchen.
I see Marie as I close the fridge door. “Oh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you.” She’s wearing a white robe with white slippers and a silk wrap around her head.
“Oh, you didn’t. I couldn’t sleep. I was up getting some things together for Samantha. Thought I would get some coffee. Would you like some?” She turns the coffee pot on.
“Sure. Thanks” I go and sit down at the kitchen table. Placing my elbows on the table, I put my head in my hands.
“You look like you’re stressed, Slade.”
I nod “I am. I’m trying to plan and prepare for what Angel is going to do.” I talk to the table as my head still sits in my hands.
“What do you mean? What Samantha will do?” She sounds confused.
I pull my head up and sit back in the chair, letting my arms fall to rest on the table.
“She’s going to come back and stay with you.”
“She said that?” Her head snaps like someone just slapped her.
“No,” I say slowly, “but I know her. Our flight back home leaves in the morning. She will want to pack up stuff, then come back here and spend every bit of time she has left with you.”
She shakes her head. “That’s not what I want.”
I sit up straight. “Why are you doing this? Why do you continue to push her away? She wants to spend time with you.” This women is nuts.
She sits down in front of me. “You will not understand until you have a child.” A small smile forms on her lips. “I wish I was going to get to see my grandbabies.” She looks into my eyes. “You too will make beautiful babies. Samantha will be a wonderful mom. She’s loving and compassionate, just like her father was.”
She averts her eyes to the table. “He was there for me every step of the way. Every divorce, every time I had to ground Samantha. Always there for me.”
“Not to be rude, but I thought that Angel said you guys couldn’t even be in the same room together.”
She nods with a smile. “Oh, he was always mad at me. I don’t think he ever forgave me for what I did to him, but he knew that he was my one true love. It didn’t matter what had happened between us, though. He had a huge heart like Samantha”
She sighs. “When it came to Samantha he’d say, Marie, what have you done this time? Why is the princess calling me crying that you grounded her?”
We laugh.
“But we loved each other. I never found that love I once had with him again. He was a great person. Always taking care of things around the house while Samantha was at school. He wanted to spend all his time with her. I didn’t mind. If she was with him, she stayed out of trouble.” She leans on the table as she speaks to me. “I don’t want her taking care of me. She’s not supposed to take care of me. Don’t you understand that?”
“Then why even tell her? Why have her go through all this heartbreak, knowing tomorrow you’re just going to push her away again?”
“Because I am being selfish. I need to see her beautiful face one last time. Hear her sweet voice one last time.” A tear falls down her cheek. “I love her more than anything. I want to know that she isn’t going to be alone.” She points a skinny finger at me. “You love her, and she loves you. I know you will do anything for her and take care of her. She will eventually get over what I did and be happy. Marry you, start a family with you...that’s all that I’ve ever wanted for her.” She takes in a deep breath.
“Why are you talking like you’re not going to make it three more months?”
She shakes her head. She gets up and as I sit there, I watch her. She moves slowly and deliberate. Her arms are out to help her balance and her steps are small. She glides her feet on the floor instead of picking them up. It comes to me, then. When I see her come to the counter in front of the coffee pot. She puts her hands on the counter and takes a few deep breaths. She takes her right hand and reaches down into her pocket and pulls something out. She slowly pours herself a cup of coffee and pops whatever is in her hand into her mouth.
“You don’t have three months.” I put my head down, shaking it. “You lied,” I say, watching the floor.
“I said what I had to say,” she whispers as if she doesn’t have enough breath to talk any louder.
“How long do you have?” I can’t look at her. How can she do this to Angel?
“It doesn’t matter. All that matters is that I got to see she was happy, in love and safe. I wrote her letters explaining everything.”
“Letters?” I bark. “Letters? Like her father? Why are you doing this to her?” I fist my hands on the table. She will never be the same person. This will destroy her!
I start talking to myself. “I’ll leave tomorrow. She can stay here and I’ll bring her everything she will need to stay with you.” Yeah, that’s a good plan. Or I could just run out and buy her all new stuff before my plane leaves.
“No.” She turns her body to face me. “You’re not telling her about this conversation. You will take this to your grave, do you understand?” she whispers. It’s like she can’t afford to waste the air she has left.
I shake my head “No. I won’t lie to her. I made a promise I would never lie to her, and I’m not going to break it because you are too selfish to be honest with her.” I stand from the table, realizing I’m being an ass, but I can’t hold in my anger. I stand there for a few seconds, taking in a few breaths myself, trying to calm down my anger that is rising.
She rubs a hand over the silk wrap around her head as she sighs. “Fine.” She nods her head. “You guys can leave tomorrow and she can come back.” She gives me a hard look as she takes in a deep breath. “Is that what you wanted?”
“Yes.” I go to walk out of the kitchen but stop, leaving my back to her. “She loves you. All this time she felt you hated her. I know you don’t have much time, but if you really love her as much as you say you do...”
I turn to her. “You will give her this. This time, for her to see how much you truly love her by letting her in. She is the strongest person I know, but when it comes to you she needs to feel you love her and want her.”
I turn and walk out of the kitchen, wondering how the hell I can help Angel through this.
I wasn’t lying when I told myself this will change her.
It will. In every way!
 
 

 
I sit in Slade’s truck silent in the passenger seat as he drives us to his house from the airport. We had an early flight this morning, so I didn’t get to talk to my mom. She was asleep when we left; probably a good thing. I’m still mad at her for all the lies.
I plan on going to Slade’s, pack up the stuff I have there, then he is going to drive us back to Tulsa in his truck. He’ll fly back to St. Louis. That way I have a vehicle. I could be there for months, so it’s just more logical to have my own vehicle there instead of a rental car. Plus, Slade wants to drive me. He says I’m in no condition to drive five hours alone with just my thoughts.
When I walk in his house, I go straight to his bathroom and get my stuff together. Slade comes to stand in the doorway, putting both hands up on either side of the door and blocking the doorway.
“I need to tell you something,” he says reluctantly.
“Okay.” I open the drawer that holds my makeup and curling iron then I kneel down to put it into my bag.
“Your mom doesn’t have three months left.”
I stop what I’m doing and look up at him, my heart pounding wildly. “What do you mean?”
“She told me last night she lied to you.” He shakes his head with a scowl on his face. “She didn’t want to tell you. She asked me not to. I told her I would never lie to you and that you deserved to know.” He releases the door and walks towards me.
I’m sitting on my knees on the floor with my makeup next to me on the tile. My bag opened in front of me.
He kneels down to look me in the eyes. “We will leave tonight, okay? I need to pass off some cases at work. It will give you time to get your stuff together. We will be out of here no later than five.” He grabs my face as I nod.
“Thank you.” I close my eyes as tears fall down my cheeks. What would I do without him? “For being honest.”
“Look at me.”
I open my eyes. His blue eyes search my face. “I’m never going to lie to you, no matter how bad the information is. I hated to have to tell you that, but I want you to have every possible second you can with her.” He runs a hand through my hair.
“I have to head to the office. Be back here by five, okay?” He kisses my forehead.
“Okay.” He walks out of the bathroom to head to the office as I go back to loading my bag. I finish packing up my bag and head to my house. I still have a few things there that I might need. I’m back in my bedroom, throwing an old pair of jeans in my bag, when I hear my phone in the kitchen ringing.
I run into the kitchen, picking it up off the counter. It’s an Oklahoma number, but not one saved to my phone.
“Hello.”
“Sam? Sam, this is Kevin, your mom’s neighbor.”
‘Yes,” I whisper.
“I’m sorry, Sam. So sorry.” He pauses as dread fills my body. I take a deep breath, trying to prepare myself for what I know is coming. “Your mom has passed,” he says sadly.
“She’s dead?” I question, hoping I heard him wrong. Three months? She said she had three months. Slade said she lied. But how big of a lie had she told?
“Yes. I’m sorry,” he sniffs.
“It...it can’t...no...” I stumble over my words. “It can’t be. I was just there this morning!”
“I’m so sorry, Sam.” He starts to cry.
What have I done?
I was just there and I left her. I knew she was sick and needed me, and I just left. Tears start to spill over my eyes. “I’m on my way,” I whisper before hanging up. How could this happen? Did she know she was this close to dying?
I shake my head. I have to get to her. I grab my purse and leave my bags. There’s nothing in them I can’t live without.
I dial 411 on my phone as I run to Slade’s truck. I get lucky, catching a plane that leaves for Oklahoma in forty five minutes. I race down the highway to make it on time. I don’t have any luggage. I left my bag in my bedroom.
I barely make the flight after running through security. By the time I get to my seat, I’m breathing heavy and feel as if I may pass out. The flight goes by rather quickly. I sit and stare out the little window, wondering what the hell happened. I still don’t believe it. It’s just a bad dream. My mind playing tricks on me is all it is.
Once I land, I get a car and head straight to my old house. I haven’t called Slade. I know he’s busy trying to get his work stuff done and I don’t want to bother him over something that he can’t change.
I want to call him.
I need him to hold me and tell me he’s here for me. I want to lean on him and let him love me. He’s the only one that can make me forget this horrible dream I call my life.
But I can’t.
I don’t want to call him and breakdown. I’m trying to stay strong.
For now.
I pull into my driveway and see Kevin sitting on my mom’s front porch. I get out of my rental car and walk up to him. I feel like I may pass out. I don’t think I’m breathing, and my hands and legs are shaking.
He stands and pulls me into a hug. I allow him to hold me up as my body sags against him. “I’m so sorry,” he chokes out.
I pull away and wipe my face. “Is she…”
How do I say this?
I swallow. “Is she here?” I don’t know how all of this stuff works.
He shakes his head as he wipes is eyes as well. “No.”
I’m not going to question him because I don’t need all the details. “I’m going to go inside,” I whisper as I walk past him.
“Do you want me to come with you?”
I turn to face him. “I need to do this on my own.” He nods. “Thank you, though.”
I walk into the house and it feels so warm in here. Not the cold and eerie feeling they say you get when you know someone had just died. It’s like I’m coming home from school and waiting for her to get off work.
She’s not here. I don’t know why I am even here. Coming here won’t bring her back.
I take a deep breath and walk towards her bedroom. I walk in and look around. On her dresser are three different kinds of wigs. A short dark bob, and a shoulder length one with curly brown hair. The third is the one she must have been wearing when I came to visit. It was longer than the others and had big curls in it.
I sit on the end of the bed as my eyes get teary and my throat starts to close up. My mom is dead! She’s never going to come back. I will never see her again. She called me to talk to me, to explain why she had done the things she did, and all I did was yell at her and run away.
How could I have been so selfish?
I stand up and walk over to her dresser. I lightly touch the ends of the big curls on the last wig. I feel so lost and alone. How could she do this to me? Did she not stop to think how much I needed her? Did she think I would just forget about her?
I lean over and shove everything off the dresser and onto the floor. Glass breaks and stuff goes flying across the room as I scream out for my mom. It makes me feel better to destroy something. I turn and rip a picture frame off the wall. I throw it to the floor as glass skids across her hardwood floors. I pick up a vase that sits on a shelf and throw it into a wall. I watch it shatter into a million little pieces. I cry as I compare it to my heart.
It can’t be repaired.
I turn and continue to tear stuff up. A clock, pillows, blankets, more picture frames and a lamp. Anything I can get my hands on.
I hear Slade’s ringtone play on my phone. I dig it out of my pocket and stare at it. I had wanted to tell him where I was going. I had wanted him to tell me I would be okay.
Now...
Now I want nothing to do with him. I’ve always thought that he couldn’t love me enough, and now I know it’s true. He could never love someone so broken.
I have no one.
I look at my reflection in the big square mirror sitting on the dresser. I am so selfish and pathetic. Maybe everyone has always left me because I didn’t deserve their love.
My phone continues to play our love song. The song that I thought held the possibility that I had finally found true love. Boy, was I wrong! I throw it at the mirror, and I continue to watch my reflection as the glass shatters.
“How could you do this?” I scream. “How could you let me leave this morning knowing you were never going to see me again?” I continue screaming at nothing because it feels good. It feels good to let it out. I have so much frustration inside of me and I need to break, throw and demolish anything I can find.
Silence is all that remains in the room now that my phone is in pieces. My chest heaves as I try to breathe, and my lungs burn from screaming. I look around at all the things I’ve destroyed as tears run down my face. The room is a mess and the floor is covered with glass.
I look over to the only thing I didn’t touch. The nightstand. I see some folded pieces of paper, along with a couple of pictures lying on top of it. I slowly walk over to it.
I start to sob as I think of the letters my dad had left his attorney. How did this become my life? I sit on the bed, and with shaky hands open a letter from my mother.
 
My dearest Samantha,
I never meant to hurt you. Don’t you see? I love you more than life itself. You were my heart and soul. I need you to understand that I never wanted this for you. I never wanted you to have to see me die, or have to take care of me. I would rather you be mad at me, than have memories of me wasting away to nothing. I had a talk with Slade the night you guys were here. He’s a good man and loves you very much. He talked some sense into me, but it was already too late.
I just want you to know I was always there. Every time you called. I would listen to your message right after you left it. I would cry my eyes out, thinking how much I missed hearing your voice and seeing you. I had to stay away from you, though. You deserved better. You’re so young and have a life to live. As I write this letter, I now know it was worth keeping you away because you met Slade.
I’m sorry I lied when I said I had three months to live. The doctor did tell me that. Four months ago. When I woke up the other day, I just had to call you. I didn’t want to die thinking you weren’t important to me. I had this feeling that God wouldn’t allow me to live longer than I should without a reason. You were that reason, Samantha, so I asked for you to come see me. And like the passionate person you are, you came. You have grown up to be such a beautiful young lady.
I know you’re coming back to stay with me until the end. But just in case I don’t make it long, I need you to know a few things.
I went to your high school and college graduation. I was so proud of you, and there was no way I would have missed either one of them. I looked at the pictures all the time. I use them as a reminder that you were living your life. Like I wanted you to do.
When you left for Texas, I wanted to see you before you left, but I had chemo that day. I was still trying to fight it. I wanted to beat the cancer so that I could have a life with you. But things don’t always work out the way you plan them. I didn’t want you to see me after that. You would have known something was up, and you were so heartbroken when your dad passed that I didn’t want to add more turmoil to you. I will forever be sorry that I kept this from you. Please forgive me. I never meant to hurt you. I thought it was the only way to protect you.
I never spent any of that money you sent me. Even though you ripped up that check, the money is still sitting in the account I got you once the money started coming.
I left you everything I had. It’s not much, but it was mine. The house, which your dad built me for my wedding present, my SUV, and your dad’s old hot rod that he got from my father when we got married.
Last but not least, I love you, Samantha. I just wanted you to be free. Once you’re a mother, you see the world differently. You have to think for two people. First for your child, then for yourself. Your father and I always put you first, and I know you will do the same. You will be a wonderful mother who will one day understand why I did what I did.
I could never tell you enough how much I love you. I loved you then, and I love you still. My love is so powerful for you that it will not end with my death.
Now, go on and live your life. Love Slade with everything you have. He loves you, he told me so, but I didn’t have to hear him say it. I could tell in the way he looked at you. The way he spoke of you. That man is madly in love with you. I know that you love him too.
Don’t be scared of love, Samantha. It’s a beautiful thing.
Love always, Mom
 
I lay the note down next to me on the bed, along with the pictures. I’m sobbing, and I’m having trouble breathing. I am mentally drained, and emotionally a disaster.
I slide to the floor, sitting on glass and whatever else I have broken. I feel a few bites into my leg, but I don’t care. I welcome the pain; it tells me I’m not numb to everything. I curl up in the fetal position, wishing Slade was here. I need to tell him I love him.
I cry harder than I have ever knew someone could. I now know she loved me. She made the biggest selfless act to let me go and live my life. I just wish she would have let me do the same and stayed with her. I’ll never get that chance to show her how much I love her.
She’s gone.
 



 

 
 

 
I pace the entryway of my house.
It’s past five and she’s not here. I’ve been calling her over the last two hours. Where the hell could she be? I’ve called Josh, Holly and my mom, but no one has heard from her.
“Hello?” I say to Josh as I answer my phone.
“Hey man. I know where she’s at.” He sounds weary.
“Thank God. Where is she?” I say, picking up my keys. Wherever she is, I’m going to get her then bring her back here so we can get on the road.
“She’s in Tulsa,” he says reluctantly.
“What?” I bark. She went without me?
“I called Courtney. She had no idea about what was going on with Sam’s mom, and said she would run by their house. She just called me back. Said she found Sam in her mom’s room, curled up in a ball crying. Guess her mom has already passed,” he says sadly.
“She died? When did she die? Angel and I was just with her this morning.” How did all this happen? Why didn’t she call me?
“Yeah. That’s what Courtney said. I don’t know much. Just something about a note Courtney read. Oh, and she found Sam’s phone smashed to pieces. Said her mom’s bedroom had been trashed. Guess Sam destroyed it.”
“Okay,” I sigh. Poor Angel. “I’m going to head to the airport. I need to be in Tulsa now.” I walk out the garage door heading to my car.
“Is there anything you need me to do?”
“Not that I can think of right now. I’m sure we will be there for a while, though.” I look to back out of the garage.
“Well, just let me know. Whatever you or Sam needs, man. I’ll do it.”
“Thanks, Josh.”
We hang up.
The only good thing about Tulsa being so close is that they fly frequently back and forth. I sit at a terminal, bouncing my knees as I run a hand over my face. I cannot believe what is happening. Why didn’t she call me?
Why would she want to even go without me?
I hear them call my flight and I jump up, practically running to the gate. I don’t know why; it’s not like it’s going to make them take off any faster. I find my seat and close my eyes.
I hope Angel is okay. I hope that she knows I’m here for her, and that she doesn’t have to take this on by herself. I would never leave her. If my love for her has taught me anything, it’s that love is not always perfect, and I’m not about to walk away from her because it gets hard.
 

 
Courtney meets me as soon as I walk inside Angel’s mom’s house.
“Slade. I don’t know if she needs to go to the hospital, or if she just needs to sleep. Yeah, sleep. Maybe a sleeping pill. I don’t know what is wrong.” She’s talking fast and her eyes are as wild with fear.
“Slow down.” I place my hands on her shoulders. “What’s wrong?”
She takes a deep breath “Sam. She won’t move. She is still in the same spot she was when I found her. Every time I touch her, she starts screaming at me to leave, so I’ve stayed in the living room. In the silence, and all I’ve heard is her crying. I thought she would cry herself to sleep, but she hasn’t. You have to help her, Slade. Something is wrong.” She is breathing heavy and clearly panicking.
Of course something’s wrong.
Her mom has died.
“I’ll go talk to her. It will be okay.” I walk to the room and knock on the door. She doesn’t say anything, but I do hear her crying softly.
“Angel.” I push the door open. She is laying on the floor just like Courtney had said, on her side with her head tucked to her knees. My heart drops to my stomach to see her like this. Why did she want to come alone and not with me?
I walk over to her as my shoes step on cracked glass. I bend down slowly and place my hand on her arm. She jumps up off the floor and looks up at me. I have never felt such a loss for hope until I look in her eyes.
“Angel, tell me what happened,” I say, taking a step to her. She takes a step back. Those eyes still looking as if I was the most horrible person in the world, it is alarming. “Please, Angel.” I take a smaller step. She mimics it. “Has something happened to you? Physically?”
I look around the room to see she has destroyed everything. It breaks my heart that I wasn’t here for her. Maybe she hurt herself in the process. I look her up and down, and I notice she has a tiny bit of dried blood on her jeans. I put my hands out in front of me. Her legs are now pressed up against the bed, so there’s nowhere for her to go. I move toward her with my hands still up. I don’t want her to think I will hurt her. She looks like she’s terrified of me. I take another step towards her, and she starts punching my chest. I try to push my body into hers to block the blows, but she pushes me back with her fists.
“Don’t touch me!” she screams as she continues to punch at my chest and try to push me out of her way. “Don’t touch me!” she cries out as she starts to sob.
Her sobbing slows her motions and I finally grab a hold of one wrist and spin her around, grabbing her other wrist and pinning her arms to her chest with her back to my front. Her body shakes.
“Shh. It’s okay, Angel. It’s going to be okay.” I try to calm her down as she cries.
“She’s dead!” she chokes out.
I feel her legs give out and I fall to the floor, pulling her into my lap. I wrap my arms around her and hold on tight as I start rocking us back and forth.
“She’s dead,” she says again as her body continues to shake.
My throat tightens and my eyes start to sting. I blink a few times, letting the tears fall. I want to wipe them away, to be strong for her, but I refuse to let her go. She needs me right now.
. “I know, Angel. I’m so sorry,” I rasp. Another tear runs down my cheek as I try to sooth her. I run my hand down her hair. “I’m right here,” I continue, running my hand down her hair
“I’m sorry,” she sobs. “Please don’t leave me.” She grabs a fistful of my shirt.
My chest tightens. “I’m not going anywhere. I’m not leaving you.” I try to clear the tightness in my throat.
“You came for me,” she continues sobbing.
“Of course I did, Angel.” I kiss her hair. “I belong wherever you are.” I can’t hold the tears back as they slowly fall down my cheeks. I grip her tightly as she buries her head in my chest and cries. I lean my cheek down onto her head. “I’m here. I won’t let you go.”
I want her to quit running from me, I want her to realize how much I fucking love her. I would give my own life for her if that meant she didn’t have to feel what she feels right now.
She cries until I think she has nothing left. I have no idea how long we sit on the floor, but I feel her body stop shaking and her cries grow quieter. I just continue to hold her as I say soothing things and lightly rock us back and forth, reassuring her I’m not leaving. I finally look away from Angel once I know she is asleep and look up to the door. Courtney is standing there, tears rolling down her cheeks. I don’t know how long she’s been standing there, but I know her heart is breaking for her friend just like mine is.
I stand up, lifting Angel in my arms in the process, and carry her off to her room. I lay her down and cover her with a blanket. I stand there, looking at her for a few minutes. “I’m so sorry,” I whisper, leaning down to kiss her forehead. “I love you.” I reach up and brush a tear from my eye. I wish we were in different circumstances and that she was awake to hear me say those three words, but we’re not.
I turn and walk back to her mom’s room where Courtney is cleaning stuff up. “Here, let me help you.” I pick up a broken clock up off the floor.
She shakes her head and hands me a piece of paper. “You should read this.”
I nod and unfold the two pieces of paper.
I sit the letter down on the bed speechless. I still don’t see why she did what she did.
If I was dying, what would I do?
“Her phone is shattered. I’m guessing she threw it at the mirror.” She hands me the phone, pulling me away from my thoughts.
“Yeah,” I sigh. “She must have felt so alone. I wonder how she found out she had passed?”
“I don’t know. Like I said, she wouldn’t give me any information.” She puts her head down.
“I’ll call and add her to my plan and get her a new phone.” I sigh. If only every problem in life was that easy to fix.
“I think I should come back to St. Louis with you guys. You can’t keep taking time off work, and there’s no telling how long she will feel this badly.”
“Okay. I want her to stay at my place, though. I have four extra bedrooms. You can stay there if you want.”
“Thanks. I want to help you with her. I know she’s upset with her mom dying, but it’s the guilt that’s killing her.” She turns to pick the glass up off the floor.
“What do you mean? What guilt? The guilt from not being here the last five years?”
“No,” she shakes her head slowly. “The guilt from yelling at her. She was mumbling about how she was sorry she just left and didn’t listen. That she would have stayed instead of going back to St. Louis.” She comes to sit next to me on the bed.
I put my head in my hands. “This may be worse than I thought.” If I know Angel, she hates herself right now.
“My thought exactly.”
We sit there in silence for a few minutes, then decide to cook something for dinner.
Courtney makes some soup, and I take a bowl up to Angel’s room. I open the door to find her sitting up in her bed with her back against the headboard.
“Angel?”
She turns her head to me slowly as her eyes settle on mine. I get a chill up my back at how empty they look.
“Are you hungry?” I go to sit next to her. She slowly shakes her head no. “Courtney made some potato soup. It’s pretty good.” I lightly touch her face. She’s like a timid cat that I don’t want to run away. She shakes her head no again.
I try to rack my brain with what I could do to soothe her. “Would you like to take a hot bubble bath?’’ I know she loves those. She doesn’t shake her head no, so I take that as a yes.
“I’ll go start you a bath.” I get up and go to her bathroom that connects to her bedroom. She has a big round bathtub that we could both fit in, but I’ll just let her take one by herself. Once I’ve got her water ready, I turn to go get her. When I turn around she is already standing there undressing.
Hmm…good sign.
I grab her hand and help her get in the tub as I grab the soap and a sponge. I just want her to sit and relax while I wash her. She stays silent as I wash her legs, chest and arms. The more time that goes by, the more worried I get. How long can she stay silent for?
I stand and reach over for a towel. I take her hand and help her stand, then wrap the towel around her. She walks past me into the bedroom without saying a word. I don’t know what to do for her. Does she just need some rest?
I walk into the bedroom and see her sitting on the end of her bed. She turns her face to me as tears run down her face. I walk over to her and kneel down in front of her. “I’m so sorry,” she whispers as the tears continue to fall.
I reach up and wipe them away. “You have nothing to be sorry about, baby.”
She nods her head. “I should have told you this a long time ago.” She closes her eyes. I stare at her not knowing what she means, but I’m not going to interrupt whatever she has to say.
She opens her eyes “Slade,” she sighs.
“Yes Angel?’ I see her eyes go soft as a smile tug at the corner of her lips. I reach up, wiping away her tears. “I love you.” She smiles, and I realize they are happy tears.
I feel my heart pounding so hard against my chest that I think it’s going to explode.
She loves me.
I could hear her say that to me a thousand times over, and it still wouldn’t be enough.
She loves me.
And I’m in love with her.
I place my hands on either side of her face. “I love you, Angel.” I give her a soft, slow, intimate kiss. When I pull away, she has a sad smile on her face. “I’m sorry,” she repeats.
“What are you sorry for?” I run the back of my hand down her soft cheek.
“I didn’t tell you sooner. I tried to keep it a secret.” She shakes her head lightly. “I didn’t want you to see how much you could hurt me.” She whispers looking down at her hands that rest in her lap. “I love you.” She looks back up to me. “I need you to know how much I love you. Please don’t leave me,” she whispers, looking back down.
“What you have been through is undescribable.” I place my fingers under her chin, pulling her face up so I can see into those beautiful green eyes. “Don’t be sorry, Angel. I would have waited a lifetime to hear you say that to me. I’m not going to leave you, Angel. You are my forever and I’m never going to let you go.”
She awards me with a soft smile.
“Angel.” I swallow hoping that what I am about to say doesn’t ruin this moment. “When we get back to St. Louis, I want you to move in with me. I don’t want to have to spend another minute without you. I want us to live together.”
I never want to let her go. I need her to be where I am.
“I would love that baby,” she whispers.
“I love you.” I crush my lips to hers before she cansay it back.
She pulls away. “I know. My mom told me.” She smiles softly.
I stand up, wrapping my arms around her. I close my eyes and vow to Marie that I will never hurt her. I will never break her heart. She might have lost her mother, but she has me and I am going to take care of her.
I pull away and rub my knuckles on her soft cheeks. “I’m going to give you the world, Angel, because you deserve no less.”
A tear rolls down her cheek. “You are my world. All I need is you.”
I wipe her tear away and press my lips to hers. “I love you, baby,” she breathes against my lips.
“I love you too, Angel.”
I need to call Josh. Turns out I need a favor from him after all. I’m ready to give her the world, starting with my last name.
 

THE END
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