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Kate Stewart.

I love you, something fierce.

I adore you for believing in me no matter the obstacle. I will never be able to thank you enough.

 

“Oh hush, you decided to change your life. I’m just a cheerleader.” - Kate the GREAT!
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Shayla

 

TODAY IS MY HIGH school graduation, it’s the end of an era and a fresh new beginning for most people, and today, I’m one of those people. I made it—we made it—and when I say we, I mean Lana, my best friend, and me. Now we have to make a life outside of these halls and build the future we’ve been envisioning and planning together for three years now. We’re moving to Seattle with my older brother, Kingston, and my other best friend, Trey, to make this dream a reality. I had to work multiple jobs all while maintaining an A average, and believe me it was hard but so dang rewarding. My brother and Trey coming for their own dreams of opening a recording studio was an added bonus.

The thought of Trey makes my heart beat so heavy I can feel it pounding against my chest. I’ve been pining over my brother’s best friend for a few years now, and I still haven’t spoken up and done anything about it. Which, I most likely never will. He’s got a lot of deep-seated commitment issues, and I’m not sure he has the capability to love or if he even likes me for that matter.

 Lana comes rushing toward me, and I feel my face light up. She’s the greatest thing to come into my life. My feet make movement toward her, meeting her halfway, our high-pitched squeals granting us stares from the people in our pathway. 

Move it or lose it, folks! 

“We did it, Lana. We graduated, we made it through the wonder years!” I shout over the sound of people cheering, families congratulating their loved ones, and the noise coming from every angle. It’s a gorgeous sunny day in Utah, and I’m so glad my best friend is standing next to me, how could we not be this enthusiastic? We have our futures in the palms of our hands.

Our future, together as friends, is something I find myself often fearing won’t happen like we want it to. Lana’s been in an abusive relationship for two long, silencing years. I’m shocked Joel agreed to move with us to Seattle, though, if we all had it our way, he wouldn’t be coming with us. But she won’t walk away. I know this is supposed to be a happy moment, so I push this dark thought to the far corners of my mind.

 I see my dad standing next to the row of trees lining the sidewalk, taking note of his proud stance and puffed-out chest, I chuckle. I was the first generation to graduate with honors. I don’t mean to toot my own horn, but…toot, toot! This isn’t just a moment of celebration and gratification for me, it’s for him, too. 

“Princess!” he says, opening his arms wide for me, I blush with a smile, fitting in his arms perfectly. 

“Dad! Stop, I’m not a baby anymore,” I mumble quietly so others can’t hear my embarrassment, I also don’t want him to think he’s smothering me, because he never has.

“Did Mom make it?” I ask, my voice filled with hope, I look around him and the surrounding crowds but don’t see her. She’s seeing a new guy, well multiple guys, but they live close…she should be here. It’s my high school graduation, you would think since I’ll only do this once she would’ve found a way to be here. What am I saying? She shouldn’t even need to find a way here; she just should be present. Period. 

I feel my heart crumble a little more, caught in the crossfire of my parent’s tortured love affair, and I do mean tortured. My mother had been unfaithful to my father for as long as I could remember. My dad, well he just turned a blind eye so he wouldn’t have to admit her flaws and live without her. He loved her completely. I thought I never saw my mother before the divorce, now it’s close to never. Every three months she will pop in to visit, drop demands and insults to the way I live my life, and then give me some half-assed motherly wisdom that would make real mothers cringe. 

“No, princess, she didn’t. I’m sorry.” His answer is short and warrants no explanation. 

“Yeah,” I say, my eyes shift around the grassy field and bleachers surrounding us. Doing whatever I can to avoid making eye contact with my dad, I don’t want him seeing me emotional on such a big day. He hates it when I cry.

“Missing this is her loss. She said she’ll stop by tonight, at your party.”

“How nice, she’ll make a public appearance so people will think she cares.” I cross my arms like a defiant child throwing a tantrum when she doesn’t get her way. 

“Don’t let her ruin your day, sis! You fucking graduated! I didn’t think you had the brains, you cute little shit!” My brother lifts me off the ground as he spins me in the air before bringing me in for a bear hug. Breaking the tension and distracting me, I love this big goofball with every fiber of my being. He graduated a couple years back, since he is three years older than me, but we are still close despite the age difference. Usually, most brother and sister relationships substitute for name-calling, and ‘anything you can do I can do better’ games, especially with an age gap like ours, but not Kings and me. Don’t get me wrong, we tease, but it’s always friendly. Other than that, we’re ride or die best friends until the end. 

He sets me down and I look up at him and smile. He looks down on me with an adoring smile, our eyes holding. I love his eyes, they are green with rivers of honey flowing through them. We both got our mother’s eyes, but other than that we look like our father. 

“Shut it, I’m the smart one out of the two of us and you know it!” I see something moving toward us from my periphery. Pulling my gaze from Kingston’s smiling face, I see Trey. His smirk turns into a raging smile, showing me his dimples and perfect teeth. He’s looking so dang edible in his black, tightly fitted jeans that hug his strong, powerful thighs. His matching black fitted tee is stretched deliciously across his defined chest. That man looks like sin wrapped in black. 

I’ve known Trey since he became friends with my brother ten years ago and not only did we grow close, my romantic feelings grew with that time, also.

“He’s right, I was shocked you graduated, little bug.” Trey joins in on the friendly banter. Running his hand through his sandy blond hair, his shirt rises just enough for me to see the deep cuts of his hips. I fall silent; Lana notices and nudges my arm, urging me to say something. 

“You guys are just so funny!” I make sure to drag out the ‘so’, sarcastically, causing everyone to laugh. 

“I’m shocked either of you two knuckleheads even made it past your first day of senior year. But you’re cute, so I guess someone felt bad enough to let you graduate,” Lana says, poking Kings in the chest.

“You think I’m cute, baby?” Kingston says, winking at Lana, she visibly stiffens at his comment. She looks around, and I know she’s searching for her boyfriend. If he were here, that comment wouldn’t fly, but fist would for sure. 

We all wait a split second until she comes to the realization that he isn’t here. Once she calms down and goes back to friendly flirting with my brother, I walk around the outskirts of our circle, toward Trey. Making sure I swing my hips slowly. I don’t mean to be a tease, and I know my teasing pales in comparison to his bevy of experienced women. But I’m a glutton for fueling my desire to be wanted by him. He looks me up and down, spending a significant amount of time on my hips. I bite my lip, knowing that even if he would never go for a girl like me, it doesn’t mean he doesn’t like what he sees. 

“Come here!” He hauls me into him. Instantly, my nose is hit with the scent that belongs to Trey, some woodsy aftershave that reminds me of a pure, hardworking, male. Almost like he could chop down a tree and build a fire next to the house he just built for me. He places a gentle kiss to my forehead and follows with a benevolent smile. The one he reserves only for me. That kiss fills my stomach with a frenzy of butterflies. 

“Thanks for coming, Trey. This means the world to me,” I say.

“I will always be there, you can count on me. Always,” he says, the harsh finality combined with his words stick to my heart where they embed themselves, for always. 

“You’re right. You’re always the one who’s there.”

His words seem to hold more of a meaning than I understand, but I know I will never forget them and the comfort they brought to me in this moment.

“Okay, party time at your place, then we spend all day tomorrow packing. Seattle is waiting!” Lana says, cheering and taking off toward the car. I’m more excited than ever for the journey the four of us, and unfortunately, Joel too, will be making together.
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Shayla

 

“THAT’S IT, SHAYLA DONOVAN! I can’t believe we’re having this conversation again,” Lana says, looking up from her spot across the table from me. I throw my head back laughing; she really is my best friend. I mean, she puts up with all my crap. Lana and I have been best friends for thirteen years. We met in elementary school, on the monkey bars. Actually, I was on the ground crying with a bloody nose. Falling off and breaking my nose was a tad traumatic. But it would be that way for any eight-year-old, no doubt. 

However, Lana made it easier for me, distracting me from what we now call the ultimate fall. I remember the feel of the grainy sand digging into my palms, leaving little grooves and scratches behind. When I noticed the blood dripping onto my shirt, I started screaming; I was sure I had lost a body part. Luckily, Lana saved the day with a joke, showing her dimples and contagious smile.

She’s had my back ever since then and now we’re both twenty-one-year-old single ladies, living in the heart of Seattle, scraping to get by and doing whatever we can to build up our dream. We, ‘the dynamic duo,’ are now the owners of CC Chic Boutique, located in downtown Seattle. We actually made it happen, we never gave up. 

We talked for hours upon hours about opening up our own store and being the most successful ‘bitches,’—Lana’s words not mine—that we could be. That’s her biggest strength, finding laughter when the whole world’s in sorrow. After we opened, it slowly became more than just childhood talk that Lana and I shared. It became us, it became the missing puzzle piece to our lives. We hope to make it bigger one day, but there are always the competitors, always someone better. This will never stop us, especially Lana, she’s the hardheaded one, and I am the soul and emotion. Some would say we are the perfect team, and I don’t disagree.

Starting up this boutique was a getaway from the harsh reality that we left back in Utah. Lana escaping her abusive ex wasn’t just for her. No, it was for me, too. I feared for the life of my best friend every moment she was with him. When he would push her around and leave her to lick her own wounds, I was there. I’m so happy she finally broke free before we moved here. Joel’s plan was to move with us, but after he was arrested for putting Lana in the hospital for three weeks, suffering through multiple injuries, mental exhaustion, and pain, she ended it and we left without him, thank hell. That pig’s behind bars. When he was arrested he had an unregistered gun in his possession as well as drug paraphernalia, landing him five years in prison, since it was his second drug offense. And I couldn’t thank the Lord hard enough. 

 The first time I saw her smile, after the incident with Joel, was the day we found our location. It’s in the perfect area of downtown, really in the heart of the hustle and grind of city life. Our favorite thing is hearing the conversations of passersby when we leave the doors open on spring days. Even more, we love watching people walk around in fall weather, with leaves changing all around them, running to get to one place or another. The city is always alive, Lana quotes to me daily. Believe me, we live, eat, and breathe this dream. 

“L, you are the one that brought it up, I’m not telling Trey that I like him,” I tell her, taking a sip of my wine. We have this conversation every week. The more the wine gets pouring, the more our mouths get to yapping. Trey Adams is the man of my dreams, and I can’t have him. Not only is he my brother’s best friend, he is also way out of my league.

It’s not my looks that make me feel this way, because I’m not ugly by any means. I’m actually what some would call beautiful, and no, I’m not bragging, just simply being honest to society’s standard. I don’t wear too much makeup; my soft ivory complexion and green eyes contrast with my long burgundy hair that falls just below my shoulders. My biggest worry isn’t about not being in his physical league, it’s more so based on our social status, and let’s just say, experience. For as long as Trey and I have been friends, I have known him to be popular, funny, outgoing, you know, the life of the party. Also, he’s been with tons of beautiful, experienced women, not virgins like me. His commitment issues are the icing on the cake. Trey Adams, doesn’t do love. 

I find myself behind books laced in poetic words about the beauty of love, setting my expectation far higher than reality. I enjoy clothes, obviously, and I avoid nights out, wild parties, and big crowds. We are two different people from two different worlds. 

“I think you are underestimating yourself, Shay. Trey has always been flirtatious with you, I mean what friends cuddle and have zero feelings for each other?” I roll my eyes as she continues. “You guys are best friends. What makes you think he hasn’t thought about something more with you? Shay, I see the way he looks at you. Why would you even think he wouldn’t give you a chance?” she says, eliciting a laugh from me. 

She’s on a roll tonight, using legit facts that have me questioning my doubts. I stand and grab the empty bottle of wine and head to the sink. She does have a point, Trey and I have always been a little bit more physical in our friendship, not sexually or anything, but we do cuddle…a lot. “That’s different, we’re best friends, we can do that stuff.” 

She scoffs behind me. “You and I don’t cuddle, Shay.” 

Turning the water on and making myself busy with cleaning the wine bottle—a useless task, but at least I can create a small diversion while I avoid her prying questions. Hearing the chair scrape across the floor, I listen to the sound of her feet padding across the kitchen and down the hall. 

“Whatever, girl, let me know when you grow some lady balls and ask Trey out.” I don’t respond, and I wait for the sound of her bedroom door. Turning back toward the empty room, I place my hands on the counter on either side of me and slide on top. Grabbing my wine, I stare out of the large floor to ceiling windows in our living room. I let my thoughts take me away as my eyes trace over the city lights.
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“LET’S GO TO THE tree house, I need a second to breathe.” Looking up from my plate, I meet Trey’s anxious gaze. My mouth is filled with the delicious chocolate birthday cake, so I signal a yes with a curt nod. 

Today is Trey’s graduation, and I could tell he hated the attention from distant relatives and all of his stepmother’s extended family. I don’t blame him, getting pecked on the cheek and congratulated by older folks has to be exhausting. Crap, it’s even making me dread the day I graduate. 

I try my best to keep up with his long strides, my shorter legs not able to keep up. When he opens the side gate to his house and the noise from the party fades, I watch him take a deep breath and his steps become less hurried. 

“You okay, T?” I ask when we hit the sidewalk leading toward my house. We haven’t been back to the tree house since we were a lot younger. We outgrew it, obviously. This only confuses me more as to why he wants to go there of all places, I’m sure my living room would suffice and keep us far enough away from the crowd. 

“Yeah, I just need to clear my head. Can we wait to talk in the tree house?” he begs, his eyes glued to his feet. I don’t miss the way his eyes close and tighten when he speaks, like he is struggling more so than what he led on.

“Sure, yeah,” I reply quickly, staying quiet the rest of the way. 

Settling in, we both fall mute, he’s sitting adjacent me, with his back against the TV stand we have in here. I look around nervously, not sure if I should say something or just wait patiently for him to open up. This is the place we first met and I take time to reminisce while he ponders his own thoughts.

“She didn’t understand the pain she would cause if she left. She left and created a fucking cold shield around my heart.” 

I gulp. His mom. He’s talking about his mom. This is the first time he has ever opened up to me or anyone else about this, I’m sure. 

“I’m sorry.” It’s all I can offer or even muster up to say. Really though, what can I say to make this situation better? 

“You have nothing to be sorry about, I just don’t think loving someone is something I can do.” 

I furrow my brows, my eyes studying his distraught face. Emotional Trey. This is the raw Trey, bare for the world to see. Except I’m the only one in this tree house, I’m the only girl who gets to see this. The rise and fall of a broken man. 

“Why do you say that?” I’m really confused about why exactly he is bringing up falling in love during the topic of his deadbeat mother. She left before we even met, when he was eight. Sure, she may cause him to feel lonely in her absence, especially on this monumental day, but love? What does him falling in love have to do with this?

He looks up at me, his eyes drowning with emotion and his face growing heavy with sadness. “My dad found love after my mother left. Kathy is fucking amazing, yes. But how he found love, after what my mother did to us, shocks me.” He shakes his head. “Then today he asked me why I never bring my girlfriends around, and I told him I don’t do the girlfriend thing. I said love is for fools.” He chuckles sarcastically, causing my back to straighten and my heart to feel weighed down. I don’t want him to think love is jaded or overrated, love is beautiful. 

“Trey, you can find love again, you just have to let go of your mother and the mistake she made. That—and you have to find the right girl.” I smirk, but he doesn’t return it. Instead, his eyes search my face, looking vacant and disconnected. Like he is processing what I’m saying but from another planet. 

He’s so handsome, his blue eyes etching into my memory, his lips searing my skin with the thought of them connecting with mine. The pain he is feeling is something I so badly wish I could take away from him, something I could cure. With love. 

“I don’t want love, love turned my dad into a fool and he nearly lost himself in the ashes of my mother’s fire.” 

“But love resurrected him, too. It saved him,” I say, referring to Kathy and the relationship her and Pops—Trey’s dad—built. I am a victim of a broken home too, but there is one person in this world who makes me feel alive, fell the desire to be loved and to love. Trey. 

“I pity the woman who tries to love me, I’m nothing but a shell of a man. A product of broken love and shattered fairytales.” His deep voice slices through my heart, like a switchblade knife. The man I love—my best friend—could never love, which means he could never love me. 

“I think you deserve and will find the purest of loves, Trey. I hope you know that.” I state, scooting closer to him and grabbing his hand into mine. I watch a flicker of hope scorch in his eyes then see it flee as fast as it came. My hope for ever being able to tell Trey my feelings vanishes just as fast as that look did, and I feel the world around me stand still, waiting for someone to come knock it out of orbit. 

“I want to believe that. You make me want to believe that, Shay. God, I love you. I would be lost without you,” he confesses, pulling me in his arms. I do my best to keep my tears at bay and my emotions in check. And for just a moment I let him hold me, and for another moment I pretend we are more than best friends. No, I pretend we are lovers and he is loving me in his strong arms. Oh, how I wish. 
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I SNAP BACK INTO reality. My thoughts only taking me where I didn’t want them to go. Where I would talk myself out of following my heart. I’m a lost cause, and I know it. I damn well know it. 
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Trey

 

“PASS THE BALL, FUCKER!” I yell at Kingston from across the basketball court, knowing damn well he won’t pass it to me. He likes to show off for the girls who gather to see guys play in here after their workouts. If I’m being honest, they’re attractive but a little too desperate for me. I’m a man who has his sights set on something I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to have—Shayla Donovan. 

“If you want the ball come get it, bro, don’t stand by like a little bitch.” Kingston smiles and throws a wink at his own personal fan club. 

I roll my eyes as the girls eat it up. I hear them giggling and trying desperately to stand out and get noticed. That’s what they are, girls, not women, the exact reason why I’m trying to avoid them like the plague. I used to be into random one-night stands and no strings attached sort of thing. But as of lately, I want someone I can talk to and bond with on a more intimate level than sex. I’ve never done relationships, but I want to try with Shay. She engages me in everything—conversation, adventure—and to top it off, she turns me on. That’s a first for me; all of this is a first for me, really. 

If he wants to play, game on. He could use a reality check for his oversized ego. Running up to him, I swipe left then right as fast as I can before he has a second to catch on. Running with the ball, I take off for the net. 

“Oh, nice, you think you are gonna make it? Fat chance, bro.” I hear the sound of his shoes squeaking against the hardwood finish of the court floor, and I jump to take the shot before he can knock me on my ass. I shoot, and I score. Booyah! 

“Boom, hotshot! How’s that for a little bitch?” I joke as I dodge his fist just before it makes contact with my shoulder. 

“You think you’re the greatest thing since Kool-Aid because you made one shot on me today. Dude, I still won if we are counting points.” He laughs. “Which I am, dumbass.” The girls are still cheering for me, and I take the moment to add fuel to his fire.

 “Thanks, ladies,” I tease. “I’ll be here all week.” Flexing my arms, I turn to face them. Kingston hits the back of my head with a loud smack, making my arms drop. Taking this opportunity, he puts me in a headlock. 

“All right, pretty boy, you’re cut off, let’s get the fuck out of here. We’re going out tonight and you, my friend, smell like BO.” We head for the locker room to grab our gym bags and make our way out to my black Titan truck. 

“Remind me of why we’re going out tonight. You know, Kings, just because it’s a Friday night doesn’t mean we have to go out,” I say as we approach my truck, throwing our bags into the cab before we both climb in. Just then his phone rings and he picks up, putting our conversation on hold. 

Starting the truck, I head for home. I look out the windows and take in the scenery. We live right in the city, but the best part is the bursts of green we get. It’s the best of both worlds, having the city and forest. I never thought I would like the rainy city, but I do. This is home. Rain begins to pelt the roof of the truck when we pull up to a stoplight. I’m brought back to our conversation when I hear him say good-bye to whoever called.

“No, it doesn’t, but what do you propose we do, stay home and rent some movies?” Looking over at him, I roll my eyes as he elevates his voice to sound like a girl. “That sounds so romantic, Trey. What should we rent, the Titanic?” 

God, he can joke so much sometimes. No wonder this guy can’t find a serious girlfriend, he can’t even be serious for more than five minutes. 

“Dude, Kings, can you be serious for a second, or does that take too much brainpower for you, Tarzan?” I start flipping through the stations in hopes that he’ll just pipe down so I can get home and get ready for another night out. Another night filled with desperate women and booze. Man, this is getting old. 

“Wow, what’s going on over there, Mr. Deep-in-thought?” Looking over, I expect to see his Cheshire Cat smirk, but I’m surprised when he’s looking straight at me. I raise my eyebrow to signal my shock. 

“You really want to know?” I question, looking over at him. He doesn’t look like he has a joke to crack, so I go for it. 

“Yes, I asked, didn’t I? Whatcha got? Hit me!” 

“I’m just over going out all the time, getting drunk, and not really finding anything to keep me engaged,” I tell him while I look straight ahead, because I’m not good with expressing my emotions. I haven’t been since my mom walked out on my dad and me when I was eight. When she left, it created a gap in my heart, making me angry and resentful. It caused me to be void of all intimate feelings and left me fearing any sort of romantic relationships. Building any sort of intimacy, outside of sex, is non-existent for me and I’m truly over it. There’s only ever been one woman who’s found a way to let me feel something more; she brings out a possessive side to me. Shit, even some obsession. That girl is Shayla; she’s my best friend and a girl that I’d lay my life on the line for. She’s the one woman who I’d give anything to be with, but I can’t. She deserves a lover, not someone as emotionally numb as me. I couldn’t give her what she needs, could I? This really has me second-guessing myself. 

“Wow, I didn’t know you felt that way, man, I didn’t mean to push you,” he responds, then lightly punches my shoulder in remorse. “You don’t have to come tonight if you don’t want to.” 

I pause and seriously debate his offer. Maybe I’ll stay in tonight. Call Shay over to watch a movie. Get some cuddle action? Yes, we’re those friends, ones who cuddle, ones who cuddle while the horny fucker, played by me, has to try and not get a boner. Friendly cuddles are not fuck-me cuddles. 

I pull into the parking garage to our apartments, and that’s when I see her. Shayla, in her perfect fucking skinny jeans and white V-neck. Shit, she wrecks me. Ignoring his last statement, I throw my truck into park and jump out. 

“Shay. Hey, wait up!” I yell, hoping she hears me before she closes her car door. Thankfully, she does. She steps back out of her car and stands in the wedge of the door.

“Trey, hey, what’s up?” She bites that plump and pouty bottom lip of hers, and I have to keep from picturing myself between her legs, making her bite that lip the same damn way she is now. 

Fuck, calm it down, Trey. Down, boy, down. 

“Where ya headed? The boutique?” I ask, in a desperate attempt to postpone her leaving. I’m greedy when it comes to spending time with her, even if it’s only for a few more minutes. 

“No, I’m off to get my hair cut, it’s unruly.” 

I can show her unruly hair, if she’d get under me. I really have no sensor where she’s concerned; my thoughts are too perverted. My mind settles when she laughs and a little snort makes its way out. I’m seriously screwed, she’s so perfect. 

“What about you? You guys just get back from lifting?” 

My sly smile comes out, showing my best cocky grin, she was thinking about me lifting. 

“Oh, were you checking out my muscles? Are you saying I look ripped, baby?” I watch as a slow blush whispers across her cheek, and I feel another chip in my cold, icy heart, break off. 

“I didn’t mean that…I mean…I just noticed…the um…workout attire, so I assumed.” She moves the hair from her face as she stutters, and I know if I don’t end this torture, she won’t last two more seconds.

“I’m kidding. I was just giving you a hard time. Anyway, Kings and I are heading to the Rose Bar tonight. You and L should come.” I know I wanted to stay in tonight, but maybe a more laid-back, fun setting will make her more relaxed—perhaps even open to what I’m going to tell her. Tonight, I’m gonna fucking tell Shay how I feel, no more holding back and no more being a pussy. 

“Yeah, you should bring Lana,” Kingston pipes in, and we both shoot him a weird sideways glance. 

“What? She’s fun to be around, and you don’t want the dynamic to be off, I mean three or four people? You decide.” 

You can see the conflict in his eyes as he grasps at straws. I thought I was bad at showing my emotions. What the fuck is with us? Two grown men acting like pussies today. I need a damn drink. 

“Fuck it, just bring her, Shay. Be a good sister and help your brother out. Okay?” he says, making praying hands at her. 

He looks more desperate than a dog begging for a bone. He has tried many times to put himself on Lana’s radar since she left the hospital. They have been hot and cold lately, one minute you would think she is letting him in and the next she’s breaking the poor dude’s heart. They’ve had this connection even before and during her time with Joel. The same one Shay and I have. The silent force that draws us together but keeps us at a safe distance. No one wants to get hurt, I guess. 

“Yeah. Fine, okay, we’ll be there.” 

Score! I get to spend some time with my favorite girl tonight.
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Shayla

 

I LEAVE THE SALON feeling refreshed and brand new; my burgundy locks now have a hint of brown hues mixed in. Now, to make my face feel as good as my brand new hairstyle. Passing the shops on my way to the car, I almost make it when I’m stopped by the perfect window display. Holy mother of hotness, I need to have this dress. The black sleekness, with a touch of sexy, is so unlike me, and that’s exactly why I have to have it. I mean, I know it won’t make a difference, but I want to feel sexy, because I hope to catch the eyes of a certain dirty blond, with eyes like the dang Caribbean. He may not take the bait, but he might like the show. 

Shooting a quick text to Lana, I make my way into the store. 

Me: Girl! Trey invited us out tonight, and I couldn’t resist his face. We’re going! I’m buying this amazing dress, pics coming your way soon!

L-town: Oh, are we? Damn that face. #amIright :p 

I giggle and roll my eyes.

Me: I know, I’m hopeless, freaking screwed I TELL YA! 

L-town: Is Kingston going to be there? <3 <3 I mean, say yes or you may be literally screwed. I need something to do while you soak your tarp, aka your panties! 

I swear Lana can be so dang vulgar for someone with a wide vocabulary. 

Me: Really? GOD YOU ARE SO NASTY! But yes, as a matter of fact, he told me to invite you.

I know my brother likes Lana, he has since we were younger; no one could deny or miss the tension rising between them. Lana talks a big game about me needing to man up and go after Trey, when she’s doing the exact same thing with Kingston. So, pot meet kettle.

Not even twenty seconds after I press send, my phone starts vibrating in my pocket. 

“Hello, L”—I laugh—“that didn’t take too long.” I hear her heavy breathing coming through the phone. 

“Are you trying to kill me, or are you trying to kill me?” Walking into the fitting room, I lock the door and hit speaker. 

“Nope, I was actually trying to be casual, but you took it for what it was.” 

“Bullshit, all the bells and whistles were alarmed with your last text, jerk!” She pauses. “Maybe he does like me… Nah, no, probably not!” The battle in her mind is almost as palpable as the dilemma that is Trey and me. “Ugh, get home, we need to get ready asap! I have to look a little slutty, but not like I’m desperate.” 

“Aren’t you though?” I laugh and turn to face the mirror. “Shit.” 

“What?” she asks me in a rushed whisper.

“This dress is amazing, I’m buying it, I’ll be home soon. Okay, bye!” 

Hanging up, I look closer at my reflection and notice the details on the little black dress. It hits just above my tanned knees, so not too long, but not too short. It is sleeveless and has a diamond cutout at the chest area, highlighting my generous breasts. Talk about an eye catcher. 

Sold! 

Walking in the front door, I hear Drake playing on the overhead speakers in our apartment, and not even five steps in I’m bombarded by Lana. 

“Let’s go, we only have two hours until we leave, and this hair”—she grabs the ends of her long brown hair—“will take at least forty minutes of that to tame!” Laughing, I follow her into the bathroom, only hoping that this night will be a game changer for me, for Trey—for us—or at least I’m hopeful. 

Two hours later, we’re ready and we make it to the bar early. Trey and Kings had to run back to the studio to pick up something, so we agreed to meet here instead of going together. Thankfully, Lana and I took a cab, because I’m already downing my second shot and checking the door every five seconds. I swear I could break it down, or cut out a hole with my laser like stare. I look suspicious to all the bar goers, but I don’t care, I’m so nervous I could vomit. Honestly, I don’t know what’s come over me. Never before have I found the courage to even flirt with Trey, but all of a sudden I’m some love-struck teenager, giddy and ready to live in this fairytale world, filled with hearts and Mrs. Trey Adams written everywhere. Maybe I’m way too ahead of myself, him asking me to come out tonight isn’t unusual. He asks me to hang all the time, because he’s my best friend. 

Oh my God, I’m going to screw this up. Just as I’m about to call off this whole night, I feel the shift in the air and know he’s here, even before I see him. 

“Well, well, look who’s here! Drink up, girl, time to put some hair on your chest,” Lana yells into my ear over the loud techno song that’s blaring from every angle. 

“Having hair on my chest will for sure seal the deal. Lana, I can’t do this.” I feel myself panicking, overwhelmed with the fact that I’m dressed up for Trey and ready to tell him how I feel. Grabbing my tense shoulders, she turns my body in direct line with hers before she starts in on me. 

“You can and you will do this. Stop hiding what you feel and waiting for these feelings to pass, they won’t, trust me.” I roll my eyes at her; she can be so poetic when she is giving me the ‘go get ’em, tiger’ speech. What I wouldn’t give to have and embrace her bold outlook on life. She’s so confident, and I’m just this quiet suffer-in-silence type. Woe is me.

“Hey, beautiful.” I hear his deep voice behind me. Turning to face Trey, my knees instantly go weak, and I can feel a blush creep across my cheeks then quickly spread to my neck when his eyes zero in on my chest. I almost melt into a puddle on the floor when his jaw quickly drops before closing with his signature lip bite. I’m a goner. “You look fucking incredible. Tell me you wore that just for me?”

Be bold, be confident, Shayla, don’t let him smell your fear. 

“You know it, just for you,” I reply, trying not to let him see how nervous I am. Did I really just say that? God, that isn’t like me at all, I guess the tequila shots gave me a boost of confidence. And did he really just ask me if I wore this for just him? Hmm, Lana may just be on to something. I smirk at her smiling face beside me then place my attention back on Trey. 

“Good, I wouldn’t want you wearing it for some other guy. I like to think I’m special.” I watch his cocky, lopsided grin and catch the wink he gives me. I feel my legs tighten, and I have to physically bite my lip to keep from professing my feelings right then and there. Nope, I need another shot.

“Of course you’re special to me, Trey.” 

Shayla, you bold dog, you.

I think—as Lana so eloquently put it—I found my lady balls. 

“That’s what I like to hear. Want to dance with me, beautiful?” He holds his hand out to take mine. “Let me sweep you off your feet.”

“You’re such a cheeseball. I’ll dance with you if you never use that pickup line again.” 

He smiles, pulling me toward the dance floor. “You liked it, I know you did.”

“Oh, did I?” I laugh as he spins me and pulls me back into his chest. It may be fast-paced, but our bodies are moving in slow motion, as if only he and I exist in this club. I love the feel of his hand on my lower back and my other joined in his. I feel safe, warm…wanted. We continue to dance for a few more songs. Our dances are accompanied by light conversations, whispered secrets, and laughter. God, this is so new. We’ve never been like this with each other. It’s never felt this…this close…this flirtatious. It’s like something happened and we both drank the same tainted water. We’re acting out of the ordinary, almost in sync, but I’m not complaining. This is everything I’ve wanted for the past ten years, but here and now…is different.

I lost track of time and how long we’d been dancing, but we both need a drink to refuel, so we go and meet Kingston and Lana at the table. They’re sitting close together, engaging in what looks like a heated conversation. Lately, these two have been hot and cold with one another. One minute they are flirting and the next they are at each other’s throats. I know it has to do with Lana’s past relationship with Joel. Those two were together for two years, high school sweethearts, well if you can consider them sweethearts. In the beginning, it seemed picture-perfect and without flaw, until I started to notice a change. A couple of weeks into their relationship, I noticed that she was becoming reserved and distant, and eventually, with that, came bruises. Joel was a piece of shit, who beat her and cheated on her with anything that had legs. 

I know Lana became really good at lying to her parents. Most of the time the bruises were in places she could hide them—her back, her upper arms, her legs. The ones she couldn’t hide she chalked it up to cheer. Her parents believed her; they trusted her and they never really knew Joel existed. She was always at his place or mine. Parents can be so naïve when they are shielded with a veil of trust, I guess. 

 She hasn’t been in a relationship since, she’ll tease guys until they’re drooling for her, and then she cuts them off cold turkey, leaving them a mess. I have begged her for years to get therapy, but she believes she’s fine, and I hate rehashing her past just as much as the next person, but it doesn’t mean I don’t try. I want to be able to help her move on from that part of her life. 

I feel Trey at my side; he’s rubbing my lower back, slowly bringing me back to reality. 

“Where’d you go there?” He moves to stand in front of me and makes eye contact. His blue eyes shift back and forth on mine, rapidly, looking for some sign of what just happened in my headspace.

 “Let me in there, babe.” I shake my head rapidly, trying to clear my way through the fog. Emotions are running way too high right now. I just need to breathe. 

“Let me in your head, Shay, what’s wrong? Is there something going on with Lana?” His concern for Lana is welcomed, just adding to the many reasons why I care so deeply for this man. One of the exact reasons he’s my best friend. 

“It’s a lot, you know, the emotions running high between the two of them. One minute Lana seems ready to fall into the unknown and then something sets her back. Her nightmares, the persistent and demanding way my brother clings to her. It sucks watching the two people we love fight like that. You know?” I admit, my eyes sinking low and my heart feeling heavy. 

“It does, I know. I see the way it hurts your brother. The big guy seems so tough, but Lana can cripple him sometimes. Then again, Lana had the shit end of the stick last time she fell in love, so I see her reservation.” Trey’s so right and we, as outsiders, get to see the brunt of it all. Sometimes their love affair is so raw and potent that Trey and I feel like we are a part of it. 

“Let’s go stop the fighting before the entire bar starts to stare. Enough with the heavy, baby.” My stomach flips; he grabs my hand and leads me to the table. I try my best to focus on my hand in his and choke back any emotions I’m wearing on my sleeve. This is supposed to be a night out and I need to be the strong one for Lana and Kings. I need to break up the lovers quarrel and talk things out with Lana when we get home. 
“Guys, people are starting to stare at you two. How about we take it down a notch, you know, take a breather.” I scoot into the booth next to Lana, and Trey takes the spot across the table next to Kings. The tension is thick at our table, and I hurry and muster up a topic in order to distract them. 

 “How about some shots?” Trey yells over the music, and I glance at him and smile. Both Lana and Kings tear their angry eyes from one another and focus on Trey. Beating me to the chase, he reaches for the round of shots the waitress placed at our table while we were dancing. Kingston stays still, not really saying much, while Lana’s mood switches in an instant.

“Yeah, you’re right, let’s just have some fun!” Lana cheers, holding up her drink, and I see Kingston smiling at her enthusiasm. Told you, hot and cold. 

Looking back to Trey again, I mouth a simple ‘thank you’ and he nods his welcome in return. After a couple of shots are shared between all of us, Lana and Kings leave our table and make their way to the dance floor, once again turning on the hot water. Trey and I watch our friends dance and enjoy each other. 

They have liked one another for as long as Trey and I have, if not longer. Even when they were both in committed relationships, they always had this spark. It’s undeniable. I’m still staring at them when I’m thrown off by Trey’s next statement. 

“I think I’m a pretty good friend, maybe a best friend, and soon, maybe more.” 

“What did you just say?” I ask, looking up into his eyes. That came out of nowhere.

“Let’s get out of here, go back to your place and talk?” He stands from his spot and tops off his drink. Without waiting for an answer, he grabs my hand and starts walking us toward the exit.

 “Trey, we haven’t been here that long, Lana and Kingston are…” Looking around the bar, I spot them again, and I’m stunned back to silence, they aren’t even the least bit concerned with us. Nope. They’re too busy in the dark corner of the club, locking lips. Literally, I looked away for less than a minute, how did they go from dancing to kissing that fast?

“Let’s go, beautiful. I need to talk to you alone, you and me.” 

I feel my palms start to sweat. I feel like I’m in a parallel universe. What is happening right now? This is not how I saw the night going at all. 

Making our way out of the bar, I watch Trey hail us a cab. I busy myself and send Lana a quick text letting her know we left. Sliding into the back seat of the cab, the door shuts and the confined silence surrounds us. We both stay quiet. My mind, however, is talking too loud. She’s trying to process where this night is going and how in the heck we got here. 

The first few minutes have passed and we haven’t said anything more than a couple of comments about the Seattle rain. I’m getting the feeling I’m not the only nervous one in the cab. Finally, he takes the plunge first. 

“You really look beautiful, baby.” 

Baby? First babe now baby.

“Baby? Trey…” I take a deep breath and look over at him. “What’s going on, you’re acting totally…different, I mean you never act like this with me. This is the second time you have called me some pet name, do you want to explain that to me?” He lets out a loud puff of air, and I see the storms gathering in his head. He isn’t sure either. I knew it; this is way too good to be true. 

“Honestly, I don’t know, Shay, I’m just as confused. Let’s talk upstairs,” he says as the cab pulls to a stop in front of our building. I make a quick escape. I feel like I’m suffocating and just need to get some fresh air. Leaving my comfort zone is something that rarely, if ever, happens. 

“Hey, wait up!” Trey says after me, as I take measured strides toward the revolving doors at the entrance of our building, waving quickly at our doorman, and leaving Trey in the dust, while he chases after me. I rush to the elevator and repeatedly push the up button, willing it to open faster with my mind. I’m not sure why my feet took flight, like I’m angry or something, I just felt the urge to run was stronger than staying. Right before the doors close he puts his hand in-between the metal doors, causing them to slide open again. He tilts his head slowly and squints at me, saying nothing as he steps in beside me.

What the actual hell is happening? 

One minute we’re flirting and being open with each other, the next we are acting like complete strangers sharing an elevator. We remain silent as we make our way to my apartment door, and I contemplate shutting the door in his face and leaving him on the other side. Talking through the door seems safer and more realistic at the rate we’re going. 

My shaking hands slide the key into the lock, turning it with haste. Trey has been nothing but a gentleman tonight, and if I’m being totally honest with myself, he is acting exactly how I wish he would. So why am I so shaken up?

Setting my clutch down and removing my jacket, he follows suit. We both head for the couch and the air feels thicker. I feel my insides burning. Spit it out, I just want him to spit it out already. 

“Shay, listen… I know this is…” He pauses and sits on the coffee table, making it so he’s directly in front of me; he then places his hands on my knees. 

“Shit, I don’t even know where to begin.” He and I both, I’m just as freaking shocked as the next person. 

“Just say it, Trey, it’s me, you can always be comfortable to tell me whatever’s going on.” He’s known me for almost his entire life, and he knows that whatever he says is kept safe with me because we’re best friends. 

“I know it’s you. That’s what makes this so hard, you know it’s hard for me to just spit my feelings out on the table.” He looks out the window and continues. “Ever since my mom walked out on me and my dad, I never trusted women, never wanted a girlfriend.” He takes a deep breath and I set my hands on his, giving them a light squeeze, encouraging him to continue. I know he’s not good with his emotions, but I know he can also be pretty sensitive. “I couldn’t trust a woman to not take my heart and fucking crush it, that was until.” He pauses, leaving me even more anxious and on the edge of my seat. He’s killing me, I’m curious to know what the heck is happening. 

“Until what, Trey? That was until what?” I say, anxiously. He looks back over at me, his eyes are flashing with raw emotions. 

Taking a deep breath, he starts again.

“Until you came along and we grew up. Growing up with you, things just progressed and I fell for you.” He stops and I feel my chest rising and falling, I can actually hear my heart pounding in my ears. 

“You fell for me, like you like me?” He smiles that megawatt smile and I feel like I’m dreaming, this can’t be happening to me. Tonight I thought I would just flirt and he wouldn’t even notice it. Now, here he sits in front of me, giving me the words I craved to hear for years. 

“Yes, I fell for you. I like you a lot, Shay, and I want to try this”—he waves his hands between us—“I want to try us.” 

God, this is so surreal, but I’m not scared or hesitant anymore. Call me crazy, but I want to try this, too. My biggest worry is my brother. I don’t know if Trey has told Kings. I know my brother pretty well and if he knew about it he would have told me. But I truly don’t care. I’m not going to turn him down; this is what I’ve wanted this whole time. Some girls don’t get what they ask for this easily, so I’m considering myself lucky. Considering this to be a touch from the hands of fate.

“Trey, I want this, too.” He laughs, and all of a sudden I’m yelping as he helps me straddle his lap. I chuckle, feeling completely messed up in the head. One second my internal dialogue is screaming for me to run and now it’s telling me to grasp onto him and erase all space between us. Close isn’t close enough. 

“That didn’t take too much convincing, now did it?” he teases with a cocky grin.

“No, no it didn’t. You can be pretty persuasive with your pretty smile and perfect hair.” He stands and spins me then heads toward my bedroom. Causing my nerves to come back.

A room, Trey, me, and a bed. Not a good combination. 

“You forgot to mention my perfect eyes,” he says, winking at me then setting me down on the bed. 

“What’re we doing?” He walks over to my dresser and starts going through the drawers with determination, and I see him grab my sleep shorts and tank top. I notice he found that drawer way too quickly. How did he know I kept my pajamas in there? 

“You, baby, are going to get into your pajamas and meet me in the living room, and I’m going to be a gentleman and cuddle my girl while subjecting myself to a chick flick.” 

Feeling a little more at ease, I take a deep breath, my mind wanders back to moments ago in the living room, where he pulled me in his arms, surrounding me with him. I was close enough to kiss his lips, and I was begging for it in my mind but then he brought me in here. I swear I think about those lips way too often, imagining them on mine. They’re plump, pink, and they look almost edible. I’ve wanted to kiss him for years now, and now’s my chance to do it. 

“Trey?” I say just barely above a whisper as he sets the pajamas on the bed, sitting next to me. 

“Yeah?” 

“I’m still a little confused. I know you said you wanted to try us but what exactly do you mean by that? Am I your girlfriend or are we trying the dating thing first?” Gosh, I feel so foolish, what am I even doing right now? I got what I wanted. I should just shut up, be happy, and take this for whatever it is. But my big mouth breaks from the leash before I can run and stop it. He chuckles and once again I’m straddling his lap. 

“Yes, Shay, I want to be a couple, I wouldn’t have brought this up if I didn’t want it. Besides, I won’t share you once you’re mine.” He smirks and bites his lip, and just like that I’m back to thinking about those dang lips on mine. 

Kiss me, dang it!

“Shay, will you be my girlfriend?” Reaching up to my cheeks, he cradles my face in his warm palms.

I know this is it—the moment I’ve dreamed about since I learned about kissing from Nicholas Spark’s movies and books. That man sure set the bar high.

“Kiss me, Trey.” I’m dying to have my first kiss with Trey. Feeling that reckless sensation run through my body when he finally gives me what I’ve anticipated for years. 

“I thought you’d never ask.” He slowly leans into me. My legs begin to tremble and I grab onto his shirt. When his lips meet mine it starts slow and soft, making my insides melt and my libido ignite. My heart flutters, skipping every other beat with each stroke of his tongue. I’ve never been kissed and I have no idea what to do. So, I mimic his movements, letting our tongues lash and battle beautifully like a dance, swaying and moving in perfect rhythm. My head feels dizzy and the kiss feels uniquely perfect, like we were meant to only kiss each other. 

I wait a second longer in hopes he won’t stop, but when I feel him pulling away, I do the only logical thing I can think of. I bite his lip and pull him back in. Feeling his tongue tasting the seam of my lips, I moan and open my mouth, offering him entrance. It’s better than I could’ve ever expected. He tastes like mint and alcohol, mixed with his own unique taste, a taste that I can’t forget. I’ve never kissed anyone before and I don’t think I will ever want to kiss anyone else. He’ll ruin me for any other.

 Slipping his hands into my hair, he gives it a light tug and pulls it back, exposing my neck to his mouth. He leans in again and nibbles, licks, and then sucks my neck. If we don’t slow down, I know we’ll be naked and ready within minutes. He pulls back just as my body slowly starts to rock against him.

“Baby, baby, stop. We have to stop.” He gently pushes me forward to get some distance between us. I’m panting like a dog in heat. He’s right, we literally just decided to start dating. Sure, friends or not prior, I need to slow my roll on this one. 

“You’re right, we’re just starting out. We don’t need to rush, right?” I’m not sure if I’m asking for him or for myself. He’s been the apple of my eye, and the person I’ve so desperately wanted to get close to, to feel against my skin—against my lips. Trey has been whom I’ve wanted in my heart all this time. 

“We don’t, that’s not what this is for me. Your heart is the end goal here.” 

My heart spikes a new, fast rhythm, beating to the words he is professing. The way his watchful gaze looks over me, admiring me, I completely lose sight of whatever I was just thinking. I’m captivated by his endearing way of treating me like a dangerously perfect woman. 
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Trey

 

OPENING MY EYES, I stare up at the ceiling above me, briefly forgetting where I am for a second. By the darkened shadows and stillness, I’d guess it to be two or three in the morning. The warmth pressed into my side shifts slightly and it all comes back to me. I’m here with Shayla, not just with her, but with her, with her, she’s mine now.

 Glancing down at her figure beside me, I love how peaceful she looks. Auburn hair in a mess on my arm and her full, pouty lips slightly apart as the faintest sound comes out. Deciding not to wake her up, even though everything in me wants to. I go against the urge to do so, my selfishness taking a back seat. Sure, I would prefer to spend the rest of the night talking, flirting, kissing, and fuck me, touching. Damn, I love touching her soft skin. I behaved like a gentleman, but I so badly wanted to dip my hands inside her panties and touch her sweet heaven. Fuck.

Picking her up, extra careful not to wake her, I make my way toward her room for the second time tonight, placing her on the bed. Pulling the blanket up and over her chest, I kiss her once on the cheek and leave her to sleep. I make my way to the elevator and head up to my floor, tonight has been amazing and I can’t wait to see her again. My girl. 

I listen to the sound of my alarm clock and ignore its purpose. It’s Saturday and usually I would sleep in but we have a weekend session in the studio, so that shit ain’t gonna happen. I moved out here with Kingston so we could open up a recording studio and it’s been a surprising success. Following Lana and Shay was an added bonus. 

We have three local bands and a ton of major-league bands who come through Seattle that like making records here. Something about the weather putting their artistic skills to use, and I’m not complaining, business is good. I reluctantly force myself out of bed and head to the shower. I’m about to submerge myself completely in the water when I hear my phone ding on the counter. I reach out to dry my hands before grabbing it. Smiling, I see Shayla’s name above a text. 

Shayla: Hey, I have work this morning. I hope you have a good day! xoxo

Me: Can I take you out tonight, maybe dinner and a movie?

Shayla: Um, yeah, I can see what I can do. I have dinner with a possible investor for the boutique. Lana is sick as a dog, so I am gonna be going alone :( poor girl drank too much I think. She’s been puking all night. 

Me: Shit, that sucks, make sure you give her lots of water. But, babe! That’s fucking awesome. An investor? This is huge! Yeah, let’s meet back at your place, and I’ll take us to a movie. 

Shayla: Fingers crossed. xoxo

Those damn hugs and kisses, now I’m thinking about her lips and her taste. I put my phone down and finish my shower before it leads to me jerking it. 

BANG, BANG. 

“Bro, let’s go, we have to meet with a local band today. Rise and grind, quit playing with yourself, weirdo.” 

Well, now I don’t need to worry about relieving myself. My roommate just cock-blocked me. How in the actual fuck is that possible? He’s right, I have shit to do today, and as much as I would like to sit here and think about my girl naked and wet, that isn’t going to help me get anything done. 

“I’m coming, hold the fuck up.” Within twenty minutes, I’m dressed and ready to go. Now I just have to remain focused on work for eight hours until I get to meet my girl for a movie. 

“That sounds awesome, guys, keep it up, hit the snare a little more.” Nodding my head to the beat, I realize I lost track of time. Music has been a huge influence on my life, I listen to it all day, I play the guitar, sing, and occasional drums, but it’s an essential component in my life. Moving to Seattle to open this studio was one of the scariest, but most rewarding ventures I’ve done. Growing up with a wealthy dad, and I mean wealthy, I never had the chance to give independence a go…until I moved to Seattle and spent my entire life savings on this studio. It’s worth every drop of blood and ounce of tears. It didn’t start out easy, Kingston and I had to experience eating noodles for a year or two, but now we are sitting very comfortably and only expanding. So, you could say life is good.

“Hey, dream boy, you wanna talk about your late night with my sister?” Kings questions, walking into the booth and crossing his big arms over his chest, his tattoos making them look even bigger. Kingston is more built and bulky than I am, but we could go head to head any day.

However, today wouldn’t be that day. This fucking goon protects Shayla like she’s a damn newborn baby. I thought I was gonna be able to avoid it for another day, since we have a busy day here. But, it looks like its now or never, since he will not let it go—its not in his nature.

 “Uh, yeah, listen, buddy—” 

He puts his hand up to stop what I’m about to say. “I’m not an idiot, we all knew this was gonna happen one day, especially Lana and me,” he says, crossing his arms again and shaking his head with a sly grin. 

“But I know you and I know your “fear” of commitment.” He huffs out fear while bending his fingers in quotations. 

“She’s a fucking saint, bro, and she deserves the best. No matter how long we’ve been friends.” He’s right, we’ve been best friends for years, growing up in the same neighborhood, where we first met fighting over whose red bike was better. I still think I won. 

“She deserves nothing but the best, and I won’t put you above her, so if you hurt her, bro, there will be hell. I own many guns…” he threatens me with a warning and a side of sarcasm. Even with the sarcasm, I know the message is serious. He really protects my girl with his life.

 “Yeah, no, I know, she deserves the best. I may be terrified, but she makes me want to try, she makes me want to live, and not just exist.” I look back up at Kingston and he’s wearing a shit-eating grin, and I know he will get me back for saying something so corny. 

“Wow, look who’s all”—he pinches my cheeks—“filled with all the feels!” I push his hands away and punch his stomach.

 “Fuck off, bro. We all know once Lana gives your dumb ass a chance you’ll turn into Mr. Rogers himself,” I tease. 

The day passed quickly and before I know it, it’s time to leave to meet Shayla. I ask the guys to wrap it up and give a quick bye to Kings. I’m almost to her place when my phone starts ringing.

“Hey, gorgeous, you ready to go? I’m pulling up in two minutes.” I hear ruffling noises in the background, followed by a man’s voice. 

“Yeah, Trey, change of plans. We ended up staying longer than expected at the restaurant, but I’m heading there now. Give me like—” She stops and laughs after the man speaks again. 

A weird feeling forms in my stomach, and I notice my hands growing a little tight on the steering wheel. 

That’s weird. 

“Shay?”

“Yeah, sorry, give me like five more minutes, and I’ll be there.” 

I have the sudden urge to get to her, although I’m not sure why. I just want to go to her. 

“Where are you, I can meet you there. Is it closer to the theater?” There’s a long pause and she laughs again, causing my knuckles to whiten as I grip the steering wheel even tighter.

That’s when I realize it. I’m fucking jealous, me, Trey. No, I’ve never been jealous over a woman before, ever. However, it’s Shayla, my girlfriend, not Shayla some random chick. Who the fuck does this guy think he is, making her laugh that sexy little way she does. Those laughs are mine. Okay, step back, bud, you are getting too hotheaded and the guy is probably a fat, old, rich guy. I don’t need to worry. Do I?

“Shay?” I ask, trying to hide the bitterness in my voice. “Where are you?”

“Oh, Trey, I’m sorry, Evan was telling me a story of the waitress… Sorry, geez, I’m at the House Grill, his driver just got here, so I don’t mind heading there.”

 Evan? Yep, he sounds like he shits dust. You got this, Trey. 

“That’s by the movies, I’ll just come get you.” Changing direction, I begin heading toward the restaurant. “But please wait inside, it’s not safe down there.” 

“I don’t mind waiting in my car or driving to the theater.” I hear heels hitting the pavement in the background. 

“No, go back inside, I’ll have Kings come get your car tonight, it’s not safe, go inside.”

“Trey, I’m a grown woman, don’t talk to me like that.” She sounds mad, and I hate that she’s getting the wrath of my obvious jealousy. This is new for me, all of this—her and me, this relationship—and I’m still adjusting to the change. I just need her to understand that. 

“Babe, I didn’t mean to sound like a dick, okay? It’s not safe downtown at night, all right? Can you please go inside, and stay until I get there?” I ask more calmly this time. 

She’s silent for a moment, and then it’s like a switch is flipped. “Trey, this was a bad idea, I’m not in the mood to go out tonight, I’m just gonna head home. Talk to you tomorrow.” 

Click.

Fuck! 

Great, this spiraled out of control and now she’s pissed. Day two, this is fantastic, and I just may win the award for the biggest piece of shit boyfriend that ever existed. I quickly redial her number in hopes that I can stop her from leaving and prevent this damn fight from further tailspinning. 

Pick up, baby, pick up. 

I call a few more times but it keeps going to voicemail. As I pull up to the parking garage, near the restaurant, I see her leaving. Hurrying to make a U-turn, I speed after her. This night will end with us on a good note, I refuse anything else. 

I call her again as I weave in and out of traffic, trying to catch up, but she denies it. I understand I sounded like a fucking caveman, but she’s beyond pissed at me. 

We both stop at the red light, and I see her looking at me in her rearview mirror, I motion for her to pick up her phone by pointing to mine in my hand. Doubtful that it’ll work, I call her back and she answers in a huff. 

“What, Trey?” 

“Babe, I wasn’t trying to be a dick, okay?” I wait hesitantly to continue, in fear she may snap even more. “It’s not safe at night, and I didn’t—” Before I can finish what I’m saying, she cuts me off. 

“Trey, I’m a grown woman, and I think you’re just jealous of me being out with someone else.” She pauses. “So don’t take that out on me.” The phone goes silent, and I know she hung up on me. Again. 

The light turns green and she makes an escape for her apartment, but I keep pace with her, and we both pull into our parking garage within seconds of each other. Jumping out of the car, I make a beeline toward her, where she’s standing outside the elevator. Barely making it in time, I throw my hand between the closing doors and it slides back open. When she gets a good look at my agitated face, I half expect her to calm down, but she stands her ground like a firecracker. Further letting me know I’m a prick and I need to calm the fuck down. 

Walking slowly toward her, she just shakes her head, so I stop. 

“You need to calm the hell down, you caused me to make a scene in front of my investor. Secondly, what grounds did you have to get all hotheaded like a damn goon and treat me like that? Huh? Don’t worry, I’ll wait.” Huffing, she readjusts herself, popping her hip out and tightening her arms. 

Holy fuck, I’m in trouble and she is showing no mercy. I feel I could have sweet-talked her if this was a new relationship and we were still learning each other, but we aren’t. We have history and she is not backing down and most definitely not taking my fucking shit. God, I’m filled with pride. Still jealous, sure, but filled with pride.

Catching my breath, I slowly saunter toward her, backing her into the corner. She turns her head away from me, her arms still crossed, when I place both arms on either side of her head, boxing her in. I need to say sorry and fix this right now, I completely acted like a idiot on our technical first date. Shit, we didn’t even get to it because of me. 

“You’re right, I’m jealous, okay?” I tilt my head to the side and let a small but devilish snicker leave my lips. First, I’ll start with flirty and charming, see if I can get out of the doghouse. I pray it works. “Not jealous of him, but the fact that he had my girl at dinner and got to steal her laugh, see her smile, and gawk at this tight little number you’re wearing.” Dropping my hand to her thigh, I lightly tug on the bottom of her white, skintight dress. 

“I just wanted to get your sexy ass to the car safely, baby. Okay?” Using one hand, I pull her flush against me and take my other hand to lift her dress enough so I can pick her up. She still hasn’t said a word, but the slightest hint of red begins to dust where the V-neck of her dress starts. I pull her up by her ass, urging her to jump up and straddle me. Causing her arms to drop from her chest and wrap around me. So far so good, I hope she can forgive my punk ass. 

 “You’re my girl, and no one will ever taint or touch what’s mine. Got it, beautiful?” All she gives me is a slow, reserved nod. 

“Fine. But I shouldn’t forgive you for being such jerk. And I only will this one time. I’m gonna blame it on mental instability.” She smirks. “Seriously though, Trey. Don’t ever talk to me like that. I’m not just some girl. Before this whole thing started we were best friends, and I need you to treat me as such. Got it?” she demands and I concede willingly, she is fucking right. I dropped the ball tonight and the last thing I deserve is this saint of a woman in my arms. 

“You are right, I was wrong to do that shit back there. You didn’t deserve it. I will get my shit together,” I promise, ready to turn this night right back around. 

I lift my hand up her back, stopping at her plush, soft neck. Gazing into her eyes, I ask for permission with this one look, making sure she gives me the green light before I make my next move. She bites her plump, pink lip and that’s my invitation to take exactly what I’ve been thinking about since we last kissed. Her taste. 

Roughly, I grab her hair in my fist and pull her head back, taking her lips. It starts slow and sensual, but I want her to fucking feel me. I want her to be marked so no other man can touch her. I want every man to be able to smell me miles away. She makes me wild, and I wouldn’t change that about her. I love the complete control she has over me. Like a beautiful devil, tempting me to sin. 

Licking her bottom lip, I feel her warm tongue touch mine, her taste sending me over the edge, coaxing the beast in me to come out to hunt. I urgently kiss her without regard, until I hear the annoying sound of the elevator stopping. Damn it to hell, I don’t want to stop. Shit. 

I’m going to get her behind that door and lick, suck, and taste her body from the pink of her toes to the burgundy hair on the top of her head. Thankful the hallway is deserted, I continue to carry her as I walk toward her door. Not that others being around would fucking stop me. I start sucking on her soft and delicate neck. Fuck she tastes good. This discovery alone makes me grow even harder. I know she can feel it pushing against her warm core, because if I can tell she’s warm and wet, then she can feel my raging cock begging to break out. I need a release and so does she, the silent moans and the tiny grind of her hips against me proves it. We get to her door, and I place her slowly onto her delicate feet, letting her feel every inch of me. I’m wound tight and I want her. 

Turning to unlock the door, I watch her hand slide around the handle and my dick spikes. I imagine her tight fist gripping me hard. This is fucking torture. Grabbing her heavy tits in my hands, her head hits my shoulder and a moan falls from her swollen lips. 

“Open the door, baby.” Her movements go into rush mode; I swear she gets us through the door in less than a split second. 

“Lana’s out on a date, so we have the apartment to ourselves for a little bit, what do you want to do?” She turns toward me, slowly sliding her high heels off. I know what she’s trying to do and it’s fucking working. No lights are on in the apartment; the skyline shining through the window casts a shadow on her soft face. I can see the red in her cheeks, the rash on her neck from my scruffy, unshaven face, and her lips swollen from my attack. 

I want to close this gap between us, but my brain cells start to function again, hitting me with the realization that we need to slow down. Yes, I’ve known Shay my whole life, but she doesn’t need her first time to be makeup sex. I may not be innocent from past indiscretions, but I won’t just give her a quick fuck. Call me a cheeseball, but she deserves flowers, candles, and fucking chocolates. She’s a treasure not a cheap toy. 

“Wait, wait, Shay, we need to slow down.” I watch the look of desire vanish from her face and slowly see rejection creep into place. Immediately, I try to retract my last statement, that’s not why I want to stop. I need to stop because she’s too special to sleep with on what was supposed to be our first real date. 

“You don’t want me?” Her head hangs low, like she’s ashamed of herself. 

“No. Shit. Baby, that’s not what I meant.” I quickly stride toward her. Gently, I rest my palms against her warm cheeks, the once shade of red from arousal is now one of embarrassment. Making me feel like a complete dick. 

“You’re irresistible. Trust me, I want nothing more than to drag you into that bedroom and worship your body until you’re ruined for any other man. But you deserve more than that. You deserve all the hearts and flowers, which I plan to give to you, but we’re new, baby, and we need to make sure we take our time. We have forever, let’s not forget to enjoy the learning process.” 

I feel hopeful that I smoothed this over. I was wrong. A single tear rolls down her cheek and lands on the pad of my thumb. I feel the panic building in my chest, and my brain starts searching for another rebuttal to help her understand better. When I open my mouth to speak, she stops me and whispers a quiet understanding, one that I’m barely able to hear, but do.

 “You’re right…thank you for being so good to me.” My heart rate drops back to normal, and I feel the weight lift from my shoulders. This is my girl. I know she’s a virgin; I overheard her talking to Lana about it the other day. The animal in me wants to claim that part of her and bang on my chest like King Kong. But the gentleman in me, the one who cares a lot for Shayla, makes me want to ease her into that. I don’t want her to have sex on my accord, only on hers. She needs the gentleman, not the animal…yet. 

“Can you hold me tonight, the whole night this time?” Her mention of last night has my lip lifting at the corner, my body fills with contentment, admiration, and a feeling I’m not familiar with, but whatever it is, I never want it to stop. I was worried my fat mouth ruined my chance to be with her tonight, but luckily it hasn’t. She avoids drama and trusts me.

“Yeah, beautiful. I’d love that.” She slowly walks us back to the bedroom then strips down to her bra and panties. Biting my lip, I stare at the fucking fox in front of me. Her underwear is a matching white lace set, and fuck me, she looks like an angel. I know I’m gawking at her beautiful round ass when her movement causes me to break the trance. Removing her earrings and placing them on the dresser in front of her, I see the light blush creep across her face. She likes to be watched and she knows I’m watching her. 

Standing up I remove my jeans and shirt slowly, giving her a show. Yeah, I see you looking, dirty girl. Lying back in bed once I’m in my briefs, I pull the covers up and slide into place. Finally comfortable, I look back over to her and our eyes connect through the mirror above her dresser. She stares at me with her beautiful green eyes. That weird feeling takes up residence in my chest again, the one I can’t seem to describe. It’s like someone’s grabbing it and squeezing it in a vice, so tight it might explode. 

The spot where she last laid her head on me when she fell asleep—where she’d always fall asleep when we were growing up—feels warm already. Shayla and I have always had this bond, an unexplainable bond, where I was always her protector. She’d fall asleep on my chest when we’d all hang out and watch movies, she’d fall asleep when we’d have campfires after a long day of hiking. That spot on my chest, just above my heart, was made for her and no one else. 

When the women I would use for a quick fuck would try to cuddle, I would kick them out, not allowing them to touch that spot. This spot is reserved for her, this spot is her home and this moment is my personal heaven. My past with using women is a distant thought, even though it really wasn’t too long ago. I guess you choose when it’s time to grow up and be a man. Let go of adolescent habits and create mature goals. Shayla’s friendship will be and always has been one of my greatest accomplishments; hopefully our budding relationship will be, too. My first choice in a long list of changes for the good. 

Settling in next to me, we talk. Talking usually holds a different feeling when you are intimately involved versus just friends. Not with us, we talk like old friends with new stories to share. I reluctantly let her go a few hours later so she can shower. Resisting the urge to climb in that shower with her and give her a slow, hard fuck is killing me. Damn me and my new ways.
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Trey

 

WATCHING HER SAUNTER SHYLY from the bathroom, wrapped in a plush white towel with her lip wedged between her teeth, I can tell she is still being timid with me. She watches me observe her every move; like I’m going to tell her she’s anything less than perfect. Yeah right. In reality, she makes me feel like I’m daydreaming or intoxicated, with a primal need to claim her as mine, not only to myself, but also to the fucking world.

“Come here, baby,” I say on a whisper. Holding out my hand, I gesture for her to claim her spot back on the bed, and with my other hand, I lift the blanket so she can. Her soft hand glides slowly to mine, and I pull her the rest of the way. Naturally, she falls into place and makes it her home. Her head molds perfectly to my chest, her arm encircles my waist, and her soft, tanned leg intertwines with mine. We fit like a puzzle piece, and out of all the other pieces of the puzzle, we found each other first. We fit just right. 

“Thank you, Trey.” Her voice is soft but loud in the stillness of the late night hours. 

“For what?” 

“For being a gentleman and stopping us from going too far.” Rubbing up and down her arm and leaving featherlike kisses on her forehead, I feel her body go rigid against mine. “I mean…I know…it’s just—” 

“I know, Shay.” I know damn well she’s thankful. But I also want to end her obvious discomfort. She’s never been good at expressing herself in awkward situations. We’re going to change that. No, I’m going to change that. With me, we’re not awkward and we’re not something to be uncomfortable about. 

I continue. “That’s why when you give me that part of you, when you give me you completely, it’ll be special. We’re special, okay?” Innocent and vulnerable is who she is, and all I want her to know is that this isn’t an ending game for me; I’m in it for the long haul. She concedes and goes back to resting her head on my chest. 

Changing the subject, I speak up, “Do you remember that one time you came over really upset with me because I ruined your date with Jesse Hanson in tenth grade?” 

She giggles and looks up at me. “Yeah, I do. I was so mad at you for ruining my first chance with a guy. Gosh, you were such a jerk back then!” She punches me lightly in the stomach, I lift my free arm and grab the spot she just hit, laughing at her attempt to stick it to me. 

I remember that day proudly. Clear as day, the memory comes flooding back. 
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SITTING HERE IN THE food court with Kings, Lana, and Shay, we’re chatting about the party at pretty boy Derek’s house that’s coming up this weekend. We laugh and trash talk about the likes of people that will be there and bet on what weird shit will go down. One year, his parents came home drunk and tried spiking the punch for all the underage party guests. His family is…unique. I’m next to Shayla, like always, drawn to her like a magnet is to metal. Finishing up, we pack up our books and shit to head out to the courtyard.

As we’re about to walk out of the cafeteria, I see Jesse, Shayla’s crush, walking toward her. She stumbles in front of me when she sees him. Fuck, I hate this guy and I hate that he has that effect on her. 

“Hey, Shay,” he says, stepping beside me to talk to her. 

Only I call her Shay. Fuck you, buddy. I watch her closely, knowing full well I’m squinting and my mouth is slightly agape, as I look at the two of them. I mean, the nerve of this fucker. I know Shayla is blind to it, because she’s just that innocent, but everyone knows I like her, even this ballsy tool. Everyone who doesn’t have a death wish knows to back the fuck off, but this guy’s a real fucking brave one. 

“You look beautiful today.” 

I watch the blush creep up her cheeks as she puts a strand of hair behind her ear. Wait, is she flirting? Her reaction to him has my fists curling into tight balls, my knuckles white. 

 “Hey, oh thanks, Jesse, you’re sweet.” As if someone hit a slow motion button, I watch with great attention, highly annoyed when he leaves my side and walks up to her, then purposefully rubs her arm. Who does that? It looks awkward and it’s uncomfortable. 

“I was wondering if you have a date to Derek’s party this Saturday? Because if you don’t, I think we—” 

I’m done with this conversation. Go ask someone else, douche lord, she’s hanging with me this weekend. Puffing my chest, I go in for the kill, overly excited to let this schmuck’s feelings get rubbed in the dirt by my big boot. “Nope, she’s going with me, sorry, bro, piss somewhere else.” Nudging him with my shoulder, I push him out of her reach and wrap my arm around her shoulder, pulling her in closely to my side, ignoring her resistance. 

He looks at me with his lips pursed and his fists clenching at his sides, like mine just were a moment ago. I can tell he wants to fight me, but his lanky build and short stature is nothing to my six foot two build and bulging muscles. Yeah, I just bragged a bit.

“Oh, I didn’t know you two were a thing.” 

Shay pushes into my side, making us part, and she responds hastily. “We aren’t. I’ll see you guys later.” 

I watch her storm out of the cafeteria like a bat out of hell and start to go after her, but before I get far, Kingston grabs my arm. 

“Let her cool off, bro, you know how she gets. And for shit’s sake, if you want to be with her that bad, put us all out of our misery and do it.” 

He’s right, she needs her space. For this first time I have to let her come to me. I need to start working on my groveling skills if she’s ever going to forgive me for whatever the fuck just came over me back there. 

I’m not into relationships, I like Shayla—yes, but relationships are a joke. My dad loved my mother for far too long, giving way too much, and her ass bounced when she decided we weren’t good enough. My dad was devastated, all because he loved her. Relationships open up the possibility to fall in love. No thanks, but with Shayla, if I can’t have her, then whoever gets her has to be good enough. And Jesse isn’t that guy. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to let her fall in love with someone. God, I’m a psycho. 

Later that night, I’m watching the game when the doorbell sounds off. My dad’s out of town on business and Kings won’t be over until after his date with Hilary. Reluctantly, I get up and make my way to the door. Looking out the window, I see a pissed off, but still fucking adorable Shayla. I can tell she’s cold from the way she holds herself and the quivering of her lips. It must be twenty degrees outside. Utah winters are terrible. Hurriedly opening the door just enough to allow her tiny frame to slip under my arm, I let her in. Well, she barges in and almost immediately starts poking my chest with her tiny fingers. 

“What the hell is your problem? Where do you get off thinking you can just ruin my date with Jesse?” she huffs, pacing back and forth in front of me. Before I can even open my mouth to speak, she starts up again. 

“You know I like him, Trey. I have wanted to date him for forever!” 

This makes me angry; actually, it makes me fucking furious. I know I have no claim to her, but everything about this woman screams mine, with or without her permission. 

“He’s a fucking loser, Shay. Sorry, but you deserve better.” She crosses her arms over her chest, pushing her sexy tits up more, and rolls her eyes in exasperation. I laugh at her failed attempt to look pissed. When she’s like this it only turns me on more. I love when she challenges my restraint. 

 “What are you talking about? That’s not your choice to make, Trey! God, you piss me off. I shouldn’t even be here, it doesn’t matter. You’re just a big, fat, ahh—” 

Cutting her off, I throw her moody ass over my shoulder. There’s no way I’m going to let her leave this house mad at me. This firecracker needs a time-out, and I will be sure to give her one. 

She starts fighting me in protest, pounding her fists against my back and flailing her legs, almost hitting me in the face. She’s wild tonight. I throw her onto my large couch; she looks appalled while she struggles to regain her surroundings and moves all her hair that’s now covering her face, back to its rightful state. 

“You’re out of control, Trey. I’m not a rag doll, you can’t just throw me around like a caveman would.” 

I rush to cover her body with mine and she falls back against the pillow when I do. She’s so wrong; I’m a fucking man, a man craving its mate. She’s lucky that’s all I did. My room is just up the stairs, and my bed could use some loose screws. 

 “Wrong, Shayla, you need to chill the fuck out for a second, because you don’t understand that I’m just trying to protect you. That guy’s a scumbag. I’m not sorry about believing you deserve better, and you shouldn’t be pissed at me for that. You can be angry with me, but don’t come into my house and call me unwarranted names and not expect me to put you back in check. Because one day, Shayla, you will realize some man will come along and ruin you for anyone. But mark my words, it won’t be that fucker.” 

I instantly feel bad when her eyes start to water. Fuck, is she crying? I’m such a dick. I just wanted her to calm down and realize I’m right. Jesse is, rightfully so, a fucking douche. 

“Sweetie, I didn’t mean to yell.” 

She shakes her head and places her warm hand against my chest, just above my heart. “No, Trey, you’re right. You don’t deserve to be yelled at like this. I know you’re just trying to protect me, and Jesse doesn’t have the best reputation.” 

I’m a little confused as to why she was mad in the first place then. I look at her with bewilderment, encouraging her to press on. “Why are you crying then?” 

She looks like she’s about to tell me something important, but then something else passes over her face. What the fuck was that?

“I just started my period, and I’m emotional, and it’s just…I don’t know, it’s nothing. Thank you for caring about me.” 

Now I’m even more confused, did she just thank me for ruining her date and throwing her around like a caveman? Also, let’s not forget when I yelled at her. Shayla’s a bull in a cage, you pick at her too much and she’ll ram right back. This woman’s a damn mystery. I refrain from asking her any more questions or pushing the matter, I’ve done enough tonight, I think.

“Can I hang out and watch the game with you? Kings is gone, and my mom and dad were fighting when I left.” 

I would like that. Not missing what she said about her parents, I’m reminded how much I hate her mother. I swear she just uses her kids and Tom, even though they’re divorced, for a free ride. Class winner that woman is. 

“Yes, you can. Flip over so you can rest while I watch the game.” I switch our positions on the couch so she’s lying on top of me with her head on my chest and her hair right below my chin. I take in her scent for a moment, and if I weren’t lying down, her scent would bring me to my fucking knees. After a few moments I hear her breathing slow down, her body feels limp against mine. I feel my heart tighten, I know in this moment that no one will ever be allowed the privilege to lay their head on my chest but her.
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“I GUESS YOU WERE kind of right, buddy.” She laughs, pulling me from my daydream. 

“Kind of? I think I was a hundred percent correct, because, if I remember correctly, he got busted for drugs and then sent to military school. Right?” I ask, heavy with the sarcasm. She likes it when I’m a smart-ass. 

“Geez, you are such a glory hog. Yes, you were right, almighty Trey.” I feel her body shake with laughter and my chest puffs out in victory. I love being right, especially when it makes her laugh like that. With no care in the world. 

“Can I be honest with you?” she questions, running her hand over the ridges of my abs.

“Yes, shoot.” I can feel her body tense under my hands that are roaming her back gently.

 “That was the first time I ever wanted to be touched.” 

My heart starts pumping faster, knowing she thought about us together, sexually. “You did? You wanted me that night?” Craning my neck to look down at her, I see her biting the tip of her thumb. She nods up at me. 

“I wanted to touch you then too, and believe me, baby, I will. One day I’ll own you completely, and not just intimately, but I will own your heart, soul, mind, and body. You’ll be mine forever,” I say, placing my hand under her chin, gently pulling her thumb free. She gives me her lips, and I swear it’s like I’m eating candy. She’s so sweet, so innocent. 

“Mmm, Trey, I want you to touch me.” Pulling her lips from me, she moans. Her lusty eyes hooded while she looks up at me. 

“But, Shay, sex is—” 

“No, not sex, I mean I want to have sex, but we still need to explore whatever this is before we go there. Still doesn’t mean we can’t do other things.” She blushes. Innocence looks so damn sexy on her. 

“Are you sure?” I question. I don’t want to pressure her into anything if she’s not ready. Who am I kidding? Her body is screaming for me to lick, taste, and fuck it. 

“I’m sure. Make me feel good. I want to know what it’s like,” she begs. Smirking, I lean in and bite her lip. 

“You have no idea what things I can and will do to this tight little body,” I warn, letting her see the heat in my eyes. Her breath catches and I say no more. 

Kissing her for a few short seconds on the mouth, I move from there to her neck, slowly venturing down to her tits. I look up at her curious gaze that is heavily filled with desire, I lift my hand to her left breast and pull the lace of her bra down, her sexy rose nipple breaking free. Holy fuck me, she has luscious tits, so full and fucking huge. Solid C cup and perfect for my hand. 

I squeeze gently, letting her nipple bud stick out farther so my lips can have their wicked way. Watching her, only breaking contact to blink, I lick the tip of my tongue in hard circles around her erect nipple. Like the thing was hot-wired to her gearshift that controls her body, she arches her back off the bed, causing me to lose the connection for a short second. Gaining control back, I move to the other tit and repeat the motion. 

“Trey. Oh God. That feels amazing,” she cries out. 

“You ain’t felt nothing yet, baby.”

Tracing my fingertips lightly over her slim stomach, I circle her bellybutton with featherlike touches, causing her to growl in frustration. 

“What kind of sexy fucking sweetness does my girl have hiding under these little panties?” I tease, moving my finger down the outside of her panties, over the line of her lips. I feel the wet heat radiating from her, and I growl like a fucking beast. Hell yeah. 

“Before I make you feel good, baby, I need you to say something for me.” She just nods her head in rapid motions, biting her lip. 

“Mhhmm. Anything, Trey.” 

Smirking, I move the white material of her panties aside, exposing her fucking heaven to me. Damn that is the nicest pussy I’ve ever seen. Pink, wet, and all fucking tight for my pleasure. 

“Tell me this pussy is mine and you want me to take it like I own it.” Shayla is a good girl, getting her to say something like this may be a battle, but I watch her patiently, my finger sliding up and down her folds while she debates her next move. 

“Give it to your fucking man, tell him he owns this pussy,” I demand. Giving one last effort to get her to be a dirty girl for me, I pull out the big guns. Spreading her lips, I begin lightly drawing circles around her slick entrance, teasing her.

“Trey, I’m yours, this pussy is yours!” she screams into the air when I stick one finger in her snug, wet heat. Fuck she is tight; I’ve never felt a pussy this tight before. 

“Fuck, you are deadly, baby. So fucking good, so fucking tight. My cock is aching to be inside you.” She moans and starts to match the thrust of my fingers, circling her hips. She wants more, and I know how to give her more. Taking my thumb, I place it against her clit, rubbing hard circles while I slowly enter in a second finger. She stops circling her hips and flinches so I rub my thumb harder against her clit. 

“Relax, baby, let me make you feel good.” 

“You are, God, you are!” Mewling, she grabs the sheets in her hands. I’m mesmerized; watching her find pleasure and take it is almost as good as what it feels to be the one getting the pleasure. 

“You ever come before, baby?” I lean forward and kiss her lips, licking the seams. 

She shakes her head. “No.” 

“What a shame, you look so fucking good taking pleasure, baby.” I take it as a personal mission to make her come so hard she craves my touch every second of every day.” I rub circles against her spot deep inside that sets her off. 

“Trey, it’s too much, it feels weird, it tingles.” 

“That’s it, feel that sensation and let go, don’t fight it, baby,” I whisper in her ear, licking her earlobe. 

“Oh my God!” Moving my face back to hers, only inches apart, she reaches up to grab my hair, locking her gaze on me. Biting her lip, her forehead creases and her brows draw in. I feel her pulsing and clamping down on me, then a wave of juices coats my fingers. I feel our connection grow stronger while I watch her hit her high then crash to her low. Fuck, I’m in trouble. 

Rolling to the side of her, I silently pull her back into me and adjust her across my chest—her spot. My hands roam aimlessly over the curve of her lower back. Words aren’t needed, we just enjoy the quiet. Processing the moment we just shared. I’m never gonna forget that, it will forever be seared into my mind. A few minutes later I hear her breathing turn shallow, telling me she’s asleep. I slowly drift off myself, knowing that tomorrow will be a whole different thing; the relationship between us will be stronger.
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Shayla

 

MY ALARM AND A delicious heat against my back wake me up the next morning. I stretch, shutting off the incessant beeping coming from the nightstand. Rolling back over, I come face-to-face with a sleeping Trey. He looks beautiful. I know men don’t like to be called beautiful, but he really is. Maybe it’s the way he touched me last night and explored me in ways I’ve never been explored before. He made me feel so incredible, completely owned me and built this connection that wasn’t there before with me. 

Whatever it is, I don’t want to change it. His sandy blond hair is sticking up in all different directions, his lips are still red from our make out session, they are slightly parted and the softest snore is making its way out. His arm rests across his bare, muscular chest moving with each inhale and exhale. All I want to do is kiss him, waking him up with my lips taking a journey along his body. I’m so screwed. 

“Keep looking at me like I’m your breakfast and you may not get to leave this bed for actual food.” 

I jump a little, completely startled. I can’t believe he caught me gawking at his body like a piece of meat. 

“You would like that, but we both have things to do today. So, up you go!” Sitting up to leave the bed, I’m pulled back down quickly. Before I realize what’s going on, I’m under him and he’s covering my body with his warm skin. 

“You wish. It’s Sunday, let’s play hooky and cuddle all day. I just want to spend time with my beautiful girl.” 

That gives me instant butterflies. The good kind that makes your toes curl. 

“Yeah, I’d love that but we have a ton of new shipments coming in the store today, and I need to get them ready for a photo shoot tomorrow.” I watch disappointment wash over his perfectly stubbled face, making me want to take back what I’ve said. Staying in bed with Trey sounds more appealing. I hate working on weekends. 

“You’re right, Kings and I have an out-of-state band using the studio and they want to do a session today. Sucks being the boss, you can’t enjoy the weekends like we used to.” 

“What kind of music is it?” I ask, playing with the hair at the crook of his neck. Loving the way he moves his head in the slightest way so I’ll hit the spot he wants the most. 

“They’re pop punk, with a little more electronic and techno. They’re called the Roes. They have a big following here, but they live in Arizona.” 

“That’s weird, why are they coming here then?” Distracting me with kisses on my neck, he lightly sucks the skin above my collarbone. Okay, no talking, more kissing. 

“Well, they heard we have a good reputation with some local and big name bands. When people know we’ve signed and produced some awesome musicians, they jump on it. So really, I’m pretty legit, right, babe?” 

I bite my lip and a quiet moan leaves my mouth, his teeth lightly nip the spot between my shoulder and neck, making me fall into a haze. That haze being Trey Adams, my personal kryptonite. He’s pretty legit in all definitions of that word. 

“Last night was amazing, baby, your body is fucking beautiful.” 

My heart keeps pounding in my chest, and I can’t help but want to do it again. Remembering his long, skilled fingers touching me like no one ever has before. I’ve never been touched or even touched myself. He’s the first man to get a glimpse of me like that. 

“I want to touch you again.” He sucks on my ear and slips his hands into my panties, touching my core with soft touches. Then he inserts first one finger then another, and I moan his name in protest. 

He takes delicious time, stroking inside me, while his mouth spends time on my neck, licking and sucking. I giggle when his scruff from his five o’clock shadow tickles up the column of my neck. His lips travel farther down, stopping to suck on my shoulder, where he marks me. 

Inserting another finger, I writhe in pleasure. It feels amazing. Lifting his head back, he looks down with hooded eyes at our connection, watching his fingers disappear and reappear over and over again. The fire in his eyes, and the heat from his touch brings me close to the edge. I don’t know if it’s normal to come this easily. I heard most girls take a long time to get off; I think it’s just Trey and his skillful ways. 

“Trey, it’s too much, baby. I can’t fight this feeling.” 

“Tell me, baby, tell me what you’re feeling,” he whispers, looking down at me with hooded eyes. 

“This feeling, it’s too much, the pleasure is too much,” I say, digging my nails into the sheet and my heels pushing into the bed, causing my back to arch. There is a burning deep in the pit of my stomach, the same sensation from last night, starting to build. All of my senses—touch, smell, taste—are acutely aware of him and what he is doing to my body.

“I know, this is all too much, and it’s nothing compared to what we’ll experience together. Let go for me, baby.” As if he is speaking to my body itself, I let go, letting my orgasm take over my body. When waves crash and volcanoes erupt, I imagine it happens like this. I feel weightless, like I can’t function on my own if I tried. When he touches me, I feel electrified, liberated, so dang good. I let the air fill my lungs and watch the rapid rise and fall of my chest.

 He runs his hands delicately over my face, sweeping my fallen hair out of the way while I settle down and come back to earth. If this is foreplay, I can’t imagine what sex will feel like. “Let’s get in the bath before we have to go to work, I won’t see you until tonight. Which is eight hours way too fucking long.” 

I think it’s sweet what he’s saying, but still it shocks me. Trey isn’t the clingy type; he hasn’t had a relationship other than sex before me, which is why it surprises me. His fear of relationships stems from his past with his mother and her abandoning him.

Kingston tells me Trey will talk about his mom sometimes, but it’s short and simple, nothing too detailed. I watch him battle with himself every day, trying to hush the demons that keep him from receiving the love he so badly desires. Even though I want to, I don’t tell him that he wears his heart on his sleeve. I know she ruined a big part of him. She left a black hole inside of him, and I fear he’ll never let it be filled again. Pushing the thought to the dark corners of my mind, I focus on the minor steps he’s taken just recently. Opening up to me, making me his girlfriend. I’d like to think that’s progress. 

“Yeah, let’s. I mean, God forbid we won’t be able to see each other all day.” Sarcastically, I let him know he’s seriously adorable for wanting to spend every waking moment with me. He smacks my butt, and I yelp.

 “Keep making fun of me and I’ll follow you to work and bug you all day.”

 “Oh, do that! You could probably convince a lot of women that they look good just by winking at them and telling them to buy everything.” He gets up from the bed and I’m reminded that he is only in his boxer briefs when he stretches, showing me his very nice butt and muscular back. 

“Come on, babe, the day’s calling.” 

I climb out of bed and make my way to the hall closet to grab him a towel. Walking into the bathroom, the smell of honeysuckle fills my nostrils. Trey’s completely stripped down and standing in the tub with his hand extended toward me. He’s so defined and perfectly sculpted, he’s like a sculpture of the ultimate Adonis. I can’t help but notice his even more impressive dick. I don’t want to speak too out of context, but I didn’t know they could be that big. 

He watches me as I slowly strip down, biting his lip when I’m completely naked in front of him. I swear that look is the epitome of desire. Climbing into the tub, I let the water warm my feet as he slowly lowers us. He sits behind me, his legs on either side of me, my head finding its place against his chest. There’s nowhere else I’d rather be. 

“Do you ever think about her? You know, your mom?” Concentrating on cupping the water in his hand, he lets it lazily run down my chest. Stopping when I finish my question. 

“Why?” 

He sounds different, I’m not sure if it’s anger or just curiosity. I’m the one that should be curious, but I don’t press him on the issue. 

“I just wanna know. I know it’s been a long time since you last saw her. Do you think of her?” There’s a moment of complete silence, and I can hear the tiny drips from the bath faucet hitting the water. Minutes later, he starts talking. 

“Sometimes I wonder if she thinks of me. I think about what she’s up to. Does she have a new family? Did she have any other kids that are better than me, since she couldn’t love me?” 

This confession rocks me. How can he truly think that he’s not lovable or that it was his fault by any means? 

“Trey, don’t think that. You’re not the one to blame for her choices. She left you, not the other way around.” My desire to make him understand is strong. I don’t ever want him thinking he could’ve caused her leaving. That woman’s a poor excuse for a mother. He drops his lips to my shoulder, not replying right away. 

“But why? Was it because I was too loud or didn’t try hard enough at keeping my room clean?” 

She left when he was young, so his thoughts are still naïve and juvenile. Here’s this grown man thinking his mom left because his room wasn’t clean enough. You would think with age he would realize there are more mature and reasonable explanations for her shortcomings as a mother. 

 “Trey, really, you’re telling me that if you have kids one day, and their rooms aren’t clean or they are too loud, that you’d leave them?” He shakes his head lightly in response, but that isn’t good enough for me. Sitting up and turning to face him, I scoot him forward and straddle his waist. I’m glad my bathtub is Jacuzzi sized, because this would be a lot more difficult to maneuver if it wasn’t. 

I need him to find clarity in this moment, I need him to remember that he was just a kid and she was the neglectful parent. “You were not the problem, Trey Joseph Adams. She has no idea what a blessing it was to not only know you, but to have you as her child.” I rub my thumbs over his cheeks, hoping to give him the connection he needs in order to find truth in my next declaration. “You’re the most loving, funny, talented, and extremely good-looking person I know. Don’t ever think that her leaving was any reflection of you. You were a child and she was the coward. You’re incredible, Trey, and she should regret every moment of her life because she will never get the chance to meet the man you have become.” The tears that were building in his blue eyes never get the chance to fall. I won this round, I’m sure more are to come, but this is a small victory for us. 

His hands find the back of my neck, sliding up into my hair and pulling my lips to his in one swift movement. 

We’re kissing, our tongues trying to fight for dominance, trying to express the exact thing that we’re both fighting to admit. Love. I know I love him, I have for thirteen years, and one day I’ll tell him, but for now I just want him to feel it, feel me. 

“You are everything to me, do you understand that?” he says. 

I nod. Feeling him grow hard under me, I reach my hand into the water when he starts kissing me again. I gently start stroking him; his head relaxing against the wall while his eyes remain locked on mine. It’s the most erotic thing to be intimate with him. When he’s biting his lip and not letting his eyes leave mine, it’s earth shattering. 

“Yes, I do, because you are my everything too, Trey.” Keeping my gaze on him, I stroke with one hand, asking him for silent approval if I’m doing it right. 

“Tighter, baby, just a little. But just like that.” Placing his hand over mine, he helps guide me over his cock. His jaw opens and his lips form an O when I pick up the pace. Reaching my other hand under the water, I cup his balls. Cosmo magazine said men like that. He growls, the sexiest, most animal-like thing and it turns me on all over again. 

“Fuck, where… I mean…fuck…” He stops, leaving his sentence unfinished. Reaching up he grabs my breast in his warm, wet palms, squeezing and leaning to suck on my nipples. I stroke him faster and his moans get louder. With a few more pumps, he comes. Moaning, he drops my nipple from his mouth, straining his neck back while warm cum rolls over and down my hand. 

“Fuck beautiful, that felt fucking incredible. Damn.” I smirk, feeling proud. I have no experience so his approval puts me on cloud nine. I love pleasing Trey. 

“I mean, duh. Just kidding. Gosh, can we just stay here all day?” I ask and he just shakes his head no, pouting his lip to me. God he is so cute. We reluctantly get out of the tub together, wrapping each other in towels and enjoy small talk. 

“I’m headed to the apartment to get dressed for work, baby. Give me a kiss before I go.” Giving him a quick kiss, he pulls me flush against his hard body and puts his warm, calloused hand on my cheek. 

“I’ll miss you, and I’ll be over later tonight.” Giving me one last peck, he turns to head to the door. 

“Bye, baby.” 

“Bye, Trey, have a good day!” I hear him shut the door, and I get dressed in some boyfriend cut jeans, a white V-neck tee, and some brown booties. When I look in the mirror my long, curly hair looks even more shiny than usual and my face looks brighter, and it’s not because of the light coat of makeup. It’s from pure happiness. Everything is falling into place, and I can only hope that it’ll stay this way, that we’ll face our demons together. 

Within thirty minutes I’m walking into the boutique, ready to see our new line and get things done. 

“Hey, L, how’s the new stuff?” I say, placing my bag under the register. 

“It’s cute so far. But no way, you’re up first.” I look down at the six boxes sitting by the side of the register and laugh. I know she’s talking about what went down with Trey and me after we left the bar the other night. 

“I’ll tell you everything, as long as we get these boxes open and out on the floor. Evan will be here in a couple of hours to see the new line so he can have his team create a marketing campaign,” I inform her, since she wasn’t feeling well enough and had to miss out on dinner, she wasn’t told, which is my fault. What can I say, I’ve been a little wrapped up in a certain blue-eyed guy.

“Crap! Why didn’t you tell me? I’m not ready,” she says, grabbing the box cutter and opening the boxes while I pull the rack closer to us. 

“I’m sorry, it’s been a busy couple of days.” She looks at me like I’m speaking gibberish, and I know she’s about to lay it on me thick. 

“You must not be getting enough sleep. You know, maybe you have restless body syndrome from too much sex.” I throw a top that I picked up from the box and it lands on her head, making us both laugh. 

“You are such a little pervert! I don’t know where that comes from. You used to be so classy, now you just talk about sex. All—the—time.” I feel the mood shift and the air turns thick, and that’s when I know I struck a nerve in her. 

“That’s what being controlled like a robot and abused for two years will do to you when you get a taste of freedom,” she says solemnly. 

“Lana, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make you remember that.” I instantly feel the overwhelming emotion that comes with regret. About two weeks into her relationship with Joel, he started to beat on her, telling her where she could go, who she could hang out with, and what she could wear. It was a tragic part of her life and a bigger tragedy to stand by and watch, because she begged all of us to leave her be. Like the idiot I was, I listened to her. 

“Don’t. I know you didn’t, it’s just a reminder of how different I was, how much I had to hide.” She plays with the tag on the shirt she’s holding, concentrating on it with great detail for a few more minutes. 

“Enough with the heavy. Tell me about Trey.” 

I know I need to drop it and not push the issue; it’s only been a little over three years since she escaped him. I learned fast that she wouldn’t talk about it or him, ever. I’m not about to make today the day I try to get her to open up. It’s supposed to be a good day, for the both of us.

 “Tell me about you and Trey. What in the world is going on with you two?” 

I could ask her the same thing. She and Kingston were just making out the other night at the club.

“There’s not much to say, but we’re a couple now.”

“No shit, it’s about time. I was hoping that would happen. But I didn’t think, with Trey’s past, that he would actually commit.” Her honesty holds a ton of truth, hitting the nail on the head with that one. 

“I know, it all happened so fast. He’s so different and honest with me, telling me what he wanted and how he was willing to try for us.” She nods her head like she’s not shocked at all by my confession. I guess it was only a matter of time before we ended up getting together. 

“That’s good, you two deserve it,” she says encouragingly. 

“I don’t want to pry or get to into it, but I saw you and Kings pawing at each other in the club the other night.” I watch her roll her eyes and she shrugs her shoulder, waving her hand in the air like I’m a fly pestering her. I’m not the only one with a story to tell. I won’t be the only one spilling the beans while she hides it. Lana is a dude stuck in a gorgeous girl’s body. She doesn’t want commitment, that’s why I’m shocked they were acting that way together at the club.

“Nothing. We were tipsy, and I wanted someone to kiss. Point, blank, period,” she says matter-of-factly, trying to steer the conversation elsewhere. I know she knows me better than that. I don’t let her hide from me. I was gonna let this slide and not bring it up but now I’m determined. She needs to open up to me.

“Oh, really. So I have to tell you every detail of my conversation with Trey, but you get to make the world’s lamest excuse to me? Funny.” I watch her every expression and almost make my way in. She’s just about to open her mouth when the alarm in the back chimes, letting us know someone’s walking in. 

“We aren’t done talking about this, Lana.” She looks at me in exasperation before going back to entering the new inventory. Shrugging me and our lingering conversation off. 

Turning toward the door, I see Evan walking in. He’s been working tirelessly, like we have, to help get us enough money to open two more locations. One in New York and one in Portland. Portland was a choice Lana and I made together. My dad moved there, and I wanted even more of an excuse to get away to see him more often. 

Lana and I had no idea that our boutique was going to amass this much success in just three short years. Not that we think our store is crap, but it’s the fashion industry and it’s not an easy field to break into. With an abundance of competition, fashion ever-changing, and the economy crashing, we are damn lucky to be where we’re now. 

“Evan, how are you?” I ask excitedly, noticing his silver, three-piece suit. He’s always wearing a suit. Evan’s a lot taller than me, with slicked-back dark hair and green eyes that teeter on the edge of being more emerald than green. I know he’s wealthy and has multiple businesses that he and his family have made successful. I’m crossing my fingers that CC Chic will be added to that long list. 

“You look lovely today, as usual,” he compliments me, unbuttoning his suit jacket and taking a deep breath. “Let’s see this new line we discussed so I can get a better idea of how we want to market it.” 

I’ve been chomping at the bits to get the ball rolling on this part of the deal; this is just getting us one step closer to our end result. Bigger and better! 

“Perfect! Come with me, and I’ll show you some of the styling we can do. I wasn’t expecting you for another couple of hours so please bear with us, we’re still getting it out and onto the floor.” He smiles and nods in understanding. 

“Well, what can I say? I was excited to see my favorite new business partner.” His smile is crooked and he has this new look in his eyes that I didn’t notice before. Since this is only my second time seeing him in person, I ignore it and chalk it up to not knowing him well enough. 

We spend the next two hours going over the new product, the theme we’d like to go with, and what the overall marketing plan is. My feet are killing me by now and I’m all talked out. 

“All right, well, I better get going and start working on this. We’ll be having a model call this week, so I’ll send you the photos. Then you and Lana can pick which ones you like best. Unless you want to model? You have the perfect body for it.” 

My chest fills with air as I stop breathing for a split second. Evan’s kind, but he’s not afraid to say what he is thinking, and I think what he’s thinking is a tad inappropriate. Shaking off his comment, I try and terminate the rest of this conversation with deflection. 

“You’re kind, but I’m not comfortable with modeling. It’s not my thing.” 

He tilts his head and makes a tsk, tsk sound.

“It’s a shame.” He looks me up and down then continues, “You’re stunning. I’ll see you later, ladies.” We say our good-byes and right before he leaves he turns back and says, “Shay, can I talk to you in the back real quick?” 

I look to Lana and we exchange an awkward glance, one he doesn’t see from where he’s standing, then I turn and follow him. 

He gestures for me to step into my office first, and I take the seat in front of my desk. Waiting for him to take the vacant chair next to me. “What can I help you with?” I ask as he situates himself in his seat. 

“I was thinking we should do dinner again.” 

Smirking, I wave my hand in front of me. “Don’t worry about Lana, I will catch her up on what we discussed at dinner now that she’s feeling better. You are a busy man, don’t worry about it.” I assure him. He tilts his head and I watch him study me. I don’t know why but something makes me feel uncomfortable, the shift in the air doesn’t feel right. 

“I meant like dinner, just you and me outside of business.” His blunt statement catches me off guard, because I know he knows about Trey. He is far too confident in asking me with the knowledge he has about my relationship. 

“Um, no thanks, I’m with someone,” I reply, suddenly feeling claustrophobic and anxious to leave the room. I pick at the loose string on my shirtsleeve. Evan really shouldn’t be here asking me this, and out of respect for Trey, I shouldn’t even be here entertaining this subject. I need to get out. 

“If you’ll excuse me, I need to get back to work.” I go to take my leave when he grabs my arm roughly, pulling me down to eye level. Panic sets in, but my fight or flight instincts are not catching up with me fast enough. I stay stone-still as he narrows his eyes. 

“You could have been more respectful with your rejection. Seeing as I’m putting in long hours to help you gain a successful business. I mean rejection isn’t something I’m accustomed to and that wasn’t very tasteful of you, now was it?” His eyes look dark, and I swallow thickly past the lump in my now dry throat. This escalated far too quickly, and I honestly don’t know what to do. Do I run or scream for Lana? His grip on me is way too threatening. Fear is written all over my face and I know he can see it. 

“Shay, wow, I was joking, you should see your face.” Like a flip of a switch, my heart rate knocks back a few notches. Holy cow, I thought he was serious. And if I’m being honest, I don’t like his sense of humor, he really should work on his punch lines.

“Oh, okay.” I’m still a little shaken up and not totally comfortable with what scene is playing out in front of me.

“Listen, Shay, it was a joke, I was trying to lighten the mood a little, last time you left me you looked mad as all hell, and I just wanted to play around. That’s all.” 

Evan’s face looks sincere and he does have a point. He witnessed me and Trey’s debacle on the phone the last time we were together. 

“I’m sorry. Let’s forget about this, I will make sure to keep all jokes simple from now on, okay?” 

Waiting a second, I hold off on responding, collecting my thoughts. That was freaking weird. But it was all in the name of humor. He could take a note on proper humor from my brother’s handbook. 

“No, I’m sorry, I just freaked out for a second there, don’t worry about it.” I wave it off and shake off the last bit of creepy vibes. Giving me a curt nod and a wink, he stands and turns to leave. 

“Talk to you soon, if you or Lana need me, you know how to reach me.”

Making my way out to the floor, I box up that awkward exchange and go over everything the three of us discussed today. I’m ready for the day to be done and to get back to Trey. I miss him.
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Trey

 

I SLIDE INTO KINGSTON’S BMW around nine that night, three hours past the time I wanted to be done. I’ve been texting Shayla all day, but haven’t heard much back except for random one-letter answers. Knowing she was busy today with the investor—even saying his title bugs me—I try not to dwell on it and instead think about spending the night with her. 

“I hooked up with Lana,” Kingston says, just barely above the music coming from the speakers. He doesn’t take his eyes off the road as he weaves in and out of traffic. I look out the window, not sure if I should say something or just let him have the floor. It felt like he had more to say, but he stays silent. It’s as if he wanted to just say it to say it, so he doesn’t have to carry this secret anymore. 

After a few more minutes of silence, I take a deep breath and answer on an exhale. “Do you like her?” 

He looks more conflicted than he did when he told me he slept with her. I know what he’s going through. I’ve been in love with Shay for years, and I suffered many years alone with this secret. He grips the steering wheel and moves his hands over it as if he is trying to wring out a towel.

“Yeah, I do like her, but she has to be a damn tease and make it…hard!” He releases the steering wheel, only to create a fist before bringing it down in aggravation back to where it was moments ago. “She makes me so mad, Trey. She tells me how much I mean to her and how much she wants me. Then we make love and, Trey… Fuck, man, I’ve never made love to another woman like I have with her.” The agony on his face makes me feel even worse, this is my best friend, and I can’t help him. Lana is a different breed though—hot and cold, on and off. 

“Have you told her you like her?” I ask hesitantly, hoping it doesn’t upset him more. 

He shakes his head in response before he murmurs, “No.” 

I start to play with the cuff of my leather jacket, thinking of what else I can offer him or how I can give him peace of mind. 

“You know, man, she hasn’t been the same since Joel, but if you like her, keep fighting. Show her that you aren’t him, that you’re not a coward, and that you’re the man she needs.” This all seems a little foreign to me, because for the last couple of years he has helped me with the Shayla situation, always providing advice, but now the tables have turned. They’ve turned, and I feel like I can’t offer him anything valuable other than a pat on the shoulder with a quick good luck. Nothing else needs to be said, and I know that for right now he just needed to tell someone else. 

My phone rings in my hand, causing my face to light up like Christmas when I see my girl’s name. “Hey, baby, what’s my girl up to?” 

“I just finished cleaning my room, now I’m ready and waiting for my hot date to pick me up. What about you?” she replies sarcastically. 

Hearing her say she’s in her room makes me think of her in her bed, tucked close to my side. Within seconds, I think of forgoing dinner and just staying in bed, learning my woman again. Stealing her kisses, robbing her laughter, and owning her soul. Shayla doesn’t realize this, but she’s completely changed my outlook on life. Yes, I still struggle with my past that my mom fucking destroyed, but Shayla makes me want to try. “I’m headed back to come get you, what’re you wearing?” I hear Kings cough next to me. Reaching across, I punch his arm, hard. 

“I’m wearing black, ripped skinnies with a rock tee, just for you.” She’s blushing; I can hear it through the phone. Fuck, she’s beautiful.

 Changing the subject for Kingston’s sake, I say, “I can’t wait to hear how the meeting went.” An excited squeal blasts through the phone. I laugh as I hold it away from my ear to save it from being ruptured. I’m happy that she’s so happy. This is a one-eighty from the other day, and I’m so fucking excited to get her in my arms tonight. 

“Perfect, we are almost there, I’ll be up in a minute, you can tell me all about it then.” We finish up the conversation and five minutes later we pull into the parking garage. Getting out of the car, I adjust my jeans, making sure the rolled cuffs are sitting on top of my brown boots. I’m not sure why, but suddenly I feel insecure, like my outfit doesn’t look as good as I wanted it to. You got the girl, Trey, don’t be a pussy. 

Kingston senses my unease, meeting me around the back of his car. Answering my subconscious question. “You look fine, dumbass. Geez, you’re turning into a little bitch, I swear.” 

He can’t be serious, I’m sure the conversation in the car about Lana was pretty chummy. 

“Okay, well, while I’m over here acting like a little bitch, don’t let Lana steal your man card.”

 “Oh, you are so funny, bro. Ha, ha, ha,” he replies in a mocking tone. I don’t see how he doesn’t find me funny; I think I’m hilarious. 

We make our way toward the elevator when I wrap my arm around his neck, bringing him down into a headlock, trying to lighten the mood. I’m rubbing my knuckles through his hair when I hear a high-pitched squeal. I detest when girls do that, but not in this case though. I couldn’t be happier to hear it. I look up and see my beautiful girl running toward me. I told her I would come get her, but she’s a little impatient tonight, obviously. 

Her outburst gets me distracted enough that Kingston takes a shot at my side. I wince, pushing him aside just in time for Shayla to jump into my arms. Wrapping her long, tan, thin legs around me, she crushes her lips on mine.

 Her kiss is welcomed and her warmth is needed. Tasting like mint and her, she’s my personal aphrodisiac. She lets my tongue ease its way past her lips, and I take full advantage of this opportunity. We spend a good minute fighting for more friction when I hear Kingston cough. Fuck, I forgot her brother was here, my bad.

“Get a room, sluts.” She finally leans back to look at me. 

“You look so handsome, T,” she says, running her soft hands over my jawline. I haven’t shaved in days, so my face is covered in stubble, creating a light shadow of a beard. 

“Leather jacket paired with a gray V-neck tee and blue boot cut jeans rolled up once at the ankle. It’s like I dressed you myself, handsome. Very fashionable,” she teases in her cute flirtatious way. 

“What can I say? I learn from the best. Besides, you look even better.” Really, how in the actual hell did I get so lucky to have her? Her auburn hair is down and curled, with her makeup dark and sultry, reminding me of a temptress—my temptress. I lean in when she blushes from my compliment and bite her neck, making her throw her head back with a laugh. Her neck is exposed so I take the opportunity to feast.
I start kissing, licking, sucking on her, noticing that Kingston isn’t there anymore. He needed to leave. Brother or not, I’m not stopping. I also remember that we’re still in the parking lot and I better stop before I lay her down right here and let everyone see what’s mine. 

“Baby, you’re killing me.” She brings her head down when my lips part from her neck, her green eyes now shadowed with a dark haze. I know that look; that is the look of pure want. 

“When we get home later, I’ll take care of your needs, but we have reservations and I need to be a gentleman tonight.” Nodding in agreement, she jumps down from my arms and plants her feet on the cement. 

“You’re right, take me out like a gentleman and then take me home and treat me a little less like a lady.” Instantly, I’m turned on and ready to march her up the stairs over my shoulder. 

“You little minx, you are definitely asking for it. Now get in the car.” She gives me a pouty face before heading in that direction. I slap her on the ass hard, giving her a little pep in her step, the slap echoes through the underground garage. We both laugh as we get into her car, since my keys are upstairs and her fine ass rushed down here to see me. I get to drive around town in a chick car versus my lifted black truck. Damn. At least my shotgun rider is sexy as fuck, it totally makes up for it. 

Once settled, I start the car, making our way to the restaurant. Within twenty minutes we are sitting in a booth at our favorite Italian restaurant in downtown Seattle.

 “You remember the first time we ate here?” I ask, taking a sip of my water. 

“Yeah, it was our first night here. We were so tired from unpacking all day.” I remember the day vividly, just like I remember how happy we all were to be starting new. Lana was free from Joel, Kings and Shay from their overly judgmental mom, and I was there with Shayla. 

“I know, the drive on top of unpacking was killer, wasn’t it, babe?” We both chuckle at the memory. I really thank my lucky stars for that day. I thank them even more now for the time we are spending together, as a couple.

 Shayla makes me feel an easy calm, a quiet serene, helping me forget for a moment, about the past that still haunts me. 

 “Do you miss Utah?”

“I do. Every day.” She looks up from her menu as I put my hand under the table and rub her thigh gently, letting her continue.

“I miss it, but I don’t think I could go back. This has become our home. You, Kings, Lana, and me. All of it’s home to me now.” 

I love the twinkle in her eye when she talks about all of us and this being home. Shayla has a way with words and making everything she says something you want to be a part of. It’s riveting. 

“We should go back to visit sometime. It’s almost Christmas, we could go up there and visit Park City. We haven’t been snowboarding in a while, yeah?” Our entire group loved snowboarding season, we would do that shit together all the time. Just another memory that involved Shay and me. 

“Yeah! That would be fun, we could go as a group.” 

I nod, taking another sip of my water to keep myself from saying anything about Kings and Lana. I don’t want to go behind Kingston’s back, but I also hate hiding things from her.

 I’m thankful when the waiter comes and takes our order, distracting her. I saw her looking at me with a weird expression; she could obviously see my unease. 

Lying in Shay’s bed later that night, we talk about me seeing my pops tomorrow. Shayla tensed up a little when I told her I was gonna fill him in on everything happening between us. My dad fucking loves Shay, but Shay has her doubts. We all live with hidden insecurities and sometimes they come out to play. Her fearing my dad won’t support us as a couple is ridiculous, but that’s her cross and all I can do is prove to her that it’s the furthest thing from the truth. 

I change the subject and distract her enough until she’s softly snoring on my chest, in her spot. I fall asleep thinking about seeing my dad tomorrow.

I know he’s going to talk about my mom, and just the thought alone has my palms sweating and my tongue going dry. He wants me to forgive her because he thinks she’s holding me back from falling in love. Little does he know, I slipped into love with Shayla years ago. 

 I really wish she didn’t still affect my life, but she does. So much so, that just hours earlier at dinner, her actions haunted me again. Shay started talking about Evan and the photo shoot, and with the mere mention of his name, I felt hot and violent. I could’ve punched through a brick wall and only left a scratch on my knuckles; my adrenaline was that high.

 I know she wouldn’t cheat, but part of me still thinks anything is possible. If she gets a good look at my demons she just might take off running for the next best thing, someone who can give her what I can’t. Knowing about my mom and the hole it left is one thing, however my jealousy issues extend further than what she’s already seen. I need to find a way to get that shit under control, before I go too far and push her away for good.
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Trey

 

I WOKE UP EARLY this morning, sneaking out of bed reluctantly so my girl could sleep, and head out to see my dad. When I moved to Seattle he didn’t want to be far, so he bought a house in Portland, that way I’d be within driving distance. Shay’s dad lives not too far from my father, moving with us, too. I swear we are like the Brady bunch. Where one goes, we all fucking go. I invited Shay to see her dad, but he is out of town until tomorrow. 

My dad has three homes, one each in Portland, Salt Lake City, and San Diego. He mainly stays in the Portland house so he can be close to me. My dad’s an entrepreneur, owning multiple companies that specialize in helping smaller businesses grow, making him very wealthy. He offered to help Lana and Shayla, but they refused—saying it was a handout and they wanted to do this all on their own. It’s admirable. 

When my mom left, he drank for months. Then one day something changed. When I woke up he was dressed in a suit and tie, and had this look in his eyes; it was determination, no longer sadness.

Within a year, we had moved out of our small apartment and into a four-bedroom home, big enough for a family of five, but it was just us two. From there he taught me how to be a man, becoming my best friend. I learned everything I know from him, he’s truly my best friend. 

Pulling up the horseshoe driveway, I put my truck into park outside the front door. I wait a second before getting out of my truck; I need a moment to muster up some courage to tell him everything.

 The sound of the front door catches my attention. Slamming my truck door I walk around the front, my dad’s smiling face greets me. He looks so similar to me, or I should say I look just like him. He has sandy blond hair, with a touch of gray throughout, a strong jawline, and the bluest eyes. There’s no doubt I’m his son. 

“Hey, Pops,” I say, wrapping my arms around him and pulling him in for a hug. He lets out a loud huff of air, letting me know he’s aware that I need him. Man, is he right; I need to talk to my dad. How he can tell by just my appearance and a hug, I have no idea.

 “Son. I’ve missed you.” His hug takes me back to when I was a little boy. He would teach me new things, giving me a hug anytime I learned how to do it right. He’s the definition of the greatest dad.

 No one understands our relationship because no one was with us in that home. No one was there when my mom would come home drunk or hungover, with the smell of another man’s cologne on her. No one saw the way my dad would fall to his knees and beg my mother to love him and stop leaving every night. No one was there when my dad watched her walk out for good. No one, not one person, but him and me. This has made our bond so much stronger. We’ve been through fucking hell together. You can’t break what we’ve built. 

“I’ve missed you too, Dad. Sorry I haven’t been out to see you, things have been crazy. We just took on three more bands.” He nods in understanding, turning us toward the door.

“Come in, bud, and we can catch up. Kathy made us some lunch.” Kathy is my dad’s wife; they’ve been married for seven years. Most kids hate when their parents remarry but not me. She is a queen to my dad, treating him better than anyone ever has, and I thank her for being his rock for the past several years. I consider her my mother and never once did she force that on me. I welcomed her with open arms because she was the first person, besides me, to put a real smile on my dad’s face again. Any woman that could do that for my dad got my seal of approval. 

 I follow behind him, shutting the door and taking in the familiar smell of cookies. Kathy makes cookies every time I come to visit. It’s her way of being a mother without being too invasive. 

“Kathy, honey, Trey’s here!” my dad hollers as we make our way toward the kitchen at the end of the entry hall. 

“Oh, yay! The cookies are ready and so are the sandwiches, but you can have cookies first because this is a special occasion,” she finishes as we enter the kitchen. I smile at the sight before me. Kathy is a short, brunette spitfire with brown eyes that can cut you if you cross something or someone she loves. My only memories of a mother that don’t hurt are from her. 

“Hey, Mama Kathy, it smells amazing in here.” At six foot two I tower over her five foot three frame as I lean down to kiss her cheek. 

“Thanks, baby, I try. I made your favorite! White macadamia nut,” she says, clapping her hands together in excitement. 

She really is a blessing to our lives. Whenever she and my dad are in the same room, his eyes are on her. They never leave her unless she leaves the room, even if he isn’t talking to her and the room is crowded. It’s fucking beautiful and reminds me that this is what I wish I saw growing up, but instead I saw poison. No wonder I wasted so many years fighting my feelings for Shayla. How could I not? 

“Thanks, I’m starving, so I’m going to steal one.” She winks at me, and I take a bite of the warm cookie. My mouth waters, it’s warm and gooey, just like I like them, just like I bet Shayla’s pussy tastes. I calm myself down before my parents see a raging tent in my jeans. 

 “Don’t worry, I won’t tell your dad that you’re spoiling your lunch,” she whispers in her soft voice, acting like my dad really can’t hear her. She really is something. Truly amazing. 

“I can hear you, beautiful. You never were good at keeping secrets.” 

Looking back at my dad over the kitchen counter, I smile. He’s still a stud with mad game. What can I say? I learn from the best. 

“Charles, you don’t know me that well then, because I have plenty of secrets.” I watch him cross the kitchen fast, coming up behind her and grabbing her gently on the sides, making her giggle. He kisses her neck as she tries to break from his hold, but when he pulls her back to his front in a bear hug, she relaxes into him.

 “You have secrets, huh, Well, maybe later I’ll have to force them out of you.” I watch him bite her lip and she goes stiff, and I know it’s because I’m in the room. In no way does my dad showing his wife affection make me uncomfortable, I’m the same way with Shayla. Shit, even with her brother around. 

“Charles, back up. Our boy’s here and we don’t want to literally spoil his lunch.” My dad laughs and kisses her one more time on the cheek before stepping back to give me his attention. 

“Let’s let Kat finish prepping the plates and we’ll go talk out back.” We grab a couple of glasses of water and make our way out to the patio, settling on the chairs by the fire pit. I sit quietly and wait for him to say something first.

 Feeling my phone vibrate, I reach into the pocket of my jeans while adjusting my ball cap, putting it on backward. My heart constricts when I read Shay’s new name in my phone. I’ve become that classic love-struck fool—hearts, flowers, and all the sappy shit. 

Baby girl: I woke up and you were gone. I’d much rather wake up to your perfect…bed head. 

Me: My bed head, huh? I thought you liked my nice six-pack, but that works, too. 

Baby girl: You have a six-pack? I never even noticed.

Me: You’ll be spanked for that one.

Baby girl: I’ll be waiting. Now hurry back, I’m cooking dinner for all of us, and tell your dad I say hi! See ya tonight, drive safe. xoxo.

Me: See ya, baby. 

“What’s her name?” I’m brought back to the present when my dad notices me smiling like a cheeseball. I look up at the sky, not even sure where I should begin. Shay and I are a fucking whirlwind of how the fuck did this actually happen, and I don’t know if I can explain in detail what’s going on because I’m still trying to process it. 

“Dad, it’s not just a girl, it’s the girl.” I pause. He reaches over and squeezes my upper arm, letting me know that it’s okay and he’s ready to help me through this. 

“Dad, I’m with Shayla. No, actually, I’m in love with Shayla.” Dropping my head back down, I bury my face in my hands, using my thumbs to rub my temples in hopes it’ll relieve some of the pressure. I thought he was going to be shocked, but I’m the shocked one when he starts laughing at me. My head shoots up, and I squint my eyes at him. What’s going on? Why does everyone laugh when I tell them about us?

 “Son, seriously, it’s about damn time.” 

What? 

“You two were always flirting and pining over each other, it was just a matter of time before you two got together.” 

Obviously, Shayla and I weren’t very good at hiding our feelings for each other from everyone else. How did I not realize she was as into me as I was into her? 

“Really, you thought this the whole time and you didn’t say anything?” He looks at me with a conflicted gaze, and I get the feeling that this may get pretty serious pretty fast. 

“Trey, I couldn’t tell you because I know that you had and still have resentment toward your mother.” He pauses. “I never wanted to push you, because I feared if I did you would hurt not only her but also yourself. You weren’t prepared to love her without regard.”

“What happened with me and your mother, Trey, won’t happen to you. It won’t because Shayla will never hurt you. That girl has always looked at you like you had the answers to the universe. Your mother never looked at me like that.” He looks back at the house and quickly rubs his hand over his lips repeatedly. 

“You know who has?” I don’t have time to answer, he knows that I know. “Kathy. That woman has looked at me like I’m a fucking king and she’s my queen. So checkmate, son, that woman is your destiny.” He puts his hand on my shoulder, and I feel the instant comfort only my father can give, just like I’m a young kid again. He’s right, Shayla is my checkmate, my flag at the finish line, my final prize.

“I’m scared, Dad, because we’re to a point where we can’t just go back or walk away. I have so many demons that I need to fight and overcome, but I’m fearful she won’t be able to handle all of them. Shit, Dad, I don’t even know if I want to put her through it.” He nods his head in agreement. He knows how much she means to me without me having to tell him, and like I said, my dad and I had to face hell alone. We understand the hardship that my mother caused, the disaster, because it ripped through our hearts.

“I really do love her, Dad, so much. I want to make her and I work.”

“Then do it. But you need to be honest with her, and you need to remember that you and her are a different story,” he counters back. 

She is different, there’s no arguing with that. The entire time I’ve known her she’s never left my side, so why would she now?

 I’m mulling everything over in my head when I hear the faint sound of footsteps coming toward us. My dad helps Kathy set the sandwiches down and then pulls her into his lap, halting our conversation for now. He said everything he needed to say and it was just enough to get my brain spinning. I obviously have things I need to fix and some hard realizations to come to. 

We enjoy the rest of the day with light conversation and talk about the studio, discussing all the new bands that we are recording. Before I leave, we make a plan to go to Park City for the holidays. Not only will Shay and I get to spend time back home in Utah, but we’ll also get to spend time with my father. Spending time with him and Shayla, my two favorite people, is something I’m desperately looking forward to. 
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Shayla

 

“CAN YOU PASS ME the garlic salt please?” I ask Lana while cutting the peppers for the spaghetti sauce. Tonight we’re making dinner for the boys; all the while I can’t stop thinking about how excited I am to see Trey. I’m not sure if this is healthy for us, but being with him the past few nights has been amazing. I feel we should slow down before we abuse our time together and end up getting sick of each other. I wish I knew what would be better for us; my mind and my heart are in constant disagreement. 

“Here.” I notice the monotone replies she’s been giving me for the past three hours. Okay, she needs to spit it out. I told myself I would continue this conversation earlier, and I fully intend to finish it now. 

“Do we want wine, water, or beer tonight?” she asks, standing in front of the fridge, the light casting a shadow over her face. I can see in her brown eyes that she’s hiding something. 

“What’s wrong, L?” As if she didn’t hear me, she continues to make a decision for her beverage of choice.

“Wine it is. Red or white?” 

Oh no, we’re not playing the avoiding game. She may have been silenced for years, but not with me. I stare at her side silhouette and I know darn well she feels it, because her eyes keep shifting to the corner and looking at me. She puts the wine on the counter and fidgets with the corkscrew. I see it building…here it comes. 

“I slept with Kingston, Shay. I slept with him and now he wants more, and I’m not willing to give it. Last night we shared a beautiful moment and when it was done, I choked up and we had a fight. It was terrible.” 

There it is, ladies and gentlemen. 

“Lana.” 

“I know. I’m an idiot. Please don’t be mad at me. I know he’s your brother, but we just got caught up in the moment.” She’s rambling and making big movements with her hands. Sure, I would prefer she not sleep with my brother unless she plans to be with him, but they are grown adults. If they want to play with fire and keep burning each other, that’s their choice. All I can do is be there for them when the fire burns out. I’m not gonna be mad at her for that. 

“Hey, hey. I’m not mad and you aren’t an idiot.” I grab her and embrace her, feeling the sobs racking her chest. 

“I am though, Shay. He wants to be all cuddles and flowers. While I, on the other hand, want nothing but to break his heart and run away.” 

Wow, I didn’t know she felt that way about all men. I knew she was a bit of a tease. She would date guys until she had them invested and then she’d walk away, hands clean, with the poor fool lying in the mud. Never more than that, I thought. 

“You can’t keep this all in, Lana. You need to let it out. You can always talk to me.” She nods, running the back of her hand over her now tear-stained cheeks. I can still see the reservation on her face.

“Everyone says that I need to forgive Joel in order to move on with my life. Maybe that’s why I keep comparing Kings to Joel, because the past still holds me captive.”

“Are you?” Her mouth opens and closes as if she isn’t sure. It’s a valid question. Why else would she not want to be with my brother? He’s a hot mess sometimes, but he’s the greatest guy I know.

“Maybe.” That’s all she says, and I embrace her again, holding on tighter than I did before. I thought she still had some issues from her past relationship with Joel, but never did I imagine that they would be this detrimental to her everyday life. 

“I know he’s my brother, but you’re my best friend. So I will say only this and only say it once. He is not Joel. He is better than that. Way better than that. Don’t let that piece of shit who destroyed you for all those years, destroy the rest of your life.”

“I love you, Shay. You’re the only sister I’ve ever had. Thank you for being my best friend and sticking with me when I needed you the most. Everyone else jumped ship but you, you stayed true.” 

I really love Lana like a sister and I would never do anything to risk our friendship. Every day I have to work at her opening up to me, but I am willing to do that because her recovery in mind, body, and spirit, is important to me. 

“Always and forever, girl.” I wipe the tears from her soft face, her round cheeks lifting with a smile, her dimples showing. I’d never jump ship with this one, but I’ll say she does need to work on recovering; she’s a survivor, not a quitter. I want to see her learn to love and accept love.

We get back to cooking when we hear footsteps in the hall outside our apartment door. 

“They’re here. You sure you can do this, L?” I ask, making sure she doesn’t feel like she’s entering a war zone. 

“Yeah, yeah, I think I can. Thanks, babe.” The door opens and Trey walks in, followed by Kingston. I instantly feel my insides do a happy dance when I see Trey. Never has a man made blue jeans, a white tee, and a backward snapback hat look so damn yummy. Even though Trey and I are okay, I know he can feel the tension in the room when Kingston looks at Lana and she avoids his gaze. 

“Baby, don’t leave the door unlocked, it should always be locked, remember?” Rolling my eyes at his little demand, I walk up to him, rubbing my hands off on my apron. 

“We have a doorman, no one gets up here unless they live in the building. How many times have I told you this?” Kissing him once on the lips, I move over to my brother and give him a hug.

“Hey, Kings.”

“That’s my point, there could be creepers in our building, and you two are easy targets. How many fucking times have I argued this?” He retorts and I wave my hands in the air, trying to change the subject. We have had this conversation for as long as we’ve lived here and every time we let bygones be bygones. He’s crazy to think I’m going to compromise just because we’re dating. 

“Don’t wave me off, babe. Lock the door. Got it?” 

Irritated, I decide to let this go for now, but we aren’t finished. He can’t just barge in and tell me what to do. He turns to Lana and I flip him off quickly, giggling when Kings winks at me. 

“Fine,” I lie, acting like nothing happened while his back was turned. 

“Hey, L, since this girl is a stubborn pain in my ass, can you start locking the door?” he asks, hugging her then stepping back over to me. 

“If you promise to bring me chocolates next time you stop by. If you are going to demand such things, you better come bearing gifts.” She smirks, her smart-ass side rearing its head. I love her. 

“Deal.” We fall silent and look between Lana and Kings, they still haven’t even said hello to one another. This is freaking awkward. 

I get back to working on dinner.

We’re all sitting around the table after dinner, enjoying some wine, but all I can think about is going to bed. This weekend has been chaotic and busy. Between Trey and I, and the investment process for our store, I’m beyond worn out. Sleep is calling. 

“So, I asked Dad if we all wanted to head to Park City for the holidays. He has some business to do up there, and I thought it would be fun to spend time as a family, you know, in the mountains.” 

I listen to Trey and pay extra attention to his hand on my neck as he massages gently. I’m a little too out of it to disagree, and honestly, I would love to go home so I just let everyone else decide. I’m too distracted by his hands on me. 

“Let’s do it. I wanna fucking snowboard so bad,” Kingston opts in. 

“Sure, a vacation would be nice,” Lana chimes in. 

“I can teach you to snowboard, baby. You were terrible at it, back then.” Kingston directs his comment at Lana.

Finally grasping my attention, my head shoots up and my eyes open wide, landing right on Lana. Did my brother just call her ‘baby?’ Dang, I thought we were going to survive the night without a fight or the table being flipped.

“Kings, can I talk to you in the other room for a minute?” Lana asks, standing from the table and throwing her napkin down. 

I look at Trey and he shrugs his shoulders. I know we both need to let it be and let them do their thing. 

Getting up and heading toward Lana’s room, they leave earshot before Trey says, “That was awkward. When do you think she’ll give in and just date the big guy?” I shrug, not sure if he knows what I know about them sleeping together. 

“Let’s hope it’s soon. The back and forth they keep doing is dragging us all down.” He’s beyond right. This has been such a trial for them both, but I feel just as involved, like we’re the jury on this grueling trial between lovers. 

“Enough with all the heavy, baby. Let’s go watch a movie.” Standing, he helps me up. I’m thankful this conversation didn’t last long. 

 I decide to forgo the sleep my body desperately craves so I can have one-on-one time with Trey. Call me anxious, but my nails are worn down to the nubs, I’m curious to know why he went to talk to his dad about us. Of course I assume the worst; I’m a woman after all. “I have a better idea. How about me, you, and some wine hang out on my balcony?” He tilts his head up, as if he’s trying to choose what to do. I’m sure he also wonders what I’m up to. 

“All right, you’re on, babe. Bring on the questions.” 

Laughing, I look at him and feign innocence. “Uh, I’m appalled. What makes you think I have an agenda?” Grabbing the wine and glasses he opens the sliding glass door, letting me step out. 

“Because you, baby, always have an agenda. You’re telling me that you want to pass up a chick flick and a strong cuddle session to sit on the patio?” 

He has a point, and I hate that I’m this obvious. I think about it for a moment, the mention of strong cuddles has my insides fluttering. Ultimately though, I need to find out what happened at his dad’s today.

“Fine, you win. I have an agenda, but you get to look at me all night while I ask you all these questions. Since my beauty exceeds these questions, you can count your blessings, mister.” 

We both walk to the balcony wall with a glass of wine; he takes his place behind me, wrapping me in his arms as we breathe in the moment. Something feels different with him. He seems more content and at ease with himself. I take in my surroundings. Our view of the city resembles a thousand floating lights in the distance, with a light fog hanging over the city. The night air has a little bite to it, causing me to shiver, he responds by wrapping me tighter in his arms. 

“He’s proud of me for, you know, owning up to my feelings and making you mine.” 
That’s all he has to say to transform the content smile on my face to a megawatt grin. I love Pops, we’ve had such a great relationship, one I was scared to tarnish if he didn’t want us together. I don’t know why he wouldn’t want us together, but once again, I’m a woman with insecurities. 

“He is, is he?” 

Kissing his favorite spot in the crook of my neck, he nods, whispering so softly in my ear I almost don’t catch what he says next. “He’s proud that you’re the one I’m falling in love with.”

I’m taken aback by his words and feel my stomach fill with butterflies. It feels like the world stopped spinning. It feels like everyone has frozen in time and I’m the only one allowed to move. I’ve seen time stand still in movies and read about it in books, but now it’s my reality.

I think I’m falling in love with him too, but I don’t know if we’re there yet. Sure, it’s easy to love someone, especially since we were friends first, there’s no doubt that I’ve loved him a while now. But being in love with him is something completely different. Well, I know without a shadow of doubt that I am, but his confession insinuated the act of getting there, not completely being there. 

“Trey. I don’t know what to say.” He really has me at a loss for words.

“Don’t say anything yet. When you’re ready you can tell me exactly what you’re feeling, okay?” 

“Okay, baby.” Nodding in submission, I let it be known with just my look, that I’m falling for him, too. 

“Now give me a kiss, beautiful.” He grabs my face delicately and lifts it to his, making our lips touch. Just like every time he kisses me, it’s like the first time all over again. I reluctantly come up for air and take a breath; both of us content and satisfied…for now.

“So, how was your dad, other than being proud of you? I know I’m quite the catch, but you probably had to get bored talking about perfection,” I tease in a cocky attitude. 

“Someone’s feeling themselves, maybe I should take away your wine, cocky.” We both laugh and he tickles my sides with his long fingers, making me put my wine down. Doing things like this, playing and teasing, it’s the smallest things, but it really tugs on my heartstrings.

“Stop! That tickles and I have red wine with a white T-shirt! You want to get that stain out?” He continues his assault on my sides. 

“No, but I can help you out of the stained shirt. How about that? Does that work for you?” 

He can be such a perv; it’s cute on him though. That’s quite a statement—Trey being a pervert is cute. I’m officially a lost cause. “You’re such a corn dog, you know that?” Tilting his head, a knowing smile splays on his handsome face, causing my stomach to knot in desire. 

“You think lines like that work on girls? I mean, how did you live all these years without me, Trey?” His smile leaves his stoic face and his jaw tightens and ticks. I want, more than anything, to run my lips against his jawline, to wipe the conflicted look off his face. 

“I didn’t live, I barely survived waiting for you.” 

Okay, I’m done, see you later, world. I’m running away with Trey Joseph Adams, and I’m not coming back. Feel free to write me or send me telegrams if you get desperate enough. 

“Trey, you don’t play fair, you make this really hard.” 

He tilts his head more, assessing my face. “What do you mean?” A tug at the corner of his mouth makes his lips twitch. I’m glad he’s amused, but I’m serious. He makes taking it slow and trying to let him fight his demons harder. 

“You make it so difficult to want to do anything other than be with you. I’m deeply considering quitting my job so I can just lie around all day with you. Being at your beck and call. It’s not healthy,” I partially joke. Shaking his head, he looks at me closely, like I’m wrong to feel wrong about needing him this much.

“If the world could turn in my favor, I would leave this place and share our time, being wrapped up in each other,” he retorts, further feeding the start of my unhealthy obsession with wasting the day away with him. 

I want to tell him now that I love him—the lights, the wine, the playfulness, and the way we’re baring our souls to each other right now is the perfect time. 

And just as I’m about to, we hear yelling coming from inside the apartment. Turning our heads abruptly, breaking our physical connection, we face the open sliding glass door. 

“You don’t get to say things like that, Kingston, it’s not fair!” 

We watch Lana come from the hallway and make her way to the kitchen, with Kings right on her heels. Oh no, this can’t be good. Kingston’s a hothead and Lana’s a sassy one. When they fight, it’s a war zone. You have to watch where you step and consider what you say because both parties are throwing grenades. There’s no survivors. 

“You know what’s not fair? You letting me make love to you all night, making me start to have feelings, and then ripping the rug right out from under me!” 

Trey and I make eye contact, both silently agreeing we need to separate them like two little kids, one in each corner. 

“You get Lana, I’ll take my brother.” 

He looks at me like I told him I’m Captain America. “Babe, he’s two hundred thirty pounds of pure muscle. You should let me get him.” 

I laugh at his assessment, like I didn’t know that about my brother. He obviously doesn’t understand our relationship. I have the ability to calm my brother down, just like he does with me. Our mother was a real gem of a woman and she would rag on me and Kings growing up, so our support for each other was all we ever had.

“Trey, he won’t listen to you.” I snicker as I cross my arms over my chest. He’s shut out my dad’s voice for years when he would try and stop him from a verbal showdown with our mom. “My voice was the only one he’d hear, one word and he’d recoil. Let me take him. You stay with Lana until I get back.” Telling him this isn’t a question; it’s what is happening. 

“Okay, you’re right. Take him and I’ll watch our girl.” I smile inwardly, loving the fact that he’s so close to my best friend. 

Trey and I slip through the door and make ourselves known. I know they can both sense our presence, but that doesn’t stop them, not in the slightest. 

“You keep fucking pushing me away, baby, and that’s not fair! Do I not make you happy? Why can’t I be fucking enough for you?” I watch Kingston’s face turn a deeper shade of red, and I know if I don’t get him out of here, they won’t come back from this. We won’t be the same four people. Kingston speaks all things with a ferocious passion, lacking the filter he needs. 

“You want what I can’t give you. You know that and yet you still try and get me to be something more. That’s no one’s fault but your own, Kingston,” she huffs while throwing her hands up in an obvious gesture. “And stop calling me ‘baby!’ I’m not yours.” 

The room goes silent, the hurt evident in Kingston’s face. Everyone’s eyes shift to Kingston and we all wait for the next move. I watch his hands clench into fists moments before a sinister laugh come from deep in his throat. It scares me.

“That’s where you’re wrong, baby,” he says, enunciating baby angrily. “You are mine, and I’ll prove it, but you might want to give up now because I will not let anyone else have you.” 

That’s my cue to get him out of here.

“Kingston, stop. Let’s go.” I walk up to him slowly and carefully. He would never hurt me intentionally, but I’ve never seen him this worked up before and I don’t want to startle him. When I reach him, I touch my hand to his chest; the heat radiating from him takes me aback. He’s mad, blood boiling mad. This isn’t something I’ve discovered or experienced with my brother before tonight. I’ve seen him moody, maybe extremely irritated, but never this mad.

“Yeah, let’s go, because I’m obviously not enough for her.” His nostrils flare and he turns fast, making a steady pace toward the door.

“Kings, wait—” I look back at Lana and put my hand up between us, stopping her from making this worse. 

I whisper to her, “Leave it, L, just give him space.” She doesn’t argue and just nods in understanding. 

Shutting the door behind me, I start running in an attempt to catch up to him. His strides are too long and quick. “Wait, Kings, wait!” I’m out of breath when I catch him in the elevator, and I realize I’m pathetically out of shape, gasping lungfuls of air.

Looking up at Kingston, I see tears building in his hazel eyes. It makes me feel defeated. I really think the broken heart in a human can never truly find solace or happiness in words but only by the love and comfort of another. Here and now is where that’s ever more true. I can’t say anything to make him feel better, or heal what cracks are building in his heart, but I can hold him and comfort him with my presence. I can comfort him with my love. Wrapping my arms tightly around my brother, I feel his resistance to me dissipate and he returns the embrace. 

“I love that woman. Damn it! I love that woman! I slept with her, Shay, and the way she looked at me… Fuck, I swear she was finally ready to let me in.” I let him speak; he needs to work this out in his head. I didn’t think sleeping with her one time would cause him to feel this strongly so fast. Then again, they have secretly liked each other for years. My brother tried to break Joel and Lana up on countless occasions so he could be with her. 

I held my brother for hours that night until he fell asleep, talking about Lana and all the ways he loves her, but how she also drives him crazy. I love Lana, I do, but it hurts me to know that she’s hurting my brother consistently like this. Worst of all that it happened under my nose.

 I understand her fears or her drawbacks, but why can’t she just let him go and quit roping him back in. Oh, and Kingston, why does he have to be so damn stubborn? Just let her go. If you love something set it free, and if it comes back, it’s meant to be, right?

I hear the front door open and know it’s Trey. More than anything, I want to curl up with him and revel in the fact that even with some of our flaws, we’re fighting them together, my brother and Lana making me feel both blessed and guilty. Blessed that Trey hasn’t been as bad as he let on and guilty that I’ve been in perpetual bliss while they’ve been secretly fighting fire with fire.

I untangle myself from my brother and creep out of the room quietly, in hopes that I don’t wake him. He wrestles around the bed a little bit then turns to the side with his back facing me. I wait a quiet second; getting the green light to leave the room when I hear his faint snore, then sneak out of the room, closing the door quietly behind me. 

Looking up from the ground outside Kingston’s room, I make eye contact with the bluest eyes this side of the state. He extends his arm and summons me to him with the twitch of his finger; no words are shared between us, just a comfortable silence.

Padding across the hall, I push off the balls of my feet and jump in his arms. Nestling my face into his neck, I inhale his scent and take a moment to appreciate this silent and much needed exchange between us. The past couple of days have been amazing and flown by faster than I can blink. I seriously feel like we’ve been an us for as long as I can remember, but since we made it official, time seems to be flying by. 

Before I step into his room, I stop, remembering Lana. I need to call her; better yet I need to go see her. 

“L?” I remind him, moving toward the door.

“No, she fell asleep. I talked her off the ledge enough to get her to pass out. We can go first thing in the morning.” I contemplate going over and waking Lana, just so I can see for myself that she’s okay. I’m in the middle of a tug-of-war, between my best friend and my brother, and I feel like I constantly need to play the nurturing mother to both—constantly riding the fence. I just want everyone to get along. 

“Yeah, I just hate leaving her alone if she needs me,” I admit, hanging my head. Lifting my face to him, with his hand under my chin, he smiles. 

“You are such a good person, Shayla Donovan, and I admire that trait. I promise she fell asleep and if I were worried she’d wake up, I would tell you. You need rest too babe, it’s been a big fucking day. Let’s go to bed. We have an even busier week before Park City, and we’re gonna need our beauty sleep.” 

I chuckle at his comment, distracted by his humor. I trust him when he says he would let me go to her if he had any doubts she wasn’t gonna be okay tonight. “You, the Trey Adams, need beauty sleep? How manly of you to admit.” I laugh in his strong arms, his embrace is all encasing, wrapping me in him. 

“I need my mud facial, babe. Do you have some on you?” I throw my head back in laughter; beyond happy that he can make me laugh when we are in the middle of all this crap with our friends. 

“You are something else, honey.” 

Stepping into his room, I look around the space, noticing the basic bed with a mahogany headboard and footboard and the chair next to the bathroom door with his guitar stand. I’ve been in here before but the small things seem more meaningful now. I reveled in the mundane things with Trey that I witnessed before we started dating—from watching him get ready for work to his first sip of his morning coffee. I guess that’s why seeing his room tonight feels so surreal. It’s amazing how you can view things differently when you’re just there, existing as a friend, than when you’re involved intimately.

Trey’s room is clean, but still manly with the scent of cologne and him. The pieces of instruments throughout telling his love for music, his passion. Feeling his approach from behind me, he slips his hands up the hem of my shirt. Grazing my sensitive skin that’s acutely aware of his presence. He arouses a strong need in me. Lifting my cotton shirt from my hips and up my sides, I moan when his hands touch the sides of my breast before my shirt is removed swiftly. 

“You’re my world, you know that?” Letting my shirt fall to the floor, I turn, facing him. 

“Yeah, I do,” I state simply. “Do you?” I retort the question, craving the need to remind him that he’s everything to me just as much as I am to him.

“Yes, baby, I think I do. So that’s a good thing, because I don’t ever want anything to stop us, or keep us from falling in love and growing together. Not ever.” 

Still seeing a hint of insecurity in his eyes, showing just enough of his past creeping into the back of his mind, like it always does, I place my hands on his stubbled jaw. “Trey, I know that I mean a lot to you, and believe me, you mean the world and more to me. Remember, I was fighting for us to get here one day, too.” I watch his inner battle with himself unfold in front of me, as he tries to hush the demons. The demons that keep him from receiving the love he so badly desires. Hopefully, the things I say are enough to help him fill in the cracks his heart holds from the pain his mother put him through.

“You are way too good for me, and I would be a fool to think otherwise, baby. Shower with me?” 

He doesn’t need to ask me twice. Trey, plus me, plus a shower, is an equation I want to be in. We watch each other strip down, and I pay extra attention to his muscular butt as he turns the water on and climbs in. 

“How was she when we left?” I ask, pouring some shampoo in my hands to wash his hair.

“Lana’s about as big of a mess as Kingston is. Those two are the most complicated people we know.” He offers me his head, tilting it down so I can wash it for him. This is my favorite thing so far, sharing a shower with Trey. I used to be told about the intimacy that taking a shower with someone could bring. Being bare to all your flaws and washing away your baggage and sins down the drain together. It’s almost like we’re curing each other of any insecurities or doubts that are lingering between us. 

“They are, aren’t they? But you’re lucky, because they’re just your friends. That big caveman in there is my brother.” I point toward the direction of Kingston’s bedroom, not missing the smirk on Trey’s face and the water dripping from his strong jaw.

“Yeah, you’re screwed, babe, sorry. Now turn around, it’s my turn to wash your body.” 

I turn willingly and instantly feel a sharp sting on my butt. Did he just slap my butt? “Ouch, you have big hands. That hurt,” I bark at him, soothing the sting with my palm.

“Well, I have to have big hands to hold my big—” 

“You’re cut off! Geez, you are so cocky.” He laughs and that sound makes my insides melt like heated chocolate.

“I am, literally, cocky.” Rolling my eyes, I smile, unable to ignore his playful jokes.

“I saw that.” He slaps my butt again, but this time on the opposite cheek. 

“Ow! You saw what?” I shout, turning and slapping him on his chest. 

“You rolled your eyes, sassy.” His abs contract as he laughs, one hand on the tile wall, and the other splayed open on his lower abdomen, right by his sexy V.

This man turns me on so much, especially during these playful moments. It’s not just sexually; he turns me intellectually as well.

“Hey, perv, quit daydreaming over me, I need to clean you so I can get my beauty sleep, remember?” He brings me out of goo-goo land, and I spend the next thirty minutes cleaning him, kissing him, letting him clean me—very thoroughly—and kissing some more. We finally make it to bed and sleep off the past couple of hectic days. This is paradise.
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Trey

 

THIS HAS, BY FAR, been the longest week of my life, but tomorrow it will all be worth it. Between Shayla being at the store and in meetings with her investor, and Kings and I taking on three new bands, Shayla and I have spent most of our time “together” via text messages and forty-five minutes of FaceTime. But starting tomorrow, I get my girl to myself for ten days. Ten days of uninterrupted nights. 

Shit, I don’t know how I’m going to keep my hands to myself. Well, not completely, but you know, like a gentleman. I’ve never been here before, this is uncharted water. I fuck women and that’s it. Wham, bam, see you never again, ma’am. But Shay’s my everything, my little woman, and all I want to give her is time. Honestly, I can handle the occasional heavy petting and be completely satisfied, because getting her time is more important than getting into her fucking tight as hell, sexy jeans. 

“Should I pack this shirt too, bro?” Kingston shouts from the hallway before entering my room with two shirts. Two shirts that look exactly the same, just different colors. 

“They look like the same top, dude.” He looks like a little kid, and I can’t hold back my laugh when he spends a solid thirty seconds realizing what I just said is true. His head flying back and forth, assessing each top.

“No, they aren’t. Really? You think so?” 

“Yeah, bud, what’s going on?” I ask sincerely. Curious to know why he seems uneasy and a little unsure of himself.

“Lana agreed to stay in the same room with me and,” he emphasizes, “she agreed to go to dinner with me. Her and I, no one else. That hasn’t happened before, T.” I have got to admit, that is a big deal. “So long story short, this is my shot. I have one fucking shot to really make her see how good I am for her and how great we are together,” he states earnestly, trying to emphasize his point further. 

“You really aren’t going to stop chasing this girl, are you?”

“No, never. Not until it’s me and her, every day and every night in my bed.”

I’ll give it to him, he may be the big, bad, tough guy, but Lana is his damn kryptonite. He’s a lost cause where she’s involved. 

“In that case, the blue. Now get out of here before we both need to stock up on maxi pads.” I throw my pillow at him and he barely dodges it, slipping out of the room. “Hurry up, I need to go pick up the rental car!” I shout after him. Within ten minutes we are on the road, letting music be the source of entertainment.

We leave for Park City tomorrow, just Shay and I, and I’m chomping at the bits. We decided to road trip it and take a rental car so we could spend time with each other, before everyone else meets us there in a few days. Shay will be here after her supper with Evan, and yes, I still have a bad taste in my mouth about this guy. I’m not sure why, he really hasn’t done anything to make me not like him, but then again, any guy who looks at her makes me angry. That’s just the jealous part of me.

It’s just your mind, Trey, let it fucking go. 

My mom cheated on my dad with God knows how many men; I had my suspicions at a young age, then it was confirmed when the information wasn’t told to me by choice but by accident when I overheard him on the phone with his friend. For the longest time I thought she just left because she didn’t love us. How wrong was I? She left because other men piqued her interest. My dad was a great husband, I see him with Kathy, he’s charming, kind, a true gentleman, and he treats her like gold. I know damn well, with how hurt my dad was when Mom left, he treated her the same. He loved her with everything he had. But she still left.

Pulling up to the rental station, I end our quiet car ride and walk up to the counter and collect the key after signing the paperwork. Walking back out, I toss my keys to Kings so he can drive my truck back home. 

“You got a fucking SUV? Geez, it’s you two, not the whole fucking soccer team!” I open the driver side door of the rental and climb in. Starting it up, I hear Kings shout before I close the door.

Shouting over the hood of my truck, he comments, “You trying to make up for a small package with a big car?” 

“Shut up, dick!” I laugh, flipping him the bird. “No, I’m not compensating. It’s all they had left, since we decided to drive there last minute.” 

“Yeah. Sure.”

“I’m gonna pick you up so we can take the girls lunch, I’ll see you back at the apartment, fucker.” I slam the door and cut him off. 

I drive back to our place, listening to music and thinking about Shayla, thinking about the way I acted the other day. Getting jealous and shit. It wasn’t cool of me to do that; I need to stop overreacting every single time something happens that I have insecurities about. I can’t thrust my issues onto her because I can’t control them. I don’t want her to be the pawn in my weaknesses.

Pulling up behind my parked truck, Kings jumps out and heads over to the rental, climbing in and shutting the door.

“Thanks for taking my truck back, man.” I give thanks as I head out of the parking garage and onto the busy street. It’s the lunchtime rush, so we are already sitting in traffic when I pull out. Kings just nods, looking out the window, not even giving me a word of response. He’s thinking about something, he has that face he makes when he is concentrating; it’s the same one he makes when he is curious or sometimes worried. 

“Have you guys, you know…had sex?” 

Shock register in my expression at his question. “Not your business,” I state coolly, not really keen on having this conversation with him. He’s her fucking brother, and no way in hell would he truly be okay if I was sleeping with his sister. 

“You can tell me, bro, I may not like it, but I want to make sure you aren’t rushing her. Besides, I told you about me and Lana.” 

Well, no shit. 

“Yeah, Kings, we know that. The whole city of Seattle knows that. The sexual tension was one thing, but the second you two started hooking up, the whole West Coast could see it,” I huff, and I see the pained look on his face. Sex with Lana is obviously affecting him; he about had a psychotic breakdown the other night. I want to play devil’s advocate and advise him to let that shit be, but Kingston Donovan does what the fuck he wants. 

“No, we haven’t.” I visibly see his chest fall, the air he was holding finally being released. Glancing back to the road, I roll to a stop at the red light and look back at him.

“Good. I’m not five, it happens. People have sex. Last time I checked, I’m doing it and so is any grown ass adult. I also know you aren’t dumb enough to break her heart. So, if she’s going to have sex with anyone, I prefer it be you. But don’t take that as me giving you permission; take it as an understanding with a hint of warning. Break her heart, I’ll fucking bust your face in, bro or not. She’s my everything and she comes first. Comprende, my friend?” Serious Kingston is almost an extinct beast, he never comes out, but when he does, he runs wild and kills you with a simple look and killer hook line. 

“Ah thanks, big guy.” I imitate my best baby voice. I get it…I won’t break her heart. Never even crossed my mind. Having this conversation isn’t something I want to do either, and not because Shay is his sister, it’s because she’s mine. I don’t want to share what’s mine, especially that part of her. When we have sex, no one needs to know about it but her and me. No one, not even Kings. I rub my arm after he hits me with a hard punch. 

“Fuck off, weirdo. Eyes on the road. I would like to get home to finish packing. So we need to hurry and get lunch over to the girls.”

I nod. Changing the conversation, I pick back up with work. “You sure you don’t want me to call someone in to help out? I know Jeff’s taking over when you leave, but he can come in earlier, if you want to come with us.” We met Jeff the first week we opened the studio. We clicked instantly and he’s been on our team for the past six months. It was pretty awesome how quickly he caught on, but also his creative side is off the charts when he’s working with the bands. Like Kings and me, he can sing and play multiple instruments. I trust him to take care of the studio when we’re gone. 

“No, I already booked Lana’s and my plane tickets. Plus, I already promised Ben that I would help him get his band’s last song recorded.” Ben is a part of the band the Roes, and he is, by far, one of the most creative geniuses of our time. I’m going to be bummed when they head back to Arizona after recording with us. 

“They’re going to blow up the charts, man. Seriously, it’ll be huge for our business when it gets out that they recorded with us.” 

He agrees with me, nodding his head and pointing at the sky. “Shit’s coming down hard.” 

I’d prefer if Shayla didn’t drive home in this, so maybe I can convince her to leave early with me. We can get her car later. “Yeah, it is.”

I grab my phone to shoot her a text.

Me: Hey, babe, whatcha up to?

Baby girl: I’m at the store. Evan had to cancel our supper, so he stopped by to go over some final shipment plans for our newest line. 

I feel my chest puff up a little more knowing he’s there and I’m about to surprise her.

Me: Oh yeah, I’m sorry, babe. I wish I could be there to whisk you away. I guess you’re just gonna have to wait until tomorrow.

Baby girl: :( can it be that time already?

Me: Right, I can’t wait to get out of here and spend some more time together. This week without you has been shit.

Baby girl: Is everything okay?

Me: No, I haven’t seen you, so it’s been crap.

Baby girl: Aw, poor baby… I guess I’ll have to make it up to you ;) 

Me: I’m with your brother. Don’t tease or he’s going to get a good view of my hard cock. 

Baby girl: But what if I want to? 

Me: What are you wearing?

Baby girl: Wouldn’t you like to know. 

I’m about to respond, but the voice over the drive-in food joint blares in my ear. 

“You shouldn’t text and drive,” Kingston busts my balls, gaining my attention.

 “I wasn’t texting and driving, dude.” This guy is full of jokes today, isn’t he? “You’re annoying, you know that? Now, what do you want?” We order our food then continue to banter back and forth as we head to the store. It’s located right in the center of downtown Seattle and the foot traffic is constantly going. They were lucky to get this spot. One of my favorite moments was watching her get this place. She looked so happy and beautiful. It stopped me dead in my tracks; even my heart gave out for a minute when I saw that smile light up her perfect face. 

Shay and Lana made the signage big and clean, with a white background and black letters. Inside it’s modern and chic. Yes, chic. Shay beat that into King’s head and mine when we helped them move in. I can hear her voice in my head now, ‘Trey, it has to be chic. If it doesn’t blend with the gray and white walls it will look dumb. Chic can’t look good if it looks dumb!’ The thought has a smile plastered to my face as we make our way into the store. 

That smile is short-lived. Walking into the back of the store, I see Shay standing with Lana and some dude. Not just any dude. A decent looking guy who isn’t me. I’m not saying I’m insecure with how I look, but this guy looks like he knows his shit don’t stink. The cocky type. A guy like me. 

Watching him closely as we walk across the dark wooden floor, I realize then how damn big this place is, it feels like it’s taking me an eternity to get to her. Making it so the longer I look at this tool the bigger the urge I get to begin sprinting, and I almost do when I see him put his hand on my Shay’s lower back, just above her ass, leaning to whisper something in her ear. 

“Babe!” I shout to her in a panic; I want her away from him. I notice everyone else turning with her to look at me, and when I see his full face, I instantly want to throw her over my shoulder, slap her ass, throw her in the back of the car, and head for a deserted island. She looks at me in confusion and it fuels my fire, she should look excited to see me, not confused. Then again, I just yelled to her, randomly like a psycho. 

“Trey, what are you doing here?” I hold up the bags of Chinese food in my hand to show her.

“I brought my woman some food. I couldn’t have her starving, now could I?” My heart rate evens out a little when I see that beautiful smile on her face as I zero in on her, standing right next to her.

“Thanks, that’s so sweet—” 

I cut her off and use my free hand to grab her waist and pull her flush against me; he needs to see that Shayla is mine. I kiss her with a raw hunger and need. Staking my claim and showing this pretty boy that she’s with a fucking man. I haven’t kissed her in over three days and her taste is setting off fireworks and alarm bells in my head. I know I need to stop, but I can’t. Whenever we kiss or she lets me have her taste, I get selfish, wanting more. 

I guide my hand down her waist and it forms to the roundness of her tight ass. I continue my kiss, taking her plump bottom lip between my teeth and tugging it, gently. That was obviously going too far for her as she pulls back. Reluctantly, I let her stop us, but I make sure he sees me smirk as I wipe the side of my bottom lip, making direct eye contact with him.

Yeah, she’s mine. I’m a smug bastard. He nods his head, showing me he got the message. I swear I smell victory, if it had a scent.

“Babe, um, this is uh Evan. He’s our investor I’ve been telling you about.” Her voice is breathy, and I finally break eye contact with the poor chump to look down at Shay. She looks just as I thought she would, her cheeks are flushed and her lips are swollen from my assault. She’s seriously beautiful. I know she can feel me against her stomach and she glances down. Her lust-filled green eyes widen. She shoots her head back up and looks at me in shock. I give her a quick wink. 

“Sorry, how rude of me. I’m Trey, her boyfriend. She’s told me a lot about you, Ethan.” 

“Babe, it’s Evan,” she says, looking up at me with a pissed smirk on her sexy lips. I know it was rude, but I don’t care. I hate this bastard and the way he’s still looking at Shay. I guess next time I’ll have to slap her ass and give her a hickey in the shape of a T for my name. Dick. 

“Oh, Evan, sure, whatever.” I shrug my shoulders to give extra emphasis on the lack of shits that I give. 

“Nice to meet you, Trey.” He holds his hand out toward me, and I stare at it for a second, debating what I should do. After a few more seconds, I choose the high road. I squeeze it hard with force, trying to out strengthen him. Okay, so maybe not the high road, but it was a detour to the nice way. 

“Trey, your lovely girlfriend, here has been working tirelessly to get this new line together for the board of directors. She’s quite incredible, don’t you think?” 

Don’t I think? Yeah, I think my girlfriend is incredible. Who is this dude? Lovely? I’m sorry, but this guy must be the dumbest man alive to call her lovely in front of me. 

“Her name is Shayla, not lovely.” He smirks the biggest grin, and I can see the cockiness radiating off of him in waves. It makes my blood boil. Shay starts squirming in my arms until she gets loose from my grip. 

“Trey.” She’s no longer red from blushing when we lock eyes; she’s red with anger, which is extremely sexy looking on her. I hear Kingston cough next to me, and I know he knows I’m about to get my ass handed to me. I heed his warning, as well as the threat in Shayla’s tone and bite my tongue. Step down, Trey, remember she isn’t the pawn in your fucking issues.

“Sorry, yes, Shayla is amazing.” Lana chuckles next to King’s relaxed posture. They both think it’s funny to see me bugging out, little did they know I’m choosing to not fucking snap. Something about this Evan guy just doesn’t sit well. His eyes roam over Shayla’s body in ways they shouldn’t, spending an unsettling amount of time on her beautiful curves. Any man would be jealous if another man were looking at their woman the way he did. 

“One of the greatest talents I’ve ever had the complete pleasure of working with.” He draws out pleasure, letting it roll off his tongue smoothly. I remove my arm from around Shay and move toward Lana, leaning to her level to give her a quick hug, choosing with all my fucking strength to not punch his fucking lights out. 

“Both you girls are talented, all the brains and beauty,” he states again, and Kings takes a deep breath next to me, I shoot him a look and see him raging, chest puffed and ready to attack. He and I both. Lana grabs his arm and holds him in place; Evan is too oblivious to notice, as he’s wrapped up in checking his phone. 

“You girls need to eat, it’s past lunch,” I state, moving back toward Shayla. Wrapping my arm around her again, I stare at Evan, giving him the signal to leave so the girls can eat. 

“True, I should leave you ladies to it. Thanks for seeing me today and have a great vacation. Lana, Shay.” He nods at them both. “I will update you when I hear back from the board.” 

“Thanks, Evan,” they cheerfully say in unison. My eyes never leave his moving form until he is out of sight. 

“We need to have a little talk, can we go in my office?” Shay pulls me by the hand, leaving my arms and leading us to the back of the store, not really letting me answer. 

Shutting the door I make myself comfortable on her desk, leaning against it and crossing my arms and legs at my ankles. I know she’s standing there staring at me, while I adjust myself.

“’Her name’s Shayla, not lovely? Evan, sure, whatever?’” She mocks my previous statements. 

I shrug my shoulders and smirk. “It’s the truth.” I state matter-of-factly. 

“Trey, you have got to get this under control. Evan is a good guy, he’s just over the top with compliments, I’m sure it’s just to butter us up, so we don’t back out.” 

I scoff, lifting my brow. I know she can’t be serious. She turned down other investors and picked him, so what buttering up needs to be done?

“Shay, he doesn’t look at Lana the way he looks at you. I can try my best to let that go, but then he calls you girls beautiful and puts his hand on your lower back. Don’t you think that warrants me to be a tad jealous?”

“No, not with me.” She stands still, her gaze never wavering and her tone firm. I shake my head and finally move. Pushing from the desk, I sit in the chair just in front of it. Moving around me, she takes my previous spot and leans against her desk. 

“You know, men nowadays tend to not be so gentlemanlike, I feel he is just being a gentleman.” Dropping my head in my hands, exasperated, I laugh in a mocking tone. 

“The only woman I touch like that is you. I don’t whisper in Lana’s ear and place my hand inches from her ass, or call her beautiful one too many fucking times,” I tell her, sitting back up and running my hand through my hair. I know Shay, and if the roles were reversed she would be a tad jealous. We are a naturally jealous species, humans are jealous of all things. Friends are jealous when their best friend hangs with someone else, men are jealous when their women talk to other men and I know damn well women get jealous of other women. It’s human nature; however, mine may be a tad bit more complicated.

“Trey. It’s nothing. Okay.” She comforts me, her tone low and calming. I appreciate her being patient with me and talking things out with me, but I’m not going to just sit here and let a man call my woman beautiful the way he does. “Okay, I think we need to talk about this tonight. I feel this isn’t the time or place to go this deep into the issue.” 

“You’re right. Maybe we should talk about it when you get home. Are you mad at me?” I reach my hand out, hoping she will take it. I smile internally when she places her hand in mine. 

“I’m not mad, I’m just not understanding you and why you feel the way you do.” I can appreciate that, and now I need to be patient with her and step back for a minute. It’s only fair.

“I can meet you at home. I can see I’ve overstepped my boundaries,” I declare, standing and letting her hand slip from mine. I don’t know how I feel about everything. I mean I didn’t overreact like I could have or like I wanted to, but I still let my jealousy slip through the cracks just enough for Shay to be disappointed in me. 

“You didn’t overstep your boundaries, you just didn’t respect mine. I don’t want to fight, but we do need to talk about this, Trey, this has to stop.” I shake my head in absorption. My chest tightening enough to make me want to fall to my knees at her feet and beg for her forgiveness. I guess the whole saying about people being mad at you isn’t as bad as them being disappointed in you—is true. 

“I’m sorry, Shay. I’ll see you at home.” I leave her without one more glance, heading back to the rental car. Kings sees me leaving and says his good-byes. I wait in the car while I watch him say something to Shayla, shaking his head and then hugging her briefly before heading to me. 

Climbing in, he starts on me immediately. “Get your jealousy under control, Trey, you don’t want to lose my sister,” he warns, buckling up while I pull out. 

“I know, but you see it, right? You see the way he looks at her, the way he talks to her?” I ask, begging that he will agree so I can convince myself I’m not making this shit up in my head, that I’m not totally wrong for feeling the way I do. 

“Yeah, I do. But he hasn’t done anything to make her feel uncomfortable and he hasn’t made a move on her, so that shouldn’t bother you. Besides, my sister is a beautiful woman, so anyone who isn’t blind is gonna check her out. Learn to deal with that or move on. Don’t put my sister in the middle of all your shit.” 

“I know she’s fucking beautiful, I get that. I know I am the fucking problem, Kings, but I need help fixing that” I confess, my eyes not leaving the road in front of me. Shayla has always been shy, yes, but what she hasn’t been is unsure of what she wants. Shayla rationalizes all things, thinks them through thoroughly, and goes in strong with her final decision. She is the strong one in our relationship.

“Then figure out exactly what it is you need from her to help you. Because she is loyal as fuck and there shouldn’t sit one doubt in your fucking head over your relationship with her.” I hate that he’s right. Not once did Shayla respond to Evan’s comments or blush when he complimented her. All that shit is made up in my head. 

“I’ll work my shit out. As long as I have Shayla, I can work my shit out. If it means keeping her then I’ll do it,” I declare. 

“You fucking better, because remember, bros or not, Shay comes first in my line.” 

“I know.” Leaving the conversation there, I get us home and spend the next few hours on edge, waiting for Shayla so I can fix everything. 

I watch the clock religiously, checking it every five seconds when five rolls around. I’m waiting in Shayla’s room, nervous for what she’s gonna say. Nervous for what I’m gonna say. We have such strong passion between us two, that it can go one of two ways—amazing or completely south. 

I hear the front door open and shut, then the distinct sound of heels against the hard wood, echoing down the hall. My palms are sweating and I gently rock back and forth from my spot on her bed. The door creaks open and she appears, looking just as tired and stressed as me. We have only been dating a short time, and I feel we have already faced so much shit. And it’s all my fucking fault. 

“Hey,” I start first, ready to get this shit going and fix the mess I made. 

“Hi.” Her low voice pinches my heart tighter. I hate that during this important time in her life, I’m causing issues. God, I really am a bastard. 

“I have a problem. I have severe jealousy, something I am struggling to control. I just don’t appreciate men looking at you and calling you beautiful and incredible. He shouldn’t be talking to you like that, especially in a professional setting.” I ramble on, trying to fit all that I want to say into one breath. She removes her shoes, then stands in place for a moment longer, her fingers rubbing circles against her temple. 

“Trey. I’m your girlfriend. I chose you. I may be new to this whole thing, seeing as you’re my first boyfriend. But, I’m almost certain cheating has to happen in order for someone to doubt or feel insecure the way you do.” She moves to her dresser and removes her jewelry. She hasn’t looked at me, avoiding my sorrowful stare, I’m sure. I look how I feel—like shit. 

“Shayla. I fucking trust you; it’s him I don’t trust. I feel like he has a hidden agenda. I can’t explain it but the way he looks at you makes something not feel right.” I am trying my best to search for a rational way to explain how I can feel the way I do just simply because his eyes have a wandering problem, but even it sounds crazy to me and I’m the one fucking feeling this way. 

“Trey, this man is going to help me build this dream of mine, something Lana and I have wanted for so long.” She says this and I choose to forgo telling her that makes me just as insecure. Sure my dad is wealthy, and if I wanted to I could ask for a loan to help invest in her dream, but she wouldn’t take it and I know she wants to make it on her own. But I think I would do better keeping that information to myself. 

“I know, but I just want to make sure he is doing it for the right reason.” Her head snaps in my direction and her eyes narrow in on me. 

“Wow, Trey. That’s not cool.” She walks into her closet and I curse myself, squinting my eyes and pinching the bridge of my nose, I think of something to combat what I just said. Before I can speak she comes rushing out of the closet, wearing nothing but a silk nighty. She looks beautiful. 

“I’m glad to know that you think I couldn’t get this dream off the ground without my nice body. Did you ever stop and think about that? Did you even think it could be possible that I might actually be working really hard, and Lana and I are really that incredible? Maybe just possibly he’s stating a fact? Or am I not good enough in your eyes, and the only way I can possibly get this investor is if I flirt a little with him and not by pure talent?” Her voice raises and she looks extremely hurt. Not pissed, just hurt. Holy fuck, this is her goddamn dream and the only thing stopping it or getting in the way is me. I am the one making this dream difficult. 

“Shayla, I get that you are talented. Trust me, I know you are fucking talented, you and Lana have worked your asses off to accumulate all this success, but he has been nothing but unprofessional. What’s mine is mine, and I want to protect it.” 

“Spare me the alpha talk. I am your girlfriend, yes. But I am my own freaking person, Trey Adams, you do not own me and until you can get your thick skull around that, you and I will not see eye to eye.” I watch her throw her hair in a messy bun, stunned to silence because I think I know exactly what she’s getting at. 

I feel my hands start to shake and my legs feel numb, my body overheating with sudden fear. “What the fuck does that mean, Shayla?” I ask, my voice rumbling low in my chest. 

“If you can’t trust me, you are gonna lose me. And you want to know the worst part, Trey?” she questions, tears forming in her eyes. I bite my lip and take a deep breath, my nostrils flaring. 

Opening my mouth, I ask with a sharp tone, “What’s that, Shayla?” 

“Not only do we stand to lose this relationship, but we’ve come too far and we risk losing our friendship as well.” 

The words hurt me, but I can’t lie that she has a fucking point. I don’t just stand to lose my girl; I stand to lose my best fucking friend. 

“Babe.” 

“No, Trey. I need a second, this is too much for me.” I watch her leave, my legs unable to move with where my mind is screaming for them to go—after her. 

I take a few minutes, racking my brain with what the hell I should do. How did we go from rational adults, talking about everything to her running out of the room in tears, with threats of losing each other completely? 

Because you are a jealous fucking idiot, Trey Adams.

Moving my feet I go to find her. Spotting her on the couch, with her head resting against a pillow crying softly, I approach her with hesitation, being cautious of her current state. She’s vulnerable and hurt, because I let her down. 

“Baby?” I ask, sitting in front of her on the coffee table.

“What, Trey? What?” she says in defeat, her voice filled with exhaustion. I know she is worn out and it’s my fault. 

“Hear me out?” I beg. Eyeing me over, then looking past me to the wall, she huffs, nodding her head. I let her get comfortable, sitting up and crossing her legs under her, with the big pillow on her bare thighs. 

“I’m sorry that this is not just my battle anymore, but yours, too. We’re together and you are the first real relationship I’ve had. I’m scared to trust you, and I’m scared to forget the past, which isn’t your fault and you’re right, I have no reason not to trust you. Because you aren’t her. I get that. But the truth is, if you left, Shayla, if you ever left me, it wouldn’t just hurt me, it would fucking ruin me because I’m in love with you. I acted irrational over what he did tonight and that is my issue. Not yours. I can’t make you forgive me nor do I expect you to, but I need you to please be patient with me.” The confession rolls off my tongue, and I hope it lands in her heart. I hope she can feel what my words are meaning. I am genuinely sorry. 

“I love you too, Trey. I do. But that doesn’t always make everything okay. If you can’t trust me to be anything other than the person you love, then this won’t work.” She looks down, tucking her fallen hair behind her ear. I see a small tear roll down her cheek, and I reach to wipe it away, thrilled that she doesn’t pull away. 

“You are right, it doesn’t. But I know it could be a great start.” She nods. 

“Yeah. I will ask that you stop interfering with the investment. I don’t want to lose this, and I don’t want Lana to either. I promise that I will be faithful to you and if he ever crosses a line, I need you to trust I would stop it before he could even try, okay?” Our eyes search each other’s and I take in her beautiful face, like I’m seeing it for the first time. Seeing tears in her eyes that I have caused is not something I’m proud of. My dad would fucking knock me out if he found out that I made the woman I love cry. 

“I promise I will work on this every day, and I will learn to control my feelings and keep you out of my issues.” 

“Trey, I don’t want you to shut me out, I want you to let me in. I am more than willing to help you through these issues, but not if you let the world and other people suffer from it. If you feel insecure”—She stops, reaching out and leaning forward, she lifts my face with her hand under my chin— “talk to me about, don’t just act on your knee-jerk reaction.” 

A delicate, serene smile creeps onto her face and she bites her cute lip. “I remember that day in the tree house—your graduation, remember that?” she questions and I nod, seeing the image of her in front of me, listening to me talk about my mother. She was a fucking warrior that day, staying strong to listen to me break. 

“That Trey, the Trey who struggled with those demons, the ones you are facing still, well, he talked to me. He opened up to me and treated me like his confidant, like his best friend, not his property. Words are the loudest sounds in the middle of a roaring battle, Trey. So, tell me, don’t show me.” 

I want to wrap her in my arms and steal every breath she has, how did I get this lucky?

“I don’t deserve you, and I’m too selfish to give you up. I will fight to make us a better team, make me a better man,” I promise her, leaning forward to meet her already extended body. She still sits on the couch, so our bodies are barely close enough to touch each other’s lips. Giving her a gentle, but firm kiss, I pull away only an inch. “How did I get so lucky to have you in my life all these years?” I’m not asking her rhetorically I really am blown away that I was worthy enough to be her everything. 

“Because I am one of the only people who can handle your crap. I know you inside and out, Trey Adams.” 

“You really love me, Trey? You weren’t just saying that to make me forgive you, were you?” she says, standing from the couch, pulling away from me completely. Standing over me, she looks down, her look questioning me. 

“No, baby, I said it because I mean it. I’ve loved you since the day we became best friends and today I am a man in love with you.” Falling in love with Shayla wasn’t hard and saying it wasn’t as scary as I thought loving someone would be. Being within reach of me, I pull her down so she can sit sideways on my lap. 

“You’re my woman, and I want to love and protect you. I’m sorry for making you upset tonight, baby,” I say again, ending our fight with my one last apology. 

“I know you are. I accept your apology.” 

I feel my body relax, my chest not as tight and my jaw relaxing. I was wound tight, torn up inside from all the fighting. I know damn well if we were a couple without any history at all, we would have ended things right here and now, but history is just that—history. Shay and I have a long history and walking away isn’t always as simple as it sounds. 

“Can I tell you something? About my mom, something I’ve never told anyone?” I ask sincerely. Talk through it, Trey, tell her. 

“Anything.” I help stand her up and then switch places, so now I’m on the couch. I pull her into my lap to straddle my waist. She willingly sits down and waits patiently for me to talk. 

On an exhale, I start talking. “That day—my graduation.” She nods. “I found a letter in my dad’s office. It was to him…from my mother.” Her eyes instantly sadden, and I take a moment to absorb her sympathy. Most people don’t crave it but I welcome her pity. I will accept and take her any way she will give me. Happy, sad, angry, fucking pity—I don’t care, I want all her feelings and I want them for me. 

“Go ahead, Trey. Open up to me.” She grabs my hand and places it against her heart. I feel the strong beat thump and pulse against my hand. The strength of a thousand men pump through her chest and straight into my veins, igniting my willpower to continue. 

“I almost ignored it, my hands hovered above it for what felt like hours. Finally, I couldn’t take it and had to know what it said. Something was wielding me to open the fucking thing and read it. So, I did.” I push hard against the wave of tears that want to fall, swallowing past the dry lump. I clear my throat. “It was her good-bye letter. The one she wrote my dad the day she left him.” 

She doesn’t interrupt me, but she does tighten her hand around mine, which still sits above her heart.

“The letter said a bunch of terrible things. She said how much she pretended to love my dad, until something better came along. How she despised him for his lack of trying to make a better life for himself. Shit, that told me then why he did what he did when he found his way as an entrepreneur.” I take my other hand and busy it on her bare thigh, her warm, satin skin feeling good against my palm. “At the end of the letter she said she regretted having me, and that I shouldn’t have been born, because it pushed her and him apart even more. She blamed me, Shay.” I let myself feel, let the pain rip at my heart. 

Dropping my hand, she clasps my face in her delicate ones. “Trey! That isn’t true. My God that isn’t true. Please don’t tell me you believed her?” 

“Obviously I did, since it’s causing me to have such a fucking problem with trust and jealousy.” I am not telling her this so she will excuse my behavior, I’m telling her this so she can understand it and I can accept it, to help me move on. 

“It’s not true, Trey. She left on her own. Your mother and my mother could be best friends, I swear.” Shay’s mom didn’t walk out, but she did become an absentee parent, so she has an inkling of what I am going through. “Our mothers live in the world of narcissism, they think they are perfect and deserve noting but the best. She left because she was a selfish human who didn’t have a heart big enough to love someone as amazing as you and Pops.” She leans in and kisses the tip of my nose, I feel like a child, craving a love I missed out on when I was younger. Shay is the nurturing type. I swear she will be the best fucking mother. 

“That’s something I need to realize and work on, Shay, but I can only do it with time and your help. I will never act like that in front of Evan again,” I make a promise to her, sealing it with a kiss. 

“I will help you, as a lover and a friend, I will help you.” 

Her words are my undoing, drawing me into her. My lips connect to hers and a bolt of electricity shoots through my body, waking me the fuck up. I feel my cock slowly growing hard. Tilting her head, to tangle our tongues, we battle for dominance, hungry for one another. I drag my lips away and kiss down her cheek before giving her neck some attention. “Mhmm.” I don’t stop kissing on her. I want to leave my mark on her neck and claim her with my brand. 

“Make love to me.” She moans, her head tilted and her neck open to me. She is still sitting astride me, grinding herself against me.

My lips come to a halt, and I’m almost sure I didn’t hear her correctly. Did she just ask me to make love to her? No way. I must be so turned on, and still reeling from our fight, that I’m imagining her offering me the one thing I would kill to have. 

“What’d you say?” 

She chuckles and repeats herself. “I’m in love with you too, Trey, and I’m ready to give myself to you completely. Make love to me?” 

Hell yes, I’m not just dreaming. This is happening. 

“Are you sure? I mean if you feel I need this, I don’t.” Instantly, I wish I could reach out into the air in front of me and grab the words back, before she could have the chance to hear them. Observing her face, my words obviously stung her. She thinks I’m telling her I don’t want her, yeah fucking right. I want to rip her clothes off and bend her ass over the couch and fuck her into oblivion. But I don’t want her to think it’s something she has to do to please me or keep me satisfied. 

“Baby, baby, look at me.” I move back slightly and take her face in my hands. “All I meant was that I don’t want you to give yourself to me because you think we need to after our fight, or that I need it in order for you to keep me. I can wait as long as needed. I just don’t want you to do it if you aren’t ready.” 

She gives me a doe-eyed look and asks me in a voice barely above a whisper, “Do you want to? I mean, are you ready?” 

“Are you kidding?” I dissolve into a small laugh. She can’t be serious. “Yeah, I’m more than ready. If I could, I would make love to you whenever I have the chance. Making love to you will become my favorite pastime.” Her face flushes a soft shade of pink.

“What if I’m not good at it? You know I’m a virgin, obviously. But you’ve been with tons of women, probably all Barbie doll vixens, and here I am the inexperienced virgin. What if you hate it?” 

This can’t be a conversation that we’re going to indulge in, is it? I know I have insecurities, but she’s a damn ten. Shit, a twenty. I’m the only one who should be worried. Her being insecure pisses me off, honestly. 

“I’ve been with a lot of women, yes. I’m not going to lie or try to hide that from you, but none of those women have had my heart. This will be the first time I’ve made love, and if I have it my way, you will be the only one I ever make love to.” My words ignite a fire; she wraps her arms around my neck and thighs tighten their grip against mine. Our lips lock and we lose ourselves, kissing each other with such an intensity I don’t think I can go slow.

“I fucking want you. I want to show you how amazing it will feel,” I rasp into her neck

then flip us over so she is under me and I’m laid out over her tight little body. Leaning up, I balance myself on my knees then reach behind my head and pull my shirt off. I swear I’ll never get tired of the way she looks at me when she’s turned on. It really is a sight. 

Tossing the shirt to the ground, I spread her legs and readjust myself to kneel between her open legs. Rubbing my hands up and down her thighs, I let her give me some attention. Her hands start roaming over my stomach, gently grazing the grooves of my hips that disappear under my jeans. 

“You like what you see, baby?” 

“You’re like a god.” 

Well, that is a boost to my ego. Shit. 

“Wait until you feel me inside of you, when these hips move against yours.” My sweet girl blushes, her innocence sexy as hell. Knowing I’m going to be her first, only, and last, is incredible. Not only will I teach her these things, but I’ll also share this with her. 

“Unbutton them, babe.” She looks unsure. “It’s me and you, baby.” Instantly, she’s back with me. I cover her hand with mine and drag it down my stomach, and when it gets to the button of my pants, I can’t do anything but look at her. I want to watch her reaction to everything that we do, all of her firsts. She looks like a goddess. My goddess, laid out under me like a personal feast. Her red hair that reminds me of a damn sunset—yeah, I said sunset, like a corny, lovesick bastard—fans out around her. Her green eyes are darker and hazy, like she already had an orgasm. I want to speed up the process, but if I did I would miss all the beautiful things she does that get her close to ecstasy. 

Gazing down at her through hooded eyes, she unbuttons my pants and slides my zipper down. Then I’m claiming her lips once more as I bring my body down to hers. We’re a tangled mess of limbs, tongue, and teeth, fighting for power over each other. Knowing we both need the control. Getting as close as humanly possible. 

A low moan rumbles through me when I squeeze her left tit in my hand, where it fits perfectly, like a glove. She was made for me. 

“I love you,” she whispers, timidly stopping her hands at the waistband of my briefs. 

“I love you, baby. Now show me what you want.” Nodding her head, Shayla’s soft palm and long, thin fingers wrap around my dick. I growl like a beast, it feels like heaven. Her tiny hands can’t wrap all the way around me. My animalistic instincts becoming heightened at the thought. 

“Oh, fuck, baby. That feels amazing.” I pull the thin straps of her nighty down enough for her breasts to pop out, and I latch my mouth onto her nipple.

“Trey, baby, uhh.” Her moans fuel me on even more, and right when I’m about to remove her nighty the rest of the way, I hear Mr. Cock-block himself. 

“Need a rubber? Just kidding, get the fuck off my sister, fucker.” Shayla pulls her hand from my briefs like her hand caught fire and she shuffles back on the couch. I turn my body to the door and cover her from Kingston’s and Lana’s eyes.

“Seriously, bro? Get out of here!” I grab the closest pillow and throw it at him before he has the chance to dodge it. It hits him square in the face. Serves you right, dick. 

I’m not only horny, but now I’m also irritated that he may have ruined tonight. Or maybe he really helped me come to my senses. I’m not going to make love to my girl, on a couch after a fight, for her first time. That would’ve happened if I weren’t trying to be the new Trey, if it was someone I wasn’t in love with. 

My eyes scorn him as he and Lana laugh their way into her bedroom. I turn my body to Shay when I hear the door in the hallway close. Time for a cold shower. 

“Oh my God, how embarrassing. My brother just caught me red-handed. Literally.” She blushes, her wide eyes drifting down to my crotch. 

“Yeah, he did. Let’s go get ready for bed, we have a long day ahead of us tomorrow.” I stand up and go for my shirt that I discarded onto the floor. 

“For bed? But what about—” 

She stops abruptly, and I turn to look at her. Her hair is a mess and her nighty is hanging off one shoulder. I have to fight the urge to say fuck it and draw her back into me. She’s biting her lip; I can see the thoughts roaming around in her head, probably finding a thousand false reasons as to why I’m stopping us. 

“What, baby?” I ask, pushing her to continue. 

“Aren’t we going to, you know, have sex?” She whispers sex like it’s a bad word, obviously worried her brother might hear her, only solidifying my plan to hold off for another time. 

“Not tonight, beautiful. We have a huge road trip ahead of us, and you need to get that beautiful ass in bed. I’ll be the big spoon.” I wink at her.

“Is it something I did? Did I mess up? Was I too sloppy? I’m sorry. I should’ve been more prepared. I didn’t have any experience before you, I mean you’re the first guy I’ve ever even kissed.” She’s babbling, and I’m afraid if she doesn’t stop and take a breath, her head is going to pop off. 

Rushing to her, I bring her body flush against mine. “Baby, baby, no. Not at all. Seriously. You think you’re the problem?” She nods slightly and puts her head down. I pick her up and she grabs onto my shoulders when we start moving toward the bedroom. Kicking the door shut with my foot, I walk us slowly to the bench at the foot of her bed, turning her so she’s straddling me. The heat radiating from between her legs, and the enticement of her beautiful pussy, is daring me to ravage her. 

Her eyes finally settle on me, searching them, she wants to know if I’m going to say something or if she should start first. I think it’s safe to say I should do the talking, make up for my shitty explanation in the other room. 

“You can never do anything wrong. I’m confident enough to say that you may be the only woman that can cause a man to come with just a laugh. That, baby, is how perfect you are.” 

“Please, you’re just saying that because you feel bad for me.” Her room is dark but the light coming in from the city illuminates her face. Her head is bowed still, and I don’t like how she is ashamed, she should never hang her head in shame or embarrassment around me.

“Hey, pretty girl. Look at me.” She waits a second and then finally gives in, giving me her eyes. God, even in the dark I can see those beautiful green irises.

“You feel this spot right here?” I ask, grazing the spot below her ear. 

“Yeah.” She nods, curiosity splayed on her face. I lean in, kissing the spot I just touched, adding soft licks. Her taste, mixed with flowers from her perfume, makes me moan.

“Trey,” she huffs. 

“That spot makes me want to leave my mark.” Leaning back I lightly kiss her, biting her bottom lip, seeking approval for access. 

“You see these lips?” This time she doesn’t need to answer, I finish for her. “These lips”—I kiss her again with a sweep of my tongue, making contact with hers—“they make me hard. They make me want more of your taste.” Her chest is rising and falling rapidly, and I know she’s leaving all insecurities back on that couch. 

“These legs, you see them?” Biting her lip, she nods. “They make me want to get lost, they make me want to wrap them around my waist and lose myself in you for hours, days. Shit, I’d stay there forever if I could.” 

“You’re obsessed with me, you should get help.” She’s trying to hide her arousal with a sense of humor. That’s cute…nice try. 

Reaching around her, I place both my hands on her round ass. “You see this ass?” I haven’t broken my trance; no smile has passed over my face. I’m as serious as they come, she’s gonna fucking kill me just by being everything she is.

“How could I miss it? The thing is huge,” she retorts. I bring one hand back and then return it quickly, giving her a slap that makes her yelp and grind against me. 

“This thing makes me want to spank it whenever you get insecure or sassy.” She starts grinding harder on me, trying to find friction, and it feels so fucking good. 

“Got it, woman? You’re fucking gorgeous and you have no idea how much it turns me on to know you’re inexperienced, fucking untouched. Because that means I get all of your firsts and it saves a ton of people.” 

She stills a little, but keeps up a light friction against my hardness. “Saves a ton of people from what?” 

“From me kicking their asses, because you, baby, are mine. Always. No other man can touch what’s mine.”

“I love you, Trey,” she says, grinding harder against me and moving my hands to her hips. I help her and start dragging her against me. 

“Yeah, does that feel good, baby? You’re so sexy,” I say, watching her. She’s so intoxicating when she’s about to come. Her neck reddens, her cheeks flush pink, her lips part slightly, and her tight nipples peak hard on her perky tits. That’s what all my wet dreams are made of, this fucking Aphrodite in front of me.

“Come on me, baby, come against my cock. You feel how big it is, how much I want you. Come, beautiful.” Throwing her head back, I cover her mouth with my hand, silencing her strangled moans. She’s moaning so loud I know it didn’t do much. I’m sure she woke the whole apartment building. 

“I can’t wait until you come like that on my dick, baby.” 

“I can’t wait until you make love to me.” She swallows back a shy grin, confessing the sweetest truth.

“It’ll be like nothing you can imagine, beautiful,” I stroke her cheek with my thumb, looking her face over one more time. “Now hop up and go shower. I’m gonna run to my apartment and grab a shower and bring my bags here, we leave at five a.m.” She rolls her eyes in annoyance and grunts at the thought.

“Why are we leaving so early?” she huffs the question, removing her nighty and letting it fall on the vintage white chair by her bathroom door. 

“Because we only have two days to get there, and I don’t want to make that trip in one day, do you?” I challenge her as she looks over her shoulder. She doesn’t break eye contact as she unhooks her bra. Her seductive gaze putting me right back in the mindset I was in a second ago, when she was grinding on me. I need to leave, and I need to do it quickly, or this road trip can say sayonara. 

“Babe, quit looking at me like that and march that pretty round ass into that shower. I’ll be back.” I begrudgingly tear my eyes off of her and force myself out of her room. I wish tomorrow would hurry up; I want my girl to myself.
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Shayla

 

I’M PULLED FROM A deep sleep to a sound coming from the wall above my headboard. It’s a pounding noise followed by loud noises. It sounds like someone’s yelling or shouting. I shoot out of bed when I realize Lana’s room is on the other side, causing me to feel instant panic. The only time I have ever heard her yell or scream is when she was with Joel, or at the hands of Joel. I don’t have time to think. I just go. My feet hit the ground and I push off the bed.

Before I can get my butt off the bed, my arm is grasped and I’m pulled back abruptly, causing worry to set in. Did he bring someone with him, to keep me down while he got her? That asshat should be locked up. How did he get out? My mind instantly wants to scream for Trey. Where is he? I remember falling asleep with him behind me, keeping me spooned and warm. 

My question is answered and my fear put to rest when I hear that smooth, deep voice coming from the spot next to me. “Baby, shh. It’s okay. It’s just Lana and Kings.” I calm down enough to turn and look at him lying on the bed. He has his pajama clad legs folded, one over the other, and one arm behind his head, leaving all his muscles and defined edges on display. He has a firm grip on my wrist, holding me to him. I’m so glad it wasn’t what I thought it was, I was so scared. This isn’t the first time I’ve woken up in a panic, most often after a nightmare. Typically, I’ll poke my head in to check on Lana, breathing a sigh of relief when she’s perfectly safe sleeping away.

“Wait, you mean?” I stop, listening closely as I hear more clearly what Lana’s saying, well, moaning. Oh my God, I freaked out over thinking she was being attacked when really they’re just having sex and I mean sex. Like wild sex, they are moaning like they’re singing in the opera. 

“Yep, how do you think I feel?” Trey says. A laugh escapes my sealed lips, making a spitting noise, and I quickly cover my mouth with my hand. 

“Oh—my—God. I’ve never heard them, you know, doing that before,” I state, still covering my mouth in horror. I mean that’s my best friend and my brother! 

“Your brother knows the fucking guy code. Keep it the fuck down, you two!” I’m thrown into a fit of laughter when Trey bangs on the wall. The knock does nothing to stop them. In fact, the moaning gets louder. 

“Okay, ew. That’s my brother,” I state, getting up and walking to the bathroom. The farther away the better.

“What time is it?” I ask, flipping on the lights in the bathroom and making work of washing my face, hoping the water will drown out the sound. Picking up the toothbrush, I cover the top with toothpaste and smile when I feel my favorite arms wrap around my waist. 

“It’s one thirty,” he announces himself, stepping into the bathroom and approaching me from behind. He starts to kiss my neck and sway us back and forth. Brushing my teeth just got better and even more sexy, I like it. 

“They can’t go on forever. They have to be done soon, right?” I ask around the brush in my mouth, focusing on my front teeth when he replies. 

“If it were you and me—no.” 

My eyes widen and he starts to remove my nightgown strap. My little nighty barely covers my body as it is, so when the straps fall he gets an eyeful. My breasts feel heavy in his hands when he palms them with his warm touch.

“I could fuck you all night long, if you’d be able to handle it, baby.” 

I separate my mind and libido in a flash, remembering the fact that my brother’s a room away, having sex. As sexy as Trey is, I can’t do this when that’s happening within earshot, it’s too weird. Lifting my straps to my nighty back up, I spit out my toothpaste and rinse my mouth before turning to him. 

“Trey, you can’t say things like that.” He continues to kiss my collarbone, leaning down to meet my small frame. 

He’s so tall, so manly. 

I need a cold shower. 

When he’s like this, it’s like a feral lion; he’ll get what he wants. I may think I have control of the situation, but that dissipates when his warm mouth connects with my nipple. I didn’t even notice that he pulled my straps down again.

“Trey…” I moan, giving into his sweet torture.

“That’s what I thought, beautiful.”

God this feels so good. 

Wait, no, bad Shayla.

Pour some ice on this sexy man, I scold myself internally. When he nibbles my nipple and lifts his head slightly to attack my other breast, I make my move. Pushing him by his chest, I run for the bedroom, pulling my straps back up before I jump on the bed, throwing myself under the blankets. Expecting him to get me before I even make the clearing. When he doesn’t, I peek my head out just enough that my eyes are the only things showing. He’s leaning against the bathroom door, one hand is teasing the stubble on his chin as he rubs it in a back and forth motion over his jaw. The light behind him frames his body and causes the slightest shadow on his face. God that face. It’s heaven sent. Literally, angels sing when he opens his beautiful blues in the morning. 

“You know what happens to bad little minxes like you?” He starts walking toward me, and I watch his hand as it runs along the lines of his abs. 

“No,” I answer, almost not recognizing my own voice. It was more like a whimper. You are a pansy, Shay. 

He leans over the bed on his balled fists, his bulging biceps look more noticeable and so do the sexy veins that line them. “They get spanked.” 

Hello!

I should misbehave more often. 

“But that will have to wait until tomorrow. We have to leave in a few hours and I’m sleepy.” 

I’m so wound up and turned on, I’m almost pissed he just ended our teasing cold turkey style. I thought for certain we were going to mess around. Once again, whose idea was it to drive? I move over to let him in the bed, still peeved that he just teased me and made me wet, then stopped like ice water rained down on him.

He pulls me into him and molds our bodies together, and like nothing happened at all, he says good night and is out like a light. 

Jerk. 

Eventually, I stew myself to sleep, knowing I will definitely give him payback for that number. 
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“CAN WE STOP TO get some snacks for the trip?” I ask excitedly, crisscrossing my legs on my seat. Trey’s rental car is huge so my crossed legs fit on the seat perfectly. I’m actually thinking this road trip may not be as hard as I anticipated it to be. 

“Yes, beautiful.” Simplicity, that’s all he needs to do and I can be content. He looks mouthwatering, sporting a cream long-sleeved shirt. The deep cut of the un-buttoned V-neck show the indent between his pecs. It complements his dark blue jeans and boots. It’s simple, but also the hottest thing that I get to stare at all day. 

“Thanks!” I’m giddy and he laughs at me for it. 

“Wait here, and I’ll run in. I’m going to surprise you.” He leans across and places a quick kiss on my cheek.

“Oh, a surprise, good luck!” He winks and heads into the store. 

When he’s out of eyesight, I look around, spotting a couple fighting by the pay phone. I’m the worst when it comes to people watching, so I feel no shame when I roll the window down a tiny bit to hear what they’re saying. 

“You texted her back? You are such a jerk.” Ouch, cheating bastard, you tell ’em, girl. 

“Come on, sexy, it was just one text. You know I love you, cinnamon apple.” 

Ha! Did he just call her ‘cinnamon apple?’ No way.

Sometimes I wonder how in the world people think they sound normal and how in the heck they wound up together. They exchange a few more cheap and cheesy lines before she’s putty in his hands and they’re all over each other. Bees to honey, or in their case, flies to shit. 

“Those two weirdos, right?” Trey says, jumping into the car and placing the bag on his lap.

“Yeah, babe, he called her his ‘cinnamon apple.’” I laugh when he looks like I just made this up, he shakes his head then joins in on the laugh. 

“Some people, I swear. Anyway…” He changes the subject and digs into the plastic bag. “I got all the classics for project best road trip ever. I also probably won best boyfriend, again, because I got all your favorites, babe.” He’s so cute when he’s excited. Let’s see how good he did.

“Peanut M&M’s because you’re my nut.” He winks at me, and I reply with my own sarcasm. 

“Oh, you are just so thoughtful, aren’t you?” 

“That sarcasm and smart talk is exactly why I got you the next item. Sour Trolli worms. I got these because you taste sweet and you have a sassy attitude, making you a touch of sour. Boom. Mic drop!” He makes a motion with his hand, signaling a mic dropping. “But, I also got them because I know they’re your favorite. Remember Friday night, movie night? When we were in high school?” 

I take the pack from his hand. “How could I forget? I loved it when you and Lana would come watch movies with Kings and me. I looked forward to it. I just can’t believe you remember,” I reply, opening the bag and grabbing a red and blue worm, my favorite.

“Are you kidding? I would bring them every time and you were the only one to eat them. So, I kept bringing them and you would eat the entire bag.” He flicks the bag in my hand. 

“I actually always wondered where they went, convinced you would get fat. Then you turned around one day and I said, ‘Oh, there they are.’” 

I smack his chest; he did not just tell me I have a fat ass!

“Trey!” 

Placing his hand on my wrist, he stops me from making contact with his chest for a second smack, then he continues, “Those things did their job. That ass isn’t fat; it’s round and tight. These big hand needs to be filled.” 

Crude much? That still makes my body react though. I love when he grabs my butt. 

“Nice save, buddy. Nice.” 

“Give me a kiss with those pouty lips.” 

Rolling my eyes like a sucker, I give in to my boyfriend’s cheesy charm—again. 

“You know how much those Friday night movies saved me?” I ask when we get back on the highway. The trees passing us hold my focus. 

“From your mom?” he questions. Nodding, I bite my lip and try to hold back the tears. 

“Hey, talk to me, Shay.” I want to talk to him, but I need to rein my emotions back in. My mother and father have been divorced since I was sixteen years old. The split happened after years of my mother using and neglecting my father. Between the affairs and her narcissistic, self-righteous choices, they finally decided to divorce. 

Where most families would separate and spend one week here and one week there, I didn’t have to do that. My mom was too busy with boyfriends to care about me, stopping by every Sunday to rub her newest fling in my dad’s face instead of spending time with me. 

She wasn’t the only problem though. My dad did everything for her because he was still in love with her. Still is actually, and probably always will be. I can’t help but feel embarrassed that the simple reminder of our movie nights caused me to get so emotional. But in all honesty, it really did help me, we shared so many laughs and it was the perfect distraction from the shit-storm that was my life at the time. 

“I never understood why my parents were like that.” He puts his hand on mine, where it’s resting on my thigh. I drag my eyes from the window to where his covers mine. His hand shields mine completely and it feels like a blanket of strength. 

“Because she’s selfish.” 

Right, selfish. I forgot that word. 

“Yeah, but it still didn’t make it okay to treat him that way, and then make her scheduled visits miserable and revolve around her.” Flipping his hand under mine, he joins our hands and squeezes.

“You don’t talk about her much. When’s the last time you saw or spoke to her?” He’s right, moving to Seattle got me away from her. My dad, however, followed me there, moving himself to Portland, which isn’t too far from me. My dad’s my best friend. He is so kind, loving, and a big teddy bear. Tom Donovan is the greatest man to ever love me, and I’m not reluctant to say that I am a daddy’s girl through and through. Moving with us was his way of saying sorry for trying to keep Mom for so long, even though it was bad for us all.

“I haven’t seen her since the day before we left for Seattle. I’ve called her maybe twice.” 

“Were they long calls?” He hasn’t looked at me yet and I’m thankful, I need the privacy. 

“Yeah, but surprise, it was forty minutes of nothing but talking about her.” He stays quiet, letting me stew, getting it all out. I don’t want to talk about her anymore. She’s not around enough to affect me like she used to. 

“I haven’t talked to my dad all week. I’m not sure how to tell him about you,” I state, biting my lip and changing the subject. Trey’s eyes shoot over to me for a brief second, shock written all over his face. Not even his sunglasses can hide his facial expression.

“Why?” 

I would think he’d know my dad is aware of his past. But instead, he’s looking at me completely dumbfounded. “Really? I don’t know, because I’m his little girl and you’re my first boyfriend and other things.” Coolly saying the last part, hoping he doesn’t catch on. 

“What other things?” He switches lanes smoothly.

I concentrate on staring at the dashboard, with great purpose, avoiding his side profile. “We grew up together and all he’s ever known you to be is the player who ran around with Kingston…” I don’t want to make him feel like crap for his past, but it is what it is.

“Do you mean to tell me your dad thinks I’m a horny slut who spent all my adolescent days screwing around?” 

Maybe not in those words. 

“Well, kinda.” 

I feel bad for bringing this up, but better now than later, right? 

“He wouldn’t say that, but he wasn’t born yesterday. He raised Kingston for heaven’s sake, so he knows what kind of…stuff you guys did.” I wasn’t clueless to his promiscuous days, but I sure don’t like thinking or talking about it.

“But your dad and I always got along. Shit, we used to laugh about all that shit together. We were bros, babe.” His voice is quiet, a voice of someone reminiscing on good times. This really is upsetting him.

“Honey, that was before you were dating his daughter.” His hand leaves mine for a quick second so he can rub his chin in thought. Before returning it back to my hand.

“True. Shit, maybe you should wait to tell him.” He doesn’t do a good job of hiding his disappointment, it’s apparent on his face.

“Trey, I’m going to tell him when we get home, okay?” He shakes his head in surrender. 

“How about some music?” I plug my phone into the aux cord and turn on iTunes, letting the first song start. This is too much heavy for what’s supposed to be a fun road trip.

After a few songs pass, he starts to loosen back up. Every once in awhile we exchange a laugh or thought, but for the most part it turns into comfortable silence and I doze off to sleep. 
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“KINGS, HELP ME UP!” I yell at my big brother, hoping he will let me up in his tree house. He only lets the other big kids up there with him. Well, the boys that it is, but sometimes he lets me up there. That’s because we’re best friends.

“Hey, do you think he’ll let me up there, too?” I look over and see Lana. She’s the one who helped me after I fell off the monkey bars last week. I had no idea how she knew where I lived.

“I don’t know, he really only lets older boys in there. I’m the only girl who he lets come up because I’m his sister.” We look up to the tree house at the same time, and when we see the boys laughing at us, I look back to her. 

“Don’t mind them, they’re just big meanies. How did you know where I lived?” 

“Me and my family just moved in down the street. I heard a bunch of noise and saw some other kids running over here, so I followed them.” 

I laugh because she’s funny, not like all the other girls around here. She’s more fun.

“Cool, that means you can hang out with me. I’ll get us in the tree house. My brother will have to let you in since you’re my friend. Thanks for helping me the other day, I was so embarrassed when the other kids saw.” She just smiles and shrugs her shoulders.

I shout up at my brother again, hoping he will hear me over all the other little toads that are up in the tree house. 

“Kings, can me and my new friend Lana come up please?” Usually eleven year olds don’t hang out in tree houses, but my dad went all out with this one. He put a TV, radio, and fridge inside. He’s the best dad around. 

“No girls allowed, sorry.” I look up and see a face that I haven’t seen before. 

“Who are you? Do you know who I am?” I say, putting my hand on my hip and pushing up my glasses with the other. He starts to climb down, and when he jumps down from the last two steps, I stand back when he turns and towers over me. This is a big guy, holy smokes. His eyes are what scare me the most, they’re so blue and he’s looking at me with a serious face.

“No, who are you?” 

For an eleven-year-old, he sure is a jerk.

“I’m Shayla, and that’s my brother’s tree house, so you better let us up or—” 

“Or what, you going to tattle on me?” he asks, squinting his eyes. 

“Well, I mean, I could, you know—” 

“Yeah, loser, she will and she will kick you in the butt, too. So move over and let us up.” I look at Lana and I’m happy that she was here to stick up for me again. I think she’s my new best friend. 

“Nah, she wouldn’t tattle on me, she wants to be my friend too much. So I’ll let you go this time,” he says. 

“Are you fucking with my sister?” my brother yells down at us, and we all look up at him. 

Lana eyes get as big as saucers and she whispers to me, “Your brother has a potty mouth.” 

Shrugging my shoulders, I shake my head and respond, “You’ll get used to it.” I look back to the boy in front of me.

“My name’s Trey by the way.” He moves aside and we climb up. Not in a million years will I ever be friends with that big guy.
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“HEY, WAKE UP, SLEEPY, we have to get gas. Do you need to go to the bathroom?” I’m coming out of my dream, and I smile when I look up at him. He’s standing outside, in front of my open door, gently running his thumb over my cheek. 

“I love you, you big, cocky jerk.” 

He moves his head back and laughs. “I didn’t want to wake you up, but how does this make me cocky?” 

I unbuckle my seatbelt and get out of the car, not caring that we’re at a rest stop and there are people around us. I jump into his arms and start kissing him. Instead of pushing me away, he welcomes me with a warm kiss. His tongue meets mine and we get lost in each other. I’m pouring everything I have into this kiss. I moan when his teeth graze my bottom lip and he nips, causing it to sting just enough to feel good. He soothes it again with his tongue and moans into my mouth, and I feel my heart pounding. He kisses me like it’s the first time, every time. 

We finally pull away from each other and he takes a deep breath. 

“You taste so damn good, baby.” Our foreheads connect, and I smile sheepishly at him. 

“What are you going to do, tattle on me?” His eyebrows furrow and he smiles as I ask him this random question, seeing if he’ll catch on. 

“Okay, no you’re definitely confusing me. What’s happening?” He turns around and leans against the side of the SUV. I feel him cross one leg over the other and lean so my legs won’t get smushed against the metal.

“Remember the first day we met?” 

“Yeah, you were a saucy little minx, challenging the shit out of me.” He’s right, I was sassy and he was cocky. We should’ve started dating then. 

“I just dreamt about that day, and I’m so happy that I didn’t tattle.” 

“Yeah, me, too.” He looks happy right now, and I can’t help but feel warm and fuzzy when he kisses my nose, proving my point.

“Now, this is our last stop before our hotel, so go take care of lady shit and I’ll get gas.” 

I unenthusiastically let my legs hit the ground and turn to head into the store. I screech when I feel his huge palm make contact with my ass. “Ouch, that had force!” 

“Yeah it did, and you liked it. Now go, and don’t talk to strangers.” 

I salute him. “Yes, sir!” 

The first thing I notice when I walk in is the cute old lady sitting at the cash register. 

“Hey, sweetie,” she says. 

I smile and wave my fingers in greeting toward her. 

“Hi!” We are in the middle of nowhere; I wouldn’t expect anyone out here to be this peachy. “Where’s the restroom?” 

Her smile widens and she readjusts the glasses on her round face before she answers. “It’s right over there, sweetie pie.” 

Bless this woman’s sweet heart, she has to be at least sixty and filled with as much delight as a grandma making cookies for her young’uns. 

“Thank you,” I respond, making my way toward the area she was pointing to. I guess I could’ve looked for the big sign that says restrooms. 

I refresh in the bathroom and touch up my makeup. Then I go back out to search for my Barq’s root beer. Not any other kind, Barq’s only. 

My search is halted when I’m stopped just outside the door by Trey. His smile is boyish and cute. “What?” He brings his arm around to his front, showing me what he’s hiding. Root beer. “Wow. Smooth, guy, smooth. First the Trolli’s, now this? If I didn’t know better, I would think someone is trying to get some extra lovin’ at the hotel tonight?” I lock my arms around his sexy stomach and cling to him. 

“Oh, babe, you have no idea. I don’t have to try. I will get some amazing lovin’ tonight.” He is so smug.

“We’ll see about that. Now buy my drink.” With an extra pep in my step, I take off toward the car. Slapping him hard on the butt, as payback for his outside.
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Trey

 

WE PULL UP TO THE hotel at a quarter to five and I’ve never been so happy to see a bed. This drive was exhausting, but so worth it because Shay and I got to talk. I mean really communicate. It still surprises me how much we have to talk about, even though we have known each other for such a long time. You’d think we would run out of shit to say. 

Just thinking about the things she told me about her mom gets me a little hotheaded. Her mom had a chance to raise a beautiful, smart, loving woman, and instead she chose to waste away her time, jumping from bed to bed with random men. I feel bad for Erica, because she may have been physically there, but she emotionally checked out, missing out on some of Shay’s best moments. The day she graduated with honors, her first prom, her first date—which I witnessed with gritted teeth—or the day she took the key and signed the papers for her boutique. 

All these monumental experiences and parts of her life, her mother wasn’t there. We were both handed shitty mothers who never thought about the aftermath of the fucking tornados they plowed through our lives. Shay has her dad, just like I do. I know they’re close, so she can sometimes fill a tiny part of that void in her heart. But she couldn’t hide the look on her face when she realized her mother wasn’t at her graduation, when she didn’t take her dress shopping for senior prom, or when she didn’t move to Portland to be closer to her. Realizing this both breaks my heart and angers me beyond control. 

Lying here on the bed, getting lost thinking about the shit her mom put her through; it makes me furious. My thoughts are interrupted when I hear the bathroom door open and see Shayla coming out, wrapped in a towel. I’m done being irritated, all I want to do is spend the next few hours staring at her and loving on her, showing her the love she deserves. 

She’s distracted, looking through her suitcase, and I get lost drinking her in. Her tan skin is glistening with little droplets of water and her hair is sticking to the side of her neck. I love that neck and the way it feels under my lips. Luckily, these hotel towels are so small and cover nothing, no complaints though. Her thighs are small and toned and the muscle on the back of her legs looks like fun to bite. She brings the obsessive side of me out, the one that wants to own every part of her body. I’m a goner and I know it, especially when she bends over to grab something from her bag and I get a glance at her beautiful ass. 

“Baby.” Her top half lifts up and she turns to me.

“Yeah?” She looks beautiful makeup free, and her lips look even more ample than before. 

“Come here.” I sit up and scoot my body to the edge of the bed to meet her. When she’s standing in front of me, I move her closer, pulling her hips toward me, resting my forehead just below her breasts. Even when I’m sitting, she’s still small in comparison to me. 

I breathe in and inhale her scent. She smells like some fruity shit from the shower, but I can still smell her natural scent. Her hands move through my hair, scratching lightly. It makes my hair stand on end. 

“I’m sorry about your mom, baby girl.” The rise and fall of her chest moves my head slightly each time.

“Trey, I’ve accepted it and you don’t need to be sorry. We were both victims of a lack of love. It’s no one’s fault but theirs.” The mentioning of my mom makes my jaw tighten. She’s a monster, and I’m glad she isn’t in my life anymore. 

“Yeah, but I want you to know that even though she wasn’t there all those times, you had me there. You will always have me there.” I kiss her stomach through her towel and hear her sniff a little. I look up and notice the pools building in her eyes, making my chest constrict. She has a strong grip on my heart. 

“Same with me, Trey. I have and always will be there for you.” 

I’ve always been a sensitive guy, not many men would openly admit that, but I have. Usually, when you’re exposed to something so harsh, like losing your mother due to a lack of love, you become stone-cold. I think it did the opposite for me, because I found myself emotionally craving that love. A real man can admit and accept his faults and insecurities when he knows that they’re the key to making him a better man. When I’m with anyone but Shay, I can hide that sensitive interior. But with her, I can be me. I can lose the façade of being this macho guy with no feelings or emotions. I’m completely me when she is completely her.

“Can I touch you, beautiful?” I’m aching to touch and consume her. 

“You don’t have to ask, baby.” 

I love when she calls me that. Her arms leave my hair and fall gently to her side. Reaching up to the fold that’s holding the towel to her body I barely give it a tug and it falls from her body. She is the most stunning woman I’ve ever seen or touched, and she doesn’t know how much truth there is to that. She’s still my shy and timid woman, waiting to find herself and be comfortable in her skin. I’m more than willing to be the man who shows his woman how fucking sexy she is, the power her body has over me. 

“You really have me so far gone, Shayla. You’ll be the death of me.” I bend my head and kiss the soft spot on her hip. I lick, suck, and nibble my way across her toned stomach to her other hip, where I bite hard, leaving my mark on her, causing her stomach to contract. Her balance is thrown off when she stumbles a little. I stand to my full height and lock my eyes on her.

“Lie on the bed for me.” She does what I say without hesitation, her trust in me evident. She steps to the side of me and gets on her hands and knees to climb up on the bed. I turn and watch her closely, her pink, wet core on display, her heart shaped ass looking delicious. I have to hold myself back from taking her sweetness from behind.

I want tonight to be about her. I want her to feel like she never has before. This will be another one of her firsts that I’ll own. 

“On your back, baby. Open your legs and let me see you.” I can see the hesitation in her eyes. “It’s us, remember?” I tell her this whenever she gets worried. 

I smile slightly when I think about all the times we’ve fooled around the past two weeks. She’s always nervous at first, but the second she gets a taste of this ecstasy, she begs for it. Once she’s in position, I get on my knees in front of the bed. Grabbing her by her ankles, I pull her ass toward me until she’s open to me, her core inches from my face. She’s so ready I can smell her intoxicating arousal. 

I take one foot at a time and kiss up her ankle, and when I get to her fucking calf, I do what I have been wanting to. I nip at the sensitive skin and watch her body’s reaction to me. 

“Trey…” That breathy whisper makes me hungrier for her taste. 

“Look at me while I taste you, baby.” She tilts her head a sliver and her eyes fall on mine. They’re covered with a glaze that’s filled with unfiltered lust, and it is all I need to claim her. I lean down and lick her clit lightly. Her taste is sweet, mouthwateringly sweet. I continue my mission on her clit and add more pressure with my tongue.

“Ah, Trey. It feels…ah.” She can’t even finish her sentence when I lightly circle her entrance with my thumb. She’s so wet and I crave her juices on my tongue with need. 

“Your taste is fucking amazing. Your taste belongs to me now, baby.” I slowly enter her warm heat with my finger and suck on her clit with a steady rhythm. She’s writhing under me, moaning with reckless abandonment. Shayla’s loud when we’re being intimate, and I can’t wait to make love to her. If my hands and mouth can do this to her, I can only imagine what my cock could do. Her head falls back and the arch of her back is a sight to see. She’s losing herself in me. 

“Stop looking away, baby. Watch me taste you.” She looks back down at me, her chest is red and her face is flushed. I know she’s close when she starts to clamp down on my finger and a fresh wave of her wetness hits my hungry tongue. I become an unhinged animal, thrusting my fingers into her fast and biting down on her clit. My eyes are on her like a lion’s are on his prey.

Mine. Mine. Mine. Chants loud in my head.

“Trey! I’m coming!” she shouts, keeping her eyes on mine as she rides out her orgasm. When her last wave finishes, I stand and walk to the bathroom, collecting a wet cloth to clean her up.

“Are you hurting?” 

Shaking her head, she replies with a hushed tone. “No.” I finish cleaning her up and throw the washrag toward the bathroom.

“You were looking at me, very… I don’t know…it was intense, the way you looked at me,” she says, running her fingers up my biceps. 

“I was looking at you like that because with every first you give me, the more I want to make sure I’m the last and only one who will ever rule your body the way I do.”

“Wow,” she says. I crawl over her body and kiss her, letting her taste her arousal on my tongue. She licks at me eagerly, just as aroused as I am. 

 “I’ve never done that with anyone before.” She breaks our kiss.

“I know you haven’t, and that’s a good thing because I’m not sane enough to handle the thought of you with anyone else.” 

“You can’t want me that bad, Trey. I’m not any different than the other women you’ve been with.” Her bringing that up doesn’t sit well with me. I haven’t thought about those women or my past with them. However, if she can help fix my insecurities, I can do the exact same with hers…proudly.

“Don’t bring that into this, Shay. Those women have no business being here in our relationship.” I take a breath and push up to my knees to remove my shirt. “Besides, I’m that damn crazy over you. So don’t tell me otherwise, baby.” I unbuckle my pants and kick them off the rest of the way. Not expecting it, I’m pushed to my back, and before I realize what’s happening, she is on top of me, straddling my hips. 

“Well, hey, what’re you doing?” 

“There’s no one here to stop us, so I want to return the favor, I want to…” She plays with the hair on the side of her neck and the other one messes with the band of my briefs. 

“Say it, baby.” The tip of my thumb grazes her nipple. 

“I want you to teach me how to, you know, give you a BJ.” 

Fuck me, she’s cute. She even called it a BJ. No one calls it a BJ anymore; this really is my girl’s first rodeo. 

“You want me to show you how to give me head?” 

She inclines her head toward me. “Yeah.” 

“Are you sure? We can take this slow,” I ask.

“We’ve gone slow enough.” 

Those words, the confirmation, are all I need to get those lips wrapped around me.

I sit up and start kissing her again. I could never get tired of her lips and the wicked things they fucking do. She starts kissing down my chin, biting it lightly. 

“You’re sexy when you’re on top of me.” I’m watching her as her lips move farther down my chest, kissing my stomach. When she looks up at me from under her long lashes, I get harder than I thought possible. I need this, just as much as she wants to give it. Standing, her hands curl around my briefs and she tugs them down, then drops to her knees. Smirking knowing what she is about to do, I grab her hand to help her climb back on the bed.

“But don’t I have to be on the floor?” 

I smile at her innocence. “Baby, no. This isn’t a cheap motel and you aren’t a cheap woman.” I grab her from under her arms and help her climb back on top of me. “Come here.” Our lips lock and I tug at her bottom lip with my teeth, invading her mouth with my tongue. When the tip of her warm tongue hits mine, I keep her there. I feel her wet heat on my dick as she slides against my shaft, using it to get herself off. Pulling back after a few more minutes of grinding on me, she scoots down the bed. I know this is it, her lips are gonna be on my cock, making it twitch. Women have done this to me before, but for whatever reason I’m nervous for her to do it. 

That’s shattered within seconds as her lips wrap around my tip. Shit.

 “Fuck. Your mouth is hot, baby.” Looking down at her probably wasn’t the best idea; I have to stop myself from coming like it’s my first time when she takes more of my dick in her warm mouth. Flattening her tongue, she sucks and moans as she moves farther down my shaft, sending chills to race up my back. I grab her hair and pull softly, helping guide her up and down, so she doesn’t do too much too fast. 

“Just like that, angel. Nice and slow. Fuhh.” She’s never done this? Bullshit. She’s driving me wild. I see her reach down to touch herself, it turns her on to please me. 

“Turn your ass toward me, baby, I’ll take care of you.” She swivels her hips around so she’s in my line of vision. This gives me a full view of her beautiful pussy; it’s exquisite. 

“You like this, baby? You like sucking me off?” She nods and I slam my fingers deep into her. Her lips pop off of me and she moans. Slowly, I begin to rub against her G-spot, as she once again envelops my dick, sucking harder. I’m so close to coming when she adds her fist to the base of my shaft, helping my pleasure since she can’t fit my full length into her tiny mouth. 

“That’s it, fuck, babe. Come with me.” We both speed up our motions, a few seconds later she’s swallowing everything I’m giving her, as her cream rolls down my fingers. I gotta say I wasn’t expecting her to swallow my cum, that was fucking hot.

“Come here, baby.” That was undoubtedly the best damn head I’ve ever had. There’s no way she hasn’t done that before, she was too fucking good at it. 

Fully sated, I make work at readjusting us so she’s nestled into my side. “How do you feel?” I ask, as I begin to run my hand lightly up and down her leg that lies across my stomach. 

“I never knew there could be so much pleasure in pleasing someone you love.” 

She’s right. Most of the time I would give a woman hers, I’d take in return, and then I’d be done, never paying attention to the desire in the other person. I was in it for me, not them. 

“I didn’t know it either, so here’s to another first.” I kiss her forehead, letting my lips linger there, just enjoying our closeness. 

“This is a pretty fancy hotel. You didn’t have to put us in a suite.” She looks around the room. I know I didn’t, but I wanted to. This place pulls out all the stops. When you first walk in neutral walls greet you, making it homey. The couch and work station, like a home office, making it more user friendly. But the king-sized bed with the gold headboard makes you feel like royalty, and don’t even get me started on the Jacuzzi tub. 

“Trust me, babe, it was this or the motel with one star reviews and a rat infestation.” 

“Touché,” she replies, looking over at the clock. “It’s getting late. I’m going to call and check in with L.” Losing her heat, I admire her flushed body as she moves across the room to grab her phone.

 “Go call her, beautiful, I’m going to hit the shower.” I jump up from the bed and turn to look back at her. She’s smiling at me. 

“Were you just looking at my butt, pervert?” I engage her, trying my best to make her blush. “I’m not just a piece of meat, woman. I’m a man with feelings. Geez, can’t a man get a little respect?” I throw my hands up and walk into the bathroom, smiling when I hear her giggle. 

Before I slam the door in mock anger, I shout one last thing. “Chivalry is dead, where have all the good women gone?” Her laugh is the last thing I hear before I start the shower. I puff out my chest, swelling with pride and happiness. She’s turning me into a bag of raw feelings. I grab my body wash and get to work on cleaning myself up for the night.
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Shayla

 

“ARE YOU EXCITED TO get to Park City?” Trey pulls my gaze from the place in my book I’m reading.

“Yes, I am very much so. You?” I ask, putting a crease in the corner of the page. I think I’m the only woman left who likes reading paperback; I don’t even own a Kindle or anything of that sort. 

“I’m excited to spend some time with you. So yeah, I am. But spending some quality time with our friends and Pops is an added bonus.” Trey and his father have a very close relationship. Charles raised him perfectly, even as a single parent until Kathy came along. Trey may have a past with women and a lack of real relationships. But he’s never once treated me less than a perfect gentleman should. I can’t say much for all the women he slept with, but I got royal treatment, and I still am. 

“I’m excited but nervous to see your dad. This is the first time he’s seen me as your girlfriend. I’m not the neighbor girl with glasses that you used to spend all your time with, I’m like, your girlfriend now.” 

He reaches over and grabs my hand, delicately rubbing the inside of my palm with his fingers. “He was expecting us to get together. He was shocked we didn’t do this shit earlier.”

This is news to me, when did he say that? Yeah, we were best friends growing up, but we never acted like anything more. Besides the cuddling, sometimes hand holding during scary movies, oh yeah, and the freaking cuddling. Holy cow, maybe we knew the whole time we were supposed to be together—that we wanted to be together—and just buried our feelings deep down inside us. Lana was right. What kind of friends cuddle?

“You know people keep saying that, are we the only oblivious ones?” I ask.

“Well yeah, but I guess the natural chemistry couldn’t be hidden. To this day, I still tell anyone who asks that we were fucking meant for each other.” I stop his fingers from playing with my hand and lace our hands together. 

“Really?” I absorb the next few seconds as they play out in front of me. 

“Yeah, I do. Too many years and even more time together was missed out on. We were robbed of all that time to be a couple. So, I’m making it up to us, every day.” He really knows how to make a girl feel special, that isn’t something every average Joe would say. He kisses each of my knuckles and it makes my heart warm. 

“Me too, handsome, me, too.” 

Silences falls on us again, and I know we are both picturing what our lives would have been like if we got together sooner. It’s a somber thought, one that doesn’t fit in with this car ride or our current situation. We can’t change the past but we can enjoy the future. 

I want to make this car ride fun; I mean how often will we get to do this? We’re both business owners, so getting a week off is not that easy to do. “Enough with the heavy, how about some music. I’m thinking eighties hits?” He smiles and with a quick nod I flip on my Pandora and select my favorite eighties classics. When the first few notes to Whitney Houston’s “I Want To Dance With Somebody” makes its way through the speakers, Trey instantly shouts and turns up the volume. 

“Oh! Hell yeah! This is my jam, babe!” His face is joyous, completely unbashful. It’s infectious.

It takes a real man to admit that he likes a chick song. I can’t stop laughing as he moves his head to the beat, snapping his fingers in sync with the rhythm. Man, no way am I letting this pass up. Grabbing my phone slowly so he doesn’t notice what I’m doing, I open the camera and switch it to video. Hitting record right as the chorus comes on, I hold it at an angle so it looks inconspicuous. He throws his hand up in the air, keeping the other firmly placed on the steering wheel.

He’s singing along, unashamed, and moving his hands down his chest in repetitive motions. I seriously can’t feel my cheeks they are burning from smiling so big, and my abs are sore from all my laughing. I see drivers passing, pointing at him and smiling; yep, that’s my man!

“I want to dance with you, babe.” He’s pointing at me and making a come hither motion, before he goes back to waving his hand in the air. I can’t contain myself anymore, nearly peeing my pants when he starts with the spirit fingers. 

“You know you love it when I make you laugh, baby!” he shouts over the music. “Now dance with your man, don’t leave me hanging.” By far, this is the best edition of road trip karaoke yet. Trey always does cute things like this with me. But this takes the cake. One minute we’re discussing relationships and fears, the next he’s making me fall in love harder with his humor, I have the perfect man. 

“You’re crazy! Stop!” He keeps pulling at my hands, trying to get me to dance with him. Eventually, I give in and we spend the next five hours listening to eighties music, out-singing each other. This has been the best road trip ever, just like Trey said it would. 

Pulling up to the hotel has my palms sweating and my stomach turning. I grew up with Trey and I know his parents very well, but this is different. I’m his girlfriend, and that holds new expectations, and I’m doubting whether I meet those or not.

“You ready, beautiful?” Grabbing my hand, he pulls it up to his lips and plants a gentle kiss that I can still feel when they leave their spot on my knuckles. 

“No,” I reply. 

He gives me a gentle smirk while he opens his door. “Baby, get out of the car. You’ve got this. We’ve got this.” I feel a little tinge of comfort with his words. Please, let them love me, let them love me for their son. Shit. 

Getting out of the car, I follow behind him. Well, actually, I hide behind Trey, my hand squeezing his so hard it’s to the point of breaking it. We haven’t even made it to the lobby yet, and this is only day one. For the next four days, Trey and I are spending time in Park City with not only Lana and Kingston, but also Trey’s dad and stepmom, Kathy. A small smile curls at the corner of my lips when I think of Kathy. She really is like the mom in our group, other than Lana’s mom, Becky, she was the one I grew close with. Kathy’s an amazing stepmom to Trey. Honestly, you wouldn’t even know they aren’t related if you had no idea about his real mom. I’m not worried about her accepting us together; it’s Pops that I want to accept me.

Oh man, I hope this nerve-wracking feeling will dissipate and I’ll be able to remember, for the remainder of the trip, that this is his dad. The man I always called my second dad. 

“Baby, it’s okay. Pops loves you and it isn’t any different now that you’re mine.” He moves his hand back and forth between us, signaling him and me. He’s right, I’m overreacting. 

“I know, but I just want him to see me as your girlfriend, not the freckle-faced nerd who loved Star Trek and reading. Like I said earlier, the friend, who you used to run around with.” I add more emphasis on the word friend, stressing my point. 

“Shay, my dad has seen you in the past ten years. You grew up a long time ago. Besides, I know you still love Star Trek…nerd.” He smiles as a small chuckle leaves my lips. 

“Well, can you blame me, that Chris Pine is pretty dang sexy. I mean those eyes and those lips, yum, right?” I tease; he looks at me over his shoulder and I chuckle at his irritated expression.

“I’m going to pretend you didn’t say that. I’m way fucking hotter than that guy. My eyes are the only eyes you’ll look into, and my lips will be the only lips touching you or tasting you,” he gives back, with a cocky quirk of his brow.

“I mean I guess you are, Chris Pine is probably taken,” I continue joking; riling him up even more. Turning, he drops my hand then grasps me, pulling me to him by the hem of my black hoodie, I collide into his body.

“I’m an insanely jealous man, and I don’t like sharing you.” He leans in and takes my bottom lip between his teeth. Tugging lightly, he sucks it hard before letting it go again. “Besides, no other man can rock you to your fucking core like I can, baby. Lucky for you I know you are joking and you can’t resist this insanely good-looking man, so I won’t even give those comments any more of my time.” Leaving me there, he checks us in and I regain all consciousness while my libido is kicking into overdrive. Holy cow that was hot. He’s so full of himself and that is one of the many things I like about him. It counteracts with his insecurities, letting me know that the real Trey is somewhere deep in there, I just need to keep working on it with him. 

Letting my mind wander again, once I’ve come out of my Trey-induced fog, I remember I brought some…select style nightwear for our trip, or for my first time. I’m more than ready to take this relationship to the next level, because all this temporary bliss is killing me and I want the whole package. 

Lana didn’t make it an easy shopping trip when she went with me to find the perfect, “pop the magic bean” outfit. Yes, Lana, everyone, yours truly. She and Kingston really are the perfect match. Foulmouthed and overly sexual. 

I know it’s a bit over the top and probably a bit cheesy, but I’m as virgin as they come. So the only experience I’ve had, or rather the vision of what tonight should be like, is from romance novels and made-for-TV movies. 

The girl always wears lingerie for the guy, and the guy eats that stuff up. I’ve never had a boyfriend—sure, I went on dates with boys who never even tried to put moves on me—but just like Trey, commitment did not fall into my itinerary. Even though he physically pushed relationships aside, I just didn’t have any. I was too busy with school and keeping Lana safe during her time with Joel. So, alas, no time for boys. So, you could say my perception of reality in the dating world is…select.

I think I’m qualified to believe what I see in movies and read in books, right? The hot guy knows what he’s doing, and the virgin is dressed up in some over the top, sexy getup. So cut yourself some slack, Shayla, you are going to do great! 

I fixate on remembering this mantra and say it repeatedly when I start to feel the need to back out or call it off. He would never know. I could just toss the lingerie. 

No, you are doing it this time. 

Actually, what I need to do is silence the voices in my head. They’re too damn loud. 

After he checks us in we make our way up to the room. Everyone else is meeting us here tomorrow, so Trey and I will be spending the first night alone, with zero interruptions. So, the perfect night to have sex is tonight.

 The château is beautiful and our room is extravagant. Trey didn’t disappoint. The king-sized bed is filled with fluffy pillows and a gorgeous white blanket that looks like a cloud. Across the room is a built-in fireplace with a fifty-five inch screen TV that you can pull out of the wall and angle it to wherever you’re sitting in the room. The bathroom is huge with his and her sinks and a separate room for the toilet and Jacuzzi tub. The best part though, that showcases the winter paradise, is the wall of windows that open up to a beautiful view of the snowy mountains. 

“Can we move here?” I ask, gazing out at the view. His arms wrap around my shoulders and he rests his chin on my head. 

“It’s a completely different world here than it is in Seattle.” 

I agree. Seattle is hustle and bustle, people, noise, and constant movement, but here in Utah, where we grew up, it’s calm, serene, and peaceful. It’s like pushing a restart button whenever I come home. I need it. 

“I’m thinking we should get some dinner at the hotel restaurant and then we’ll come back here and relax. Put on a movie?” he says, swaying me back and forth while kissing the skin behind my ear. 

“Yes, let’s.” I feel a shiver run up my spine when he bites my ear softly, eliciting a soft moan from my lips. Really, I could skip dinner and spend the night locked in this room with him, so that’s exactly what I intend to do. Gathering what little voice I can muster from being so turned on already, I softly say, “I want you, Trey.”

“I want you all the time, baby, it’s all I think about. Does my girl need some attention before we go?” He turns me around and his hands move from my waist and glide up my shirt, gently stroking my back. I don’t think he understood what I meant. I mean, yes, foreplay is our specialty and we have become very familiar with each other intimately that way, so we can start there tonight, but I want it all, everything. 

“Trey, I’m…I’m ready to give myself to you.” He stops and the smile he was wearing vanishes from his face. We look at each other for what feels like decades before he speaks again.

“Babe, are you serious? I mean I would love to, but I don’t want you to feel pressured to do this.” 

“You’ve never made me feel pressured, and yes, I’m ready. I’m ready for us to make love.” The air in the room grows thick, the energy between us palpable.

Wrapping his arms tightly around me, my feet leave the ground and our lips connect. It’s soft at first, almost like we’re barely touching. He pecks my lips repeatedly and then looks into my eyes. They’re leveled with his now that he lifted me up. 

“I want you too, baby, but only if you’re sure.” 

I concede with a nod. I know I don’t need to say anything more. Inside, I’m a mess. More than anything, I want to do this though. Even though I’m prepared, I’ve never had another man touch me the way that Trey has, and sex—sex is something completely different. You’re giving every part of yourself to this person, like you’re becoming one. Honestly, there’s no one else on this earth that I would want to give that part of me to, no one else I would want to experience that closeness with. Trey Joseph Adams is the man of my dreams and the keeper of my heart. 

“I’m ready. I want this with you, Trey.” He smiles, bringing his perfect lips back onto mine. They’re soft and warm; they taste just like mints and Trey. It’s like alcohol, you crave the sweet taste and the harsh burn warms your insides. I know he’s being soft, being gentle with me because this is my first time. Trey is all male and I expect sex can be wild and feverish with him, but he wants me to be ready. 

Our kiss turns from calm to heated and passionate fast; his tongue seeks entrance at the seam of my lips. Every inch of my body is overly sensitized by his effect on me; I can feel him on every part of my body. Without hesitating, I grant him access. 

I remember the lingerie I bought for him and reality hits me like a ton of bricks. This moment is raw, we don’t need any lingerie, this isn’t a movie or a book, this is real life. I’m living in the here and now, so forget the lingerie. I’ll give that to him another night, right now I want to be ripped from my clothes and thrown down on the bed, writhing under Trey and taking every hard inch of him. Two souls connecting in raw realness, no expectations needed. 

Our lips don’t part as he lays me on the bed gently, and when we do finally come up for air he takes his time, moving his hands down my long torso to the button of my jeans. Something about looking up at him while he is looking down at me is so sensual. We’re both aroused and needy, and knowing we both want this only intensifies that sensation. 

I bite my lip as he pops the button of my jeans and lowers the zipper, the dragging sound so loud in the silent room. Our ragged breathing and moans making the room seem so small, like there isn’t enough oxygen for our selfish mouths in the confined space. 

Yanking the material at my waist, he slowly pulls them down my legs. Once they’re off, he leans down and his hands move up my sides under my top, taking it with him as he goes. Before I know it, he’s standing in front of the bed looking down at me. For the first time, I feel secure in myself and I feel beautiful. He doesn’t make me nervous…he makes me feel wanted. 

“You are a fucking masterpiece, baby. I’m so far out of my league with you,” he says, rubbing his hand over his jaw, which is stubbled from the two-day car ride. “We have to go slow, baby, okay?” He drops to his knees, warning me or better yet preparing me that this is going to hurt. I bite my lip, thinking of the pain. Lana told me it’s not too bad, but Joel didn’t have quite the member on him that Trey does. I’ve touched and explored him in many different ways, so I know this will hurt, undoubtedly. 

 I feel my panties leaving my body and his soft lips kissing the inside of my thigh, it feels incredible. My back comes off the bed and I let out a small breath. “Trey…” 

“So responsive. Fuck, baby, I want you.” He continues to leave featherlike kisses on both sides of my thighs until he reaches my center. He kisses just above my clit before moving down to suck it gently into his mouth. I start to see black dots in my eyes as he eats me like he’s been starved of me for days. Entering his two fingers into me, I tighten around him, trying to hold off my building orgasm. 

“Give me one, baby, I want you to let go.” The rasp of his words are my undoing. I cry out his name as my hands grip the sheets and my back bows off the bed. I’m trying to catch my breath when he crawls up my body, lifting me up so he can remove my bra. Gently laying me back down, he starts in on my mouth, kissing me roughly with need. I can taste myself on his tongue, and surprisingly, it’s extremely sensual, leaving me even more needy than I was with my last orgasm. Moving from my lips, he kisses down my neck, lightly sucking and biting as he goes, until his mouth finds my erect nipple. 

Taking my nipple into his warm mouth, he moves his hand from my waist up to my other breast, pinching its heightened peak. This only makes me more eager for him to make love to me. The shivers and all the good tingle make me feel ever more alive. I feel captivated by this lover of mine.

“You taste so good, baby. You’re mine. Do you understand that? After I do this, you aren’t going anywhere, you’ll forever be my woman.” I nod in response, not quite focused on what he’s saying because of the abundance of different emotions and sensations my body is witnessing. 

“Tell me that you’re mine, and only mine, baby. Tell me,” he demands, biting my nipple hard, causing a flood of new arousal to moisten my core and my hoarse voice to scream an incoherent version of his name.

“I’m yours, Trey,” I whimper when he fills me with his fingers again. It almost sends me over the edge for the second time. It blows my mind how easy it is for me to be turned on by him. He could wink at me and I would come. But it’s too soon from my last orgasm. There is no way I will be able to go again, can I? 

“Uh, babe, that feels good, but I can’t, not yet.” I try to push myself farther up the bed and away from his skilled fingers. He laughs deep from his throat, barely lifting his head to look up to me from where he was lavishing my chest. Pulling me back down to him with one strong hand on my waist, not letting me escape.

“Shayla, with me, you will always be able to come, as many times as I say. I can make you feel so fucking good, beautiful. Give me another one,” he says, bending his finger up, hitting just the right spot. Within a few seconds I’m coming on his fingers again, my body covered in a light sheen of sweat. I watch in wonder as he lifts his fingers to his mouth and licks them clean. “Sweet.” 

Holy hell, his eyes turned dark when he sucked my taste into his mouth. 

Covering my pink cheeks with my hands, I turn my face to look out the window.

“Hey, don’t hide from me. Your body is nothing to be ashamed of. We’re nothing to be embarrassed of. For the rest of your life I will worship you without shame or regard. Got it?” 

He pulls my hands down and away from my face. Molten desire etched on his perfect face. I can see my arousal on his lips, his tongue licking it clean. I reply with a breathy ‘yes.’ 

Standing back up from the bed, he walks over to his bag, stripping down to nothing as he goes. I see a shiny packet in his hand, noticing the condom before he makes his way over to me again.

I’m nervous to ask him the question that is storming in my brain. I want to be bare with him, no barrier, no condom. I trust he’s clean, because he wouldn’t do anything to put me in harm’s way, and I’m on the pill. Plus, like he said, sex with him is nothing to be ashamed of, so I shouldn’t be hesitant to ask him this. Standing over me—hard, naked, and perfect—I look him over, his arms are bulging with veins and it’s instant girl porn for me. His tan skin and lean six-pack look smooth enough to eat off of. Sitting up on my elbows, I look up at his figure.

This is it; I’m about to give myself to Trey. The man that holds all my memories, my best friend, my man. He knows the most intimate parts of who I am and I know that, without a doubt, this will be the best memory we’ve made yet. 

My eyes travel from the messy hair on his head that is sticking straight up from where my hands were grabbing at it just a few minutes ago. They continue down his muscular arms, following over the peaks and deep valleys of his defined chest, making my core spasm. A wave of panic washes over me when I get to his large cock. It looks bigger than last night, maybe it’s because I know it’s going to hurt more when he enters me. Leaning down, he kisses the spot between my pubic bone and hipbone, my stomach fluttering with butterflies and my pussy clenching. 

“Breathe, baby, I promise this will feel amazing. Just look at me and listen to my voice.” Placing his knees on the bed between my spread legs, he starts to open the condom, I grab his hand to stop him. 

“I don’t want you to use the condom, I want you… I want our first time to be bare.” Gauging his reaction, his eyes fill with lust and the switch flips from sweet and gentle to hot and passionate. Witnessing Trey like this is magical. 

“You sure, babe? Are you on the pill?” I nod, biting my lip. 

“I’ve never been inside a woman bare,” he assures me. “Fuck, you’re a goddamn siren.” Laying his lower body weight on me, he grabs one of my hands and places it above my head while he puts the rest of his weight on his other hand. I lose myself in the licks he’s raining over my neck and chest, and I can feel him nudging at my tight entrance. My core is already soaking from being turned on and receiving two mind-numbing orgasms, and all I want is for him to fill me and cure the ache that I’m feeling. 

“Baby, where’d you go? Do you wanna stop? We can stop.” 

I spaced out as I was thinking of my own arousal, so now it’s my turn to reassure him. 

“No, no, no, Trey. I want this. Make love to me.” His breath catches and a shimmer of light passes through his eyes, like I just told him that fairytales are real and Santa still exists. 

That look draws me in, he looks so happy. It feels rewarding to see him this happy. He waits a few seconds before he speaks. “I love you, Shayla. I’m fucking in love with you.” I feel everything around me stand still, and the earth quits turning, flipping on its axis. He loves me, he has always loved me, but never has he said it like that. This was a moment I’ve envisioned in my head a thousand times. All of the things I’ve ever been told about love, or what it feels like to be in love, are minuscule ideas compared to what I’m feeling now.

“Say something, baby. You look like you want to say something.” 

Smiling, I grab his cheeks then lean up to kiss his lips tenderly, pouring my heart and soul into my next words. 

“I love you, Trey Adams.” 

Kissing me one more time, I feel a slight pain in my core as he pushes slowly into me. 

“Baby, this is going to hurt, but you need to breathe. It will feel better after a few minutes, okay?” I nod and wince, biting my lip to help me. I’m fighting the urge to shout out my discomfort. Shit, this hurts and shit, he is huge. 

“You feel so fucking amazing, baby, I can feel it.” 

I show mercy on my lip and let it slide out from between my teeth. “Feel what?” 

He kisses the skin behind my ear before he whispers, “The barrier inside your velvet heat that will make you mine for good.” 

I gasp as he thrusts into me all the way, proving his point with his movements. The pinching pain is unbearable at first, but after a few thrusts and him gently caressing me, I begin to feel more pleasure. This isn’t what I envisioned it would be. He’s so amazing, treating me like he might break me if he goes too fast or hard. Striking my realization I’m fragile to him, not to be tainted but only worshiped.

“Baby…” He pleads for something from me while he continues to thrust into me steadily. His bright blue eyes meet my green ones, and I search them. Trey wants—no, he needs me to declare his ownership over me. 

“I’m yours, Trey, only yours.” I will myself to find more words, but I can’t. It feels too good and my words are being drowned out by my moans and his soft grunts. 

“Yeah, you are. You feel so tight and smooth. You could bring me to my knees with this beautiful body, baby.” His rhythm continues steadily as he starts thrusting deeper and harder. Our connection almost feels unreal, like this is a dream. The sensation of his body sliding in and out of me, feels like heaven and earth moving toward each other, ready to collide. 

“I love you. Lift your hips a little, babe, I need to be deeper.” He moans, throwing one of my legs over his shoulder, making him hit me so deep I feel him hitting my cervix. I thought he was all the way in before, I underestimated his size, he’s balls deep in me. Pounding with recklessness. 

“I—oh—Trey. I love you, too!” I shout louder as I feel the impending orgasm building low in my belly. 

“Come for me, baby, come on this big dick.” Trey sounds so proud and he should be, he’s deadly. He bends his neck to bite my ear and it’s followed by a deep rumble in his chest. 

“I’m going to come, babe. I’m going to fill you with my cum.” In all the world, dirty talk with Trey is my favorite. Outside the bedroom he’s sensitive, clever, well mannered, but in the bedroom he’s a wild lion, mating not just for fun but also for pure need. 

Reaching down, he pinches my clit. The combination of his words and touch set me off. I moan so loud I’m sure the walls shake, and we both come together. I feel the warmth of his cum inside of me, and it’s by far the most erotic and pleasurable thing I’ve ever felt. 

He remains inside of me while he rolls to his back, taking me with him so I’m on top of his full body. I’m so tiny to his manly frame; I’m weightless on top of him. 

“You’re deadly. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get out of this bed. I know you’re already going to be my new addiction.” 

I’m okay with that. 

“That was amazing,” I reply, kissing his neck. 

“You’re insane. That was fucking out of this world.” He runs his hand up the curve of my spine, making my core clench. Twitching inside of me, he groans from my pulsating core sucking him back in.

“Babe, you can’t squeeze me like this, or I won’t be able to control myself and you’re way too sore for round two.” He’s right, even though it was incredible and mind numbing, I already feel the tight throb of soreness forming in my core. 

“Sorry, you turn me on when you touch me like that.” 

“Let’s go take a bath?” He slowly pulls out of me, and I moan at the loss. As he heads to the bathroom to start the water, I stand in front of the mirror and take a moment to look at myself. My cheeks are flushed and my skin has tiny love marks ranging from my neck to my thighs. I thought the first time for the girl was painful and just a means to get it over with. But with Trey, he made me feel so cherished and sexy. I’m almost positive that not every girl’s first time is like that. I look back at the color in my cheeks and smile. I’m no longer a girl, I’m a woman. I’m a woman in love, a woman claimed. 

“Hey, come here.” I turn my head to the right and see him sitting in the bath filled with bubbles. His legs are spread apart and his knees are sticking out above the steaming water. I climb into the spot between his legs, one foot at a time, and he watches my every move with hooded eyes and a small smirk. I lay my back to his chest when I’m fully submerged in the water. Loving the feeling of his skin and warm water on my sore, sated body. He grabs the washcloth and dips it into the water, then begins to wash my shoulders. 

“I’m a woman now.” Did I just say that out loud? 

“What do you mean?” He chuckles, running his calloused hand over the dip of my lower stomach, the other still washing me clean. 

I don’t really know if this will make sense to him or if I should even attempt to explain my insane theory. “I feel like a woman. I feel whole. Explaining it is harder than I thought, but all these years I’ve been so naïve and innocent. Now, I’m in love and I gave my heart, soul, and body to a man. I can’t go back to being a girl, I can only go forward as a woman.” Hoping that made sense, I nestle my cheek against his extended bicep, his hand now gently cleaning my sore core. Intimacy with him is perfection.

I feel his smile against the side of my forehead. “I get it, babe, trust me. I’ve never known love can make sex that amazing. There’s something so sexy about knowing that I’m yours and you are mine. That I claimed you here,” he says, placing his hand over my heart. “But that I also claimed you here,” he says, dipping his hand below the water. 

I drop my head back on his shoulder and a soft mewl comes out when he barely touches my clit with his bare hands, then dips lower, circling my entrance. I’m not too sore for his skilled fingers I think, but my devious stomach leads him in the opposite direction, growling loudly. My body moves, rising and falling with his laugh. 

“I want to go another round, but apparently, I need to feed my woman. Help her gain some energy back.” Trey really has the interior of a sensitive guy, with exterior caveman tendencies. 

“You’re pulling out all the stops tonight, now aren’t you?” I question him sharply. 

“Yeah, you could say that. Maybe I’m just trying to get some.” I crane my neck and look up at him through the tight slit in my eyes. 

“Keep that smart-ass mouth going and you won’t get any of this for the weekend,” I challenge him back.

“You couldn’t resist this, so nice try,” he says, grabbing my sides. His fingers digging into me softly, causes me to burst into a fit of giggles. My movement causes the water to splash over the sides of the tub, landing with a slosh on the tiled floor.

“You get to—ahh!” I can’t even form a full sentence; his tickling is endless. “You get to clean the water up!” I’m finally able to fill my lungs with a full breath and make my escape. I stand and make work at getting out, reaching for the towel that’s hanging from the wall on the iron rod. But all of a sudden, I’m looking at the ground. 

Trey’s shoulder is digging into my stomach, and I realize he picked me up, bare naked, and threw me over his wet shoulder. I watch the water trail down his back, and when it slides over his perfectly round butt I’m suddenly not so upset with my current position. 

He slaps me hard on my butt and throws me onto the bed. I yelp when I make contact, my body slightly lifting into the air from the impact. 

“Get ready, babe. Dinner in one hour. I’m hungry and need energy to keep up with you, ya little minx.” He walks to the bathroom but before he clears the door, I get even. When the pillow I grabbed hits him in the back of the head, he turns slightly, rubbing the spot where it hit and looking at me with a sly grin. “You’ll pay for that, smart-ass.” He points at me with a look of promise etched on his perfect face. 

“I’ll count on it.”
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Trey

 

DINNER WITH SHAYLA WAS just what we needed. Food, wine, and time together. I’m still elated that we had sex; I can still feel her tight heat wrapped deliciously around my hard shaft. Missing it already. Goddamn. Things will never be the same for me. I couldn’t think of being with anyone else, ever again. Even if I tried. The way her heavy, smooth tits bounced when I thrust up into her, her hands gripping at me for anchoring, her loud moans of pleasure in my ear, her shaved, slick core all encompassing and all fucking mine. 

As I play with the condensation on my beer mug, what she said in the bathtub plays over in my head, she does look different tonight. She’s in her own world, drinking wine and swaying her head to the jazz house band playing in the restaurant. She does look like a woman, maybe because I made her unfit for anyone else, or maybe it’s the glow in her eyes. This beautiful little woman is my keeper and I am hers. I love her, I love making love to her, I want to go back upstairs and fuck all night. Just reminding her with every kiss, lick, thrust, and touch how special she is to me. 

She’s clothed in a gorgeous tight little white dress, and I do mean tight. Her wide hips and slim waist reminding me of what a woman she is, those are childbearing hips, my hips to hold while I fuck, hard. Her round tits perky and begging to be licked. Her burgundy hair in a girlie fucking updo or some shit, little hairs falling on her delicate face. I’m a gone man, captivated in her beauty, captured by her heart, and stolen by her being. I watch the little faces she makes when we talk over our steak, watch the way she licks her lip then bites the corner when I look at her, watch her skin flush when I tell her the dirty things I plan to do with her and that killer fucking body. Fuck, we’re only at dinner, not even touching, and I feel like we just fucked, completely and thoroughly connected through eye contact and words. 

We make our way back to the room and spend some more time in the shower, washing and touching each other. I can’t wait until she isn’t so sore. I already miss being inside my girl. I’m starting to think about how in the hell I went all these years without being with her, and how I could never understand the concept of love. The feeling that I felt the moment I broke the barrier that separated her from virgin to womanhood was unexplainable. 

I still have a ton of insecurities, which are only intensified due to the new step in our relationship. But I know I can work through that shit. No, I need to work through that shit because I want to be with her. I’ll work through everything I need to if it means I’ll always have her. 

I start to let my mind wander into darker water. Did my dad ever love my mom like this? I know she didn’t, that letter I found fucking said it in black ink, permanent and clear as day. But, did he love her the way I recklessly love Shayla? If so, I don’t know how he overcame her leaving. 

I silence the eerie thought in my head, shutting it down as fast as it came. I’m in the here and now with Shayla, and we’re happy, we’re connected. Tonight proved our love is stronger than anything—the feelings and emotions all real.

The only light in the room is the burning fireplace, crackling across the way from the bed. I watch the orange and yellow flames mesh, regaining my bearings. Shay’s warmth on top of my chest is welcoming, helping me relax. I notice she’s been silent for a few minutes, and when I look down I’m met by her sleeping form. 

Everything that has happened in the past twenty-four hours wore my girl out. But I’m more than happy just sitting here listening to her light breathing as she sleeps. She looks beautiful, like nothing in this world could disturb her. I want this moment to last forever. I want my time with her to last far past the time we are given here on earth. I don’t know if I believe in eternity, but she sure makes me hopeful that there will be one. She makes me feel like the day I was born only half of me entered the world while the other half of me waited with her and the day we met was the day I became complete again. 

Lightly, I move the backside of my fingers down her cheek, and when my thumb makes it to her lips I graze the round edges. Remembering the way she kissed me back when I took away her virginity. Looking at her now, I feel a sense of completion. I’m not only falling, but in essence, also surrendering my heart, soul, and body for the chance to love someone.

This is the moment that changes a boy into a man. The moment one falls in love. Not only am I responsible for loving this woman, but I’m also now in charge of protecting her heart and honoring any promise I give her from here on out. 

For women, virginity is the one thing that they give to someone that they’ve fallen in love with. Well, most women. The one thing they give away as a symbol of their love and commitment to their partner. But what virginity is to women, is what a heart is to a man. We save that shit with us until the right woman comes along to claim it. That’s when we then give it away, without a second thought or regret. Shayla took my heart, and I will never be able to get it back. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Her voice is soft and laced in a sleepy rasp.

“You look beautiful when you sleep.” 

She searches my eyes, seeing if I’m lying or hiding anything from her. Letting her gaze falter for a second she moves on, accepting my answer. She stretches before placing her head back on her spot above my heart. 

“That’s not creepy at all.” She chuckles. Her naked body is pressed against mine and it feels like velvet, I’m drowning in her and I don’t want to be pulled from the water. 

“You like it, don’t lie.” 

“Yeah, I do. You caught me. Are you excited to see Pops tomorrow?” I love that she calls him Pop, just like I do. 

“I am, and I know he and Kathy can’t wait to see you.” I wrap my hands around the nape of her neck in her hair and catch her scent.

“I’m a little nervous still. But not nearly as much as I was this morning. You promise he will be happy?” Shayla’s reservations are both unwarranted and adorable. She cares so much about people liking her, but doesn’t realize it’s almost impossible not to love her. Fearing him not liking her, or being anything but happy, is just humorous to me. 

“Babe, I wouldn’t bring you here and expose you to him, as my girlfriend, if I felt he wouldn’t be happy about it. Besides, like I told you when we talked about it the other day, he was thrilled.” I roll her to her back and make sure her eyes are on me. 

“My dad is my best friend. We’ve been through hell and back in my short amount of time here on earth. So the connection we built, it’s a force. I know when and what he is thinking almost always, because he’s all I’ve ever known or had, besides you, for love. He told me he was proud that we’re together. I didn’t need him to explain his reasoning why. I just believe him because he is the truest man I know.” The reserved smile on her face has now made its way to her eyes. She’s learning how to build trust in me, and looking at me as not only her lover but also as her protector. I wouldn’t let anyone come between us, and she knows that. But my father is the last one we need to worry about interfering. Her mom will be the biggest obstacle trying to knock us down, if we’re being honest.

“You’re right. He’s pretty awesome, huh?” Her warm palms cradle my face and I nod. Leaning in, I kiss her lips steadily, with confidence. We stay like this for a little while longer, until we can’t feel our lips. I fall asleep more excited for tomorrow and the time I will get with family, friends, and Shayla.
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“SHIT HEAD! DID YOU miss me, dickless?” 

Ah, the peace and quiet was nice while it lasted. 

“Kingston Donovan, there are ladies present,” my dad says, slapping the back of Kingston’s head as they walk out of the airport’s sliding doors. 

Dad is wasting his time; Kings will never change that mouth or attitude for anyone. Sometimes I wonder, and I do mean wonder for long periods of time, how he and Shayla are related. Shayla rarely has anything coming from her mouth, other than a touch of sass, that sounds as foolish as Kings does. She’s the saint of peace and love while Kingston’s the poster child of poor choices and terrible language. 

“Oh, Pops, they’re used to it. And honestly, how can they resist this face?” He pouts his lip out and bats his eyelashes. He looks like a giant fucking idiot. A group of girls walk past and giggle, no shame. I look to Lana and she’s glaring at them, when they see her they scurry away with their tails between their legs. That a girl. 

“You’re cut off. Let’s get this big dumb-ass to the hotel before the snow hits.” I move over to my dad and hug him before I grab his suitcase from his hand, making sure I also give Kathy a kiss on the cheek. Once I say my hellos, I grab her bag and make my way to the car. 

“How was the flight?” I ask, packing all the luggage into the back of the SUV. 

“It was great except for the part where we had to travel with this guy.” My dad nudges Kingston in the side. Kings laughs and pulls Lana in closer to him. 

“He wouldn’t take no for an answer and couldn’t keep his hands to himself. I mean honestly, Kingston, give the poor girl a break.” I look over and see Lana blushing, biting her lip to keep from laughing. Kingston looks proud. 

“Look at her, Pops, can you blame me?” He stands back and shows Lana off, like a game show host shows off the final prize. 

“Yeah, she’s beautiful. Now don’t screw it up, you big knucklehead.” I love watching Kings and him go at each other. They’ve always been like this, bickering and trying to get the last word in. My Pops gives Kings a run for his damn money, that’s for sure.

“Where’s Shay?” Kingston and my dad ask in unison. 

“Jinx. You owe me a beer.” Kings and my dad say at the same time. Kingston wins, finishing first. My dad stomps his foot and shakes his head. We all laugh and Kathy leans in to kiss him better.

“It’s kind of gross when they kiss,” Kings whispers jokingly. Obviously, we don’t think its gross, but Kingston can’t resist a good joke. I smile and push his shoulder. 

“Ah, heck. I didn’t win this time. Anyway, where’s Shay?” Dad looks at me through the rearview mirror as I pull out of the parking garage and head back to Park City. The scenery is beautiful right now. The mountains in the distance are covered in snow; the clouds are dark, heavy with the promise of a fresh snowfall. This works in our favor since we plan on snowboarding tomorrow. Shay’s never been so I need lots of snow, that way I can show her how to snowboard, she’s been looking forward to it since we planned our trip. 

“I wanted her to sleep in. She had a rough day yesterday.” I look in the rearview mirror again, and I’m met with the same blue eyes looking back at me, he has concern etched into his slightly wrinkled forehead, my dad aged well. 

“What happened?” he questions, adjusting his arm around Kathy’s shoulder. A quick flashback of me pounding into her late last night before we fell asleep comes flooding into my memory; I don’t think I can tell him the truth, obviously. Kingston looks over at me, his angry eyes beating into the side of my face, he fucking knows, he’s not an idiot. I know he is fine with Shayla and me, he isn’t naïve to the idea that we are eventually going to have sex, but his look right now is angry as fuck, and I know he is going to give me hell. He wants to be a dick and out me in front of everyone, as payback for fucking his sister. Asshole.

“Yeah, dude. What happened? Pounding headache from disappointment?” I shoot him a death glare, warning him to stop while he is ahead. 

“I can assure you the pounding headache isn’t from disappointment.” Fuck, he’s really on one today. It’s fucking early, and I’m sure they haven’t had breakfast yet. Stomaching the sex talk right now doesn’t fit into the itinerary. Not only that, but I’m so fucking selfish when it comes to Shay. I don’t want anyone to know about our sex life. Anyone. 

“Ew, you two are so gross. I’m going to tell Shay what you’re up to, Kings,” Lana threatens from her seat in the back. She’s looking out the window, unaffected by the promise she just made, like it’s not big deal that she’s gonna tell Shay about her dipshit brother. God these two are meant for each other, literally she came from Kingston’s rib or whatever that saying is. 

“No, Dad, she just had a hard day and didn’t get much sleep. So, Lana, I planned a spa day for you two today. I want her to relax.” I turn my head slightly to glance at her for a quick second before my eyes land back on the icy roads. My dad and Kathy want to sightsee, so I want the girls to go have a nice spa day, while me and this big fuckhead—Kingston—keep my parents busy.

“That’s nice of you, son. That a boy.” I smile in the rearview mirror again; my dad’s hand pats my shoulder and squeezes it, showing me a moment of praise. 

“Thanks, Pop.”
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Shayla

 

WAKING UP TO AN empty bed after the night we shared seriously blows. I remember hearing Trey leave for the airport this morning. Kissing me while saying sweet things to me, telling me I needed to stay in bed and get some sleep. 

We made out for hours last night and it was completely new territory for me. Hopefully, it was for him, too. 

The room is a little chilly; I think a hot shower is in order. 

“Baby! I’m back!” I hear Trey’s voice echo over the sound of the running water, and my stomach instantly flips. I missed him.

“I’m in the shower!” I shout back, dipping my head under the spray of the showerhead to rinse the shampoo. 

“I take that as an invitation.” My body jolts, jumping when he climbs in the shower with me. 

Engulfing me in his arms, he brings my back to his front. “It’s warm in here, it was fucking cold outside.” He’s rocking us slowly, up and down, as he bounces on the balls of his feet, trying to get warm. 

“I saw the snow. Does that mean we’re skipping out on snowboarding until tomorrow?” 

“We’re gonna wait until tomorrow so we have new, fresh snow.” He releases me and grabs his body wash. I step back a little more, taking the next few seconds to appreciate the way he washes his body. He is pure man, defined with the perfect amount of muscles and veins. His lean six-pack leading to his impressive member.

“If you’re going to look at it like you’re starved, you better be ready for it to get hard.” He’s insatiable, growing hard in less than five seconds. I didn’t know men could get off that much in such a short period of time. Last night, between the two of us, we shared multiple orgasms. It was paradise. My euphoria. The way he manipulated my body to feel different things was out of this world. No wonder people get addicted to sex, because I sure as heck am already. 

“I’m sorry, I was just admiring you.” He smiles, showing his dimples. I feel my legs tighten and core clench.

“You’re such a temptress.” He grabs me by my ass and lifts me, pushing me against the wall. The cool tile hits my back and I shiver, only to be impaled on his waiting cock, flooding me with heat. That was unexpected. My arm shoots out to steady myself on the wall. Sliding his hand over my soapy arm, he connects his hand with mine, holding me in place as he invades me completely, filling me to the hilt. Our foreheads are connected, not breaking contact, our hot breath exhaling with each moan against each other’s lips. He’s grunting and pushing into me with a feverish pace, I’m still sore, but not enough to hurt. This is his second time filling me, last night he ate me out for hours, making me come over and over again, insisting I was too sore for his cock. 

“Fucking so good.” I bite his lip in reward, I love feeling like the deviant sex goddess who can bring him to his knees. 

“Shayla, I need your words, tell me what you’re feeling, tell me about my cock in you.” My eyes roll back in my head with his demand; I arch my back and push my hips down, sucking him into me deeper. He shouts, throwing his head back. His Adam’s apple bobs with his praise. 

“You’ve ruined me, I can’t ever have anything or anyone else but you. You’re so big, Trey, like fucking…uhhh…huge.” He smiles then bites my neck, he liked that so much that his thrusts become uneven, he’s close and so am I.

“More. Tell me more, Shayla. I want you to come, tell me what you want me to do.” The tremble in his voice, so low in my ear, makes me ride on him harder, meeting him thrust for thrust. 

“Pinch my clit like you do. I wanna come on your cock.”

“You dirty girl.” 

“You make me want to be bad, I want you all the time, Trey,” I confess. I’m so turned on I can’t hide what I’m feeling.

“Be bad for me, baby. I’ll play with your clit, you like that?” He flicks the tight nub and my desire kicks into overdrive, racing for the finish line. He’s watching me with fierce intent; he enjoys making me come. Damn, he’s generous.

“Yeah, I like that, oh, yes. I’m coming.” Pounding into me, my back sliding up and down the tiled wall, water cascading around us, steam causing us to sweat, I come hard.

“Oh fuck, I’m there with you, beautiful.” Circling my hips, I suck him dry. His eyes closed and lips parted from his orgasm. Spasming one last time, he places me on my feet and towers over me, leaning us against the wall with me caged in. 

“Now that’s what I call a dirty shower,” he whispers, letting the water wash us clean. 

Yes, it was. 
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“HEY! YAY, GIRL TIME! No boys!” I laugh along with Lana’s excited outburst. I’ve missed spending time with my best friend. Between work, getting an investor, and me spending time in my new relationship with Trey, our girl time is few and far between.

“I know, because they have cooties.” We walk into the spa and I take in the serene surroundings. It smells like lavender and the room is white with a touch of soft pink accents, making it feel homey and comfortable. I really need to thank Trey for this one. Maybe that lingerie will make an appearance at some point during this trip. I smile inwardly at this thought.

“So, Trey mentioned you had a rough day yesterday. Everything okay?” We sign in and take a seat next to the round table that’s covered in a variety of fruits and vegetables. 

“Oh yeah, I’m fine. Just worn out.” She doesn’t say anything back, and I look over at her to see if she heard what I said. 

She did. “Tired. From a car ride? Weird.” Her inquisitive stare tells me I’m not fooling her. I almost kiss the ground the receptionist walks on when she calls our names. This saved me from telling her for at least a few more minutes. 

“All right, ladies, go ahead and change into your robes, and I’ll be back in a few minutes to take you to your aromatherapy massages. The robes are behind the door of the changing room, and there is water in the mini fridge.” We both nod at her, giving a quick thanks. The second she leaves the room, I make a run for the bathroom. Finding anything to avoid the conversation. 

She chuckles as I shut and lock the door. “This isn’t over. You are going to tell me!”

Dream on, lady. Just because I’m no longer a virgin doesn’t mean I’m going to start kissing and telling. I’m still shy. But that won’t stop Lana. She’ll pester me until she gets it out of me. Opening the door, I’m met by Lana. She’s standing there with her hip popped out and her stance is demanding. Her arms are folded across her chest, emphasizing her point. 

“Did you guys sleep together?” Obviously, why else would I be so nervous to talk to her? 

“Maybe.” I start blushing and the room feels ten degrees warmer. All I want to do is rip this robe off me, even if it’s comfier than heck. 

“Shay! I knew you would man up and take the jump! Welcome to the club! Oh my God. How was it? Did it hurt? I mean was he big? Small? Details, woman!” 

My God, this woman has no filter. Literally none. 

“My God, L! Do you have to be so graphic with your questions? What does that matter anyway? Doesn’t every girl hurt after the first couple of times?” 

She snorts, and her eyes are wide like saucers. 

“I knew our boy wouldn’t disappoint, and did I catch ‘first couple of times’ in there?” she says, quoting my previous statement. Unscrewing the cap from my water bottle I take a sip, watching her stare at me over the edge of the tilted bottle. 

I swallow past the thick lump in my throat. Why am I so nervous? “Yeah, so. That’s normal, right?” I instantly feel insecurity hit me. Am I not normal? Should it feel less painful or not painful at all?

“When I was with Joel.” She pauses, and I see her shoulders tense. She looks around the room, as if he is going to pop out. “Sorry. When I was with Joel, I wasn’t experienced so I thought he was big. But it never hurt. So I told him it didn’t, and he just blamed me being loose whore. So, I always assumed I was the problem. But I was so far from the problem. When I slept with Kings the first time.” She stops, her cheeks flush as she rolls her eyes to the back of her head before bringing them back to mine. “He was so big and it hurt like hell. I still have to adjust to him whenever we sleep together. You would think after a few times I would be used to it, but nope.” I cringe when she says this, I love my brother, but I really could have gone my entire life without knowing that. 

There is a soft rap on the door and we both answer, “Yes” in harmony. The receptionist opens the door and signals for us to follow her toward the massage room. I lie on the table and it’s silent for a minute after the receptionist leaves. So I voice my thoughts before the massage therapists can interrupt us.

“He’s pretty big. I mean he’s actually huge.” She chokes on a laugh; I join her in unison, laughing at my confession. 

“I knew it! Well then, how do you feel? You can obviously walk so he didn’t break you too much.” I reach my hand out and slap her arm. 

I wait a few seconds, trying to find the words to describe what it was like. Simple words won’t be able to do the experience justice. “He was so passionate and loving. I don’t know…he was…possessive.” My head is resting on my crossed arms so I can gauge her reactions. She’s lying similar to the way I am, so we can see each other perfectly. 

“Possessive, like in a bad way?” She looks concerned and it’s only because she remembers that word in relation to the negativity it held in her past relationship. 

I lift and shake my head slightly, my eyes glued to the floor, searching for a better word.

“Possessive, in a good way. The same way that I am.” Her smile is soft, and I’m glad she gets it. 

“The way he touched me, L, he was so in control. It was like art the way we moved together. Our bodies knew each other, like they were working on their own accord. Hmmm. I can’t even describe it, but it was better than anything I could have ever expected.” Just talking about the way I felt makes my stomach flutter. My core is clenching, missing the feel of him filling me. 

“I mean, do you think this honeymoon phase will ever end? It’s like we can’t keep our hands to ourselves now that we’ve had sex.” 

“No, not if it’s real love,” she says with finality. She sounds like she’s speaking from experience. 

“Speaking of sex, um, how long have you and my brother been hooking up? Are you guys a thing?” I ask her, hopeful that she’ll say yes. She hasn’t loved anyone since Joel, so her finding love is well deserved. She needs to be happy again. I need to remind myself to say a silent prayer for her to find love again. 

“No.” She doesn’t explain further. 

“Why not, L? You deserve happiness.” I want her to let go of Joel completely, I want her to feel what real love is, knowing with every fiber of my being that my brother can give that to her.

“Because. He is so…uh. I can’t even explain it to you,” she says, exasperated, and I can tell she’s even more conflicted with what to do. “He is so infuriating sometimes, and my God he is so cocky. Like, who does he think he is?” 

I smile. That’s my brother for you. 

“Yeah, I know. I’ve been his sister for twenty-one years. I know how he can be. But I know he is also the greatest man in my life. Besides my dad and Trey, Kings is by far the best man I know.” Kings would lay down his life to protect me without so much as a thought.

“He’s sweet, but he has those tendencies still. The ones that scare me.” Her eyes are distant, I can see her pupils dilating at whatever thought she’s thinking. 

“Lana?” 

“Huh? Oh, sorry. It’s this thing he does where he tells me I’m his and no one else’s, or he will never let anyone have me. Joel did that shit and it wasn’t good. I’m not going down that rabbit hole with Kings.” 

Okay, that’s fair to fear it, and I’m not mad. But honestly, my brother may be possessive and caveman-like, but he would never lay a hand of violence on her.

“Lana, he’s not Joel. Trust me. I get that you’re scared. I can’t imagine what you went through. But that’s not my brother.” I ensure a tad defensively in his case; he would never hurt her in a million years. We both fall silent. Hopefully, she can absorb what I just told her, she needs to take in what I just said and let it stew during our massages. The heavens must have heard my thoughts, because the two massage therapists walk in and get to work. The massages are silent, and then we are taken to separate rooms for waxing and hot baths, giving us both time to think about the men in our lives. One I can’t live without and one she isn’t sure how to live with. 

I change back into my dark skinny jeans that I paired with an olive sweater and leather jacket. My face is fresh from the facial and makeup free. I pull my hair into a tight ponytail and make my way out to the lobby to meet back up with Lana. We’re supposed to meet the boys and family at the hotel bar for a late lunch. After spending an hour apart, I already feel guilty for leaving the conversation where I did. I need to be sensitive to Lana’s feelings and the turmoil she once went through. When I see her face as I hit the lobby, the guilt magnifies. She looks haunted, and I know she wants to be with Kingston but her inner demons are screaming at her to run the other way. Just like Trey’s do every so often.

“Hey, I’m sorry, okay? I shouldn’t have jumped on you with my opinions. I know I need to understand you a little more. Just think about it, and give yourself the chance to love.” I wrap my arms around her shoulder as we make our way out of the spa. She kicks at the rocks as we near the rental car. Trey let us use this one while they rented another for sight seeing today. 

“I know, I will.” We part ways and head to opposite sides of the car. 

Before we climb in, I look over the hood at her face. “Hey.” 

She looks up and tilts her head. “Yeah?” 

“I’ll always be here for you. Through every ultimate fall.” I see her eyes fill with tears, and I feel my own threatening to escape. I wipe it quickly and we both laugh. 

“God, we are such sissy bitches,” she replies, climbing into the passenger seat. She’s back, I think, when she calls us bitches. 

We walk into the bar and my palms are sweating. Like, bad. I feel like they have a sprinkler attached to the fingertips, and every time I think about seeing Charles they go off. Shoot me, I’m nervous. I hear Kingston before we see him; he’s laughing and throwing darts in the corner with Charles. I don’t see Trey right away, causing my nerves to skyrocket. 

“Babe!” Trey yells from his spot by the pool tables, where my eyes find him. Phew. He and Kathy are waving excitedly at me, but his yell caught the attention of Pops, the one I’m most nervous to see. 

Here we go. 

You got this, Shay. 

I make it to Trey in a few seconds and he drags me into his arms. I notice he winces where my hand touches his left side, right under his pec. 

“You okay?” I ask, worried. Did he get hurt today? He was hanging with Kings so heavens knows what shit they got into.

“Yeah, just got a tattoo.” 

“What?” Trey doesn’t have any tattoos, and he’s never talked about getting them. He didn’t even flinch when he said that, not even a muscle on his face moved. My brother has enough for our entire group of friends. Kings is tattooed from his left shoulder down to his calf. And once again, Trey never mentioned wanting to get one, today or ever, so I’m not going to let him hang with Kings if he had anything to do with this, peer pressure at it’s finest. 

“Yeah, want to see it?” He’s extra peppy, but it’s not a buzz, it’s just him, he’s freaking proud of whatever tattoo he got, that’s for dang sure.

I wait a second, anxiously anticipating what he’s going to show me. It’s probably a tribal tattoo like most guys get or my initials—my initials! 

“My initials! You got my initials? What the heck is wrong with you, Trey Joseph Adams? Are you crazy or just…crazy?” I wave my hands in the air and point my finger toward my head, making an exploding gesture. He actually got my initials tattooed on his side. It’s a beautiful tattoo of a rose, with blue outlines and red tones, with my initials lying on one of the leaf petals. But it’s my initials! We’ve been a couple for two weeks. Two weeks, people.

“Yeah, crazy about you.” I look at him, now almost certain he’s high. Grabbing at his face, I pull it level to mine, checking his eyes for any indication or redness to tell me if he’s drunk. Nope, he’s totally sober and smiling at me, his face filled with pride. Not only is this crazy, but I have no idea what in the hell to say to him. I hope this has nothing to do with the Evan thing. I know he’s jealous, it’s something he struggles with because of his past, but if that’s the case, he’s joined the circus of loonies and needs to be medicated. I don’t want Evan and he’s not a threat, so I sure hope it has nothing to do with our fight the other day. Wasn’t my virginity enough to show him that I’m his in every way?

“I told him he needs to be sent to the loony bin because you were going to think he was crazy. Well, he didn’t listen. I told you, son.” Charles is now standing to the side of us, his hand on Trey’s shoulder. My previous thought will have to wait; I need to seriously talk to him about his claiming and jealousy obsession.

“Pops, where in the world did this big nut job come from? You’re so normal and nice, then this psycho comes along and tattoos my initials, permanently, into his skin.” Forget being nervous to see Charles, I expect someone in this dang room to give me some answers. 

“You came along and drove him mad. Can’t say I’m disappointed in his choice of lady though.” My eyes dart to him fast, making me dizzy. 

“Pops, don’t enable this kind of crazy.” Trey hasn’t said a word and he’s still standing there with his shirt up and a goofy grin plastered on his face. 

Don’t look at his abs, don’t look at his abs, stay focused, Shayla, stay angry.

“Say something, crazy!” I shout at him, poking his hard chest with my finger. 

His lopsided grin only fuels my raging inferno, this man has gone mad. I haven’t told my mom or dad about him yet. Oh my God, I haven’t even told my parents about Trey and now he has my initials etched permanently into his side.

“Like what? Like how sexy you are when you get flustered or mad. How about when your skin glows in the sun and it smells like vanilla. You know how bad that makes me want to lick you from head to toe?” 

Why does he have to be so damn cute and say panty-dropping things like that?

“Trey…” I put my head down, hiding my weakness. I was just mad as all heck and now I’m turned on and ready to forgive him and drag him back to bed. Can we also talk about the fact that Pops is standing right here? I spaced on that for a second. I hesitantly look up and pray that he isn’t standing as close as he was moments ago. I can feel my shoulder slump in gratitude; thank heavens he went back to throwing darts. The last thing I want Pops hearing is Trey talking to me about sexual things.

Trey grabs the back of my elbow and pulls me into him swiftly. Our bodies hit and I’m suddenly very aware of our closeness, and his hardness nudging me in the stomach. He leans down to level his mouth with my ear and whispers, “I’m going to take you back to the hotel and rock your world tonight. I’m going to show you just how fucking crazy over you I really am.” Trey has his bossy pants on and he isn’t letting me out of his sight tonight. I’m so turned on and wet from his confession, so much so that I need to get away from him and freshen up. If I don’t, this entire bar will know exactly what I’m thinking about. 

“You’re not playing fair, Trey.” He bends his knees a little so he can wrap his arms low around my waist. 

“I never said I would play fair. I’m crazy about you, and I won’t make excuses for the things that I’m going to do to prove it to you.” 

The ground below me disappears and my knees become weak. He makes my head foggy and I lose all equilibrium, throwing me off balance. I can’t say no to him and that scares me. He got my initials tattooed on him for heaven’s sake, but I can’t stay mad. Between confessing his love and the sly grin that makes his blue eyes sparkle, I just can’t. 

“I love you, you crazy, stupid caveman.” I extend my neck so my lips can clash with his. We are a battle of tongues and passion, getting lost in each other. The bar is crowded with people, but right now it feels like it’s only him and me. He pours all he has into the kiss, holding nothing back. 

“Besides, I bet I made you less nervous to see my dad today, huh?” he says between light kisses on my forehead. 

“Oh, you clever little dog,” I respond, making busy with the collar on his long-sleeved button up denim top. He looks edible in his black jeans and boots. He now has a beard that looks amazing on him, making him look more manly and rugged. His sandy blond hair has grown out a little, and he has it styled to the side and slicked back, creating a clean and tidy look. I could stare at him for hours and still find new things about him that turn me on. But we don’t have time for that, I’m hungry and we need to be social for at least another hour.

I devour my ham sandwich and fries as if it’s the last supper. The veggies and fruit from the spa didn’t quite cut it; I need real food. I’ve never been the type to diet or workout. I love food, and lucky me, my genes allow me to eat whatever I want without gaining a single pound. I know this will catch up to me one day, but I’m not broken yet, so I’m going to enjoy this while I can. Besides, I’m almost convinced that after I have babies my body won’t bounce back. I stop my thought and start a new one when I realize I’m thinking about babies. Why am I thinking about that? Why is it even a thought in my mind? I push it back to the far corners of my brain and focus on the rest of lunch. 

“Shayla, I think it’s time now that I say welcome to the family officially. I can’t say we are surprised, we were all just biding our time, waiting for my son to jump aboard and start dating you.” Charles stands to toast, his smile contagious as he looks over at Trey and me.

“Thanks, Pops. He’s pretty lucky to have me, isn’t he?” Seeing Charles, as Trey’s girlfriend, is a lot easier than I thought it was going to be, I’m finding my groove. Trey’s grip on my shoulder tightens as I banter with his father. I look up at him and he smiles like a kid. So much joy is in his expression it warms my heart. Trey’s letting go of the past slowly everyday, and I’m happy I’m here to witness it.

“Yeah, he is. Someone to whip his ass into shape.” Pops winks at me and everyone at the table hollers and whoops in agreement. 

“Thanks, Pops. You know I’m old enough to take you, old man.” Trey stands and walks to his dad. I watch their exchange in wonderment; Trey wraps his arm around his dad’s neck and shoulder, teasingly shaking him. 

“You don’t have it in you, son!” Charles shoots back from their leaning position causing Trey to step back. They throw fake jabs and punches at each other. My heart fills with warmth, the sight of them playing in front of everyone, a father and a son, best friends. His mom never had a chance to see this, and I feel so sorry for her lonely, miserable life. What a journey to miss out on. 

“We’ll see you guys bright and early for snowboarding!” Trey shouts across the lobby as we make our way to the bank of elevators. Everyone waves and says their good-byes. It’s only five o’clock, but we want to get in early so we can all be well rested for the day ahead.

“That was fun. It was amazing seeing you and your dad together like that.” 

“Yeah, that man is an old dog, but I fucking love him. I learned everything I know from him. Best friends and all that shit. Ya know?” I nod. I do know what that’s like. My dad, Kingston, and I are the same way. We built a strong bond when my mom was out doing whatever with whomever. 

“You did great today, baby. You didn’t even choke up once talking to Dad,” he says, kissing the back of my hand that’s entwined with his. 

“Your tattoo is the reason. But really, Trey, what were you thinking with getting that tattoo? It’s taboo, and what if we break up?” His carefree expression goes from happy to a burning flame in the blink of an eye. Trey moves, backing me into the wall of the elevator, my hands grab onto the hand railing to steady me. 

“Don’t say shit like that. You’re it for me; you and I will never be over. You belong to me.” 

Wow. I’m hit with the impact of his words and the meaning they hold. This isn’t a temporary thing; this is it for him. If the tattoo didn’t signify this, then that statement sure did. I’m overwhelmed with a thousand emotions—happy, joyful, scared, intimidated—all of those wrapped around my heart. I love being with him, I never want to be without him, but does he know what that means. Sure, he was willing to try the relationship thing, but does he even realize what his declaration insinuates, it means forever. Is he ready for that? I am. Forever with Trey can only be described or explained as my wildest of dreams coming true. Marriage, love…babies, the whole thing I desire to have with Trey. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just…things happen and sometimes people can’t make it last. I don’t want you to regret us one day, I mean think about what you’re saying.” He rolls his eyes and breathes deep through his nose. The elevator doors open and he pulls me out of the cart with determination. The second the door to our room closes I’m pinned against it, caged between his arms.

“Maybe you need some reminding of my need for you and how much I love you.” We’re legs and arms and lips as passion takes over and I invite him to show me exactly who I belong to. Determined and possessive Trey is a sight to behold. We’re fighting to remove each other’s clothes and shoes, not caring how we get naked just as long as it happens fast. Once we’re both stripped bare, he throws me on the bed. He’s standing over me, hard and ready. I watch in amazement as he strokes himself slowly, my mouth watering and my clit pulsing so hard I can hear it in my eardrums.

“Tell me you want this, baby? You want me inside of you, owning that beautiful fucking body?” My mouth is dry, and I can’t get out a full yes, so I just lie back, nod, and spread my legs slowly. He wants to tease me, I’ll tease him back. Reaching down, slowly trailing my finger over the dips and curves of my body, I find my clit and moan loudly. It’s not his hand, but I’m so aroused any kind of friction feels good. I want to rile him up; I want him to lose control with me. 

“Fuck, you’re a greedy woman.” He climbs onto the bed and spreads his knees apart just a tiny bit, his top half never touching the bed. I yelp when he grabs my hips and lifts them. My shoulders and head are the only thing supporting my weight, other than his rough grip on my hips. His yummy, vein-laced arm muscles are bulging from the weight of me in his hands, and it only makes me ache for him more. “Play with your tits for me, baby.” 

My hands reach up and palm my breasts, my peaked nipples peeking through my fingers as I pinch them.

“That’s right, baby, think of my hands and mouth on your perfect tits.” I moan and close my eyes when he puts my aching wet core against the crown of his shaft, ready to take me. I let out a throaty gasp when his thumb runs over my clit, causing a new wave of wetness to release.

“You’re so ready for this cock, baby.” I nod and continue to grab and pull on my breasts. All the sensations I’m experiencing can’t compare to the feeling that hits me when he pounds into me, hard. My eyes shoot open at the fullness of him inside of me. He’s hitting my cervix and it’s a painful pleasure that I can’t describe. 

“You’re so tight and warm.” He starts thrusting into me harder, after a few moments of letting me adjust to him. 

“You feel that pressure, baby? Feel how fucking tight you are?” I moan a loud yes, because I can. I feel so full and I still feel like we aren’t close enough. I want to be wrapped up in him.

“My cock was made for you, and no other man will ever be able to relieve that ache. You know why?” he asks on a hard thrust, causing me to respond in a rushed breath.

“Why?” I’m all sensation, my toes curling, my eyes rolling, my core burning from his thick invasion.

“Because you’re fucking mine, and no man will ever take you because I’m not ever going to let you go.” This is too erotic. Things like that shouldn’t make me so turned on, but they do. There is something so sexy about a man wanting you so selfishly, just because you exist. I’m the essence of his entire being. 

“Trey, I’m yours! Oh, Trey!”

“That’s right, baby. Say my name, let everyone know you’re mine!” He pounds harder, making the headboard bang hard against the wall, I know the neighbors can hear us, and I don’t care. I finally gain control and open my eyes to watch him. His mouth is slightly agape and he’s watching himself enter me. The way I’m tilted gives me a view of us joined together, he’s covered in my arousal and liquefies my insides. I look back up and watch the tip of his tongue touch his upper lip, he can’t stop watching us and it’s intoxicating. Reaching down, he flicks my clit and I come on impact. I feel him expanding and know he’s chasing his release.

“Fill me, Trey. Take what’s yours.” I don’t know where that came from, but it’s all he needs as he comes inside of me, planting himself deep as he finds his release. 
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Trey

 

“SHIT.” MY LUNGS FIGHT to get a full breath of air. That shit was fucking wild. My animal instincts were on high alert, I wanted to claim her like a beast when she started all that talk about us possibly breaking up, I didn’t like that one damn bit. 

“I know. That was insane. You almost broke me that time.” We laugh in unison. I stand up and flop down next to her, scooting up I put my back against the headboard, the metal bars cooling my heated skin. Grabbing her weightless form off the bed, I adjust her so she’s straddling me. Her hair is still tied back in a messy do; I reach back and remove the tie that’s holding it up. Once it’s free, her hair cascades around her shoulders and it’s a sight. Her burgundy hair reminds me of the temptress she is, but her green eyes and pouty lips show me her angelic side. My perfect mix of temptation and redemption. 

“I couldn’t break something that was made to take me.” Her hips are round and wide, like an hourglass, the waist on my woman is so small, and my big hands look damn sexy running across her tight stomach. I’ve never paid this much attention to a woman’s body, but I’ve never seen a body that is this close to a work of art. 

“I need to make a call to the studio. Why don’t you go enjoy a bath, and I’ll come see you in a minute?” I tell her with as much enthusiasm as I can muster. I don’t want to lose this connection. Her eyes shimmer and excitement rolls across her face, she loves baths, it’s her favorite thing in the world, besides me of course. 

“Oh, okay. Is something wrong there?” Shay’s a nurturer, always worried and making sure I’m okay and that nothing is wrong. 

“Oh no, everything’s fine. I just wanna make sure that we’re on schedule with recording,” I reassure her with the touch of my thumb to her soft chin.

“Okay, yeah sure. Don’t take too long.” Standing, I watch her hips sway and her ass beckons me to grab it, give it a little smack, turn it pink. I resist the urge for now. 

I hear the bath start and listen to her softly hum a song. I gave it to my woman good, and now she’s songful and sated. I finally drag my feet off the bed and go in search for my phone that’s somewhere in our pile of clothes we ripped from each other. The thought makes me smirk. I hear the chime of a text message and reach toward the sound. I find Shayla’s phone, it’s lit up with a message alert. I pick it up, getting ready to go hand it to her, when I see the message. 

Evan: Hey, gorgeous. I hope you’re having fun in Park City, not missing me too much I hope ;D! Anyway, I just spoke to the board and the photo shoot was a hit! They are going to offer us $500,000 to open two new locations. We did it! We’re a great team, beautiful! Dinner on me when you get back.

I feel my skin crawling. My blood’s boiling and I’m ready to kill. Who does this rich fuck think he is calling my girlfriend beautiful and gorgeous? I don’t know what to do. I don’t want her to see me pissed. It’s not her fault; this boy just needs to be taught how to be a gentleman. I throw on my briefs and try to center myself. I sit on the bed and take a few deeps breaths, attempting to rein in my anger. The feeling of not being in control swallows me whole; trying to stay calm is nearly impossible where she’s concerned. Especially when some chump is trying to move in on my woman. 

Breathe, Trey, he doesn’t have her, you do. 

I say this over and over in my head. I’ll be paying him a visit when I get home, remind him of who I am and where he needs to spend his energy, and it isn’t on Shayla. I will do it with as much restraint as I can, talk to him man to man, no low blows or dick remarks. Just a simple, please be professional. 

That’s not my natural instinct, no, that would be to kick his ass. But, I need to be the new Trey, the rational and calm Trey. I think the comments he made in the text solidify my reasoning. Why doesn’t he say he will take Lana and her out? Double-checking the message, I shake my head. Why wasn’t Lana in that text? I mean he could have sent it separate. Honestly, I fucking doubt it. 

But, I promised that I wouldn’t act childish, so my intention is just opposite of that, man to man…man to man.

Composing myself, I walk into the bathroom. My heartbeat instantly slows and I’m centered when I see her looking up at me with a soft smile and doe eyes. 

“Are they on schedule?” She’s playing with the bubbles, swirling her fingers on the surface of the water.

“Oh, yeah.” I cough, my voice growing dry and hoarse. “Everything’s fine, your phone chimed. I thought I’d bring it to you,” I lie, I will call the studio tomorrow. I’m too angered to have a business call and it isn’t so urgent that it can’t wait. 

“Who is it?” she questions, looking completely unfazed, while my anger was unraveling just moments ago.

“No idea, I didn’t check,” I lie again.

“Thanks. Can you hand me that hand towel so I can check it?” I grab the cloth and hand it to her. Once she’s made sure her hands are dry, I hand her the phone and leave the room quickly. I can’t see the way she reacts to that message; it might make me go completely psychotic if I do. I can trust her, there’s no doubt there. But this Evan character must be stupid or have a death wish to be talking to her like that. Shay is too naïve to think anything of that message, she isn’t interested, so to her it’s just a normal message. I, however, am a dude and I know his intentions and they couldn’t be any louder if they were plastered on a billboard with flashing neon letters. 

“Trey!” Shayla hollers for me. Taking a deep breath, I plaster a fake smile on my face, entering the bathroom again. 

“Yeah, Shayla.” I look up from my phone. Fuck me sideways, Goddamn! Standing in the middle of the tub, her slick, tight body is covered in bubbles, parts of her body peaking out. Her pussy and nipples getting my direct attention.

“Aren’t you going to join me?” I’m about to say yes to her soapy body when I hear a pounding on the hotel door. She shrieks, sinking back into the water. 

“Stay in here. I’ll get rid of whoever this is and I’ll come get some soapy cuddles.”

I throw on my jeans, leaving the button and zipper undone. I don’t plan on making small talk with the person banging on our door, rather annoyed that the hotel staff is bothering us right now. 

“Lana?” I’m shocked when I see her crying face and slumped form in front of me. “What’s wrong?”

“I fought with Kings and I have nowhere else to go.” She walks straight into my arms, forcing me to wrap my arms around her. 

“Lana, is that you?” I look over my shoulder, releasing Lana so Shayla can see her better. 

“Shay, I’m sorry. I know we just talked about this, but I couldn’t do it. He’s so upset, Shay. So upset.” She looks tortured, attempting to tell us what happened. 

Shayla rushes to us, covered in her silk robe, and takes Lana in her arms, worry etched on her makeup free face. “Where is he?” 

Through a shuttering sob she replies, “He’s still in the room, but I had to get out. Please go see him. I feel fucking terrible.” She sobs harder.

“Lana, I can send Trey. Let me be here for you,” Shayla tries to console her. 

“No, Shay, we can talk later. He was fucking torn up, I worry about him being alone and I don’t think he will listen to anyone. Please.” I can see the struggle Shayla is facing. So badly wanting to ignore her wishes, but he shouldn’t be alone and she has a point. I won’t be able to talk him down when he’s emotional like this; Kingston’s not that kind of guy. He will be more apt to talk to Shayla first. 

I watch her search Lana’s face a few more seconds, then yield to her wants. “L, I promise I’ll come back and talk to you, I promise.” She nods and then Shay looks to me. 

“You got her?” She looks to me, and I know she wishes she could be in both places at once. 

“Yes, go be with Kings. I’ll hold down the fort here.”

She slips her feet into her boots, looking both adorable and flustered with her silk robe and knee-high boots. She kisses my cheeks, and I watch her take off down the hall, making sure she makes it into King’s room. I close the door and turn to Lana.

“Come on.” I head over to the sitting area next to the fireplace; her shaking is terrible, I need to help get her warm.

I pick up my shirt and slip it back on. “Look at us.” 

She smiles at me and wipes her hand under her red, swollen nose. 

“What in the world are we going to do? I swear, L, we are crazy,” I state honestly. Because we are, L and I both have had love in our life tainted or spoiled by rotten things, abuse, lack of love…all that rolled into one. No wonder we can’t get our emotions under control and decide what we want or how we’re gonna do it.

“Yeah, I don’t know what we’re going to do. But at least you and Shay are together. Congrats, by the way.” 

It makes me feel a little selfish to be excited about our relationship, while she and Kingston have mad shit they need to figure out.

“It’s not all peaches and cream over here either. I still have fears and deep-seated issues living inside of me.” I pull her into my side, wrapping her in a throw blanket, rubbing up and down her arms to help speed up the warming process. 

“What do you mean? You two seem mad about each other. Not to mention she forgave you for getting that tattoo. No warning was given to me when I saw Kingston did the same thing.” She sniffles and lays her head on my shoulder. My tattoo was subtle, Shayla forgiving me was way easier, that’s a given. Now Kings, on the other hand, is fucking screwed, he got Lana’s name tattooed in big cursive letters across his lower abdomen. That’s a bit more extreme in my book.

“Pops is right, you two need to be sent to the loony bin.” She winks at up at me,
Pop’s observation is pretty damn accurate. Kings and I are very different men than we were just a few short months ago. We’ve both been with an unsettling amount of women, trying to avoid relationships as long as we could. This whole new commitment and love version of us is still shocking to me at times, especially Kings, he loves the ladies.

“Hey, you two don’t make it easy on us, you know?” I counter, her and Shay like the cat and mouse game, they knew the game they were playing. We can’t help the fact that they changed something in us; something that was too broken it almost took all of us in the wreckage. 

“Oh really. How so?”

“Let’s start out with how gorgeous you two are. We’re very lucky.” I see the straight line of her lips crack into a small smirk. It’s working, distraction and complimenting, the perfect diversion, because women like shit like that, right? 

“Then to top it off, you two are the most hardworking, smart, and beyond talented women we know. So there, it’s your fault, fancy pants.” She grips my knee tight and squeezes it until I twitch and shout mercy.

“Ow, you turd. Truth hurts, doesn’t it?” I rub at my knee, mocking pain while she stares at the fire, all traces of her laughter gone. 

“Do you miss your mom, Trey?” Where in the hell did that come from? I don’t like talking about my mom. Shay and my dad are about the extent of the people I talk about my mom to, and sometimes they have to coerce it out of me. Not wanting to be a total dick, I open up to her.

“Honestly, I don’t know if I do. It’s hard to see past the anger, and I don’t think we made enough memories or spent enough time together. Can you miss something you truly never had?” That’s a rhetorical question and it’s one I can’t believe I never thought of in the past. 

“I think you can. I think you can miss the idea of what someone could have been.” She emphasizes the have, which is true. “Think about it. You see the way a great mother should be, you also see the relationship and love a mother should have for her child. So maybe you miss the idea of what she was supposed to be.” 

Damn, that was deep. I know I crave that connection, the one that a mother gives to her child. Sure, I have Kathy and by God she’s such a good woman, but she came into my life after I learned why my mother left, when the damage was already done. I accept her as my mom, but I still yearn for that love from the one who birthed me, the one who is biologically programmed to love me but didn’t. 

This is all too much thinking for one night, between Evan pissing me off and the conversation about my mom, I think I’ve hit my quota of heavy fucking things. 

“You’re pretty damn smart, L. Too smart for your own good.”

“Jealous?” she teases. I notice her eyes are swollen but dry, she isn’t crying anymore and that brings some comfort to me. I don’t do too well with emotions, which doesn’t make sense to me because I’m an emotional guy. I’ve noticed that I wear my heart on my sleeve. Many people would say I’m weak or a pussy, but I don’t give a shit. Fuck them. 

“Not in the slightest, I’m way smarter than you.” 

“Such a gentleman. You’re chivalry is modest.”

We laugh in unison and I feel better already. My mind is no longer filled with thoughts of Evan and his cocky fucking face. Well, for now at least. 

“All right kid, I have a feeling Shay’s going to be with Kingston for a while, so what do we do? I’m thinking room service and a gore-filled horror film with zero romance.” I stand up and head to the nightstand where the menu is. 

“Sounds like a plan to me. Blood and guts with booze and food. Perfect.”
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Shayla

 

“KINGS, OPEN UP!” I pound my fist against the door repeatedly. I’m worried about my brother. The way Lana stormed into our room, red faced and sobbing, I can’t even imagine the state of my brother. Lana is stone-cold when it comes to her emotions sometimes. She became emotionally muted after the abuse; to her it’s better to hide emotions than be punished relentlessly for them. Kingston, however, was raised by my dad, the most emotional, loving, and forgiving man on the planet—let’s not forget hotheaded. My dad fought so hard to keep my mother as his wife, trying to stop her from going out every night and being unfaithful to him. He took that crap from her for years before he finally gave up. Kingston is a stubborn man, so add that on top of everything else and you get the unstoppable force. He won’t stop fighting until Lana is his, I don’t doubt it. 

The door opens slowly, greeted by Kingston, his face red and tight, the anger permeating off him.

“Kings?” I question, walking through the threshold. I immediately wrap my arms around my big brother. There’s such a stark contrast between us. I’m short and thin, Kingston’s tall with slabs of hard, defined muscles. He was my teddy bear growing up. In fact, he still is, protecting me from anything that threatened to hurt me. My heart aches when I see him this sad and defeated, looking for someone or something to fix him. Tonight, right now, I need to be his protector, help him through this.

“She’s never gonna trust me or let me in, I’m not the damn problem, Shay. She is!” he shouts into the space around us. His arms are at his sides, my arms wrapped around his heated skin. 

“I’m sorry, big guy. I wish there was something I could say that would make this better, you know, to help you both. But all I can do is listen.” His body’s so warm I can tell he’s nowhere near calm. I let go so he can move around the room and release the pent-up aggression. 

“I need a fucking drink.” He moves to the mini bar, pulling out a shot glass and bottle of whiskey, he pours it into the tumbler and then throws it back, his face twisting with the burn. 

“What happened?” I’m not sure what to say to him, but I think this is a safe start.

“This.” He lifts his shirt, between the dips of his hip where the infamous V sits, is Lana’s name. The black, intricate ink encrypted into his skin, claiming her to him. “This shit happened.”

I study what he’s showing me, my head a tad dizzy. Oh, buddy, no. 

“Kings…” My voice trails off. He doesn’t need me to tell him what I’m thinking. It’s plastered on my face. No wonder they fought. Lana’s terrified of his possessive ways, so he logically thought this tattoo would make it better. Though he is lovable, he is not acting logical.

“I know, I realize now what a fucking terrible idea it was. I should go add a tattoo to my forehead that says ‘Warning: this man is a dumbass, approach with caution.’” He slams the tumbler down and slaps his hand to his forehead. 

“No, you shouldn’t. But you did it to show her you love her. You love her, right?” 

He sits on the couch with his newly filled whiskey glass clenched tightly in his hands. The muscles in his arms flexing with his attempt at restraint and the tick in his jaw looks almost painful. The tattoos on his arms and back are vibrant against the lights from the ceiling. He’s twenty-four and has barely any room left for more tattoos. Other than his neck, feet, hands, and tiny areas throughout his body, he’s covered in intricate stories of his life. My favorite is my name tattooed above his heart. I love my big brother, my hero. 

His head turns slightly in my direction, the light catching the gleam in his eyes, making them spark a new discovery. His face turns stoic. “I’m devastatingly fucking ruined. I’m caught in captivity by the feelings I have for that woman. Saying I love her can’t even touch the magnitude of love I’m feeling inside of me.” 

Shot to the heart. This is not the brother I once knew; he’s emulating a different person, one with mature, capable feelings. I mean really, I didn’t know he had it in him.

“Well, crap, Kingston.” We both stay silent as I sit next to him on the couch. “I think I need a drink,” I state, taking the tumbler from his hand and downing the rest of its contents.

“If it makes you feel better, somewhere deep in my heart, I know you guys will be together. In the way you want to, not just as a fling. Lana is your person. Just ride it out, fight for her.” He nods slowly, letting the thought tumble around his brain. 

“I’ll never stop, damn it,” he says with finality. 

“You shouldn’t, she’s my best friend, and I’ll be the first to admit she’s a pain in my butt, but she’s the greatest person to love.”

“I know, and I can’t picture a time in my life where I will ever stop fighting to truly have her as mine.” His sweet words resonate. 

“About that, I get what you mean when you tell me she’s yours and you want her to be yours. But maybe ease up on that, she’s still recovering. Let her decide that, okay?” 

His fingers play with the rim of his glasses while he thinks about it. He looks ever like the big brother I know, the real Kingston many don’t see, glasses and all. Lana would be so lucky to have him, if only she could let go of the past and strike a new future, let the burning flame between the two simmer and start a never-ending fire. 

“True. God, you are the smart one of us two, you cute little shit.”

“Good. Now, why don’t we lie on that big bed and binge watch Full House. The hotel has Netflix!” I say excitedly. Remembering the times I would wait for him after school when we were kids, binge eating junk food, and watching Full House was a daily routine. Most of my fondest memories of my brother happened when we did things like that together. 

“You’re the coolest little sister. I thought sisters were supposed to be fucking annoying and high-strung all the fucking time. What happened to you? Why are you so cool?” 

Moving to the bed, I begin jumping on it while he turns the TV on. “Because I was raised by the coolest big brother out there. You might know him.” He winks at me, and I cease jumping then crawl under the blankets. 

Kings grabs the menu and starts looking through it. I study him for a few minutes, noticing how handsome he is. Girls line up to get his attention, but he doesn’t see any of them. No one but Lana. His green eyes match mine perfectly. They have a bold contrast against his dark locks, which he combs back, showing more of his rugged facial structure. Strong jawline, long sharp nose, which is proportionate to his other features. Not only that, my brother is big, and I mean big. He stands six feet tall and is solid muscle from his biceps to his calves. He never skips the gym; he is religious with it. The tattoos give off this masculine, take no crap, macho complex. You know, the “bad boy” type. Which he’s far from. He’s cocky, but he’s no bad boy.

“What are you looking at?” 

“You’re a handsome dude,” I say dude in my best Michelle Tanner voice. 

“Thanks, sis,” he says, flexing the muscle on his bicep before leaning in to kiss it.

“Okay, a ton of people are handsome, so calm down.” He laughs, enjoying my sarcasm.

“Oh really, like who?” 

“You’re no Trey, but at least you try!”

“That’s it!” He throws the menu down and jumps on the bed. Grabbing a pillow, he covers my head playfully, as I struggle to retaliate with my hands. I’m blinded by the shield over my eyes, but I finally get a solid punch to his arm, giving me the upper hand. I continue to take advantage and climb on his back, trying to tackle him flat to the bed. It’s no good; remember how I said he was big? Well, I’m no match. It’s like trying to rob a bank when your getaway car has a flat tire. I will lose for sure. 

He stands from the bed, and within the blink of an eye, I’m flipped over his shoulder and thrown flat on my back. He has my wrist in one hand and his other one is tickling my sides. God, I feel like we’re kids again. I love my dang brother. 

“Mercy!” I shout through a fit of laughter. 

“What was that?” I know he heard me.

I attempt to hold my breath and push my stomach out, thinking this will help with the tickling. Suffice it to say, it doesn’t. I let the air drain from my full lungs and shout mercy again, trying to regain a steady stream of breathing.

“That’s what I thought. Big brother one, little sis zero!” 

He starts pacing the room, hunched low with his hand cupping his mouth. “The crowd goes wild for the winner of this round. Kiiiiiiiiingston Donovaaaaan! Ladies, he’s a shark in the bedroom and a gentleman at dinner. Come and get him!” 

Sitting up only enough to throw a pillow at him, I let myself fall back on the bed, laughing like a dang hyena. I’m thankful that we were able to turn this night around and end it on a playful note. We don’t get these moments together very often, but when we do, it’s the greatest thing that I will forever hold dear to my heart. 

We’re two episodes in and have consumed enough sugar to kill a horse, when I hear my cell phone ringing on the table from across the room. I slowly drag my feet, mumbling complaints about having to get up when my stomach is about to explode.

“Ugh. It’s been weeks and she decides now, of all times, to call me.” I hold up my phone and roll my eyes. “It’s Mom.”

Kingston smirks. “It wasn’t me this time, score!” 

I flip him the bird and answer the phone. I put on my best fake voice, lacing it with high-pitched niceties and overly cheerful enthusiasm. “Mom. Hey!”

“When were you going to tell me you were dating that…thug you and your brother ran around with?” I feel my fist clench at the mention of Trey. How dare she call him a thug, she barely knew him. I want to punch the empty air in front of me. 

“He’s not a thug, Mom. And I was gonna tell you soon…ish.” 

“Ish? What the hell do you mean by ish?” Her tone is heated, I can see her perfectly in my mind, she’s probably sitting on the couch reading self-help magazines. 

“It’s new, and I wanted to wait until I knew what it was.” 

“You must know what it is, Shayla Lynn Donovan. Because that stupid video of him, you know, the one of him singing and dancing like a complete asshat? You called him babe in the caption. So obviously, you know what it is!” 

I hate when she uses my full name, as if it’s going to make her some sort of real mother. It’s like she uses it as a tool to make it sound like she’s active in my life and holds some motherly bond with me. I’m now sitting next to Kings on the bed. He muted the TV so I know he can hear her attacking me.

“Mom! Don’t call him names like that! It’s uncalled for; he’s a great guy. What has he ever done to make you think you can say those nasty things?” She has some nerve calling me on my vacation, and getting hotheaded and trigger-happy over attacking my boyfriend. Ugh! She can be such a—a bitch! We haven’t spoken in weeks, and the time before that I can’t even freaking remember. 

“I know the shit your deviant brother was up to. I also know Trey was a big influence on those poor choices. He’s a slut, and I bet you’ve already jumped into bed with him. Didn’t I raise you to be a classy young woman? I like to think I didn’t teach you how to be a little tramp.”

Tramp. Me? And she thinks she taught me different. She’s delusional! She’s lucky my vagina didn’t turn out to be a drive-in movie for every guy in high school, like hers was. She’s the perfect example of a sloe. That’s what Lana and I call a slutty hoe. But anyway, she’s the one who taught me everything but class.

“Wow, Mom, thank you for crushing my self esteem and supporting my relationship with Trey.” The phone is ripped from my hand, and I take a second to analyze what just happened.

“Mom, it’s your deviant son here. I think you should go back to blowing whatever guy you are mooching off of currently and let’s do this chat again in six months, when you bless us with a check-up call!” He hangs up and throws the phone on the floor. I hear the thudding noise the phone makes when it hits the carpet, and I stay silent. He gets back into his position and pulls me into his side. 

“Fuck her. Let’s get back to Full House. DJ Tanner is a babe, and I’d rather watch that than talk about whatever that trick had to say. She’s wrong about what she said. Trey is a great guy, don’t let her weasel her way in.” I concede by way of silence. When Kings is done talking about something, he is just that, done. Another thing he and Lana have in common…I wonder if they ever really talk.

I don’t talk or think about my mother often, because of encounters like that one. Anytime she speaks to me, or graces me with her precious time, it’s just control, disrespect, and abuse. She’ll never be a mother figure to me, and I’ll never let her in my life as anything more than the egg donor. Erica thinks she has the right of passage to me, but she doesn’t. To be a mother means more than just donating your body for nine months. You have to water the plant to make it grow; all she did was drown it with poison. 

The lack of relationship that I have with her causes a slight ache to form in my chest. I almost feel selfish, she may be a shitty mom but she’s still my mom. Trey didn’t even get to say good-bye to his mom…she just left. I can’t be selfish for wanting to be better than she was, right? I aspire to be a mother one day, one that can love wholeheartedly without reserve. Nothing will mean more to me than the happiness and well being of my future children. Children, that’s a wanted thought, but even more foreign at this point in my life. Maybe one day. 

Attempting to concentrate on the screen to calm my racing heart, all I can think about is Trey. When my mom said those things about him, it just awoke this beast inside of me. This driving urge to protect him came rushing over me, blood pumping through my veins, causing the desire to go to him and show him that I love him regardless of what anyone thinks. Eventually, the thoughts in my head—running on a continuous loop—drain me and I let sleep take over, finding Trey in my dreams.
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“KINGSTON. HE DIDN’T SHOW up. I’m so embarrassed,” I choke into the phone, my throat thick with emotion. I’m hiding in the cramped bathroom stalls on the phone with my brother. My fingers grazing over the words scripted into the bathroom walls, trying to keep the tears from fully forming and cascading down my face

“What! Shay, are you serious?” He sounds pissed. I can tell he is walking away from his co-workers he’s out of town with when I hear a creaking door in the background and their loud voices fade.

“I want to go home. I’m going to call Dad.” I take a shuddered breath. “I can’t believe this is my prom, it’s ruined. I won’t get another shot.” I finally give up the fight and let the tears fall. 

“Sis, listen to me,” he states firmly. He pauses, waiting for my full attention. When he knows I’m fully coherent, he starts up again. “I can’t be there and it sucks, but this is your prom, you can’t leave. I want you to go out and find Lana. I assume she’s there with Joel?” I hear the disdain in his voice echoed with his name.

“Yeah. She’s out there dancing.” 

“Good, now go out there and wait for me to call you back. Got it?”

I’m unsure why he’d call back, it is what it is. “Kings, I don’t know. I don’t want to go out there. I’m too embarrassed.”

“Shayla, don’t piss me off. I’m your big brother, so what I say goes. Get your ass out there and wait for me to call you. Better yet, go dance with my girl and keep her busy.” Lana’s not his girl in the literal sense, but he wishes he could change that.

“Fine. You better call me back, Kings. Please don’t leave me hanging,” I beg him.

“Have I ever abandoned you?” 

No, he never has. 

“No.”

“Exactly, now wipe the makeup off your face, put on that beautiful smile, and get out there.” 

“Okay.” Hanging up, I stand in front of the mirror and wash my face clean from any smudged eyeliner and running mascara. Opening my clutch, I pull out some foundation and do a quick re-apply. Once I’m pleased with my appearance, I make my way back into the gym and sit at the nearest vacant table. 

The floor was covered with a new dance floor that changes colors every few minutes. The lights hung on top of the sheer white drapes give a moonlit vibe that complements the star-crossed lovers theme. It’s elegant and classy. The tables are laced with white cloths, which are accented with fake candles placed inside marble filled vases. I’m impressed with how a small town school gym can look this nice.

I search the crowd for Lana. With no luck, I shoot her a quick text. 

Me: Hey, where are you?

I wait ten minutes before my phone chimes with a message alert.

Lana: Joel wanted to talk to me outside. He got mad and left me in the truck. I’ll come back when I clean up…

Pig. I know what she means; he freaking hit her. He hits her and I have to stand here silent. I want to tell someone so bad, I do, but she begged me not to, pleaded with me. Joel scares us all, I feel defenseless.

Me: L, are you okay? What did he get pissed about? Where are you? I’ll come out. 

Lana: No! Don’t. He’ll only get more angry if you do. 

Sad thing is, she’s right, and if I want my friend to spend time at her actual prom and not a hospital room, then I’ll stay put. I wait another twenty minutes and text Kings.

Me: You haven’t called. I’m leaving.

Kingston: You won’t be able to leave now.

I re-read his mixed message, trying to understand it when I feel a tap on my shoulder. I’m glad Joel let Lana come back. I stand and turn quickly, and I about fall back on the table when I’m greeted with the most handsome person my eyes have or will ever lay eyes on. 

“Trey? What’re you doing here?” I ask, shocked that he’s here in this gym, with me. 

“I got a call that my best friend was looking for her date. I must have got lost, but I’m here now,” he says in a sarcastic tone, but I hear the sincerity in his voice. 

“You didn’t have to ruin your Saturday by coming to my prom. You graduated years ago, this must cramp your style,” I state, noticing the onlookers staring. Trey is ridiculously good-looking in his all black tux; I take notice of all the girls drooling over him. 

He reaches forward and takes my hand. “I actually think it gives me street cred to be roaming my old stomping grounds. But please, make my game better and let everyone in this room see me dance with the most gorgeous one here tonight.” 

I feel the butterflies in my stomach disperse widely. I’ve had a crush on Trey since I was eleven and here we are, full circle. I know he was just saying it to be nice, but the way he’s looking at me right now is overwhelming my senses. 

“I can’t believe this. You really are too good to me.” I smile up at him, reveling in the feel of our hands joined together and his firm grip on my hip. 

“Are you kidding me, you’re my best friend. What could I possibly be doing on a Saturday night that would compare to this?” He gestures to us on the dance floor.

“You’re too good to me,” I say again, because no other words can express what my heart is feeling. What I wouldn’t give for this to be more than just a fantasy. I wish this were my everyday reality.

We’re lost in dancing when I feel a tap on my shoulder. I turn quickly, smiling at whoever is waiting for my attention. My smile fades when I am met with Lana’s bruised and broken one. Her eye is swollen and red, her lip has a cut. 

“Whoa, what the fuck, L!” Trey yells, clinging his hands to the structure of her face, assessing the damage. 

“It’s nothing, you guys.” Her eyes have welled with new, fresh tears, and I can see her wall slowly crumbling.

“Where’s that piece of shit, sweetie?” Trey’s tone softens, and I watch him turn into the gentle voice of reason. He must have realized his yelling was coming in way too hot, and the last thing she needs is another male aggressor in her face, yelling at her. 

“He left. I don’t have a ride, so I’m going to walk home.”

“The hell you are. It’s pouring outside,” he states, motioning to the side door that leads to the parking lot, rain hitting the small window. 

“It’s fine, I don’t wanna be here anymore.” Her voice is low and somber. Trey wraps her into a bear hug, careful to not add more damage to her bruised, tender skin. 

“You know what?” Trey pauses, looking around the surrounding area. “Let’s go outside and dance like idiots in the rain.” 

Instantly, my heart fills with gratification when my friend laughs. Her laugh comes out on top of a hiccup and it’s music to my ears. Could Trey ever do anything wrong?

He grabs our hands, running for the side doors. We spend the next hour dancing and making memories. Trey slow danced with us both and selflessly wasted his Saturday night to make sure Lana and I were happy. I need to give thanks to Kingston when he gets home.

“Shay, wake up.” I’m jolted awake with no idea where I am.

“You’re in my hotel room, and lover boy keeps blowing up your phone. Go back to him.” I roll over and see a freshly showered Kings standing over me. He has a towel wrapped around his waist and his face is partially covered in shaving cream. I gain my bearings, noticing the sound of the shower running in the background. Standing up slowly, feeling dizzy and off balance, I slip on my boots, my silk robe still tight around me. 

“Kings, do you always leave the shower running when you’re done?” His smile is mischievous. He looks guilty, but pleased. 

“It’s running because L is in there showering, where I left her to clean up.” 

Ugh! 

“Kings! My God! Boundaries, they exist! Learn them!” I sit up and toss the pillow from under my head straight at his smug face. I’m sure there is such a thing as too close to your brother. If so, sign us up for the too-personal-to-be-related Olympics, we’d win every round.

I hop out of bed, fully awake, the imagery I didn’t need in my head playing in the forefront. 

“Have fun, horn dogs!” I yell over the shutting door. I make my way down the hall and knock on our door. I forgot my key last night in my rush to get to Kings. The door flings open and I’m pulled inside, almost losing consciousness when I’m thrown against the wall. Trey’s lips land on mine, completely animalistic and needy. His tongue is licking over my lips and then meeting mine, for a game of who can kiss harder. I moan into his mouth and reach down to grab his tight, firm ass. He is all man, and I’m all woman. I want him to take over my body and never relinquish the control back. Last night’s dream combined with my need to protect him from my mother’s harsh words, is making me want him bad.

“I don’t know what the fuck you are made of, but you’re goddamn addicting.” He pushes his hands up the back of my neck, gripping my hair and tugging it with enough force that it causes a pleasurable sensation to creep down my spine and land straight at my core. 

“I was only gone for a night. You shouldn’t need me that much.” His teeth nip at my earlobe and he soothes it with the flick of his warm, wet tongue. Dang, I want to leave every night. Especially if this is how coming home will be.

“Haven’t I told you time and again that my need for you will never be sated? My need for you will always be insatiable.” As if my hot button was attached to the vibration in his voice, my body floods with arousal. 

“I missed you too, baby.” That’s all I say, which he accepts. Those five words get me naked in a short minute. Moving to the bed, I slowly grind against him, trying to find steady friction. My core is aching to a point of pain. I want to be filled by him again. 

“I want you to ride me, baby,” he murmurs in the crook of my shoulder, while his teeth graze up the column of my neck, like a razor. He pulls back and gives me his eyes. We come to a silent agreement with one look. He bites his lip and reaches down to his cock. He holds it to the center of my core and barely thrust his hips up into me. The head of him nudging between my opening. 

“Ride it, baby.” I don’t need to be asked twice, just as eager to get him inside of me, as he is to be inside of me. I slowly take my time sliding down him, my knees spreading farther apart the deeper he goes. My head rolls back when I’m filled and fully seated on him. Once I’m comfortable with his fit, I grab his hands that are running up and down my burning thighs and place them on each of my hips. 

“Help me ride you.” 

“Fuck, you dirty girl.” I am dirty.

“Does that feel good, Trey?” I circle my hips in a slow, torturous rhythm and watch his head fall back into the plush pillow. His Adam’s apple moves tightly against his stretched skin and he moans. 

“Yeah, baby, it feels fucking deadly.” I stop moving, willing him to look up at me. I’m enjoying this feeling of complete control.

“You’re too big, I need you to help me.” I bite my lip and thrust one time. I’m being a temptress, and I don’t care if he knows it. This is my man, and I’m claiming him. He complies, grabbing my hips, his thumbs gripping down as he lifts me and slams me down again, impaling me. 

“Uh!” My moan is so loud, a mixture of pain and euphoria. Holy cow, this is raw. I love this side of him, where he loses control, smiling up at me in arousal. He continues to help me slide up and down his length, and I feel the nerves bundling tight in my stomach. I’m so close. 

“Pinch your clit, baby.” Reaching down, I do what he says and pinch my clit, sensation hits me like an impact from a train. I moan and squeeze tightly around his cock. 

“You’re squeezing me so fucking tight, like your pussy is hungry for me.” 

I look down at him, his eyes are darker, the blue now a deeper shade, his pupils dilated. He thrusts up into me one more time and I feel the warmth of his cum shoot up in me. Just knowing he’s coming inside me bare, and with brutal thrusts, causes me to come again. 

“Ride it out, baby, use my cock.” I do exactly that, taking my pleasure from him. 

Minutes pass and I’m still catching my breath, lying sweaty against each other while we let reality find us in our euphoric state. 

“I dreamed about my prom night last night.” He’s stroking my hair; the rhythm is smooth and very calming.

“You did? What did you dream about, beautiful?” I cast my gaze on his sated look, he looks relaxed, unfazed, and uninterested in anything but him and me. 

“I just remember how amazing you were to me back then. I mean you’re still amazing but you were so kind, you took care of me. So many times.” I lay my head back down on his chest, on the spot he has warranted as mine. 

“You’re my girl, you always have been. Didn’t I tell you the day of graduation that I would always be the one there for you?” He sure did. I reward his memory with a kiss to his chest, just above his heart. 

“You sure did, handsome. Won my heart before I even knew I was in the game.” 

“That’s how I work, baby. How’s Kings? I was worried about him last night.” The fact that he not only took care of my best friend last night but he’s worried about Kingston too, is a double whammy. 

“He was pretty torn up. He loves her, Trey, like love, loves her.”

“I know and she’s so far gone, too.” I lean back up and rub his strong shoulders. His hands are caressing up my thighs, stopping to let his thumbs graze over my lower stomach. I’m not sure what his obsession with my stomach is, but anytime we make love he will touch it repeatedly.

“They both need serious help.” I draw my name across his chest with the stroke of my finger while he lifts his hand to my hair, moving it out of my face. 

“She went back this morning, and I knew they were gonna hook up and act like nothing happened. I’m right, huh?” He lifts his chin and I hang my head.

“Yep.” Trey was right, they have a physical relationship, something they both need. Kings needs it to feel close and Lana needs it to keep him distant from her, emotionally, now that is some true fuckery. 

“Well, best we can do is be there for them while they figure their shit out, right?” 

“Right,” I agree. 

Lifting off the bed, Trey keeps me in his arms. “We need to get ready, it’s snowboarding time!” 

“Yes!” I holler excitedly. 

“Dork.” 

I am his dork and he freaking loves me. 
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“BABE! I SWEAR IF you don’t stop doing that, I’m gonna come over there and smack that ass.” I laugh and swerve the board I’m snapped into and hit him with ice. I caught on fast with snowboarding. Skiing, not so much. But I love the adrenaline-induced rush that comes with snowboarding. Gliding across the cloud of snow and being in complete control. You have to know your body and the way it moves in order to control the ride. I wasn’t sure of my body back then, now I feel powerful, like a prowess. Trey made me a woman, a confident woman. The way our bodies move together in sync has taught me so much already in the past few short days. 

My thoughts run away with me, drawing me back in when I hear Trey’s voice echoing in my ears. 

“Babe!” I turn my head to the direction of his voice and he looks mad at me, I’m talking furious and boiling mad. My once there smile is now replaced with a coy smirk; I like the cat and mouse game. 

“And that’s how you know, she done gone fucked up!” Kingston chimes in, with his signature Kingstonisms. Trey unsnaps himself from his board and makes his way over to me. He’s mad, though I’m not sure entirely why. I know I was being playful, maybe dangerously so, considering I could have lost control, biffed it, and hit a tree. But I wasn’t doing it with that intent. 

“Shut up, don’t get involved,” Lana says, silencing Kings. 

“Trey Adams, what are you doing?” Charles is stationed near the rest of our group, watching this entire debacle play out. 

“My girl wants to play with fire, she’s going to get burned.” Heat immediately floods to my core when I realize he isn’t really mad, he’s turned on by my teasing, he likes the cat and mouse game, too. I’m still convinced this is the honeymoon stage, we can’t always be this drawn to each other, strapped down by passion. I mean we made love in the shower and teased each other with foreplay while we got ready. Unfortunately, we didn’t get to finish, because Evan called to get some information about our new shipment. Maybe I should have ignored the call and instead finished him off, but he jumped from the bed and got ready in a heated rush, not saying too much until we got to the snowboarding lodge. Once there he finally started to talk and have a good time. He really doesn’t like Evan, and I hate that. Evan is nice, he just wants to help me, shouldn’t my boyfriend be happy for me, instead of jealous?

Anyway, if he wants to be playful then I’m going to keep up with my antics. I wait until he is almost an arm’s length from me, his eyes on me like a predator. Just before he gets to me, I jump and twist my board. It takes off down the hill, and I look back to see everyone cheering and Trey running for his board.

Crap! He’s going to chase me, well, snowboard after me. 

Whatever, I know he’s going to catch me, I’m good, but Trey used to snowboard every year. I’ve only been out a grand total of three times today. I swerve around the couple in front of me, trying to stay close to the outer area lined with trees. I’m almost to the bottom of the hill, thinking I may just get away from him in time, when I can no longer hear his voice over the whip of the air and the whooshing sound the snow makes when going fast. Taking a quick glance back to see what our distance is, a sharp pain hits me hard against the back of my head. My body comes to a complete stop, and I’m pushed by blunt force flat on my face, landing forward in the cold snow. I’m not a huge profanity user, but fuck me, that hurt. 

“Shayla!” Trey’s voice is muffled by the snow that my head is pretty much covered in, sheer panic echoing around me. Slowly, I start hearing every other word. This can’t be good. I try my best to flip over and bring my eyes into focus but the excruciating pain coming from the back of my head weakens me, making everything fade to black.
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Trey

 

I WATCH IT HAPPEN, everything in slow motion, jolts of panic electrifying my body. Seeing her wipe out and then black out is a double-edged sword. 

We’re on our way to the ER now, Shayla coming in and out of consciousness, watching her lying there helpless and hurt is eating me alive. Not having any control over what happens to her is gutting me to the core. The EMTs have her attached to a breathing mask, the crowded ambulance of busybodies poking and prodding at her spikes my anxiety. Why the fuck don’t they tell me what’s going on? 

I about ended the life of the paramedic who told me I couldn’t ride with her. To fucking hell I won’t. Watching her hit that branch did something in my chest—made my protective instincts rise from the dark hollows of my chest, ready to walk through fire, dodge all bullets coming toward her, stopping any danger that threatens to harm her. 

We rush through the hospital doors, my hand gripping her limp one, squeezing it as hard as I can. When the gurney pushes through the two-way doors, it’s all like a scene from a movie. 

One of the nurses with short, brown hair, her face expressing concern, places her hand on my chest. “Sir, we’re going to take it from here, I’m sure she is fine, but you need to stay here.” Her tone is so unaffected it enrages me. 

“Fine?” I say with a sharp edge to my growl. The nurse gulps, looking taken aback by the roughness in my tone.

“She could have a fucking paper cut, and I wouldn’t react any less than what I am now.” 

“Sir, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean anything by it, I’m just doing my job.” I don’t care that I look like a psycho loose from his room. That’s my girl in there and this nurse saying she’s fine is damn near insulting. Since when did ‘fine’ mean unconsciousness with a goose egg on the back of your head? 

“No, your job is to deliver the news from the doctor that will make this all better. Come find me when you want to do that.”

“Son!” I stop, not turning to face my father. He’s angry, his command tight. My father doesn’t yell at me much, so when he does I don’t dare challenge him back. The nurse has had enough of our shit and silently makes her exit, back around the check-in desk. Getting the courage to face my dad, I turn. His face is red, and I know I’m about to get a verbal ass whooping if there ever was one. 

“Sit your ass down, we’re gonna have a little chat.”

“Dad.” I rarely call him this unless he’s mad at me. “I’m sorry, I’m just a little—” 

“Worked the hell up, yeah, I know. Still doesn’t mean you need to disrespect that nice lady.” I know he’s right; she didn’t deserve my outburst. 

“You’re right, I’ll apologize.” Searching the room, I look behind the counter to see if she’s there. When I see she isn’t, I make a mental note to find her later. 

“Now. What the hell was all that?” 

I remove my snow jacket, putting it on the empty chair next to me. I’m sweating, the feel of claustrophobia consuming me. “I just lost myself after seeing her get hurt, Dad, that shit knocked her out cold.”

“Son, she is fine, probably a concussion and that sucks, but something else is happening right now, with you, and I need you to tell me exactly what that is.” Reading me like a damn book, he peers at me, searching me for an explanation.

“I love her, Dad. Fuck, I love her.”

“Well, no shit, son.” I see Kathy walk in with Kings and Lana, carrying Styrofoam cups. Kings hands me one, patting me on the shoulder. Taking a drag of the warm coffee, I wait until he is back with Kathy and Lana, giving us some privacy. 

“She’ll be okay. I promise.” 

“No, Dad, you don’t get it.” I pause. “I’m in love with her and everything in me is screaming, telling me I’m going to lose her.” He furrows his eyebrows, not picking up what I’m putting down. He would be confused because he doesn’t know all the shit going on in our relationship. My dad knows I can be a tad jealous, maybe even more possessive, but he hasn’t seen me like this over anyone before.

“There’s this guy, Evan, and he’s investing in the girls’s boutique. He’s a smug bastard and, Dad, I know he wants her.” I point my finger in the direction they took Shayla a few moments ago. “He has another agenda that doesn’t involve the fucking investment. What if she realizes he can love her without any insecurities? What if he plays Mr. Perfect, pinning me the loser with mommy issues and she goes running into his willing arms.” 

“Oh boy.” He shakes his head, putting his calloused hand on my neck and squeezing. He gets it; he knows what my mother did to me. “She’s not your mother, son. She’s not going to give up on you that easy. Do you ever see the way she stares into your eyes? Do you think she notices the other men looking at her? Yesterday at the bar, men stared like dogs, but her eyes were zoned in on you. That girl isn’t going anywhere.”

“How do you know that, Dad?” My hair probably looks a mess, my hands running through it over and over again.

“Trey. How many years has it been that she could’ve had someone else?” 

“That has nothing to do with me. She was being selective, waiting for a good one. My girl is smart,” I defend her, my dad looking at me like I should have just had an epiphany. 

“Yeah, she did wait for the best thing to come along. She waited for you.” 

Holy shit, I’m an idiot, he’s fucking right, Shayla is not a dumb woman, she’s also very independent, she wouldn’t date me unless she was absolutely sure of me. I needed to be worthy of her, and I know she wouldn’t have taken me if I wasn’t. 

“Yeah, you’re right, she did, I guess I’m just a grown man who needs to work out his naïve issues.”

We all have issues, Trey, and the first thing we have to do to fix them is admit we do and learn to make changes.” He pats my back and I sit in silence a little longer, processing everything he just said. This man is a genius and I swear he has taught me some of the greatest life lessons. He was both the perfect dad and mother. 

 “Thanks for talking some sense into me, Pops.” Laughing at my omission, I lean my back against the chair and rest my head along the wall behind me. 

“I’m an intelligent man, I tell ya.” We share a smile, my dad talking me down from the ledge once again. 

I look around the hospital and take in my group’s attire; we really look out of place in our snow gear. Not only do I notice our attire, but I also see four influential individuals in my life. These people are here not only to make sure I keep from losing all sanity, but also they’re here for Shayla. I’m so fucking lucky to have these people in my life, damaged goods or not, they still love and support me. Shayla is my ultimate blessing above all, that’s why I live in constant fear of losing her to something bigger, something better. How many women can make a man’s life so much better like she can? With Shay, colors are more vibrant, smells more potent, and taste—oh fuck—taste filled with more sustenance. 

Every day she’s in my life, she tries her hardest to love me to her fullest and help me forget the vague and small part of my past that was catastrophic to the future I’m now living. 

“Mr. Adams?” My father and I both stand straight. Shayla’s doctor is tall, with small glasses sitting on the bridge of his wide nose. He looks to be sixty or older, which helps to ease my nerves a bit. Doctors today seem younger than the next one, this guy looks like he knows what he’s doing, meaning Shay’s in good hands. I hope.

“Shayla Donovan, that’s my girlfriend. I’m Mr. Adams—Trey.” I’m rambling nervously. 

“Hello, I’m Dr. Bennett, her attending DO. Do we have someone here who is her next of kin?” he asks, and I feel Kingston at my side, placing his hand on my shoulder for support. 

“I’m her brother, is she okay?” he asks nervously, his voice deep. This can’t be easy on him either, this is his sister. 

Nodding, the doctor starts. “Good news, she’s awake. Bad news, she suffered from a minor concussion and she’ll experience some slight pain, but nothing too detrimental.” I grab his hand and shake it roughly, after Kingston, my actions sloppy. I feel the weight on my shoulders lift and the deep breath sitting idly in my chest release. Fuck, she’s okay, Trey. She’s okay. 

“Thank you so much, thank you. Sorry, I know I said that two times but really thank you. Okay, I’ve said thank you like a hundred times, so thank you.” My dad chuckles and the look on the doctor’s face clearly showing me I sound moronic. 

“Can I see her, Doctor?” Kings ask, beating me to it. 

He nods. “Yes, she’s right through those doors on the left—Room 217.” Kingston and I both pick up speed and take off down the hall. We must look like two scary dudes, running rampant. 

“Perfect,” I shout over my shoulder, already halfway to her room. 

I’m relieved to see the door open, showing me a full view of my beautiful girl. The second she sees me, I take note of the tears welling in her green eyes, underlined with regret. It isn’t her fault; it’s that piece of shit branch’s fault. I ripped the branch off the fucking tree like the Hulk when I got to her, my anger uncontrollable at that point. 

“Baby.” Running to her side, I grab her hand and kiss her lips. 

“I’m sorry, I was just trying to play. I didn’t mean to get hurt or upset you.” I’m not sure why she thinks I’m mad at her; I’m more worried about her than anything. 

“I’m not upset, not at all. You scared me back there, I was so fucking worried.” I can’t stop kissing her lips, my need to drown myself in her stronger than before. Most people would think I’m overreacting, maybe I am. But when you see something happening to the one you’re in love with, any kind of exposure to accident or danger can make a person mad. 

“I know, I just wanted to have some fun. We had such a crazy night last night, I wanted to make today fun for us all.” She gestures her hand to the crowd around us. I look over, seeing Kathy and my dad side by side in an embrace, Lana standing in front of a concerned Kings. I don’t miss his hands on her hips, she’s his talisman, holding him still, calming his heart, and submerging him back to reality. He’s just as scared as I was. 

Turning my attention back on Shay, my hands caressing her cheek, she nestles harder into my palm, soaking up my touch. “I know, baby, I’m not mad. I’m just fucking happy you’re okay.”

“Yeah, we all are,” Lana speaks up, making her way to the opposite side of the bed. 

“You scared me too, Shay. So don’t do anything like that again. Your big guy over here may not be mad at you but I am, you could’ve gotten hurt, way worse than you did.”

“I’m gonna second that, don’t ever do that fucking shit again. Got it?” Kings says firmly, all humor erased from his face. He hasn’t moved from his spot a few feet away, standing eerily still. Shay’s his only sister, his best friend. His worry is warranted. 

“You’re just saying that because you want to get laid,” Shayla says, winking at Lana. This is her attempt to ease the tension from the room, it’s radiating off everyone. She really doesn’t have an inkling of how much we fucking love her and how important she is to the people here. 

“I know you are trying to be funny but, baby, it could have been a lot worse. Many people have…died from that,” I choke out the word; it tastes like poison on my tongue.

Squeezing her hand, she nods. “I know, it could have been, and I’m glad I have all of you here to make sure I’m okay. You’re all the best. Thank you.” I watch her closely, memorizing every detail of her face as she looks at every person individually, saying thank you. I could close my eyes and tell you where everything on her face is, and in great detail. I have made a profession out of loving her, I know her like she’s a part of me, another limb on my body. 

“Get some rest, I’m gonna go book our flights home.” Scrunching her face in confusion, I kiss the back of her hand that’s placed in mine. 

“I thought we were driving?” 

“We were, but since you have a concussion I want to get you home a day early. That way you can rest before you have to go back to work.” 

“That makes sense. Thanks, Trey, you’re too good to me.” Kissing her enough times to keep me satisfied for now, we leave the room so she can finally get some rest. 

[image: ]

“MAYBE TRY MESSING WITH the bass control.” It’s been three days since we’ve been back from vacation, and I fucking miss having Shayla to myself. Getting back home meant getting my ass back in gear and finishing the Roes album, taking my twenty-four hour access to Shayla away. 

“True. Oh fuck, that sounds way better. Good call, dude.” We’re back at the studio, working a ton of hours to catch up on the work we missed. Kings and I spent a lot of time building a damn good reputation. Part of that is spending a lot of hours a day, sometimes until midnight, working with the bands who come in and out of here. Word of mouth and reputation is our marketing at the moment, and it’s working. 

“These guys sound fucking good.” Looking through the recording glass from where we’re sitting, we silently agree, nodding our heads. 

“So what’s your plans tonight?” 

I brush his question off my shoulders, hiding my plans from him in the best way I can. 

“Nothing.” 

Reading right through me, his questioning eyes hit me sideways, hard. “Okay, fucker, spill.” 

I’m not sure what to tell him, Kings can either agree with you a hundred percent or obliterate you in two and a half seconds with the harsh lash of his vicious tongue. 

“You know that Evan guy? The one that’s supposed to help invest in the girls’s store?”

“Yeah, that stuck-up cocksucker. He looked at Lana’s ass the other day, and I about ripped his dick off.” He and I both, only difference is, Evan wants to have a special piece of me—my fucking woman. 

“Anyway, I was irritated when I first met him, because he fucking looked at her the way a guy looks at a chick he wants to fuck.”

“Not shocked, and that dick-shit better keep his grimy hands off both my girls.” 

“Exactly and while he acts innocent, his little touches and his mouth haven’t been. Well, I let that shit get to me and as you know, Shay and I fucking fought. Remember at the store before we left for Park City?” I ask, turning my chair toward him, looking back at the band—they’re halfway through their practice set, giving me enough time to explain everything. 

“Yes,” he answers.

“Well, I promised her I wouldn’t act up around him. Well, in PC he fucking texted her, Kings.”

“So, he’s doing business with them. How many times do we text the bands we’re working with?” That’s what he thinks, which he has a point, but how many of them do we call pretty and offer dinner to?

“I’m not done. I was fine with it, as fine as I could be, but then he sent her a text and it wasn’t strictly business. He called her beautiful and asked her to not miss him too much.” Standing up, I push my chair back, the blood coursing through my veins making it impossible to sit still. I roll up the sleeves of my Henley, my veins bulging, pumping my thick blood through them. Obviously, just talking about this shit makes me angry, not only affecting my mindset but also my body.

“Really? What’d you say to him, or better yet, what did Shayla say?” he questions, leaning back in his chair. 

“Nothing, she didn’t say anything to me about it, and I didn’t say anything to him. I didn’t want to fight or piss her off on our vacation. Plus we just had sex, so we both were on a high.”

“Bro, that’s my sister. I’m not going to tell you two what to do, but spare the goddamn details.” He’s right, that wasn’t needed. But the imagery helped calm me a fraction. “Where are you going with this story anyway, dude?” 

“I’m going to his office tonight to talk to him, man to man.” 

His expression is hesitant, knowing that I don’t have it in me to stay calm if that smug fucker says the wrong thing, he knows me too well. 

“Trey, I don’t know, man. Fuck.” We both stay quiet and I debate what to say next.

“It needs to be done, he needs to be put in his place. Besides, Shayla isn’t the problem. She’s sweet and can be easily manipulated.” Tilting his head to the side in contemplation, he agrees. 

“Yeah, but she’s also very hotheaded and doesn’t take shit, T.” He’s right; she’s a feisty woman when she feels controlled or threatened.

“You don’t think I’ve thought about this? That’s my girl, and no fucking rich dude with pearly white teeth is gonna come in and take advantage of her by using the boutique to get at her.”

“You really think he would?” 

Really? I look at him in disbelief.

“We’re dudes, and I would do the same thing if I were him. Especially if Shayla was involved.”

“You’re right. Well, I guess you just need to make sure you don’t snap on him, because if you do Shayla may not forgive you.” 

Very true, she wouldn’t let that go.

“Yeah, trust me, I know.”

By the time we finish up, it’s almost five, and I rush out the door and head downtown to Evan’s office. Walking into the swanky, upscale building, I take notice of the white marbled floors, which look untouched and brand new. The dark wood columns match the front desk and elevator hall. I walk up to the receptionist, hoping I didn’t miss him. 

“Hello, sweetie. I’m Trey Adams, and I’m here to see Evan Thompson. Is he available?” She smiles sweetly, taking the bait, I’m using my charm to get in there, knowing she probably has a rehearsed, “He’s in a meeting, can I help you,” line on standby. 

“Let me call up to his floor and see what I can do.”

“Thank you.” 

She reaches for the phone while I take a moment to look distracted, listening closely to what she says and her reactions.

“He’s on floor twenty-seven. The receptionist there is waiting for you and she’ll take you to his office. 

“Perfect, thanks so much.” I slap the desk lightly before making my way over to the bank of elevators. I step in and watch the number on top of the door change slowly, and with each floor comes new anticipation. I really have no idea what the fuck is about to go down. My hands are deep in my front pockets, playing with a ball of fuzz, trying to calm my anxiety. The bell dings on my floor. When the door opens I expect to be greeted by another receptionist, but I’m not. Instead, I come face-to-face with the bastard I’m ready to put in line. 

“Trey, to what do I owe this pleasure?” God, even his greeting sounds slimy with hidden undertones of smugness. I just look at his outstretched hand that he expects me to shake and roll my eyes—feeling childish already. 

“Do you have somewhere private we can talk?” I look around the offices surrounding his shorter frame. He stands at five nine, looking small compared to my six two stature. He thinks he’s a man because of his riches, little does he know, money doesn’t make you a man, fucker. 

“Yes, of course, let’s go to my office. This way.” 

“After you.” 

He looks surprised at my confidence, he must have expected to come get me and boss me around. But even in his setting, I’m the dominant one. 

Walking into his posh office, all dark wood like the downstairs lobby, a blue sectional sits across from his marbled desk. The floor to ceiling windows behind his desk showcases the Seattle skyline and screams money. Too bad that shit doesn’t intimidate me or he may have actually made me feel inferior. 

“Have a seat.” I don’t listen to him as he unbuttons his jacket and takes a seat at his desk. His cover of the calm exterior is blown, given away by the beads of sweat on his forehead. He should be scared; I’m not a happy man right now. 

“I won’t be long, I just need to say a few things then I’ll be gone.” I’m more than ready to get this shit done so I can get back to Shayla and not worry about this fucker again. He gestures for me to start.

“I came here to tell you to back off from Shayla.” 

He laughs; it drips with cockiness, like I’m wasting my time. 

“I’m not following what you’re saying, Trey. We have a great relationship.” He rolls relationship off his tongue like it’s casual, something mutual, something I know nothing about and should be afraid of. 

“You don’t have a fucking relationship, you have a business arrangement. That’s it.” 

He stands from his place behind his desk, walking around to stand in front of me. My arms are crossed against my chest, which is puffed up, letting him know that I’m predatory over what’s mine, and I’m not backing down. Evan looks relaxed leaning against his desk, hands gripping the edge. 

“See, that’s where you’re wrong. I’m sure you’re just insecure that I have money to help her in ways you can’t. Am I right?” 

There is not one thing in this world that I can’t do to help her. Physically, intimately, financially, emotionally—nothing. This prick knows jack shit, and whatever verbal bullshit he thinks he’s about to lay down isn’t accurate. I’m all she will ever need, she just needs to ask and it’s hers.

“I have plenty of money to help her, but she doesn’t need me to make her successful, she can do that all on her own. She doesn’t need hand outs.” I shake my head. Evan has some nerve, Shayla is a hard worker and got to where she is today all on her own. The definition of independent woman has her sexy face next to it in the dictionary. 

“Yeah, but that’s daddy’s money, isn’t it?” he hisses, pushing my restraint. 

“Listen, fucker! I came here to play nice, but I’m this close”—I throw my hand up, showing him the small space between my two fingers— “to losing my shit on you. So, do yourself a favor and back off. Heed my warning, Evan.” 

He straightens, putting his hands in his pockets. “Oh, Trey.” He chuckles, it sounds sinister. “You’re wrong again. See, you will continue to be the insecure boy, and I’ll be the man she runs to when she gets tired of you. She may have rejected me when I asked her out the first time and believe me I wasn’t too happy. Because, Trey.” He pauses, his jaw ticking. 

When did he fucking ask her out? Why didn’t she tell me? And why does he look so fucking angry over her rejection. Doesn’t he get the simple equation that committed women will say no when another party of the male species ask them out? 

“Because what?” I hiss.

He smiles, standing only a foot away from me. “I don’t take rejection well, it makes my blood fucking boil. I always get what I want, I mean look around you, Trey, I never take no for an answer and that’s why I’m here.” Evan’s gaze zeroes in on me, his lips drawing in a sinister smile and his eyes distant. He looks like a fucking maniac; this man is worse than I could have imagined. “And honestly, now more than ever, I am making it my mission to fuck Shayla.” 

I hear the loud crunch of bones breaking. My fist connecting with his flesh and bone, breaking his nose, splitting the skin open right down the middle. This piece of shit just crossed a line. Evan looks up from the ground where he landed by my impact, standing while wiping the blood from his broken nose on the sleeve of his suit. When I have his eyes again, I punch him for a second time. This one catching the side of his face. The rage in me can’t be caged in; he needs to feel more pain.

“Get out of my office before I call security!” He’s beyond mad, and victory is rewarding. I knew this fucker didn’t have the balls to step up to the plate. He didn’t even fight back. Pussy. 

“Yeah, I bet you would, pussy. Next time you want to threaten me like a big boy, you better be prepared to fight with a man.” I get the last word and he just sits there, scrambling for tissues to keep the blood from ruining his expensive carpet. You threaten to hurt Shayla and I take it personal, he just admitted that he was going to do everything in his power to screw Shayla. Even thinking this in my head leaves a sour taste on my tongue. It makes my fucking stomach turn inside out. I’m not going to stand here and not do a single thing. I came in the new Trey and left the old Trey. Ready to kill. 

The second the elevators open to the lobby, I notice security waiting. I let the goons take me out without even a flinch, knowing Evan is up there, defeated and emasculated. I go willingly. When the air from outside hits my face and they let me go, I’m still fucking raging. How can I let Shay go near him when he says shit like that? How can I not fear for her? I hope he took my threat and that punch seriously. There is far more worse where that came from. 

Slipping my hands into my leather jacket, I make my way to the parking garage. Hopping into my truck, I start it and blare some AC/DC. It fits my mood perfectly. Now I’m going to see my fucking girl. My heart never settling and my deepest fears happening in front of my face.
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Shayla

 

I’VE TEXTED TREY a couple of times today and it’s just been short, vague answers one after the other. I was missing my flirtatious boyfriend. But today it felt odd. Toward the late afternoon, it fell completely silent. I haven’t heard from him since about four. It’s nearly eight, Lana and I just finished dinner, and now we’re watching Some Like It Hot. Lana is obsessed with black and white films; she believes that era was the era of real, authentic love. Little does she know, black and white meant just that. Black and white. 

Movies were superficial and life still happened back in the fifties. Divorce, cheating…abuse. But if these movies will allow her to find a way to believe in love again so she’ll date my brother, I’m going to drink my wine, shut up, and watch willingly.

“Marilyn Monroe was such a beaut. Am I right?” Lana’s sitting opposite the couch from me. Her legs perched on top of mine so I can paint her toes. We do this all the time, but not since Trey and I got together, it’s refreshing. 

“Duh, look at her. If I had curves like her, I would be the world’s biggest player.” She cocks an eyebrow at me. 

“Huh?”

“What?” Why is she looking at me like she can’t believe I just confessed that? 

“Nothing. Just never thought something like that would come flying out of your pristine mouth.” I put down the nail polish and grab my wine, taking another sip. 

“I’m a changed woman, you know?” 

“That’s right. You’re a part of the promiscuous lassies.” Nearly spitting out my wine, I take a hard swallow. She’s not a promiscuous girl by any means, so what crew is she referring to?

“Promiscuous lassies? First off, you’ve been watching too many black and white films, since you just called us lassies. Secondly, you have been with two guys. So please explain to me how we’re promiscuous? Because last I checked, Trey’s the only one I’ve been with.” Lana teased men a lot, but right before they would get to the point of sex she would drop them.

“Sarcasm, my love,” she replies smartly. 

“I’m painting your toes, smart-ass, so watch it or you’ll be running nail polish remover over the big fuck you that I paint on them.” I pinch her calf and she yelps. 

“Shit head!”

There’s a quick knock on the door and then it opens, both Kingston and Trey walk in with a pink box. My mouth starts salivating almost immediately, knowing the exact contents of that perfect, pink box.

“Is that what I think it is?” 

“You bet, baby! Cupcakes for all!” Trey says excitedly. 

“Move it!” I pat the bottom of Lana’s feet and stand once she moves out of the way. I’m craving some cupcakes. 

“Hey, baby.” Trey grabs my waist and pulls me flush against him. His lips find mine, feasting on me. I give him everything I’ve got in return, but it’s clearly not enough. His hands reach down and grab my ass, pulling me closer until we are pressed firmly against one another from our knees all the way up to our chests. Kingston moved to the couch where Lana is stuck until her toes dry. They’re so lost in conversation they have no idea what’s going on behind them. His tongue is demanding, licking my tongue, teeth, and anything it can reach. Trey’s always an aggressive kisser, there’s an eager need behind it. 

“Wow, Trey. We have to slow down. My brother is right there.” I’m able to get a word in when I push him back a little, my hands splayed on his ripped chest. He glances over at them, and I see the wheels in his mind spinning. Turning back to me, a new match is struck, he’s on a mission and I have never wanted to be more completed than I have now. 

“Trey?” 

“Eat your cupcake, I need to run to my apartment real quick.” He stops and I frown, this was just getting good. “But when I get back, I want to see you naked and on the bed, ready for me. I’m going to make tonight one you won’t forget, and one you’ll feel for fucking weeks.” 

Well slap me on the ass and call me frisky. What world are we in? My head is still bruised from my fight with the branch, causing him to be extra careful with me, which means, unfortunately, no sex. My libido is in overdrive and I’m more than ready for this. 

“Okay…” 

“Good girl.” I reach for the red velvet cupcake, feeling a sharp sting travel across my butt; I jolt at the sensation of being spanked. “Kings, I’m going to the apartment to get some overnight shit, you coming?” 

He and Lana share a gaze, coming to a silent agreement with a simple look, reading each other’s minds, another obvious sign of love. 

“Yeah, me and L are going to stay there tonight, so we’ll be there in a second, after her toes or what-the-fuck-ever, dry. Because they can’t smudge!” The deep tone in his usual voice is replaced with a high-pitched girly one. It’s kind of annoying but kinda cute. Gotta love Kings. 

“All right, I’ll catch you guys later.” 

Turning back to me, Trey gestures toward the bedroom with a tilt of his head, his eyes dark and dilated. He doesn’t need to remind me, I’m ready to be ravished. “I’ll be back, babe. I mean it, be ready.” Kissing me one last time, he leaves. 

Now I’m too damn turned on to finish my cupcake. I take one bite, setting the cupcake back into the box, then dismiss myself quickly and run to the bedroom. Shutting the door behind me, I take a deep breath, thinking about what to do next. My stomach is in knots; my core is aching for him. I feel like it’s the first time, he had such a way about him tonight, something I can’t summon into words. The look in his eyes was raw, the touch of his hand was demanding, and his carnal need for me was apparent. Coursing through every vein in my body, I want to be completely taken by Trey tonight. Memories of the lingerie I bought come rushing in, I still haven’t worn it for him.

Going into my closet, I open the middle drawer on my island. Pulling out a black lace thong and matching bra, I hurry and change into it. The lace saves nothing for the imagination, my breasts are on display for his eyes and my lady parts are his for the taking. I’m so turned on right now I can feel my legs going numb and my core throbbing. It must have been the wine. I reach into the drawer and grab my garter belt and slip it on. I skip the lace pantyhose that came with the set, liking the look of the garters hanging loosely. I pull my hair from its current updo and let it fall messily around my tan shoulders, mussing it up a little more with my fingers. Next, I add a touch of lip-gloss to complete the look. My smoky eye from earlier is still in prestige condition. Taking a final lookover at myself in my full body mirror, I get a new rush of adrenaline. 

Continuing to stare at my reflection in the mirror, I question, who is she? If you would have asked me a few weeks ago what kind of person I would become after belonging to Trey, I would still say the same thing. A shy girl with so many insecurities you could write a self-help book about it. But here I stand, not afraid of myself. In fact, I’m confident in who I am as a woman. I don’t have insecurities about myself when I’m standing in front of Trey. No, I’m more filled with assurance of who I am as a woman and as a lover than anything else. 

Upon hearing my bedroom door open, I realize time must have gotten away from me. The static in the air and the natural pull I feel when he walks into the room hits me like a ton of bricks. 

“Babe! Didn’t I tell you I wanted you on the bed, waiting?” His rasp sounding like I feel—horny and desperate for a thorough fuck.

“You did,” I whisper, popping my head out from the closet, hiding my body from his sight. 

Cocking his eyebrow at me, he questions my stance with a smile, placing his bag next to the dresser. “What’re you doing in the closet? You should’ve been ready for me.” He stalks toward me slowly, very slowly. 

“Maybe I’m naked, or maybe I’m not.” I step out, giving my best seductive stance I can. My hip is cocked to the side, my opposite leg bent at the knee swinging back and forth, opening and closing for him, giving him a clear view of my see-through panties.

“Fuuuuuck, baby. You look like sin wrapped in fucking lace. My own fucking gift.” 

“This old thing?” I turn unhurriedly, making sure to stop for a longer period of time when my entire ass is on display. That’s his favorite part of my body, he’s an ass man and he’s not ashamed. 

Throwing my hair over my shoulder, I gently rest my chin on top of it. Pouting my lips just enough to get him even more excited. He hasn’t moved an inch since I showed him my ensemble, I could be chest to chest with him in a few steps, but I stay here, teasing him a little longer. 

“Your ass is fucking huge, baby, I could bite it.” 

Please do.

“You want me?”

“What kind of question is that? Yeah, I want to throw you on the bed and get lost deep inside of you. Mine. Raw. Bare.” 

I don’t want to tease anymore; I want to be taken, manhandled by my strong, sexy man.

“Then lay me on that bed and show me how bad you want me.” I point to the bed, challenging him. He closes the distance between us in less than a second. 

“Come here.” He places his hands on my bare ass and lifts me so my legs are wrapped around his waist and my wet core is against his stomach. When our lips connect, electricity hits. His tongue is soft and warm against mine, it makes my natural instinct to kiss back almost competitive. I want to kiss him harder than he’s kissing me. His teeth bite my upper lip, making a loud sucking noise when he lets go, then he soothes the bite with a light suck.  

“Trey, I love you,” I whisper, touching my forehead to his, making sure he’s looking into my eyes when I declare my love for him. No matter how much we say it, I still feel the butterflies taking flight deep in my belly. 

“I love you, so fucking much.” He tilts his face into my neck nipping his way down the thin column to where it’s more sensitive and fully exposed to his delicious sucks and pulls of my skin between his lips. 

“Don’t go to work tomorrow. Stay in this bed and let me feast on you for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.” His low rumble vibrates against my chest while he lays me on my back. Sitting back on his calves between my spread legs, he slowly undresses, releasing himself from the clothes that restrain him. As much as I’d like to stay in bed and be his buffet, tomorrow is a big day—I’m signing paperwork for the lease on our new location. 

“I can’t, tomorrow’s a big day.” A weird light passes through his eyes, passing as quickly as it came. “What’s wrong?” 

I lose his heat when he stands to go and drop his pants; I sit up and wrap my hands around the band of his briefs, trying to bring him back to me, not just physically but emotionally. Pulling his briefs down, his dick springs free. It’s hard, the tip graced with pre-cum, I lick my lips at the image. Sitting up, I look into his impassive face, it’s clear of any kind of emotions, leading me blindly, because I have no idea what he’s thinking. Not sure what’s going on in his mind, only sure that his silence means he’s no longer here with me as the dominant man but something else. I lick the tip of his cock, hoping it will bring him back to me, give him a renewed desire to take me. The concern I have dissipates when I see him shudder, throwing his head back and letting a growl fill the room. Welcome back, Mr. Adams. 

Dropping his head, his eyes land on me again, I can see his dilated pupils fill with unadulterated lust, they look dangerously dark. Pulling my panties to the side, I hear a loud rip echo through the room. My panties now reduced to nothing but shredded cloth in his clenched hand. 

Holy hell, that was sexy. 

“Baby…” I moan, looking up at his body standing tall and proud in front of me, Trey is gifted with a body of a Viking and he is not bashful about it. I go to reach for the garter belt around my wide hips when Trey shoves my hands away. 

“Leave that on, it looks sexy around your tiny waist, right above your bare pussy.” I swallow thickly, his carnal words make me even more wet, I can feel it on my inner thigh. He climbs on the bed between my legs, pushing me higher up as he goes. Positioning me for what will be one of our hottest sex sessions yet, I’m sure. When we’re in the center of the bed, he leans back onto his calves, and once settled, he grabs my waist. 

“You ready?” 

I nod my surrender; I’m more than ready. Horny and needy as hell. 

“Wrap your arms around my shoulders and hold on.” Curious to see why he gives me this demand, I concede and wrap my arms around his shoulders, locking them with my hands gripping their opposite elbows. Before I can push for answers to what he is planning on doing, I’m lifted and impaled on his waiting, painfully hard cock. Not a little bit, not halfway, but completely filled by Trey. 

“Fuck!” The word leaves my lips as I yell out in pleasure. 

“That’s right, baby, fuck you feel good. This pussy was made for me, you were made to be mine.” He pulls me back, watching as I slide along his dick to the very tip, then he pounds me back down. He’s taking us to new limits that we haven’t reached before, filling me and claiming my body in a far more demanding way than he ever has before. His mouth is latched onto my chest like a leech, sucking and biting me to the point where he may draw blood. 

He’s marking me.

I don’t like hickeys, and I want to push his mouth away and force him to stop but the sensations are too real, I can’t bring myself to do it. All my senses are being used; I’m completely lost in him. I throw my head back when I feel him hitting my cervix, it feels incredible to be stretched and fully filled with his cock. He’s my man, my keeper, and I love being whole with Trey. 

“Look at me when I claim you. Don’t fucking take your eyes off of me.” I shoot him a heated look, he is giving me an equal look of pure hunger and desire.

“Look at me sliding in and out of you, baby. Look down.” He leans back a little more so I can get a full view of me riding him. I watch myself slide up and down, my core gripping him, my lips clinging to his huge cock. We fit perfectly, the sight unraveling in front of me starts my undoing. 

“Eyes.” I give him my attention again. 

“You’re so big, Trey. It feels too good. I won’t last much longer.” I feel my orgasm building, and as much as I want this to last longer, I can’t hold off. The passion between us is red hot. I feel his thumb connect with my clit, causing the bundle of nerves to pulsate. 

“Come for me, angel. Promise me that you’re mine, promise you won’t leave me.” His demand is very precise and stops me. I search his face.

“Why do you need to hear that?” He grabs my hips, ignoring me, lifting me and taking his pleasure. I don’t like that he’s being vague with me. First, he looked at me with some weird expression, then he asked me to never leave him—that’s not coincidence that’s intentional. 

I push his chest, and with a stern voice I say, “Stop it, Trey.” He halts all movements, still looking down at our connection. “Why did you ask me that?” I bring one of my arms from around his neck and place it under his chin, lifting his face to me.

“I’ve had a shit day, a really shitty day. People got on my nerves, and all I want to do is make love to my woman.” 

“How does your day being shitty lead to a question like that?” He twitches inside of me and I moan a little, he’s still hard, still ready. As am I. But I’m not letting him push this aside; he needs to tell me what’s wrong.

“I just like hearing you say it. I like knowing you’ll always be here, be mine. That I’m the one you love. Making love to you is like food for me; I need it to be able to survive—not because it satisfies me, even though it feels incredible. But I need it so I can feel whole with you. I also need your words, your whimpers, your promises you make when you are completely consumed by me.” He looks so sincere, bringing truth to his words. How can a girl not be consumed in this man? 

“I love you, Trey. I’ll never leave you. Always, baby,” I whisper my promise while starting back up on his cock, showing him slow and sweet. Maybe dirty and fast isn’t what we need right now. 

He stays still, like stone, not moving just feeling, letting me take us both to euphoria.

“I’ll never leave, uhhh, I can’t. I need you just like I need air, baby. Ohh.” I moan along with my undulating movements, it feels so good feeling every hard nine inches of him, skin on skin. 

“You’re my always too, Shayla. I need you to come, I need to be your undoing.” He thrusts into me with a hard jerk of his hips, his finger finding my sensitive clit. 

“Trey. I’m, uhhh, I’m…I’m…uhh!” Attempting to formulate a complete sentence fails when my first orgasm slams into me like a brick wall. He pounds into me harder, pulling out enough to flip me on all fours. He enters me again and continues to pound into me, adding sharp slaps against my ass. 

“Come again, come with me, beautiful!” He pulls me up, my back landing against his damp chest, running his hand down to play with my clit, his other arm wrapping around my front to pinch my nipple. Throwing my arm back, my hand finds his luscious hair and I pull on it, while my other hand aids his on my clit.

“Come now!” His wish is my command, I come hard when I feel him expand and shoot warm cum into me. We moan in unison before we fall to the bed in a heap of deep breaths. He tucks me into him, my back still to his front; his semi-hard cock still nestled inside of me.

Even though I try not to, I fall asleep instantly as I come down from my orgasm. Tonight was hands down a wild, new experience, one we will never forget or ever stop trying to recreate. 

Waking up this morning was hell. I wanted to stay in bed and snuggle Trey all day. I feel a new kind of connection with him, after our mid-lovemaking confessional. I crawled out of bed while he snored softly beside me. One arm to his side landing above his lifted knee, the other thrown over his eyes. He has been hitting the gym a little more lately and it shows, his tan mixed with the newly defined muscles in his arms and stomach, cause a tingle to build deep in me, one I wish I had time to let him scratch. 

I really don’t want to go today, and if it weren’t such a big day for Lana and me, my butt would be back in that bed, loving on my guy—trust me. 

I chose a casual look mixed with a little bit of business. My hair is pulled back in a ponytail, the ends curled in all different ways. My makeup is soft with rose gold hues and shimmery highlighter on my high cheekbones. I look awake even though I’m still exhausted from all the lovemaking we did last night.

My black skinny jeans fit tight like a second skin, making my legs look longer and more lean. I paired it with a light green, deep V-neck top to highlight my eyes, and the perfect pair of nude Louboutins. Finishing it off with a high-low blazer, I look every bit the CEO. CEO of my baby, my pride and joy, my boutique.

“Shayla!” I hear Lana come running through the back door, screeching like a wild banshee, while I count the till before we open in thirty minutes. “We’re signing for two new locations today! I’m so fucking excited!” She looks like a damn super model. Her newly styled shoulder length hair is in loose curls, framing her flawless face. She’s wearing a skintight gray sheath dress with black pumps. Her smoky eye giving off the I’m-a-powerful-bitch-so-don’t-step-to-me vibe and she wears it like a damn boss. 

“Someone’s ready to conquer the world today. PS. I know, and I’m freaking the eff out, too!” She comes up beside me, her slightly taller frame gives her the ability to wrap her arm around my neck. Pulling my head in and resting it against hers, she waves her hand in front of us like a picture show.

“I can see our name in lights now. CC Chic Boutique. Can’t you?” 

“Yes, yes, I can, we made it this far together, didn’t we?” She lets go of me and walks around to the front of the counter. 

“Yeah, we did, bug. Me and you—bitches until the end.” I accept her dorky fist bump. 

“You know, when you call us ‘bitches’ it sets feminism back like a hundred years, you know that right?” I ask jokingly, I love giving Lana a hard time.

“No, because I’m the queen of feminism. I don’t need a man for anything, didn’t you know that?” I shrug my shoulders and huff out a small laugh. She doesn’t qualify as a feminist, she’s just scared and uses that as an excuse. She needs Kings and she knows it, but I digress. 

“When’s Evan getting here?” she questions. I look at the corner of the computer screen to the side of me, checking the time.

“Any minute now, he wanted to talk before we opened and before customers came in. I’m guessing it’s to sign the papers.” I squeal, so excited to get this ball rolling, dreams are waiting to be made into reality. 

“Do you think the Portland store will do as well as this one?” Lana asks, gazing around the room. 

Good question.

“I think so, I mean we had no idea this one was gonna take off like it did. We barely had a penny to our names when we opened it. Now look at us.” I gesture to the large space around us, the one she’s admiring. 

“True, God I love that you’re the smart, levelheaded one. My whacked-out brain is asking too many what ifs.” 

“That’s what I’m here for chicka-poo! You’re the boobs and I’m the brain,” I joke, shooting her a wink. I hear footsteps sounding from the back of the store and hurry to finish the cash count. I’m closing the till when I hear Lana’s surprised voice, while she moves to meet him. 

“Oh my God! Evan, what happened to your face?” I slam the back of Lana’s parting head with a hard glare. Geez, you can’t just ask people what’s wrong with their face, that’s a tad rude.

I hurry to meet them in the back to see what all the fuss is about. Almost instantly, before I’m even to where they’re standing, I see his black eyes and bandaged nose. He looks like shit. Even without having any medical training, I can tell his nose is broken. 

“Evan! Are you okay?” I rush to him once I see how bad it is from afar. I get close enough to touch his face but I refrain, unsure if it would hurt.

“Oh this, yeah, totally. I learned your boyfriend doesn’t like it when I call you ‘beautiful’ though. Trey sure does love you.” 

What did he just say? Why would he say that about Trey? We’re talking about his broken nose.

“I’m sorry?” 

He puts his hands up, signaling surrender. 

“I didn’t mean to say anything offensive, I just meant that your boyfriend showed up and warned me to back off and then he attacked me. I really didn’t mean to be intrusive or make you uncomfortable. Just thought you should know I didn’t mean anything by it.” 

Did I just enter the twilight zone? He can’t be serious. Can he? Trey was with me last night, how would he have had time to go and get into an altercation with Evan? Not only that, Trey has no reason to hit him or start a fight. Lastly, I think to myself, why is he reading my messages? Does he not trust me?

I’m paralyzed into place from both embarrassment and pure disappointment, how could he do this to me? Looking between Evan and Lana—back and forth like a crazy person—I attempt to find the words that can make this whole situation disappear, or make me disappear, that would be even better. 

Shock hits hard, a roaring pain rips through my chest, causing my fist to clench up in anger, I remember something about last night. He didn’t answer my text after five, that’s when he went silent for a few hours. That’s when he must have gone, this explains last night. What I thought was a moment between lovers, a connection undeniable, was just him pissing on me like a dog, lying to me.

“Evan, I’m sorry, but is this a joke or are you completely serious?” I’m saying a silent prayer in my head that this isn’t true and he and Trey are in on this joke together. 

Please, God, let this be some cruel joke that I’ll yell at Trey for later. 

“I’m too mature for jokes of this degree. Don’t you think?” 

The way he says that seems angry. I mean he has every right to be, but this is my boyfriend, my best friend for thirteen years, excuse me if I need to second-guess it. What do you say to something like this? Hey, sorry my boyfriend is jealous and broke your nose for no reason, we still on for the deal? The room is closing in on me, and I need to find a way out before I drown in my own embarrassment. 

“Evan, I’m so sorry. I really don’t know what to say. I need to go. Lana, you got the store?” She nods, understanding my need to run. I know that was a piss-poor sorry, but it’s the best I could do without breaking down and losing all professional boundaries with Evan. 

Grabbing my purse on my way out, I dig through it and pull out my phone. My hands are shaking; I’m so angry—so hurt by his actions. I’m was so close to closing this deal, and I just watched the bomb attached to it ignite and detonate in front of me. Hopefully, they’ll be able to find me in the ashes. 

I dial Trey’s number, angry and ready to snap, he answers on the second ring, his voice filling my car. I lose my cool, calm, and collective self and release the hotheaded beast. 

“Hey, baby.” 

Don’t ‘baby’ me.

“Trey! What possessed you to attack Evan? Please enlighten me.” I’m so mad I could flip a fucking car and She-Hulk on his ass. This is my dream and he’s ruining it. 

“Don’t worry about it. See, that bitch can’t keep his mouth shut.” 

How is acting so nonchalant like this no big fucking deal?

“What’s wrong with you? Don’t you understand what you’re doing to my future? You’re destroying it! This is my one shot.”

“Shayla, we can talk about this when you get home. Then after you’re done yelling at me, I’ll make it up to you. By the way, he deserved it, and if anyone’s ruining your dream it’s that fuckhead. He shouldn’t fuck with what’s mine.” 

Oh my God, that’s what happened last night; I knew I was right back there. He wanted to mark his territory and keep me sated enough in hopes I’ll forgive him. Well, I have some bad news—it didn’t work. 

“That’s why you were acting like that last night. You thought making love to me like that would keep me from exploding. You marked me, like a fucking dog. That’s so fucking wrong, Trey!”

“Oh is it? Because you seemed to like me fucking your brains out last night, there weren’t any complaints. Regardless of the threat he tried to cause.” His comment burns me, stings so freaking hot, I choke on my emotions, tears building in my eyes. 

“Why are you talking to me like this? Apparently, feeling hurt and embarrassed isn’t a concern to you. I thought we agreed he wasn’t a threat to us.” I hear a thundering sound in the background, and I know it’s his fist hitting something. 

“Shay, you are so blind and naïve sometimes! Did you not read the text he sent you, when we were in Park City? When we were fresh off the fuck wagon? He called you beautiful, told you not to miss him.” The way he is talking about our sex life is so crude. Draining any sort of passion from it. I’m so damn hurt and feel I’m speaking to a stranger. 

“Sorry that he said I was beautiful, I didn’t pay attention to it because it doesn’t affect me. And don’t talk about our sex life in such a careless manner. Because, unlike you, our love life means that I love you. Giving my body to you and no one else.” God, he’s being such a prick right now. 

“Doesn’t affect you? You’re my fucking woman, I’m the only man who gets rights to you—to touch you, to fucking call you beautiful.”

“Goddamn it, Trey! I’m not a piece of property! The only right you have to me is my heart! That’s yours, but obviously, you don’t seem to care about that. Because you’re about to lose it!” I throw my car into reverse and shoot out of the parking lot, making my way to the freeway. I need to get away, I need to see my dad. He’s the only person and it’s the only place I can go to where Trey won’t find me right away. 

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean? I’m going to lose it?” His anger is resolving, losing its edge, he sounds scared and damn it, he should be. 

“I need some time apart, some space.” 

“Space from what?” There are loud movements and the sound of keys coming from the other end, and all I can think is good luck getting to me before I hit Portland.

“From you!” I yell, accelerating once I hit the on-ramp to the freeway. 

“Baby, you need to stop and think about this. You’re not leaving me, you promised, Shayla!” His voice cracks and I hear the first sign of tears in his voice. 

“Trey…” I lower my voice and wipe the tears now streaming down my face. This is crushing me. But how much more can I do to prove to him no one will ever take his place? 

“I need some time, I’ll call you later.” 

“Baby! You can’t do this. I love you! I’m sorry, but don’t fucking leave us hanging like this,” he shouts, grasping at strings, trying to keep me on the call longer. Because the second I hang up this phone, he knows I won’t answer until I’m ready, and that’s if I’m ever ready. I may not forgive this one.

“Trey, I didn’t do anything, you did this all on your own. I love you and whether it be Evan or any other guy, I chose you. I gave you my everything, my first love, my first kiss, my first time. If you can’t accept that for all it’s worth then you’re going to push me out, all by yourself.” Not letting him get a word in, for fear he may reel me back into his clutches, I end the call. I grab my phone from the seat beside me and turn it off. I need this time to think. 

The gods are trying to torture me, that has to explain the constant love songs coming on the radio during my drive. One after the other. I hit skip over and over again. Eventually, giving up and listening to silence. The clouds are dark with the promise of Seattle downpour. It makes me want to bundle up in a warm blanket…with Trey. My chest feels heavy; I already miss him and fear what might actually happen to us. He crossed a line; I need him to understand how serious this is. Owning more boutiques is a dream, one that’s not only mine but Lana’s, too. So not only would he crush this for me, but for her as well. 

I can’t help but fear losing him, too. This isn’t fair, I’m mad while at the same time, I’m sad. How can I feel two polar opposite emotions at the same time? Because that’s what love does to you. It holds the reins to your heart and shows no mercy. 

I pull up the gravel driveway leading up to my dad’s twentieth century-styled home. The sight of the white brick and red door remind me of home, the warmth I need when I’m sad. The attic windows are parallel to each other, forming the look of tiny houses. The green grass is freshly mowed due to my dad’s constant need to stay busy or he may just go insane. He’s always been a busybody, with lots of projects and things going on to keep him distracted. It really hit him hard when the divorce happened. 

This is the new home I’ve come to love since leaving Utah. Another thing I love about my dad, he’s nosey, and my tires on the gravel alerted him of my presence. He smiles when he sees my Audi. My first gift to myself when our boutique hit it big a couple of months ago. She’s an expensive lady, but she’s my diva. 

My dad’s contagious smile comes into view when he hits the bottom stair of his wooden porch. “Princess! You didn’t tell me you were coming. What brings you here?” 

“Daddy, I’m a grown woman, you don’t have to call me princess anymore.” He smiles and waves his hand dismissively. Isn’t it an oxymoron—since I’m grown and call him Daddy like a child still? He loves it though.

“Please, you will always be my one and only little princess, so deal with it.” He pulls me into a bear hug, his cologne reminds me of my childhood, and almost instantaneously, my tears come back with a vengeance, pouring down my swollen face. 

I hate this. 

“Daddy…” He pulls back and cradles my face. 

“Princess, what’s wrong?” 

I guess I have no other option but to tell him about Trey now.

“I’m in love, and he’s both my happiness and my vice.” 

“Oh boy. My little girl’s first love. Let’s go inside and have something to eat. Have you eaten lunch yet?” 

Shaking my head, I reply, “I don’t think I can even stomach it.” 

“Good news, princess. Heartbreak is never too painful for some alcohol.” I’m a blubbering mess, but that made me laugh. 

“I’ll need an entire bottle.”

“Good, I have a whole bottle of your favorite rum. Stocked and ready just for you. Come on.” Leading me into the house, I lock my car and we make our way inside.

Once we both have a glass filled with rum, we settle in the front room. I remember decorating this room for him. I was almost sure the gold and black theme would be changed drastically after I left his house that day, but it hasn’t changed a bit, not even a little. I smile at the knowledge of this. 

“You’ve been busy, I take it. Same with your brother. I haven’t seen or heard from you guys in weeks.” The guilt hits me, I’ve been so caught up in work and Trey that I’ve neglected my daughterly duties—my dad gets lonely easily. 

“I’m sorry, Daddy, I’ve just been so caught up in work and this new relationship.” 

“Stop there, you don’t need to explain, but you do need to tell me who this boy is.” My palms start to itch, from nerves, his excited smile soon to waiver, I’m sure. I put my drink down. Sitting up straight, I relieve the itch by rubbing my open palms against my jean-clad thighs. Here we go. Please love him, Daddy, because I love him too much to let go. 

“So, you know…well, you’ve met…I mean you’re familiar with… I’m sorry.” This is harder to swallow than I thought. 

“It’s okay, baby girl, tell me. I’m here to listen.” 

“I’m dating Trey, Kingston’s best friend and mine, growing up.” My rushed answer squeezing out of my throat is followed by silence, eerie silence. Everyone else reacted pretty much the same, they all assumed it was only a matter of time until we got together, I hope that’s my dad’s theory. 

“That foul-mouthed little deviant?” He looks at me with a renewed intention, like he wants me to answer him, but not really. 

“Dad—” 

Cutting me off, he continues, “The man who came here every damn day? The one who stopped you from dating that druggie back in high school? The man who showed up when you were stood up at prom? The only man who was able to get you out of your room and laugh after the divorce. That guy?” 

I’m not sure where he’s going with this or what his questions are meaning, but I’m confused to what the hell is going on. 

“Are those rhetorical questions? I’m confused.” Keeping myself busy, I take a swig of my rum the sweetness burning down my throat. 

“No, I’m just confused as to why you hid this from me since Trey is a fine young gentleman, and he’s been a part of our family for how long? Besides, your mom hates him so even more reason for me to love him.” He winks at me. Relief floods every pore of my body, he scared me there for a minute. 

“So, tell me why you’re so upset?” The house phone rings, interrupting my response. I watch my dad head toward the phone in the kitchen, sitting silently as I wait for his return. I hear his soothing voice answering to the person on the other line. 

“Kings, calm down, she’s here. No. Yes. Okay, let me grab her.” 

Oh crap. I should’ve told Kings where I was going. Crap. Crap. Crap. 

“Shayla. Your brother’s on the phone.” His expression is that of humor and fear. Fear for me, of course. My brother is my protector, and he doesn’t like it when I take off like this. I have a habit of running away from bad situations. Thanks to my mother. It gets aggravating at times being the youngest—his only little sister—he can be pretty overwhelming sometimes. 

“Hel—”

“What in the actual fuck is wrong with you? Taking off and not answering my calls! I couldn’t find you because your Find My iPhone is off! What the fuck are you doing in Portland?” I know he knows about Trey, that’s the reason he called, I mean how else would he know I took off.

“I needed to get away from Trey for a minute, he really messed up, Kings.” My voice is so low I’m surprised he can hear me. I recoil into my shell, I hate when my brother yells at me. He never gets mad at me unless I mess up bad, and right now my vulnerability is at an all-time high. I need my brother to not yell at me, but instead to comfort me. My low voice tells him how upset I am, causing him to take it down ten notches. 

“Baby…sis, I’m sorry, okay?” Kingston’s voice is calm this time around, coercing me back out of my shell.

“It’s okay.” I accept his apology.

“You’re my best friend and little sister, it’s my job to protect you and take care of you. If you take off, cutting off all communication, I freak the fuck out.” I know he does, believe me, he doesn’t need to provide another warning.

“I talked to him, Shayla, he’s fucking destroyed. I’ve never seen him this out of sorts. You need to call him.” 

“No! He needs to know that Evan is nothing to me and just because he sent an innocent text doesn’t mean he’s trying to bang me.” My dad’s eyes bulge out of his head, his mouth agape. I mouth a quick “sorry” and continue with Kings. My poor dad didn’t need to hear that. 

“Huh. Oh, Shayla, Evan isn’t really innocent with his intentions, but that’s beside the point. Yes, Trey shouldn’t act like you’re his property; you’re fucking Dad’s and mine, duh. Anyway, he didn’t go there with the intention to hit him. He wanted to tell him to keep it professional, and avoid any situation where you would feel uncomfortable. What else transpired I can’t say, but you need to talk to him about that shit.” Now I’m curious to know if there’s more than what Trey let on. “Besides, you know our boy, he had a fucked-up past, the one woman genetically fucking programmed to love him, left. Cut him some slack.” 

Oh for Pete’s sake, that doesn’t work for every freaking time he messes up. 

“That’s not a valid excuse with me, Kings. I’m not his mom, and I’m sick of him not trusting me and thrusting her shortcoming onto me. The way we laugh and play together or touch and talk, that can never mean what it does to me with anyone else. He’s my other half. I don’t care if we’ve been together a couple of weeks. That’s the man I want to marry. I want to bear his children for heaven’s sake. Why would I let some other guy come take me away from the greatest person I’ve ever known?” I’m not sure where I’m going with this or where the strength is coming from to admit these pretty substantial confessions, I just need someone to know how I feel and right now Kings is my sounding board. 

“Baby?” My heart stops in my chest, hearing Trey’s voice come through the line—has he been there the whole time? 

“Trey?” 

“I’m here, baby, I heard everything. I’m coming sweetie, I need to get to you.” 

“No, I need some time to get things together in my head.” I miss him, and I want to work this out, but for now I choose to be alone with my thoughts.

“Shayla, it’s me, your best friend, don’t push me away, let me get to you and fix us, let me explain this shit.”

“I have to go, I can’t talk right now.” I hang up the phone, not ready to hear his begging. My dad exhales loudly next to me, just as confused about what just happened between Trey and me. 

“I better start explaining.” I attempt to find Zen before I even begin to repeat the events that transpired today. He agrees with the lift of his chin, signaling me to come back and sit down in the living room. 

“You know how Lana and I got an investor to help open up another location here in Portland?” Nodding his head, he encourages me to continue. “Well, his name is Evan and he’s been amazing at helping us. Well today, before everything hit the fan, we were going to sign on a new location. Then to my surprise, he showed up with black eyes and a broken nose. Dad.” I break from conversation for a minute to collect myself, I’m sick of crying today. “Trey went to Evan’s office and broke his nose. For what purpose I don’t know, but I don’t think there needs to be one. It shouldn’t have happened at all.” Saying it only makes it more real. My gut is turning, making me nauseated; this almost feels like a nightmare. 

“I’m trying to build my relationship with Trey, exploring this new part of who we are, all while building my career.” I pause, biting my lip, then push forward. “Right now I feel like both the things I love are clashing and trying to destroy each other. He’s so jealous because of things that have nothing to do with me or my actions, it’s his mother. She destroyed him, Dad, and I’m sensitive to that, I am. But I’m not her!” I’m shouting by the time I finish and he’s just sitting back, stunned silent in his chair, absorbing every word I’m saying. 

“Geez, I thought dating back in my day was difficult, boy was I wrong.” He runs a hand through his brown hair. My dad is a handsome man, I got most of my looks from my mom, but Kingston is a spitting image of our father. My father has brown hair with scattered strands of gray. He has brown eyes to complement his round shaped face and his smile is accented with dimples. I love my dad. 

“All right, start with Evan. What did he say in the message?” Surprisingly, I can’t remember, I didn’t pay close enough attention when I received it. 

“I don’t remember exactly.” I pull my phone out from the pocket of my blazer and turn it on. Waiting for it to start up, I tell him a little bit more of what’s going on in my head and just like earlier, he listens to every word until I’m finished. When my phone powers up it goes crazy with notifications from both Kings and Trey. I dismiss them and open my recent text to Evan. Scrolling down, I find the incriminating text and read it out loud. 

“Here it is.” I read it out loud, “Hey, gorgeous. I hope you’re having fun in Park City, not missing me too much I hope! Anyway, I just spoke to the board and the photo shoot was a hit! They are going to offer us $500,000 to open two new locations. We did it! We’re a great team, beautiful! Dinner on me when you get back.” Shit, that does sound bad. How in all that’s holy did I not catch that? I feel like a naïve moron now. Seriously, how did that slip by me?

“Doesn’t sound innocent to me, princess. If I were with a woman and some other guy was sending her those messages, I wouldn’t take kindly to it.” He’s right; I should have read the text before running off like a coward to Portland. I still feel like this message didn’t warrant that type of reaction. I mean a broken nose? I have to be missing something. God, tell me I’m missing something. 

“I think you’re both right and wrong in this situation. You didn’t catch the comments earlier, because like you said, you don’t view Evan that way and you’re faithful to Trey. But you have a responsibility to the man you’re with to not let others come in and try to sabotage that. Don’t you agree?” 

“Yes, but he was the one who treated me like property, not telling me those messages bothered him. Instead, he went all caveman on me and beat the shit out of Evan.” I’m standing my ground on this one, I know my dad’s right, but Trey also needs to be held accountable for his extreme behavior. 

“Agreed, and that’s where his faults lie. He needs to communicate his insecurities and dislikes to you, in order to avoid this kind of thing.” Dad speaks volumes with his words; we both need to work out our crap. 

I’m starting to learn a lot about who I am in this relationship. I’m a runner, I don’t stick it out when things get tough, and worst of all, I don’t think about both parties involved. I should have stopped and asked Trey what was said during their altercation instead of jumping down his throat. I’ve also learned my brother and father are wicked good with advice—sound advice is food for the soul.

But, I’ve also learned I’m a strong individual, my heart is a fragile thing that I need to protect. My life and my aspirations shouldn’t be jeopardized by someone’s lack of self-control. Evan hit on me and I turned him down. Sure, his joke was uncomfortable and the execution of it was terrible, but he has been pretty normal since then. 

Calling me beautiful was not okay, that I can agree with. But how does that justify a broken nose? What the hell am I missing?

“Did I miss the old and wise gene in the family? Seriously, why are you and Kings the best at giving me advice?” He’s perched on the arm of the couch next to me. 

“Don’t feel bad, you’ll get smart one day, you need to eat your veggies, like I always told you.” I pinch the arm he has positioned around my shoulder, causing him to flinch and jump to his feet. “Ouch, you little turd.” My dad rubs at the spot, attempting to soothe the ache. 

“Do you want some lunch?”

“I’m exhausted from the drive and my emotions are all jacked. Probably not. Can I stay in the guesthouse tonight? I need to get some sleep before I head out tomorrow.” I stand and make my way to the back door that leads to the guesthouse. When we moved him in, I left a few outfits and necessities so I wouldn’t be without what I needed in case I decided to stay and avoid the three-hour drive back to Seattle. We tried convincing him that moving to the city would be better, but he hates the city, and when I say hate I mean hate with a capital H.

“Of course, go take a nap, and I’ll take you to dinner tonight. How’s that sound? A date with your old man?” I laugh when he flexes his arm at me. Kingston and my dad used to be workout buddies back in Utah, and to the looks of it, my dad has been keeping up with it on his own. This brings me back to my thought from earlier—I need to come see my dad more often. I mean he moved here to be close to Kingston and me and he’s out here all alone. No kids and no wife, I wonder if he’ll ever date again… I decide quickly to save that conversation for another rainy day. 

“Okay, Rocky, sounds like a plan,” I mock him and head to the guesthouse. 

Approaching the cottage-styled, two-bedroom guesthouse, I use the extra key my dad gave me and let myself in. Immediately, I go to the windows that take up most of the wall space in each room and open them. No one has stayed here in awhile so the dust and musty smell needs to be ventilated. 

Everything is white—the couches, the cupboards, the curtains. The light breeze from the open windows cause the sheer curtains to ripple gently, creating a calm mood to settle over my tense self. The accent furniture is dark wood and plush pink pillows are neatly placed on the sectional, giving the guesthouse a homely feeling. I walk the short distance down the hallway to the master suite and take in the room. 

Gosh, I missed this beautiful place.

The sliding glass doors are adjacent to the bed, where the view hits the open field of my dad’s property. There are beautiful Catalpa trees with their fallen heart-shaped leaves surrounding the ground below it. With winter being here, the white flowers that usually sprout from the branches during summer have died. The grass is covered in a light smatter of snow from the occasional snowfall they had this year.

The bed is covered in a plush white comforter and it’s screaming my name, I need a damn nap. This is the first real deep breath I’ve taken today, and all I want to do is sleep and prepare to face all the troubles that await tomorrow. 

Tomorrow. 

My mind is so loud; the thoughts running rampant like a circus easily drag me into a deep slumber.

“Wake up, beautiful.” The voice in my dreams is calling to me in reality, and I slowly come to. My eyes squint at the setting sun that’s coming through the glass doors, reflecting on the white walls. I must have only slept a few short, extremely needed, hours. I see the most beautiful blue eyes looking into mine. His smell fills my lungs when I breathe in, helping me wake even more. He’s sitting on the bed next to me, his sunglasses pushing his longer hair out of his face. Wearing my favorite leather jacket and jeans, the same ones he wore on our first date, he runs his hands softly across my warm cheek. Wow, he looks like a dream.

“Hey,” I greet him, still unsure of what I’m feeling.

“Hey.” He waits a minute, letting me adjust from slumber to coherency. 

“I’m sorry, baby, can we please talk about it?” he pleads softly. 

“Do I have a choice? You kinda came out here despite me telling you I needed some space,” I remind him, my voice stern. I sit up and place a pillow on my lap.

“I know, but we don’t fight. Ever. This isn’t who we are.”

“Actually, we had a beautiful friendship, Trey. A perfect one, and ever since we became a couple we find ourselves going through the cycle. Happy to fighting. Fighting to happy. You push your insecurities on me and totally disregard my wants. This is becoming a habit and I can’t stand bad habits.” I’m being icy, my cold shoulder game strong. But I’m not okay with this—at all. 

“I deserve that. I deserve worse, if I’m being honest.” I about choke on a ridiculous chuckle. He really wants to talk about honesty?

“Are you? You know, being honest?” 

“Same goes to you,” he fires back, his eyes narrowing on me. 

“You didn’t tell me you went to see him and then you used our sex as a weapon—to keep me from getting mad. You brought something so vile to our most intimate act.” I shake my head, dropping it in my hands. I feel so dang defenseless, I feel like I’m losing the ground under me. 

“And you didn’t tell me he hit on you.” 

Touché. I take it Evan told him. Because only Evan and I know about that little exchange. 

I lift my head from my hands. “Because—and listen close, Trey, I’m only gonna say this once—it was nothing to me.” I span out my sentence, dragging it out. 

“It was something to me,” he retorts on a hasty snap.

“Yeah, well, looks like we are both at a standstill then,” I hiss, leaning against the headboard. We don’t move, we just sit for a minute or two. He breaks first, ending our standoff. 

“Okay. I read that text and tried to ignore it. I thought this guy had to be out of his mind to think that it’s appropriate to call a taken woman ‘beautiful’ and all the other things he said.” Trey clears his throat and continues, “Turns out I’m not that strong. I can’t just sit back and let a guy get away with little things like this. Because sometimes, men miss the obvious signs of disinterest and it can turn into something more. So, I went to his office.” Before he continues, he takes my hands in his warm ones. Even though his hands are warm they’re shaking, giving him at least an inch, I squeeze them for reassurance. He’s communicating, that’s the first step in fixing this, assuming I am even ready to fix this.

“I didn’t intend to hit him or start any physical altercation. I told him that he needs to keep it professional and stop sending you messages that indicate a little more than business. He didn’t like that and he threw my dad’s wealth in my face, telling me I couldn’t provide for my woman and so on.” He stops abruptly then looks to me.

It feels like there’s more to this story than he’s letting on, or maybe it’s just my paranoia. 

“I can’t believe he would say something like that to you. You know that’s not true, right?” I’m not saying it’s okay by any means, Evan shouldn’t have said such a dick thing. I’ll bring this up to him if we’re going to continue working together, because I will always defend Trey if someone’s acting out of line. 

Trey’s eyes tell me everything I need to know, he trusts me. It’s not about me, it’s about the other evils in this world and the people who want to destroy our happiness. Little does he know, he is part of that small group that threatens to destroy what we have. 

“Yeah, I know. But that doesn’t make it okay, and I lost it. I’m sorry that I did this and if I screwed anything up.” He pulls our joined hands to his lips and peppers mine in soft kisses. The gesture is sweet and understated.

“It scares me,” I say above a whisper, my eyes fixated on our joined hands. 

“What does?”

“Your actions, Trey. You do some scary things and at this point your mother isn’t the problem. You are.” I know my words aren’t an easy pill to swallow, but I have to tell him.

“I know. I am the problem. I went too far, no matter what he said in that room, I should have walked away and come to you. Talked to you and told you everything—told you what I was feeling.” 

“I am not the woman, I think you think I am. Trey, I may be shy and a little more reserved, but I am headstrong and I am a fighter. I protect what’s mine and I love what’s mine. Alpha doesn’t mean that you have to be this macho guy with no control over his jealousy. Being Alpha means being strong, being a man, being unashamed of who you are and never letting anyone make you feel less than.” I let his hand play with my palm, while he stares directly at me, leaning on the edge of every word I’m saying. 

“I trust you and you are the one with a rocky past. Women—a lot of them,” I remind him. “But I am far from insecure or worried that you would ever leave or cheat. Why can’t you give me the same respect?” I question, searching his face. 

“I am your protector, I’m your lover, but most of all, I’m your best friend. Everything I do comes from a good place, I just might have a problem expressing it or handling it properly. What can I do to flip this night around and show you that I can be better?” He cradles my face and wipes the one lone tear cascading down my face. I so badly just want to throw in the towel. But I can’t, I can’t stop loving him, and something that I fear more than losing my dream is losing him. I don’t know if I can live in a world where Trey doesn’t exist. 

“You could stop breaking your promises and stop hurting me,” I simply state. There is no hidden answer, no gray area, just the easy truth. 

“I can do that.” He looks hopeful, so I make a bargain with him. 

“I love you, Trey. I will talk to Evan about this tomorrow and if he still wants to work with me, I will make sure he keeps it professional. If he steps out of line again, after knowing where I stand, I will cut the deal and tell you. Sound fair?”

“Yes.” He nods his head excitedly, and I stop him. I’m not done.

“This is the last time I will let your jealousy in our relationship.”

“I got it, I promise, Shay,” he promises, leaning in to kiss my cheek. I close my eyes and let his lips warm my cheek. Promises are only meaningful if they’re actually followed through on. 

“Under one circumstance,” he says, moving his body back from me a little more, propping one knee on the bed between us. 

“What?” He thinks now is a good time to negotiate, really?

“You can’t be alone with him. You can work with him, but where you go with him, someone else goes with you.” 

I don’t like this; I can take care of myself. 

“Trey, I’m not a child, I can take care of myself. Please don’t ask me to do this. I feel like it still falls under the category of you being jealous.” He doesn’t break eye contact with me and his facial expression doesn’t change. He won’t cave on this. We are both so dang stubborn. I hate it. 

“I’m not going to be okay with you working together if you’re planning on ever being alone with him. Lana should be everywhere with you two anyway, so it shouldn’t be that hard. I trust you, baby, I do. He, however, isn’t trustworthy. I’m compromising here, please cut me some kind of deal.” There is reservation in his voice and I can’t pinpoint what it is. He still seems off…almost scared. Geez, what the actual hell? 

I wait a moment and think. My dad was right, we both have faults and we need to give or take. Tonight he communicated with me, now it’s only fair I ease his mind and agree to his one stipulation. 

“Fine. But if you go behind my back, Trey Adams, and interfere with my career again, you won’t be so lucky to find yourself in a compromise.” He releases a deep breath. 

“I agree. I will stop being jealous and using my past as an excuse, while you promise to not be alone with him.” He leans in and for the first time since this morning, when I left our secret bubble, he kisses me. The softness in his lips settles me, pulling me in when I still want to push him out. Love shows no mercy, I repeat. I’m just getting into the kiss, enjoying where it was taking us, when he pulls away and stands up. 
“Let’s take a bath?” He grabs my hand and pulls me with determination, toward the bathroom. 

“But I thought we would, you know.” I point back at the bed as we move into the open bathroom, it’s big enough to fit five people comfortably, same with the Jacuzzi tub. 

“Don’t worry, I plan to make today up to you, baby. But I want to take a bath with my woman. They are your favorite, are they not?” 

I blush, yeah, they are. 

Trey removes my shirt and then I remove his, we do this with each item of clothing—slowly and piece by piece. The intimacy this builds strikes the desire to make up with him. I feel a carnal desire to use our bodies to say a deeper sorry, one we can’t reach with words.

I watch his perfect body and the way it moves toward the tub. Every movement is precise and without flaw, he moves with such confidence and surety; I can’t help but be turned on by his ways. 

He starts the water, adding the lavender bath salts, making the water turn a soft purple. The smell is so enticing and my senses are on overdrive. Today, I’ve experienced so many emotions—nervous, happy, angry, sad, and now desire. I’m still teetering on the edge of giving in and pushing him away. I am unsure still of how I am going to handle forgiving him for today. 

I watch him take a seat in the tub, getting a view of his tight ass before he sinks into the scented water. God, he’s a walking, living, breathing dream, and I’m the lucky girl who gets to keep him.

He scoots to the middle of the huge tub and reaches his hand out to me. 

“Come here, beautiful.” I climb in one foot after the other, my hand in his keeping me steady. I know he wants me straddling him, so I abide. Putting one leg on each side of him, I sink down. Once I’m fully seated atop him, his lips are like a magnet, they instantly cling to my neck—licking and inhaling my scent. His strong, large, calloused hands slide from the dimples in my lower back up to the column of my neck, causing goose bumps to break out over the trail he leaves. He puts my hair in his tight fist and tugs my head gently back. 

“Can I mark you again?” I feel his lips hovering over my heavy breast; I’m needy, so damn needy for him. He reaches up with a soapy wet hand and pinches my left nipple; a strangled moan escapes my open mouth. He should know he doesn’t need to ask; my body is his, as his body is mine. We can touch, tease, and take what we need from each other, that’s a part of being in love.

“Yes.” Before I’m finished saying the word, his mouth is on my right breast just above my erect nipple, sucking on the tender skin he marked yesterday. 

With everything that happened today and the lingering sadness still looming over me, I break. Everything in me can feel he is hiding something, every connection feels severed, his touch is hot but it shows distance. Hot tears begin rolling down my face. He hears me sob and feels my chest cave in with each heavy cry. His lips leave my skin and he looks up at me petrified. 

“Shayla? Wait, what’s wrong? Did I hurt you?” He checks me over, looking anywhere his eyes can from our position. 

His eyes look so blue and inviting, reminding me of home. He’s my home, and I don’t think I can handle another thing to jeopardize losing that. 

“Please stop jeopardizing us. Please stop hurting our bond,” I cry, dropping my head and bringing my wet hands from around him and up to my face.

“Fuck. Shayla. I’m sorry.” He tries to pull my hands away, but I keep them tight against my hidden face. I preach the façade of a strong woman who won’t take crap from a man and it’s all a show right now. I’m weak where Trey is concerned and though his intentions are pure, his actions are too harsh on my heart.

“I will not do this again, I will stop. I promise that the next time we cross paths—he and I—that I will behave. I don’t want to do this anymore. Fighting with you is fucking shitty. Hurting you is the worst feeling.” Lifting us out of the bath, struggling a little from the way we were sitting, I keep a tight grip around him, my legs wrapped around his waist and my arms around his shoulder. My face is hidden in the crook of his neck, letting everything wash over me. Getting every bit of emotion I have out. 

Laying me on the bed, he hovers over me, resting his body on his forearm while his free hand holds my face. He looks so haunted, there’s secrets he’s hiding and for the first time, I feel more disconnected with Trey than I ever have. 

“Please, stop lying, tell me what you’re hiding, why did you hit him, Trey?” I plead, tears still falling and my heart feeling heavy inside my chest. 

“Shayla.” He pauses, his teeth biting at his lower lip; I’m sure breaking skin. “He said something, something I just couldn’t hear. I tried, baby, I tried not to go there angry.”

“Baby, what? Please tell me,” I say on a sob, reaching my hands around to cover his face, shaking it lightly. I need him to open up to me; I need to know that what my heart is telling me is true. That Trey couldn’t have reacted the way he did over his own jealousy. I want to and I’ve told him I could forgive him, but I don’t think I truly can unless I know there is something more valid to go on.

“He said…” His blue irises turn dark, a shade so far removed from the vibrancy that usually resides there and it chills me. Suddenly, I’m not sure I’m ready to hear what he’s about to say. 

“He said you would soon realize I’m the insecure boy and you’ll want a man who can take my place. Shayla… He told me he wouldn’t stop until he had you.” 

“Had me? Trey, I would never be that guy’s girlfriend, you know that. That’s why you hit him? So it is just insecurities.”

“Damn it, Shayla, no. He said he wouldn’t stop until he slept with you!” He leaves the bed on a rush, the heat from his body gone and the cold air hitting my damp body. I shiver as I sit up, reaching for the pillow to give me some coverage. My head spins as I sit up, completely repulsed to think that he said that. Knowing he said that, actually. Trey is a lot of things, but he would never joke or lie about something like this. Comments like that can destroy a woman. Saying you will screw a woman, no matter what, is almost as bad as taking sex from a woman with out her permission. 

I feel violated, used, embarrassed…stupid. How did I not see it? Was I that blind to ignore signs that showed me who he really was?

“Shayla?” Trey’s voice interrupts my catastrophic thoughts. 

“Huh?” I say, flustered, my eyes bringing him into focus. 

“Please tell me you believe me?” he asks. He now has on his pants, although I’m not sure when he put those back on. I’m sure he did it when I blacked out for a hot second. 

“Yes. You wouldn’t lie about that,” I say firmly.

“No, I wouldn’t even give breath to such a terrible thing. Talking about it makes me feel that same rage I did when he stood in front of me and said it.” I stop him, throwing my hand up.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” I haven’t stopped crying since the bathtub, luckily my tears are much more calm now, one tear at a time slowly moving down my cheeks. 

“Because I didn’t want to get in the way of your deal. Like you said earlier, this is your dream. I thought hitting him and warning him would do the job. That and asking you to stay away from him,” he adds, coming to kneel on the floor in front of me. I squeeze the pillow tighter to my chest, trying to process everything he’s saying while still trying to understand how Evan could have done this. Why? Why me? 

“Shay… Baby, I love you, and I just want you safe. But I also want this dream of yours to fucking soar. You are so fucking talented and smart, you deserve this baby. I didn’t want to be the reason you lost it.” He rubs his hands over the back of my calves, between me and the bed. I close my eyes and shake my head.

“Trey, I don’t want this dream to be tainted by someone like that. Someone who’s purposely trying to sleep with me—someone who’s trying to end us. You are my dream, my life with you is my dream,” I confess. It’s true, I was so mad at him moments ago sure that he was not good for me, when in reality he defended me; he protected me when I was vulnerable and could have easily been hurt. 

“Oh, baby.” Standing, he pulls the pillow from my chest and exposes me again. He leans down and his lips find mine. Bearing his soul to me with the movement of his tongue and the softness of his lips. I cry harder, not from pain or sadness, but from raw love and adoration for Trey. He knew Evan was no good for me, he knew that because he’s my soul mate and some divine power told him in his heart that Evan wasn’t a good guy. Because that divine power knew that I wouldn’t have known, and I would have been left unprotected. 

“I’m calling off the deal.” I break our kiss.

“No, Shayla, this is your dream and you and Lana deserve it. Just make sure you aren’t alone with him, and if he didn’t listen to my warning and he does something to make you feel uncomfortable, you tell me. Okay?” 

I just nod. But my mind is made up, tomorrow I’m telling Lana about what happened and then I’m backing out of this deal. We will find a way to make the expansion happen. We had other offers before and I know we will have more now. I believe in our talent that much. 

Besides, I don’t want to even look at that man, see his seedy eyes look at me, or his mouth tell me words laced with ill intent. I’m—done.

“I don’t want to talk about this anymore. It’s making me sick.” He stands straight up and I follow, standing at my full height in front of him. I let my body take over and my mind shut off. 

“Make me forget, Trey. I want to forget.” I place my palm flat against the underside of his chest where my initials lie. I look up into his eyes and beg him with a look. I need to feel his hands on my skin erasing the dirty feeling that’s drowning my body. 

 “Do something for me?” he asks.

“Anything, baby.” I lift my hand over and higher, placing it above his heart that’s beating rapidly. I’d run to the moon and bring him back a piece of it if he asked right now, that’s how thankful I am for him.

“Get on the bed and open your legs for me.” Doing as he asked, I position my head on the pillow, my legs pulled apart and knees bent while he loses his jeans again. I’m still a tad wet and now I’m exposed to his eyes. He’s standing at the foot of the bed, rubbing his hand over his abs and tattoo. It’s like he’s memorizing my body and taking a mental picture. I don’t feel the need to hide myself from his intense gaze; I only want to do more of what he asks.

“Touch your beautiful clit, baby.” His voice is deep when he speaks, sparking an immediate response from me. I don’t take my eyes from him. Starting from my neck, I move my hand slowly down the column and trail it down to my chest. He starts mimicking my every move, when my hands move down and across my stomach, dipping down along my belly button, his hand follows along his own stomach. I circle the tip of my finger just above my clit, on my pubic bone, then travel a little lower to zero in on my hard clit. When my finger connects with my bundle of nerves, the wetness from my arousal and the cold chill in the air intensifies the sensation, moaning my appreciation proudly. My back arches while my other hand grasps the sheet next to me. Slowly running circles over my core, my eyes find his again and the sight in front of me has my orgasm building quicker. He’s standing above me, the light from the falling sun haloing him, making him look like an angel—my angel. His has one arm to the side of him and his other gliding along his thick, erect cock. It looks smooth and warm; I want him inside me now. 

“Oh my God, Trey!” I moan louder, feeling the tingling at the base of my spine.

“You are so beautiful, baby, come to the sight of me. I’m hard for you, I want to be deep inside you, Shayla.” His words sound like a threatening promise, one I want, and it’s my undoing. I let go. My body goes rigid and heat spreads from the top of my head all the way down to my toes in a rushed wave. I don’t know when or how fast, but when I open my eyes he’s perched on his knees and leaning above me. Grabbing one leg he throws it over his shoulder, then he holds onto my thigh. With his other hand he grabs onto his hard cock and slowly guides it into my pussy, filling and stretching me. 

When I’m completely filled he pulls out and slams into me again. His arm grabbing the wooden headboard for stability. 

“Tell me you love me?” I ask, needing to hear the words while he makes me whole again. 

“I.” Thrust. “Love.” Thrust. “You.” Thrust. He’s jacking up into me with a newfound purpose, and I’m enjoying every minute of it. 

“Oh. Uh! Trey, I love you, too!” Our eyes are focused on one another, being connected not only by body, but also by soul. Sex with him is not sex, whether it be mad, passionate, mournful, or filled with apologies, our sex is always making love. 

“One day, I’m going to fill you with my cum and plant my seed. You’re going to have my children, we are going to create a beautiful fucking life together, baby.” His thrusts are becoming quicker and harder and my pussy is getting tighter. I want that with him one day, I want to create a life together. 

“I can feel you squeezing my cock, baby, don’t hold back, let yourself go,” he reassures, and I do just that. 

I moan his name followed with a sweet ‘I love you’ and before my orgasm subsides he fills me to the hilt, coming hot and hard inside me.

“Fuck. You’ll be the death of me, woman!” he says, rolling over and falling beside me. Smiling, I turn on my side and place my head on his chest, adjusting my leg over his hips. His long, muscular, and tan leg contrasts with my petite one. Showing the perfect picture of a man and his little woman. I love how he makes me feel feminine and safe, that alone makes up a huge part of my attraction to him. Nestling my chin against his chest, I smile. 

“What better way to go than sex?” I tease, half-truth, half-joke.

“If I could I’d have you for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. I’ve always enjoyed sex, because I’m a guy, but with you I am obsessed with it.” I cringe a little; a sting of jealousy hits me when he brings up sex before me. I push aside the thoughts of his life before me, since we just made up and I don’t want to think or talk about other girls with Trey. 

“You fiend,” I say, poking his tattoo. 

“Shay, I’m serious. I have to fight the urge to go jerk it during the day. I start thinking about you and bam! Fucking hard-on.” He snaps his fingers in the air.

“I don’t think you have it in you to please me that much anyway, so I guess it’s okay that we don’t have that much sex.” I joke with the best sarcastic voice I can, my hand is aimlessly roaming over his six-pack. Whenever he comes, the veins around the V shape of his pelvis bulge like lightning bolts. I trace the outline of the pelvic veins and see his cock stir back to life. 

Oh my God, again? 

“Challenge accepted.” Holy shit, I’m still sore, but I guess that’s what I get for being a tease. Oh well, I’ll take the punishment willingly.

Coming down from our sex-induced high, Trey finally speaks. “I called Pops on the way here.”

“And?” I urge him forward. My hand running tiny circles over his tattoo while his hand roams aimlessly over my thigh, propped across his hips.

“Oh, Shayla, I pissed him off something good.” 

I laugh at his choice of words. Pops isn’t afraid to put Trey in his place, that’s for sure. “What did he say?” 

He turns into me, taking his hand from my leg and touches me above my heart, his hand lingering and drawing little lines and shapes. It stills my beating heart, I swear I feel the electric current shooting through me and bringing a closer connection. 

“He told me I need to stop spending my time chasing you, but more so following you. He said chasing is for cowards, following is for true men. I need to stop pushing you and start following you. He also said if I don’t marry you, or if I lose you, he’ll never accept or be proud of any other girl I bring home. He knows you’re it for me. If I lost you, I wouldn’t pursue another woman, ever.” Wow, I didn’t know he thought that highly of me. I feel a small victory at the knowledge. I love Pops.

And marriage? This seems soon, almost a little foreign to think about.

“Does that scare you—marriage?” I ask, knowing he’s come such a long way, but there’s no way Trey can be ready for that type of commitment, we are just now solving some of his deepest issues. Don’t start the race before the gun even fires. 

“Before you, yes, I was terrified of marriage. Then I got the chance to love you and you changed that for me.” I don’t want to take all the credit for how much Trey has changed drastically in the past couple of weeks. Loving me and learning to accept my love—is something we have conquered together. I don’t believe love has a timeline, love is wild, unpredictable, you can’t tame it or tell it when it should happen. You have to let the heart lead you and then grab onto the reins for the bumpy, shocking, thrilling, and beautiful damn ride it takes you on. Weeks or months, I don’t care, I would marry Trey today if he asked. I’m head over heels for this man, I swear. Only he could make me question my mental stability and then have me ready to marry him within twenty-four hours. Like I said, love shows no mercy.

“You don’t think it’s crazy to be talking about this, this soon?” Itching to know what he’s feeling…is he reciprocating the same feelings I am?

“If I hadn’t known you almost my entire life, then once again, yes. But, Shayla, we’ve been a team for so long I couldn’t imagine a future where you and I aren’t together.” I’m seriously the luckiest woman in the world to be adored by a man so amazing. It feels like the sky is falling around me and the clouds are pooling at my feet. I lift upward and kiss his lips gently in reward for that extremely swoon worthy comment. 

“Pops loves you a lot, Shay, he told me that his heart feels complete now that he sees me happy and in love. He said this has been his life’s mission, to watch me forgive my mom and open my heart to love.” His eyes are glazed with tears, his past is not his future, he gets that now. I’m his future, and I will spend every day loving him, never leaving him, I mean I haven’t yet, so why would I ever?

“My dad’s right, isn’t he? That crazy old man is right,” he says, shaking his head repeatedly, blown away by everything he just said. His father is his best friend; I’ve witnessed their relationship for years. No father and son could have a stronger bond if they tried. It’s strong and unique…it’s unbreakable. 

“Yep, he is, and I will spend the rest of my life promising to show you both that I’m madly, deeply, completely, and hopelessly in love with you, Trey. No other man or force on this earth can take us away from each other.”

“Promise me you’ll always remember that?” he begs, his blue eyes holding me hostage until I answer. Our lips are an inch apart.

“I promise.”

“Damn it, baby!” he shouts.

“What?” I ask, laughing.

“Why do you make me this fucking happy? I love you,” he replies, causing us both to laugh together. The laughter starts to die down and he searches my eyes. Trey is back, we’re back. I have made up my mind about calling off the deal and I pray Lana will agree, and I think I know her enough to know she will. Between the lovemaking and all the sweet confessions, Trey was able to distract my mind from the new information about Evan. I almost start to think about it again, but my phone buzzes on the nightstand, breaking up that chance. I reach to check it. Seeing my dad’s name, I hurry and answer. 

“Hey, Daddy.” I look up at Trey, his eyes are closed and there’s a hint of a smile on his face. His fingertips are grazing up and down my back, causing the hair on my neck to stand up—it’s soothing.

“This isn’t Dad, it’s King Kong.” I chuckle at my brother’s greeting.

“How are you on Dad’s cell?” 

“Lana and I drove Trey up here. We’re all inside the house, starving. Am I on speaker?” I bite my lip in hesitation, knowing Kings is going to say some sort of over-the-top Kingstonism. Knowing he won’t let it be, I surrender without a fight. Pulling the phone away, I click the speaker icon. 

“Now you are.” 

“Hey, fuckhead, get your hands off my saint of a sister and come with us so we can eat. We’re hungry and you guys are keeping up the lunch line with all your immoral sex,” he jokes through the phone. 

I blush, covering my face with my hand and digging it into Trey’s side. I know my dad’s in the room when I hear a slap followed by ‘really, son?’ Dang it, I was so caught up in Trey that I forgot we were at my dad’s place. I’m fine with him knowing I’m with Trey, but he doesn’t need to know we’re having sex.

“Hey, Kings, am I on speaker?” Trey asks him, amusement in his voice. My head flies up to look at Trey, my face pales; I can feel the blood draining from it.

Oh no.
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“NO, WHY?” HE REPLIES. 

No, don’t you do it, Trey. 

“Don’t be jealous that my dick gets more than yours.” 

“Trey Adams!” I punch him lightly in the side and follow with a slap to his chest. Did he really need to say that? I swear, why are all the men in my life total barbaric cavemen? Dropping the phone on his chest, I slide out of bed. I walk to the bathroom and start putting my clothes on. I’ll leave those two five year olds to their banter; I’ve had enough embarrassment for one night. 

I’m completely dressed and fixing my hair and makeup when Trey finally joins me, he’s still naked. Totally confident and unashamed of his body, he has no reason to be, I guess. I smirk at him in the mirror and he returns it before leaning over the sink and splashing his face with water. We stay in comfortable silence while we get ready for dinner. Soon after we head to my car and take off toward the restaurant to meet the rest of our group.
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Trey

 

I’M ENJOYING THIS NIGHT with my girl, surrounded by friends is a breath of fresh air, because with all this shit going on, Lord knows we need a time-out. Knowing every time I look over at her dad, that time-out won’t last long.

“You know, Daddy, Trey and I were just talking about that the other day.” I’m pulled from my personal thoughts when I hear my name coming from some sexy lips. 

“I bet you were,” Tom answers sarcastically. I was about to ask them what they were talking about but the annoyance in her dad’s voice tells me I was right. Halftime is over, time for the final fight.

“Dad? What’s the matter?” Shayla asks, voicing the same damn question I have. Her hand is running up and down my thigh in a slow motion. I put my free hand over it to stop her fidgeting. Leaving my other arm that’s wrapped around her shoulder in place. 

“I don’t really like that your boyfriend over there decided it was okay to have sex with my daughter under my roof,” he retorts, and I feel her body stiffen. Her hand that’s under mine tightens and squeezes my thigh. He really thinks we should bring this up at dinner? Couldn’t he wait until we were in the privacy of our home and not a public place?

“Dad—” Shay starts to speak, but I cut her off, deciding I’m the man in this situation and I’m the one who slept with his daughter under his roof, so I’m taking the heat for this. Besides, my girl isn’t going to take the fall for a private moment between us that should never be made out to be bad or dirty.

“Why is that a problem, Tom?” Her dad looks at me quizzically, as if he thought I would just sit back like some punk kid who fucked the girl and left her pregnant and alone. Shay is twenty-one years old; if she wants to have sex, she can have sex. Especially with me. 

“Trey,” Shayla hisses, warning me to pipe down. 

Not a fat fucking chance.

“No, baby. Our sex life isn’t his concern,” I say, putting my hand up between us, motioning her to stop and let me handle this. She takes a deep breath, looks down at her lap, and slinks back in the booth seat. 

“Shay and I are adults, with grown ass feelings. I’m sorry that you took it to be disrespectful, but don’t make my woman feel ashamed or guilty about that sacred thing we share. And once again, no disrespect, but don’t tell me or even try to warn me to keep myself from being intimate with my girl. Because you will lose that battle, Tom. I love her and for some reason she loves me. She’s fucking stuck with me and part of that means I’m going to cherish her in all things, including sex. So buck up, Tom, she’s a kept woman.” I’m not going to lie, I’m fucking terrified, but I don’t dare show that to him, I can’t look weak, he will sense it and attack it. 

I don’t break eye contact from him, and I can feel Shayla shaking, her dad’s approval of me means the world to her. She’s been a daddy’s girl since I’ve known her, and the last thing she wants or needs is him thinking any less of her or I for having sex. His face is stone-cold, and I can’t tell if he’s going to flip this table or ignore me and never bring this topic up again. Looking at Shay for a split-second, I see a little tear slide down her cheek. 

“I second that shit,” Kings says from the other side of the table. Shit, I almost forgot he and Lana were here. Thanking God that he is, he can bring some comic relief, but the joke still doesn’t reach my girl. No smile, no giggle, just a sad frown and a lone tear. I make eye contact with her dad again; I’m not going to back down until he tells Shay what she needs to hear. 

“Fuck,” he says, breaking eye contact first. Reaching across the table, he lifts Shay’s chin, giving me a second to look around the restaurant. I’m glad we haven’t caught anyone’s attention. It’s a sports bar, so between the noise from loud bar goers and the copious amounts of TVs that are on, you can’t hear much unless you are sitting at the same table. 

“Any man that’s willing to put me in my place to stick up for you and take the fall may be pretty good for you in my book, princess. But, don’t think I’m okay with…you know, the sex thing, you’re my little girl and that you will always be,” he tells her, wiping away another tear. She smiles, making the hold on my heart release. I fucking hate it when she cries. 

“Thank you, Dad! I’m sorry that you felt disrespected, we will be more respectful next time.” 

Tom looks up and glances at me and then Kingston. “You better fucking love her, because if you even think of breaking her heart, Kingston and I will not hesitate to hurt you.” 

“I hope you would,” I say, taking a sip of my beer. For the first time tonight, he smiles at me. 

“Okay, I don’t have to work tomorrow, Lana is driving, and we’ve been filled with fucking nonstop drama. So I’m going to get fucking wasted tonight. Who’s with me?” Kingston says, lifting his beer in the air. Everyone laughs and we lift our drinks in the air, he and I both downing our beers. 
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“LUCKY I DIDN’T DRINK too much to have a bad hangover,” I state, laying my back against the weight bench. 

“Yeah, well, I did. So I’m not in the best state to lift, so I’ll spot your ass today.” 

We drove back early this morning, once we were sober. Kings and I played hooky from the studio. I spent the day running errands and getting things done that I’ve let go the past couple of weeks. 

Now Kings and I are at the gym, hitting weights, before I plan to surprise Shay with a romantic dinner. With all the recent dramatic dilemmas in our relationship, I want to have her to myself with no shit interrupting us. 

“Where you taking my sister tonight? Better be a fucking steak dinner, she deserves it, damn it.” I about drop the bar on my head when he lashes out at me. 

“Something like that, now pick the bar up, dick, you threw me off my game.” 

“Oh, poor you. No really, where you going tonight, bro?” he asks, putting the bar in its place.

“I’m taking her down to the new steakhouse on sixth, they’re a bitch to get into but they had a canceled reservation so I took that shit.” I down half my water bottle, we’ve been here an hour already and I’m sweating like crazy.

“Dang, man, look at you being fancy and shit. So you’re surprising her?” I nod. “I’ll have to pick some flowers up or something for L then. She sees you being all romantic with Shay, it’ll make her all mushy and shit and she’ll be ‘awwing’ all over the place. So I’ll swoop in with flowers and maybe then she’ll fucking let me have her.” 

“What, she’s still not willing to do the relationship thing?” I ask. Standing up, we make our way to the locker room. 

“No, and even worse, dude, she hasn’t let me touch her since Park City. I’m fucking jerking it daily. I miss her,” he says, furrowing his brows and looking at his phone, a failed attempt to hide his frown. Kingston is all jokes and shit, but Lana’s the only one who’s been able to elicit any true deep emotions from the big goon. My heart hurts for him; I couldn’t imagine having Shay physically and her cutting me out emotionally, never fully giving herself to me. Talk about a knife to the fucking heart. 

“Maybe just give her some time, some space. Play hard to get.” I pat his shoulder, watching the corners of his lips curve into an annoyed grin.

“I tried that, but, dude, I can’t. And as much as I want to, I’d rather only have a tiny part of her than nothing at all.” So damn true.

We pack up our bags and head to Kingston’s car. I don’t respond to that, I don’t feel I need to, that was some deep shit.

“I need to call L, have her get Shayla ready somehow without her knowing my plans.” We slide into Kings’s BMW and I dial Lana’s number. I put it on speaker and wait for her to answer.

“Hey, T!” Her voice comes through the phone, and I notice Kingston’s hand flex on the steering wheel and a smile splay across his face. Lovesick motherfucker. 

“Hey, Lana, what’re you up to?” I ask as we roll up to the red light just before the freeway. 

“Just sitting here watching a movie. You?” she asks suspiciously. I rarely call her so she knows I need something. 

“Let me guess, Marilyn Monroe or something of that sort?”

“You caught me. What’s a single girl to do on a Friday night?” she huffs out on a long breath. Just her mention of being single pisses Kingston off. His knuckles turn white from the harsh grip on his steering wheel, peeling off and onto the freeway, hitting seventy in no time. I let it be and continue.

“You could take our boy Kings on a date.” I hope to amuse her but only get a sigh followed with a change of subject.

“Spill it. What do you want?” 

“Can you tell a small lie for me?”

“I’ll bite. Who to?”

“I want to take Shayla out to dinner tonight, as a surprise. So can you just convince her you guys are gonna have some kind of girls’ night out thing and get her ready?” I ask, watching the passing city out the side window. 

“What time? She isn’t home from work yet.”

“What, she should be home,” I tell her, a little confused. It’s rolling up on seven and the boutique closes at six. She shouldn’t be there this late.

“You’re right, wow the time got away with me. I can call her phone. She might be merchandising the store or going for a drive to help clear head. I don’t know, something like that.” Her words confuse me further.

“Why would she need to clear her head? Is everything okay?” I ask, looking over at Kingston, my mind not really functioning, I’m not sure what is going on. 

“We told Evan today that we are no longer going through with the deal. Since she left the other day, like a bat out of hell, we didn’t sign the binding contract, so we backed out. By the way, thank you for telling Shay, we both don’t want to work for such a scumbag, I mean I don’t want dirty money on our boutique.” I thought I told her she didn’t have to do that, damn it. I didn’t want her to know for this purpose. 

“Damn, so she’s pretty mad at me then?” 

“No! She isn’t—I’m not either. Shit, we are thankful. I mean when she told me what he said I thought he was crazy, but then when we told him we weren’t doing the deal, he proved to be more psycho than we thought,” she says, chuckling, and I feel panic start to simmer in my stomach. 

“What the fuck did he say?” She takes a deep breath and releases it, the loud noise coming through the speakers. 

“Well, first he kind of just sat there, staring at his fist. He…I don’t know how to explain it, but had them entwined with each other and he started to clench them until they turned white. His eyes never left the table, it was fucking weird.” I want to tell her to skip through the details, but I don’t want to piss Kings off and I can’t really formulate a sentence. 

“And?” I push her to continue. 

“Then all the sudden he snapped. He started screaming and it wasn’t at us—which is weird since we are both in the deal—but he screamed at Shayla. Said all kinds of stuff about her being a tease and how he won’t let her reject him and she’ll regret it. It was some scary shit, Trey. She was shaken up all day. She said she was gonna tell you when she got home. So I wouldn’t be shocked if she just went for a drive or something.” The image of that piece of shit yelling at Shayla comes to my mind and then fear settles in, causing me to feel numb. Everything in me goes numb, my vision gets blurry and my hands start to shake. 

I swear I can feel it in me, something isn’t fucking right. Shayla wouldn’t go for a drive without telling me unless she was mad at me. This morning we had a perfect start, we made love early with the rising sun and then I helped her get ready for work, spoiling her with my attention. There is no way she’s mad and no way would she go for a drive to clear her head, she would come talk to me. I would be the person she would use to clear her head. 

I curse, ending the call, not even explaining; I am in full fledge protector mode. I look at Kings and see the same idea going through his brain. His eyes are dilated and wide. 

“We need to get to her now, she should have been home already. Fuck!” I yell, banging my fist down on the console, causing the loudest sound to echo through the car. I lean back and my legs start twitching, I can’t sit still. I know my woman’s in trouble, I can feel it down in my bones, and I swear if he touches one hair on her head I will fucking crush him. I glance eagerly at the speedometer, seeing it accelerate, but it still isn’t fast enough. Every minute I’m not there with her is another minute he has her alone. 

“I’m going to kill him if he is there—if he’s trying to hurt her—I’ll kill him.” I run my hands through my hair, leaning forward and putting my elbows on my knees. Trying to focus on the little details of my black shorts, hoping it will fucking bring some relief. It doesn’t work. I lean back and bite at my lip nervously. Fucking get there already.

“I’m right there with you, Trey.”

Finally, after what felt like hours but was only seven minutes, we pull into the parking lot and Kings comes to a screeching halt by the back door, not even bothering to park correctly. Jumping out, I hear Shayla scream ‘stop’ and my heart rate spikes, my feet pounding against the ground fast and hard with each step. I still feel like I’m not moving fast enough. 

Nothing could prepare me for what I see when I find them. Opening the door, I see Shay on the ground and Evan on top of her. His hands are around her throat, trying to stop her struggling. I pounce, attacking him with all my strength.

“You piece of shit!” I grab him by the back of his suit collar and wrench him off of her; he falls flat on his back with a loud thud. I don’t waste any time. I straddle his stomach and start delivering blow after blow to his face. 

“I told you to stay away from her…you didn’t fucking listen!” My rage is unstoppable, the force of my blows are bone-breaking. Seeing his hands around her delicate neck caused me to see red. I’m gone, completely black.

“Trey!” I hear Kingston yell. “Fuck, I called the cops!” I ignore him; he can take a few more blows. 

“Trey, baby, please stop.” 

My fist hovers midair. I heard her voice; it’s hoarse and scratchy from the force of his hands around her small neck. I look down at him, ready to renew my anger with a fresh set of blows, but I see he’s not capable of fighting back. He’s groaning and letting out soft cries of pain. 

“Come back to me, baby. I need you.” I turn to her and hear the sirens outside getting closer. Standing up, I run to her and take her in my arms, cradling her head to my chest, her spot. 

“Keep an eye on that piece of shit and make sure he doesn’t move.”

“Don’t have to tell me twice. You, fucker, are lucky the cops are showing up. That’s my baby sister over there, and I don’t take too kindly to pigs like you hurting her,” Kingston says, standing over Evan. He spits on him, then kicks him in the side.

“Fuck you! She wanted it! You little prick tease!” Evan yells, lifting his head and looking over at Shay and me. Kingston kicks him again; he chokes out a mangled cough and rolls into a ball on his side. He looks like the weak coward he is. Kingston continues to kick him anywhere he can, repeatedly, the sound echoing through the store. 

Through rage and gritted teeth, he lashes out. “I think Trey may have already told you this, but if you’re going to act like a big boy you better be prepared to fight like a fucking man.” Just as Kingston says this, the police come hustling through the back door. 

We spend nearly an hour answering questions about the attack, every word she says has me boiling, my urge to attack heightening. I still want to crush him. 

I help her into Kingston’s car and then we drive her to the hospital; I want them to make sure she’s okay. Her neck is bruised where his hands were wrapped tightly around her. The image makes bile rise in my throat and I have to chase it down. 

Once we get to the hospital, Shayla and I walk inside slowly, hand in hand. I help her take a seat, holding both her hands as she slowly lowers into her chair. Her legs and hands are still shaking, my poor girl. God, I should have been there to protect her. 

“Trey!” I hear a panicked voice call from behind me. I’m almost certain I’m dreaming when it sounds like Kathy, my stepmom. 

Turning my head slightly, my hands still holding Shayla’s, I come face to face with Kathy. Her eyes are red and puffed up from crying. Her hair is a disheveled mess and she looks petrified, like she’s seen a ghost. 

“What the fuck is going on? Where’s Dad? Why are you here? Are you okay?” I ask her a stampede of questions; I mean really, what are the odds she’s here. Did Kings tell Lana and Lana told everyone else? News travels fast in our tight-knit group. I search the room looking for my dad, expecting him to be here or walk around the corner.

“Trey, I’ve been calling your phone for the past hour, but you didn’t answer,” she says solemnly. 

“I know, Shay was attacked, and I left my phone in Kingston’s car. We came in to get her checked, isn’t that why you’re here? Where’s Dad? I want to tell him the full story.” 

She looks down, causing the tears that were wavering in her eyes to come falling down. She’s playing with her wedding ring before she brings her hands to lay them over her heart.

Lifting her head again, she sobs. “Trey…your father was in an accident, he’s in a coma.” 

Just like that, those eleven simple words hold me captive. Simple words that can change my world in an instant. 

“Is he okay?” 

“I don’t know, Trey. They haven’t said anything.”

Looking past Kathy to the doors that lead to my dad, I break. 

“Dad?”

 

To be continued...

 

 

Don’t worry, I didn’t want to leave you on a cliffhanger—too much.

Here is the prologue to book two in the Always and Forever Series—Always Us.




Prologue

Trey

 

“WHERE IS HE, KATHY?” I ask frantically, my chest heaving from the sheer panic. I feel like this is a dream, that I will wake up and be free from the pain gripping my chest.

“They had him in surgery, his lung was punctured.  I’m scared, Trey.” Kathy says reaching for me in attempt to seek comfort. I wrap my arms around her, trying to stay calm, trying to imagine that this night and all this shit happening, is going to turn right back around. My dad has to make it through this. Kathy sobs into my chest, her fist gripping my shirt, smearing her make up all over the stark white color. I don’t care about that, though; I need to see my dad. 

While I’m holding Kathy I try to find something to keep me together, someone to hold me when I feel like I’m about to fall over. I feel Shayla’s arms wrap around me from behind, her head lays on my back and I hear her faint whisper. “Trey, I’m so sorry.” 

Two of the most important women in my life are clinging to me for solace, while I’m spinning out of control losing my own footing. It’s crazy how you can be surrounded by all these people that love you and yet still feel so alone…so afraid.

“How long was he in surgery? Was the coma induced or did his body send him into one, itself?” I ask my voice eerily quiet and distant. 

“They pulled him out of surgery a few minutes ago. They said he is in a coma all on his own. I don’t know, I don’t have a ton of answers yet.” She responds stepping back from me, wiping the streaks of running mascara from under her eyes. Shayla moves from behind me to stand at my side. She fits her hand in mine, her thumb running soothing circles on my hand. As much as her presence is attempting to hold me to the ground, I still feel like I’m floating out of my body. 

“Where’s the fucking doctor!” I yell, losing my cool. Why the fuck is no one able to tell me what I want to hear. I need to know my dad is going to walk out of this fucking hospital with me. I’m not leaving here without him, damn it! 

“Trey, baby, calm down.” Shayla says putting her hand on my chest, when she comes to stand in between Kathy and I. 

“No, that’s my fucking dad in there, Shay. If something happens to him,” I stop; not able to finish where my thoughts were going. I haven’t looked at her since Kathy came up to me, when my eyes look down at her green ones, I break. Her sympathetic look causes me to break, letting my emotions lay bare in front of everyone in this waiting room.  

“I know baby, I’m sorry.” She opens her arms and I dip my head into the crook of her neck where it meets her shoulder. I let myself cry and cry unashamed. I do this for the next ten minutes, surrounded by my girl, friends, and family.

“Are you the wife of Charles Adams?” The voice above me causes me to lift my head up from where it was resting in my hands. Standing abruptly when I see it’s the Doctor speaking to Kathy. I meet him at her side, Shayla and Kings moving swiftly to stand behind us.  

“Yes, I’m his wife, this is our son, is he okay?” Kathy ask, her eyes glued to the Doctor. The doctor shakes his head side to side.

“For now he’s stable, but we need to keep a close eye on him. There was damage to his heart as well, causing significant swelling. He is in the recovery room if you would like to see him.” I nod my head frantically and follow him back, Kathy and Shayla close behind me. Halfway to his room I stop and turn, seeing Shay a few feet behind me. I realized I forgot about her injuries and she cant walk too fast. I can’t walk into that room without my girl. She’s the fucking glue keeping me from shattering into a million fucking pieces. Kathy nods at me as she passes and I hold out my hand for Shayla. 

“I need you by my side, baby.” I tell her, because it’s the truth. Her eyes tell me how much she’s sad and scared by this too. Her tiny hand collides with mine and I wrap my hand tightly around it. Taking a huge breath I release it quickly. “Fuck, here we go.”

The sound of steady beeping and air compression fills the room, the light is off except for the tiny lamp that sits above my dad’s bed. When I see him for the first time, a wave of new emotions take over, when I thought I could handle it. I’m reminded that my dad isn’t ok, not even close. Kathy is on one side crying while she holds his hand, so I take residence on the other side. Placing his hand in mine, my jaw ticks and tightens holding back the tears as best as I can.  His hand is cold and feels almost weightless, the machines around him all lit up. 

“Pops, it’s me, Trey. God, dad.” I hear my voice and it sounds foreign, like its coming from someone else. I bring his hand to my lips and kiss it. “Dad, please. Get strong, come back.” 

I never in a million years would have believed I would be here. Here in a moment where my dad would be fighting for his life and I would be on the sidelines, helpless and afraid. When you love someone and you know they are fighting a battle, you can’t help but hate that you can’t save them. I cant save my dad. All I can do is pray that he can hear me and that he will fight like hell to come back to me. 

“Dad, I need you here, I still need to learn from you, to be taught what I still need to know.” I tell him laying my head on his shoulder. My arm is stretched across his stomach where I feel Kathy grab a hold of my hand. Shayla is standing behind me, her small hand is doing its best to bring me comfort. Her silent ‘I’m sorry’s’ fill the thick air in the room. I’m still upset about what happened to her tonight and I know that she needs to see the Doctor. The bruises on her neck are becoming more prominent. I untangle myself from my dad for a moment and turn to face Shay. I open my legs and pull her to fit in the spot between. Reaching my hands up I move her hair and lightly run my hand over the marks that fucker left behind. It renews my anger, but I stay silent and take second to remember where we are and all this shit going on around us. 

Her soft fingers come up and mock the same thing I’m doing to her, she begins to touch and caress my upper body. It’s like we are both checking to see if this is all a dream, if I’m real or if she’s real. When we know this is reality she lets a tear fall. I see it in her eyes that this isn’t just about what happened to her, but she is just as scared and torn up about pops, as I am. 

“I’m sorry, Trey.” She tells me leaning over slightly to kiss my forehead. I squeeze my eyes shut and grab her hips, grasping them tightly, I pause.

“Thank you for being here, thank you for being my always. I don’t know what I would do if you weren’t here.” I tell her nestling my head into her stomach. 

“I will always be here. It’s always going to be me and you. I’ll never leave you or let you fall alone.” She says running the tips of her nails through my hair. That has got to be the only good thing that’s happened to us tonight. Her telling me this; made me forget for a split second that I could possibly lose my dad. I open my mouth to respond when the sweet nurse enters the room, she makes eye contact with me, and in them I see sorrow. She probably sees things like this all the time, yet she feels sympathy for me. 

“Hello, I’m sorry to bother you, but the doctor needs to see you now Ma’am.” Her formal greeting to Shayla, has my heart rate spiking. I don’t want her to leave my side, I want her here with me and at the same time I have the natural instinct to want to follow her and make sure my woman is ok. I don’t want her in there alone. 

“Okay, thank you. I’ll be right out.” Her head turns back to me and she gives me a tiny smile that doesn’t reach her eyes, I mean how could it when all this chaos is happening around us. She leans down and places a soft kiss on my lips.

“I’ll take Kingston with me. I won’t be alone.”

I didn’t say anything to her, but she read my mind. I watch her turn to leave and continue to watch her until she’s no longer in my line of vision. Turning back I glance at Kathy, her head is  now laying on the bed next to his, she must have moved her chair higher up while I was talking to Shay. I can’t imagine what she’s going through. Fuck, I thought Shayla laying in the hospital bed in Park City was a scary thing, but if this was the circumstance and I had to watch the woman I love lay in this bed, helpless, I wouldn’t even be able to stay still. 

“Do you know what happened? Did the police tell you anything?” I ask, my eyes not leaving my father’s face.

“Yeah, they said he must have fallen asleep at the wheel because he swerved into oncoming traffic and flew off the side of the highway when another car clipped him. The car…” She stops and I hear the emotion grow thick in her voice. I reach over grabbing her hand. 

“You don’t have to tell me until you’re ready.” I reassure her, but maybe I’m doing it for me too, maybe I’m not ready to hear what happened in that car, either. 

She doesn’t even respond, she just goes back to resting her head on his shoulder.

“Pops?” I whisper, my hand clasped tightly around my dad’s, where my chin is resting. I have this notion in me that I need to say what I’m feeling, tell him all the things I feel he should know, like I will never get the chance again. I really fucking hope that isn’t the case. 

“Pops, if you can hear me, I need to tell you something. I need you to know what I need you here for.” I swallow past the hard lump in my throat. 

“You know how you told me to marry my girl. Well dad, I want to, not really want actually, it’s more like a burning need deep within me. Like, I can’t live without having her as my wife. Her being my wife is a need, an everyday thing that I have to have, it’s like breathing. If I didn’t have it, I would suffocate.” I take a deep breath, closing my eyes I form a clear picture of Shayla in my head. She’s so fucking beautiful it’s almost hard to believe that God created a woman so perfect and he was foolish enough to give her to me. 

“I bought her a ring, but you see, I need you there dad, I need you to tell me how to love her the right way, because I feel my way isn’t good enough. I know you tell me it is, but I want to be deserving enough to have her. I can’t picture a wedding without you dad. I was going to ask her tonight.” God, it’s been the most insane ride with her these past thirteen years, but I wouldn’t change all the ups and downs we faced together. “Don’t you want to be there dad, when I marry her? Then one day, if I’m lucky, she will give me beautiful children, fucking perfect children that are just like her. Wise, sweet, kind, humbled, fucking works of art and all of them will be mine to protect, my heart will be completely full. Except for the part where you might not be there. Damn it dad I’m sorry for all the things I’ve done that you may have not been proud of. You’ve been my best friend since the day I could build memories, we’ve been through hell and back. I love you, pops. If this is the last moment I get to tell you things, this is my promise to you.” I pause my rambling, momentarily to squeeze his hand using my other one to wipe the tears from my face. I know I’m rambling, but it feels like time is sitting on my fucking shoulders and the alarm is approaching, telling me to hurry. The feeling feels abnormal, very dooming—out of this world. 

“I promise to always be the best version of me. I’ll never stop trying to be the perfect man for Shayla. I promise to tell my sons about you and show my daughter all the ways you could have loved her like a grandpa. I’ll wake Shayla up every morning and tell her first thing, that I love her, just like you did with Kathy.” I hear Kathy quietly sniffling and when our eyes meet her lips tremble with a small smile. My dad can wake from this nightmare, so what I am saying may be pointless, but something inside tells me it won’t.  

“Dad, i’ll take care of mom, Kathy will never go a day without me. But most of all, you will live in my memory, every damn day and I’ll honor you in all things I set to do. I love you so much, Dad.” Standing up I lean and place my lips to his forehead. I keep them there and squeeze my eyes shut, a tear landing on him. I hold his hand tightly, giving him all the strength that I possibly can. 

The monitor next to us makes a new sound that I haven’t heard since I walked in here. I stand straight and look at Kathy. She lets out a loud cry as the doctors come running in.

“Sir, Ma’am, he is going into cardiac arrest, we need you to wait in the lobby.” My heart stops, literally stops beating.  My feet stumble over each other and the room goes silent. Im being pushed and rushed out, but I don’t feel anyone touching me, don’t hear the sound of voices or machines. The people around me a blur of commotion. Making our way down the long narrow hall, filled with nurses and patient rooms, the heavy florescent lights above me pass quickly. Just like a scene out of a movie.
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WITHIN THIRTY MINUTES, SIX little words changed me forever, left me broken and a piece of my heart that will never heal. 

“I’m sorry, we couldn’t save him.” Those six words, that this Doctor probably says ten times a day to people like me.  A mantra well-rehearsed, but an effect that you can never prepare for.  Six words that told me I lost my father forever. 

“You didn’t try hard enough! Go try again! He’s still in there damn it!” I yell grabbing a chair and throwing it, the scene catching the attention from everyone in the waiting room. My rage even terrifying me, coming from deep within my soul. 

“Sir, please calm down, we tried to resuscitate many times, I’m sorry.” The Doctor says with only slight emotion. 

“Many times! That’s my fucking father, I don’t give a shit about your many times, try it again!” A few security guards come through the door. The Doctor holds up his hand warning them to stay put. That’s what I thought. “Sir, Im very sorry for your loss, but we couldn’t revive him.” My chest is rising and falling at a rapid rate, I can hear Kathy behind me crying. I turn and pull her in my arms, ignoring the Doctor. 

“We can try again okay, let me talk to them.” I whisper in Kathy’s ear, it’s not too quiet to where the Doctor can hear me. He shakes his head and adjust his glasses.

“Sir, we don’t want to have to ask you to leave, but we will if you don’t calm down. I wish we could have saved him, but his heart wasn’t strong enough.” I turn back to him, about to give him the worst verbal beat down, when I hear Shayla’s soft voice. 

“Trey?” I look past the Doctor and see her standing with her hands nervously picking at each other. I lose it, I fucking lose all that I have left in me.

“Baby!” I say falling to my knees. The pain of them hitting the ground minuscule to the pain rip roaring through me. The universe could suck me into a black hole and it still wouldn’t be as dark and alone as I feel. 

She rushes to me and engulfs me in her small but strong arms. I sob harder than any man ever has, letting go of the fight, letting go of everything I’m holding onto. The Doctor’s right, as much as it pains me, they are fucking right. 

“Trey…” Her soft sobs match mine, weak and helpless we stay in this moment. I feel alone. She cries above me, her tears rushing down her cheeks and crashing on my arms.

“He’s gone. My dad is fucking gone.” I become numb after I say those words, acceptance being the root of all evil. Never will I be the same, today a part of my heart died in that room. A part of my soul left this earth. 

“Trey…baby…I’m sorry. I wish I could make this better. But all I can say is he will always be here, in your heart.” She says on another cry. I’m not sure if she is trying to convince me of this or herself.

Either way, I wish she could too. I wish that I could find hope in her words, but right now, all hope is lost and I’m numb inside. 


[image: ]

Bear with me, there is a lot of people who pushed me to do this. It takes a village.

 

Todd — TJB. 

Thank you. Forever and Always with you is the only place I want to be. I live this life beautifully and boldly, because of you. I will never be able to thank you enough for supporting me during this book, when you stood to lose so much. I can’t believe I had to wait twenty-two years before I got to have you in my life, it seems like another life before you and trust me I love this one so much better. Thank you for being my strong, loving, sensitive, putting up with my crazy ass, giver of the best foot rubs, husband. I love you, ALWAYS.

 

Lashelle — TEESCHELL. LATRELL. LATWASHA. YOU KNOW.

Wow. What a ride, huh? Two years ago, we sat in an airport and I said, “Hey I’m gonna write another book—how do you feel about these names?” Most would have rolled their eyes (some did) and surprisingly you said, “Ok, but thats not my favorite name.” Then after a few minutes of authoring veto and debate, Kingston, Trey, Lana, and Shayla were born. 

For countless nights you have answered every call. You talked me away from the ledge when I thought my work was shit and knocked me off my high horse when I thought my work was the shit. You made me realize my characters stories, live deep down in me and they are too beautiful, not to share. You’ve been my ride or die, my soul mate sister, my mother-f*%^&in swole mate. 

Shay was so dear to me and when I wrote her and Lana I felt so much emotion when they were together and that is because of you. You are the Shay to my L. You and I girl, we are the Dynamic Duo. (Foreshadow(ing)so hard!) Trey is for you, so treat that big sensitive guy with care. XOXO.

 

Yo mom and pops, whats good!? 

Mom, you are the strongest person I know. You taught me to live fearlessly and look my destiny right in the eyes. I love you for pushing me to write this book and I thank you for reading it—-and pushing through the sex scenes like a champ without judging me. WOOT! 

Daddio, thank you for never taking life too serious and teaching me to live without giving two funkindoodles. I love you for making me sorta kinda effing hilarious. (Tooting my own horn over here.) But, most off thank you for being my stubborn father who I love more than you know. I will always be your little girl. 

GITZY BANA! You are the epitome of what kind of writer I wish to be. You are the best sister and no, not because you are the only— I mean maybe, ok jk. WHY YOU NO ANSWER MY CALLS! I love you, Breanna, I will never stop admiring you or aspiring to be as talented as you. You are the creative talents in our family. I love you!!!!

 

Kate Stewart —

Thank you for giving me “the talk” and talking on the phone with me for countless hours. For pushing me to set goals and believe in my work. Thank you for helping me with finding my beautiful cover designer and helping me with what is the best cover I could have ever found.

Thank you for being selfless and answering all my messages and calls when I was ripping my hair out and scared. I can’t ever give back to you what you have given to me.

 

Jules —

I cant even with how amazing you are! You made my vision a reality, but ten times better. You are such a sweet spirit and I seriously adore you! I love that you took me on and welcomed me with open arms. Thanks for being so patient with my crazy ass! I love you!

 

Raindrop —

Kace, thank you for your continued support and love on this journey! You are such a good friend! We have been through some of the hardest times together and had each others backs. Thank you for bringing me Megan, I mean she is awesome! Lastly, thanks for being the raindrop to my bubble-gum. TO THE LAIR!!! 

 

Janell —

I have known you for such a short time, yet I feel like a lifetime of knowing you has passed! You are my favorite, with your constant positivity and YAS that cute accent! GIRL! Thanks for pimping me out and taking a chance on little ol’ me! I cant wait to meet you and squeeze your face!!! You seriously don’t get it, you are the best! You are my blessing and I cant live without you. 

 

Lauren —

Thank you for loving me. Thank you for having my back always and thank you for being a constant. I know without a shadow of a doubt that we will always have each other. I adore you with all my heart! I love you so big, my boo boo! 

 

Camille —

You complete me. You get me. I love you and I will forever be your best friend. You came into my life when I needed you the most, seriously. I love you way beyond words! Here is to a hundred more years of laughter, good times, and late night story telling!

 

To my Tribe —

Camille, Carmen, Heather A. Heather Lyn, Janell, Mel. You all came into my life when I least expected it and I seriously adore you and all that you have done for me! EVERYTHING. You are all my newest family, my tribe, my everything. 

 

To my Betas —

Sheridia:
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Cambria, Talia, Asia, Brittany. Yea, you guys, don’t think you didn’t make this book possible all the way back home! Because, yea, you kinda did! You four are and have been huge influences on monumental moments of my life, especially growing up. I love you girls forever and I thank you for loving me and helping me grow into the woman, you had part in molding me into. 
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Readers —
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XOXO,
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