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  For my father, Phay,
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  She tried to commit suicide.


  Those words keep repeating, over and over, in my head as I drive to the hospital.


  How could she?


  I know she is selfish, but damn.


  Why the fuck is everyone driving so damn, slow!


  I pound my horn at the car in front of me.


  “It’s a green light, move you prick!” I yell to no one, but myself, in the car.


  A tear slides down my face, I swipe it away with the back of my hand, and I punch the living daylights out of the steering wheel.


  I pull my car into the first available parking spot I find after about 20 minutes of circling the fucking parking lot. I slam my car door as hard as I can and walk into the hospital with purpose.


  I find her uncle in the lobby sitting in a chair, bent over. His elbows are on his knees, his face is in his hands, and his body is shaking.


  “Greg?” I quietly ask. Not sure if I should disturb him.


  He looks up at me with tears in his eyes. He shakes his head slowly as if he is unsure of something.


  “She’s in a coma right now,” he tells me. Tears flow freely down his face.


  I lace my fingers together on the back of my neck and look to the ceiling. I don’t know if I can take her uncle’s pain anymore. Fuck, I don’t know if I can even do this, seeing her lifeless will gut the insides out of me. I pound my fist against my forehead hard and unyielding, trying to take the pain away from my broken heart.


  Dammit!


  My mind, working overtime through a maelstrom of emotions goes where it shouldn’t, her family.


  So, I ask the big dumb question he and I both know the answer to.


  “Did her mom and siblings come to see her?”


  “No, son, they didn’t. Apparently, they still blame her for my brother’s demise.”


  With those words now hanging in the air around us, we stay quiet. I know we are both calming ourselves down.


  Her fucking family didn’t even come to see her.


  “Take me to her,” I say.


  I can be a hard and compelling man when I need to be. Today is one of those days.


  I will be a man here in this hospital.


  I want to go and see the woman I love.


  Greg nods and slowly stands up from the chair. He looks fragile, thin, and his clothes hang loosely on him.


  “When was the last time you ate?” I ask him, my words laced with concern.


  “I’m not sure, but we shouldn’t worry about me,” he states walking ahead to the elevators.


  Elevators, in most hospitals, are extremely frightening machinery. It holds those seconds you still have before your life changes forever. For some, it’s good news as soon as you step off the elevator. For the unfortunate, you wish you can stay in until your fate has changed from outside.


  The elevator dings and the doors open, my fate slams into me.


  My heart lodges in my throat the moment my eyes land on her still sleeping body. My whole body constricts with such force it paralyzes me.


  Her uncle turns back to me.


  “You don’t have to come in. I know it’s hard,” he sympathizes.


  I nod, holding onto the door frame.


  Greg goes to her and caresses her cheek. He stares at her for a moment before he bends down to kiss her forehead. He whispers a prayer, stands back up, and walks over to me.


  “I’m sending her away, when she gets better.” He says when he is standing in front of me.


  I notice his former bright, brown eyes are now dull and lifeless. His natural tanned skin has lost its color. His hair that he usually styles everyday has been left in a messy array.


  I reach for him and pull him in for a hug. I want to take all the hurt he has in him. I’m a big, strong young, man, I have more energy for this kind of shit.


  “I will go with her. I will make sure she stays safe and happy. I don’t want you to worry about her anymore.” I tell him.


  “You know, my brother didn’t tell you to stay away from her, for her benefit. He was protecting you from her.”


  I look at him confused.


  “He didn’t want Angel to break your heart, you have had enough heartbreak in your life. He told me he wouldn’t have been able to forgive himself if his own flesh and blood was the cause of your next heartache. We all know she couldn’t commit to anyone, always looking for the next best guy.” He shakes his head and pauses before continuing. “And you, he saw the love you had for her. It tore him apart seeing you fall deeper in love with his little girl.”


  I look away not sure how I am supposed to take the information that has been given to me. My eyes land on Angel and I choke back my emotions.


  “I love her. I stayed away from her to do the right thing for him. I don’t know if I should be angry that he kept me away from her or I should be grateful that he cared so much about my well-being.”


  “You don’t have to stay away from her anymore,” Greg grabs one of my shoulders to meaningfully show his emphasis.


  “Where are you sending her to?” I take my eyes off of Angel to look Greg in the eyes.


  “Minneapolis,” he answers, matter-of-factly.


  Greg is one not to beat around the bush.


  “Out of all the millions of places you can send her, you want to send her there?” I ask trying hard to control my rage.


  “You have to trust me. It’s the best place for her and for you too, son. She can get in touch with the city that her Dad grew up in.” He gives me a small smile.


  Her Uncle sounds very convincing, but I don’t know if he’s trying to convince me or himself, that the city I ran away from will be the best for her.


  “I want the best for her too and if it means I have to follow her there I will.” I tell him.


  He nods. “Who will run your company while you are gone?”


  “My CFO.” I state.


  “Will you take over Conti Investments there?”


  “I’m not sure. Marcus and I haven’t gone over the specifics of the contract yet. And with everything that has happened with Angel, my life feels…wrong… incomplete.” I sigh. “Maybe I will take a breather and do some missionary work in other countries while Angel gets herself back together.”


  “Son, you have always done the right thing and if you feel that’s what you need to do. Then go and do it.”


  I steal another glance at Angel and try to man up enough to go inside her room. Greg, sensing that I need to have time alone to work through my emotions, excuses himself to leave.


  After saying goodbye to her uncle, I walk inside Angel’s room. I push the chair as close as I can get to her bed, before I sit down. Seeing all the tubes attached to her delicate body makes me scared shitless to touch her. So, I don’t, I keep my hands in my lap. I tell her that I love her. I tell her about the changes I want to do with my life. I tell her I will protect and cherish her forever.
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  Walking through the airport to baggage claim, all I want to do is burst into uncontrollable sobs. I don’t want to be here. But, I don’t have any other choice. I wonder if people can see me blinking rapidly, trying to stop my tears from flowing freely. I wish I could just release all my sorrow, all of my guilt through my tears, right here, right now. Then maybe I can jump on the next plane and go back home.


  It sounds so easy. Just cry and everything will be okay. Whoever said those damn words was lying. I’d been crying my eyes out, every night for the past two years. I am still such a mess. My soul is still broken and I am here in a brand new city I know nothing about.


  As I grab my luggage off the conveyer belt, I glance briefly at the marks on my hand. Those marks will always be my reminder of the horrible person I used to be. I am hit with a flash back of that fateful night, two years ago.


  I tried to stay I really did. If only he would have let me, he would still be alive today. I was the only one that wasn’t doing anything important that day.


  But, my stubborn Dad refused to be fussed over. He had told me: ‘you are young. You should be out with your friends, not hanging with a boring old man.’


  So, I left and went on a date. A date I had been talking about for a whole week. A date that my family blamed for the cause of my Dad’s failing health.


  I shake my head to clear the flashback from my mind, and I let the tears flow from my eyes. I am now, in the back seat of a taxi. No one is here, but the driver and I know he’s too busy watching the road to see what I am doing in the back seat.


  Everything outside is a blur of flying buildings as the driver makes his way through the city. Faster and faster he drives. Faster and faster, my thoughts swim through my head. Faster and faster, I wish we can crash and end this hell I am living in.


  “We are here,” the taxi driver tells me, after five minutes of me just sitting inside his cab staring at the townhouse I will be calling home. I nod my head, and wipe my tears away.


  Getting out of the cab solidifies my reason to be here. I will make this new city my future. I don’t care what it takes. My plan is to lie to everyone here and start a new life.


  I look out the window of the cab to the townhouse that I will be calling home for the next year. I climb out and take a moment to observe my surroundings. The house looks well taken care of, and I nod my approval.


  I hesitantly knock on the door, just once and turn around to look at the street behind me. I am hoping the person, inside the house, isn’t home. Please don’t be.


  Maybe I can go back home to mend my relationship with my mother. Uh! That will happen the day the earth, stops spinning. But, my wish doesn’t come true and the door is yanked open so fast I flinch.


  “You are here! Come in, come in.” She grabs my suitcase and my hand at the same time to pull me in. She shuts the door with her foot when she gets me inside and drops my suitcase right beside the door. She pulls my duffle bag off my shoulder, places it on the floor, and pulls me into a hug. Her embrace is warm and sincere and I immediately feel my anxiety fade away.


  “How was your flight?” She asks, pulling away from our hug.


  “Long.”


  “You must be exhausted. Come and have a glass of wine with me before I show you your room.”


  “Um … I’m kinda tired … I wanted to take a nap,” I stammer.


  “Before I show you your room, I want to let you know it’s in quite a state of disarray.”


  “Oh … I don’t think it will be that awful.” I say.


  “You can sleep in my room, if you don’t want to stay in your room after you see it … okay?” She looks at me hopefully.


  “I will be fine,” I emphasize.


  “Follow me. I’ll show you to your room,” Lola says.


  I follow behind her with my luggage and my duffle bag. She opens the door and steps aside for me to walk inside before her. I walk inside the room and immediately drop my bags on the floor and my hand automatically goes up to my mouth to hold in my gasp. I hold in my tears. I hold in my anger. I drop my hand, turn around, and give her a fictitious smile.


  “Thank you, it’s fine.”


  Lola nods, but she doesn’t move and stares at me for another beat. She looks like she wants to say something else, but she is too afraid to do so. She accepts her fears, reaches for the door knob, and closes the door. I stare at the closed door for a minute, waiting to see if Lola changes her mind, and comes back to say what’s on her mind.


  Hoping she doesn’t return, I sit down on the edge of the bed, and let the dam of tears break. I wrap my arms around my body and bend forward. Yes, this is how I comfort myself. I don’t deserve to have anyone else comfort me. I don’t deserve to have anyone share my misery.


  Suddenly, there’s a knock on the door. I quickly wipe away my tears and straighten my hair. I open the door, Lola is standing outside, and her face is awash with guilt.


  “Angel, I’m sorry you had to see your room this way. The girl that was staying in here was kind of messy.” Lola laughs, nervously. “She had a lot of parties in this room. I wanted to clean it for you, before you got here. But, I didn’t have the time. You showed up too soon.”


  “Lola, it’s fine.” I lie and look around the room. “I can go buy paint, bleach, and something to clean the carpet with.” My eyes are fixed on the carpet.


  “Do you want to go to the hardware store after your nap?” She asks, sounding very hopeful.


  “Yes.” I reply.


  “You should stay in my room until yours is all fixed up.” Lola beams.


  “Okay,” I shrug and grab my luggage. Lola rushes forward, grabs my duffle bag, and walks out of the room, with me in tow.
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  We both walk into the hardware store feeling confident, well maybe just me. Lola looks lost as she tentatively walks towards the paint aisle. We stop in front of a section that has color samples on display.


  “Um … so…” Lola seems at a loss for words as she scans the color samples.


  “I don’t know how to paint.” I blurt out.


  Lola bursts into laughter. “What are we going to do?” She asks, when she catches her breath.


  “We can ask someone,” I look around, searching for someone to ask about painting.


  There’s a guy standing at the end of the aisle loading supplies into his cart. I walk over to him.


  “Hi.” I say.


  His hand hangs in mid-air, with an item ready to be dropped into his cart. “Yes?” He replies, feigning annoyance. He drops his item into the cart. When he realizes I haven’t answered him, he looks up and arches his eyebrow, waiting for me to continue. I don’t, my words are caught in my throat. Back where I was standing with Lola, he looked less intimidating.


  “Sorry to bother you,” I say, and slowly back away.


  “Wait, did you need help with something.” He asks lifting up his hand.


  I shake my head and walk back over to Lola. Her happy face drops when she sees me.


  “He didn’t want to help us?” She pouts.


  “He…” I start.


  “He wanted to help, but your friend just walked away.” He cuts me off from behind.


  Lola eyes widen as she looks past me. I step around to the other side of Lola using her as a shield. I quickly glance his way when I’m safely behind her. My stomach ties into knots when I see the hurt in his hazel eyes. I feel foolish for acting the way I am.


  “My room’s a mess, we need to buy paint, and cleaning supplies.” I stammer, pause, and then continue. “And we need … everything.” I make myself step out from behind Lola and move closer to him.


  He chuckles softly, his eyes light up, and when they find mine his lips turn up to give me a hint of a smile. “What color were you thinking of?”


  “Maybe a light beige?” I shrug.


  We turn toward the beige section of the color display and almost immediately, I find the perfect light beige color. The color screams beautiful, tranquil dreams, just what I need to help me forget my past.


  I pick the little color postcard sample and hand it to him. “I like this color.”


  He nods. “Is your wall now, white?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then you won’t need a primer. Come with me, we’re going to take this sample card to the paint mixer and they will be able to mix the paint so you will have the correct color.”


  We both follow him to the counter. He hands the card to the girl standing behind a counter that reads ‘paint mixer’.


  “Give me ten minutes and it should be ready for you.” She tells him.


  “Okay, thank you.” He smiles at her and the girl starts to twirl her finger around in her hair and bats her lashes at him. He doesn’t seem to notice and turns to walk away.


  “Seriously?” Lola says, rolling her eyes at the girl.


  I pull Lola’s arm to follow our guy, we really don’t need our color mixer to accidentally mess up my paint color. We follow him to pick up a cart and he pushes it towards one of the aisles.


  “Now, we can gather up some painting supplies.” He tells us.


  When we reach the correct aisle, he starts picking up things, and dropping them into the basket. Every time he reaches for something his long sleeve black t-shirt crawls up his arm, showing glimpses of his tattoos. I try to not stare at his wrist, every time they are exposed. My eyes wander, instead to his physique. His body is muscular and his shirt stretches out across his chest. His jeans hug his thick, manly thighs.


  He catches me gawking, but he doesn’t say anything. He simply runs his hand through his short, light brown hair and he smirks.


  After he gathers all of the supplies for us and picks up the paint from the paint mixer, who slips him her number.


  “Call me,” She says, grabbing his forearm and sliding her hand slowly off of him.


  He takes the piece of paper she hands him and shoves it into his jean pocket without saying anything to her.


  Then he leads us to the cash register.


  “What are you doing?” I ask him.


  He looks at me with his credit card in his hand ready to hand it over to the cashier. “I’m handing my card over.” He says arching his eyebrow.


  I step in front of him. “You are not paying for my stuff. I don’t even know you.” I shove my card at the cashier.


  “I know you don’t know me. I was just trying to be a nice guy and wanted to help you out.” He whispers from behind me.


  My body tenses up from the feel of his breath on my ear and with a shaky hand I reach back for my card. I know he’s watching my every movement. I can feel his eyes on me.


  “Lola, ready to go?” I ask her, trying to regain my composure back.


  She nods, giving me a knowing look. To help me out she reaches for the cart to push it out of the store before he grabs for it.


  “Thank you for everything.” I tell him.


  “You’re welcome…do you need help loading everything into your car?” He asks, his voice low and laced with something.


  Worry? Regret? I’m not sure.


  “We got it, thank you though.” I smile at him and follow Lola out.


  Before we walk out the door I turn back to look inside the store once more. He’s still standing there watching us walk away and a feeling of sadness washes over me. The feeling of not ever seeing him again consumes me.


  “You should go back and give him your number, like the slut over there did.” Lola tells me.


  “No, let’s just…go.” I know I should have, but my past will catch up to me. I really don’t need to add another person in my life, to complicate things.


  Lola shrugs and pushes the cart out of the store.


  “What the heck was that?” Lola shrieks, when we are out of the store.


  “What was what?” I ask, trying to sound curious. I know she’s talking about him.


  “Um…there was so…so much sexual tension going on in the store, I almost couldn’t take it.” Lola laughs. “Don’t you even try to deny it.”


  I stay quiet, while waiting for her to pop open her trunk.


  “Angel, he kept glancing at you every chance he got and you didn’t take your eyes off of him…it was crazy.” Lola tells me, while she opens the trunk of her car and grabs some of the bags to load them in the car.


  “He made me nervous, that was all it was.” I grab the rest of the bags, the gallon of paint, and load it all in her car.


  “Whatever you say.” Lola walks to the driver side.


  I close her trunk and walk to the passenger door.


  “You can still go back and give him your number. You still have time.” She says when I am sitting in the front seat.


  “No, let’s just…go.” I say, adamantly.


  Lola doesn’t say anything more to me, as she drives us back to the house. I was too busy thinking about what had just happened at the hardware store, to even formulate any type of conversation.
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  Lola and I painted my room over the weekend, and then we shampooed the carpet. I didn’t even know he had placed carpet cleaning solution into the cart. Finding the bottle just made it so much harder to forget about him. Yes, I thought about him all weekend and wondered if I would ever see him again.
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  I wrap a pink scarf, with fringes on the ends, around my neck and try not to notice the scars on my hand. Will they always remind me of my past? I shake my head to clear out the unwanted images. I take a quick look into the full body mirror that Lola helped me pick out for my room on our shopping spree.


  I try not to fuss, too much, over my outfit. I am wearing a tight white shirt, skinny blue jeans, and tan wedges. I really don’t know how college students dress, because this will be my first day, to step foot onto a college campus.


  Lola offered to take me to school, but I refused, I want to take the bus so that I can get to know Minneapolis. The bus stop isn’t too far from the house, so Lola doesn’t put up much of a fight.


  I grab my backpack off of the floor and shove my phone into the front pocket, without looking at the screen. It’s not as if anyone is going to call me anyway. I do need to call my uncle, though. He’s the reason I am here in this city. He’s also the only family member who still wants to be in my life. He told me before I boarded the plane, that he would leave it up to me whether or not to call him. I should give him a call later today.


  The house I am living in is surrounded by other homes that are occupied by other college students. My journey out of the house was more of a big deal than it should be. I almost walked back into the house and shut the door. Maybe I shouldn’t go to school? Maybe I should just go back home? But, I don’t have a home anymore, and that thought makes my legs walk away from the house and to the bus stop.


  The welcome packet from the University of Minneapolis said to check out the booths in front of the library and to sign up for a tour of the campus. I make it a point to not walk by the library.


  I double check the map of the college before climbing off the bus. I am at the right stop. Climbing off the bus almost stops me again, but I begin my mantra, in my head, to keep me moving in the right direction.


  You have to make a semblance of this second chance at life. Just one foot in front of the other, keep going.


  My stop is right in the middle of what looks to be downtown, but I’m not sure. All I see are a lot of tall buildings around me. I know there’s a bridge called the Washington Avenue Bridge that I am supposed to cross, in order to get to the science department. I just hope the walk is a rather long one, because I have about forty minutes to kill, before class starts.


  The wind blows through my hair as I am walking on the Washington Bridge and I stare out to the Mississippi River. I stop for a moment, peace and calmness surrounds my body, and I close my eyes to take the feeling in.


  Letting out a long deep sigh and I continue my walk across the bridge.


  When the Science building comes into view, I let out another deep sigh. I have only cut my wait time in half so I still have another twenty minutes. I pull out my class schedule from my backpack and double check the room number I am supposed to be in. I look at the sheet and find the right spot, Room 215.


  Walking into the lab classroom, I make it a point to stop in the doorway to survey everyone already in the room. My eyes land on arms that are covered in tattoos. They look like oil paintings on his manly arms. They were beautiful, even from where I was standing halfway across the room. I desperately want to walk over, rub my hands across his tattoos, and study them.


  I move my eyes over the rest of this man’s body. He has on a white t-shirt that is stretched to fit his well toned chest and a black, Famous hat that he wears backwards. I don’t understand why I’m so intrigued by him. I feel like he is someone that seriously shouldn’t even be in this classroom. Just the way he is sitting screams I’m too cool for this shit. I don’t even know if I can call, what he’s doing is sitting. He has his chair pushed out away from the desk, slouching with his elbow resting on the back of the chair.


  He looks up at me and mouths, “What?” with a smirk on his face.


  God, why does he look so familiar?


  I shake my head and nervously tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. I turn from the door to make my way down the rolls of tables; making the mistake of glancing back, I catch his eyes. Hard, hazel orbs, narrowly, zone in on me, daring me to sit somewhere else, and not with him. I walk over to a table that I think is far enough away, pull my notebook out of my backpack, sit, and pretend to write something.


  “Hey pink … you should sit over here,” he calls out to me, his voice demanding.


  I half way peek through my lashes to find him staring at me even more intently. I feel my cheeks flush and I know they are turning a shade of red. I hate that. Not wanting him to see me get flustered, I look away towards the back of the room.


  “You shouldn’t ignore me,” he says.


  I continue to pretend not to hear him.


  “You can come over here willingly, or I can go over there and remove you myself.” He says, with conviction.


  I give up trying to ignore him. There is no point in trying, he isn’t going to give up, but I am stubborn. I glare at him and give him my, I will challenge you look. He raises one of his perfect eyebrows at me and smirks. He then, slowly shakes his head, as if he can’t believe that I’ve just challenged him.


  He stands up like he is headed in my direction and before he can take a step, I grab my stuff off of the table as fast as I can and sashay over to him. He gives me a shit eating grin and pulls out my chair for me.


  Bastard.


  “What is your problem?” I hiss at him, as I slump onto the chair.


  “You,” He teases, leaning in so close to me that his hat brushes against my face.


  I twist my body so I can face him and I find myself looking at a dangerously, sexy guy. He is even more good looking up close. This guy has the total package going for him. He has a strong, square jaw line with stubble, blazing hazel eyes that are heart stopping, and then add in his crooked grin, which I believe is his signature smile, and all of that together makes him a trouble maker through and through. I stare, well actually, I study his pretty face, and realization dawns on me, ‘this guy is not going to make my life easy.’


  I feel my throat close up and I turn away to catch my breath.


  “Are you okay?” He asks moving his hand up like he is going to pat my back.


  I turn my body to avoid his hand; he gets the idea that I don’t want to be touched, and drops his arm.


  “I think I should go back to my seat … over there.” I nod my head towards the seat I just vacated.


  I stand up to grab my backpack, ready to move back to my old seat, when he grabs my wrist. My attention falls to bewitching hazel eyes, which are now more green and dark. He looks upset.


  “If you want to fucking pass this class, I suggest you sit the fuck back down.” He’s speaking so low I almost didn’t hear what he just said. But, just the hardness in his eyes alone, makes my body wants to give into his demand. He lets my hand go when I am safely in my own seat next to him.


  “Right,” I mutter removing my eyes from his.


  “You did the right thing,” he says.


  The hardness in his eyes is gone. The green shade is back, mixing in with the browns of his eyes. His crooked grin and mischievous look is back. He is, indeed bipolar.


  Great, I have a sexy, dangerous, trouble maker and bipolar lab partner, who will drive me insane. My life just became more of a shitty mess.


  “So…did you like what you were looking at?” He cast his eyes down at his body.


  “Um…I don’t know what you are talking about.” I lie. I know I was standing there like an idiot, looking at him as if he was the first male species that I have ever found hot.


  “Yes, you do. The way you stood over there.” He points to the door of the classroom, causing his bicep to flex, and his tattoos to come to life. “You were practically undressing me with your eyes. It’s okay; don’t feel ashamed, I get that a lot. Girls dig my looks.” He chuckles softly.


  “What happened to the nice guy I met at the hardware store?” I ask, rolling my eyes.


  “What happened to the shy and timid girl I met at the hardware store?” He retorts back, that crooked grin of his is plastered on his face.


  “You’re an ass.” I hiss.


  “Holy shit, you must be wearing your sassy pants today…you’re so feisty and I like that.” He grabs some of my hair and slides his fingers slowly through it.


  I toss the hair he grabs hold of, over my shoulder and narrow my eyes at him. “You know, you can’t just go around touching me like that, it’s not right.”


  He places his forearm flat on the desk, his other hand on the back of my chair and he leans in close. His lips are an inch away from mine and I am afraid my heart is going to beat right out of my chest. I reach a shaky hand to his chest and push him away. When he’s far enough away from me, I let out the breath I am holding in a loud gasp.


  “Boundaries,” I tell him, after I catch my breath.


  “I didn’t touch you, isn’t that what you wanted.” He teases.


  My brows furrow and I point a finger to his chest. “Don’t touch me and don’t come near me like that again.”


  His face drops. “You’re upset.” He murmurs.


  He twists in his seat to face the desk again and for some reason I want to pull him in for a hug and console him.


  I’m going crazy.


  “Hey,” I whisper.


  He turns his head and cocks his eyebrow to let me know he hears me, but he doesn’t say anything else.


  “Are you still going to help me get through this class?” I ask, a ghost of a smile on my lips.


  He stares at me for a moment, shakes his head, and laughs softly. A new student walks into the classroom and takes away his attention. Then, as if he sees a ghost, his soft laugher dies out and his face contorts in angst. I follow his gaze to the door where his attention has shifted to a girl who has just walked into the classroom. She is dressed all in black. Her jet black hair is ironed straight and is down to her waist. Her make-up is heavy and dark and her eyes look emotionless.


  She walks over to an empty desk at the back room and sits down. She stares straight ahead. I realize I am watching her as intensely as he is.


  “Who is she?” I ask.


  “No one,” he answers looking down.


  I don’t ask him anything else. My eyes are still on the girl in black.


  “So what’s your story?” He asks, trying to take my attention from the girl. “I know you’re not from around here.”


  “I’m not,” I return my attention to him.


  “I’m not…Are you going to finish that sentence?” His brows knit together.


  “I’m just…not from here.” I answer, looking down.


  Please, Please, Please. Just take my answer and leave it. Please don’t ask me anymore questions about myself.


  “I’m going to try this again,” he says. “Where are you from?”


  “California.” I answer.


  Good, this should be a good enough answer for him. He shouldn’t need me to elaborate on my answer.


  I hope.


  “I knew it! Stuck up valley girl,” he exclaims.


  “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I ask, flabbergasted.


  He throws his head back and lets a laugh rumble from his chest and out of his mouth. I really want to slap that gorgeous mouth of his.


  “Well, I guess we have to continue our conversation another time.” He tells me, after his laughter subsides.


  I look around to see that all the previously empty seats are now full and that class is about to begin. When my eyes return to him, I find him watching me, with a look I can’t quite put my finger on. But, I do know the look on his face warms my body immensely and I feel all tingly inside.


  The teacher walks in, goes directly to the board, and writes her name and her email address. She’s full of energy. She is bouncing from one foot to the other while she is writing. When she is done, she drops her things on a desk, and then turns to the class.


  “I hope everyone is prepared and excited to take this class. If you have the slightest doubt that you are not ready for this class, please leave now. Reregister when you feel that you are ready.” The professor stops talking and stares out at the class for a couple of seconds. No one moved. The room was dead silent.


  “Okay. I see that everyone in here is ready to start.” She smiles, genuinely. She points to the board where her name and email address is now written. “My name is Heather Ross. You can call me Heather, Ms. Ross, Dr. Ross, teacher, professor, or even hey you, but please do not call me Mrs. Ross.


  She moves back to her desk and pulls out a stack of papers from her briefcase.


  “Here’s the syllabus, make sure to pass them around to everyone.” She tells first the person she hands the stack to.


  My lab partner takes this time to speak to me again. “You know, you don’t have to try so hard with your outfit. This is college, no one really cares, and a lot of people come to class wearing sweats.” He watches my reaction with amusement.


  I stroke my hands over my scarf and furrow my brows.


  “I will not wear sweats out of the house.” I snap. “I like my outfit and I will dress how I see fit.”


  “Hey, calm down. Just a fucking suggestion, you can take or leave it.” He says. “What I really meant is that you’re a beautiful girl, so you really don’t have to try so hard.”


  I smile, but I still do not like his last statement so I fire back. “I am not trying hard. This is me, take it, or leave it.”


  “I will take you,” he says, his voice rough.


  I have no response, but the warm tingly feeling intensifies throughout my body.


  The handout gets to us and we leave each other alone long enough to read over the syllabus.


  The class moves along quickly. As soon as it is over, I immediately shove everything into my backpack and walk out of the class before anyone has even had a chance to clean up.


  “Hey, why are you leaving in such a hurry?” My lab partner calls out to me. “I didn’t get your name.”


  I stop walking and wait for him to catch up to me. I turned around just as he reaches me.


  “Angel.”


  “What?” He asks, as if he hasn’t heard me.


  “My. Name. It’s Angel.” I say slowly to make sure he hears me this time.


  “Holy shit! Why do you have such a sweet name?” He laughs.


  “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I bite out.


  “It’s just that you are not anything sweet! Way too bitchy.” He says, shaking his head.


  I take a few deep breaths to calm my nerves, gain some confidence back, and I decide to try again.


  “What’s your name?” I retort.


  “Kevin,” He smiles, smugly.


  “You don’t look like a Kevin,” I snap.


  I don’t wait for him to respond to my statement. I turn on my heels and walk away; his laughter follows me until I’m out of the building.


  I am still fuming when I get to the bus stop. So, I do what I do best, I people watch. For the past two years, I have become extremely fond of people watching. It’s therapeutic for my soul. I can escape from my life and imagine how it would be to live the life of the people I watch. My eyes land on a couple with two young kids. The mom has one child on her lap, while trying to feed her other child sitting next to her. The dad, well he is off in la la land.


  Typical.


  I move along to other people. There are lots of students around me. They look stressed out and it’s just the first day of the semester. Those poor souls.


  The couples that look like they are just starting out are what my eyes are continually drawn to. Most seem so in love and are still touching and kissing each other. They are usually walking and holding hands or holding each other’s waist. I envy them, because I have never had that.


  I continue my scanning of more interesting people to watch, when my eyes land on a man who looks to be down on his luck.


  This guy is wearing a dirty red and black flannel shirt unbuttoned, his gray undershirt is stained with what looks like grease and dirt. His black sweat pants are white at the knees and torn around the ankles.


  My first thought is that he’s homeless and that he looks angry.


  But why does he have a cell phone? Okay...maybe he stole it from someone?


  He’s pacing back and forth with the cell phone in his hand, his head down and his long, dark hair frames his face. I silently wish he would look up, so I can see his features, because they look liked they are covered by a beard.


  Two men in black business suits walk out of the building near him and approach him. They stop right before they reach him.


  Are they here to tell him to leave the building’s premises?


  He abruptly stops his pacing and lifts his head to meet the two men. One of the men’s shoulders immediately slouches and he takes a step back. The other guy holds himself upright, but I notice his body goes rigid. It is as if he is preparing for a fight.


  The homeless man runs his fingers through his hair to move it out of his face.


  My God, he’s devastatingly gorgeous.


  I force myself to take a long, staggering breath as I watch him move his hands around in front of him, while talking to the two men. No one talks back. They just kept nodding their heads in agreement.


  He owns them, it is almost as if they are his minions.


  I smile a little at the thought.


  My smile drops when he turns with murderous rage in his eyes and looks directly at me. I know I should look away, but I don’t. I stand frozen in place, with my mouth slightly open staring back at him.


  He turns back to the two men, he tells them something and they both turn around to head back into the building. He returns his gaze back to me, the murderous glare no longer present on his face. He then does something that takes my breath away. He gives me a shy smile.


  He takes a step in my direction as the bus pulls in front of me along the curb. Everything inside of me tells me to stay and wait for him. But the coward that I am now, rushes to the bus door and climbs the steps to get to my seat. I feel his eyes on me as I walk down the aisle of the bus. I sit down and turn my head to face the window that is away from him and let out a deep sigh.
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  Walking into the front door, I hear voices coming from the living room. My other roommates are here. I set my backpack on the kitchen table and walk over to them. They are all sitting down on the sectional. Lola glances over at me and smiles.


  “Hi, Angel. This is Aubrey,” She points to a stunningly beautiful girl with dark blonde hair. “This is Zoe,” She points to a carbon copy of Aubrey. I feel like Miss Plain Jane next to them.


  Both girls give me a warm hug.


  “We are going to have so much fun!” Aubrey exclaims. “You chose the right place to live.”


  Zoe nods with agreement.


  “Come here let’s talk, well more like gossip,” Aubrey says, while she pulls my hand to the couch.


  “Okay, where were we on our gossip,” Aubrey looks up thinking about where she stopped at. “Oh, yeah, how can I forget about sexy Liam?”


  “Liam’s Aubrey’s boyfriend,” Lola catches me up to the topic of conversation.


  “Oh,” I say


  “Oh. My. God,” Aubrey starts. “Liam is the most amazing man ever. On our one month anniversary, he took me to Bora, fucking Bora.” She looks directly at me to catch my reaction to her story. I stare back at her blankly, not sure if she wants a reaction from me or not. She shrugs and looks away to the other girls. From my peripheral vision, I see Lola’s head bent down and she’s smiling.


  “So…have you and Liam gone anywhere else?” I ask to break the tension that has commenced into the room.


  “No…but we do go out on dates every weekend. He’s just so busy now.”


  “Well, I hope you two can get away again,” I tell her.


  I hope I sounded sincere.


  “I do too,” Aubrey smiles and she is back to her happy, go-lucky personality. “Well, Angel, we are going to Conti’s nightclub this Friday. It’s going to be epic! You have to come with us.”


  “Is Lola going?” I ask.


  “Yes!” They say in unison.


  “Okay, count me in.” I smile.


  “Yay!” They say in unison again.


  We broke into a fit of giggles.


  After our clubbing plans were sorted and planned, Aubrey, and Zoe left the living room to study in their own rooms. Lola and I decided to study out in the living room together.


  “Aubrey and Zoe looks related,” I state.


  “They are, cousins and they are best friends,” Lola says.


  “They seem nice,” I finish.


  Lola laughs and shakes her head while she is looking down at her text book.


  “What?” I ask laughing, because she is laughing.


  “Aubrey and Zoe…watch out for them. They have a bubbly personality up front, but if you cross them, they will cut a bitch.” Lola swipes her hand in front of her throat with her fist to legitimize her statement.


  I stare at her incredulously.


  Lola looks up from her text book and laughs when she sees my expression.


  “It’s true, just keep them happy and bitch to me,” Lola says.


  “Thanks Lola. Thank you for being so nice to me,” I say, sincerely.


  After my Dad passed away, my friends turned their backs on me and Lola is the first person in two years that is kind to me.


  “No problemo, where’s your phone?” She holds out her hand.


  I retrieved my phone from my backpack and hand it over to her. She looks at it and hands it back to me.


  “There’s twenty missed call from Mom, you should call her back.” She says.


  I glance briefly at my phone and push it back at her. “I can call her back later.”


  Lola shrugs and clears out the screen. She starts poking the screen of my phone and hands it back to me when she was done.


  “I added my number to your phone. Call me, text me, whenever you need me, okay?”


  I nod. “Okay, I’m getting tired. I think I’m going to go take a shower and go to bed.”


  I had to excuse myself from Lola. I didn’t want her to start asking about my family. How do you tell someone you just met, your family hates you?


  My phone chirps as I walk into my room.


  The word Mom flashes green on my screen. I drop my phone like it’s hot burning coal.
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  The next day when I get to the lecture hall, my second class of the day, there is Kevin, standing conspicuously by the door.


  Great.


  “Well, well…look what we have here,” Kevin says, while looking me up and down.


  “Do you have a problem with the way I’m dressed today?” I snap


  “No…actually…I like how you are dressed, it makes you look approachable and maybe even nice,” Kevin teases.


  Kevin didn’t know that I had stopped at a shoe store to get a pair of Chuck Taylors and that my heels are in my backpack. When I got to school, I headed directly to the campus store to look for a cute shirt with the logo UMN on it. My blouse is also in my backpack. I tug on the hem of my ¾ sleeve, v-neck shirt to look at the logo. I have to admit I look pretty cute in my new ensemble.


  Back home, I had to dress up all the time. It was the way of life. I grew up being expected to dress impeccably. The society my parents were associated with looked down upon anyone that did not dress a certain way or fit in their uppity world. A bunch of shallow nitwits that had money to back up the way they treated people. No one dared to go against anything they did. I was one of them.


  “Are you ready to go in?” Kevin asked with a smirk on his face. He’s watching me, admiring my new look. I stop checking myself out and my face turns a slight shade of pink. I am embarrassed that he was noticing what I was doing.


  “Yeah…sure,” I say not meeting his eyes.


  “Don’t be embarrassed, it’s okay to check yourself out from time to time, just not when you have people around,” Kevin laughs.


  I walk away, open the door to the auditorium, and move inside, without waiting for him. Kevin follows me to the seat I choose and sits his butt down right next to me. My death glare does not deter him.


  Just like the day before, I try to leave as fast as I can to get away from Kevin. No such luck this time he was hot on my heels again.


  “Why are you always leaving in such a hurry?” Kevin asks when he was finally next to me.


  “I want to get to my next class and it’s another lab, and you know me…I want to pick out my lab partner.”


  “What class is it?”


  “Physiology.”


  “You are probably going to hate your life after I tell you this…but I’m in that class too.” Kevin covers his mouth with his fist to stop his laughter.


  “Ugh,” I sigh and walk a little faster to get away from him.


  “Did you want to study together? Maybe we can pick a day out of the week to meet up?” Kevin catches up to me; he’s now walking beside me again.


  “No, I don’t think I have time to meet with you.” I lie.


  “Angel, don’t be an idiot and not study at all, you won’t pass the class. There’s a lot of info that you have to absorb into your brain before the quizzes and tests.”


  Idiot.


  My Mom’s favorite word to call me.


  I inwardly cringe.


  “Don’t worry about me.” I snap.


  Kevin holds up his hands in defeat. “Fine, do what you want. I’m just trying to help you.”


  He walks away leaving me in the dust.


  This time when class lets out Kevin leaves before I even get the chance.


  I watch him walk away, and push the building door open with both hands. I follow him out the door, he turns right onto the walkway. I walk left to the bridge.


  The moment I get to the bus stop, I noticed the homeless man again right away. He was standing with his hands in the back pockets of his jeans, talking to the same two guys in their impeccably tailored business suits. He was dressed nicely today. He had on a blue polo shirt and lightly destroyed fitted jeans. His hair was styled and cut short, but still had the tousled look. My breath quickens at the thought of how sexy he looks right now. He’s not sporting a beard anymore but he has light stubbles framing his face. Stubbles I really want to run my hands over.


  He turns away from the two guys and finds my eyes again. He turns back to the two men and tells them something before he makes his way across the street to me. I am frozen in my spot.


  “Hi,” He smiles shyly, when he reaches me and is standing directly in front of me, a little too close for comfort.


  “Hi,” I choke out, looking up at him. He’s a foot taller than me and I’m straining my neck to look at him.


  Why is he standing so close to me?


  “Why didn’t you wait for me to talk to you?” He asks.


  “I…don’t know” I stammer.


  He cocks his head to the side and studies me. My face flushes.


  I am in big trouble.


  His dark eyes forces its way into my soul and I let him in, there’s no way I can fight him. We stare, lost in each other, no one dares to move. Then he blinks and breaks the spell. I come back to reality with a gasp.


  And, then he speaks.


  “I was fixing my car…well restoring it, actually. And I can get pretty messy at times. The clothing I wore is what I normally wear when I’m on vacation and getting dirty. Yesterday was one of the messier days and I got a call from the office letting me know there had been an emergency, so I didn’t even think of changing, I was too much in the moment.” He tells me his story without breaking eye contact with me.


  “I hope I didn’t scare you.” He continues.


  “You didn’t scare me.” I whisper.


  He smiles sheepishly and steps closer. I take a step back and at the same time, his hand comes up to lightly grab my arm. We both drop our eyes to his hand resting on my arm, and he releases me immediately.


  He runs his hand down his face. “I shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry.” He finds my eyes again, and his face is filled with sincerity.


  I’m speechless. The electric sensation that is still pulsing on my skin from just the simple touch of his fingers is overwhelming. When the words wouldn’t come out from my mouth after we stared into each other’s eyes for what seemed like forever. I turned away, embarrassed.


  “Did I just ruin everything for us?” He ask, his voice low.


  I shake my head, and turn my attention back to him and smile.


  His smile is back. It is a very sexy smile and that makes him utterly, irresistibly, handsome. It makes me want to do anything he might ask of me, right here, right now.


  My face flushes crimson, but my body feels so hot too. I’m pretty sure I’m blushing everywhere.


  At that precise moment, my bus decides to make its appearance, right in front of us, breaking me from my trance. He stares at it with a frown.


  “So…my ride is here…” I tell him, hoping that I sounded less disappointed than I really was.


  “Let me take you home…you shouldn’t be riding the bus…” He takes a step closer to me again, blocking my way to the bus.


  “Thank you for offering, but I’m fine on the bus.” I give him my most reassuring smile.


  He doesn’t say anything back as he studies the bus and everyone that is climbing on. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a card.


  “This is my business card, and my cell number is on there as well. If you run into any trouble at all, please promise me you will call me right away?” He hands me the card.


  I take the card from him and examine it, reading the front and back. “Roman Conti, CEO of Conti Investments.” I repeat what’s on the card out loud.


  Roman chuckles nervously. “That’s me, and since you now know my name, may I ask for yours?”


  “Hey are you getting on this bus?” The bus driver yells from his seat.


  “Yes, I’m so sorry.” I rush over to the bus.


  Before I take my first step to climb onto the bus, I turn back to Roman. “My name is Angel and I promise to call you if I run into any trouble.” I wink at him and wave.


  This time I sit near a window that allows him to see me and I feel his eyes on me like I had the previous day all the way down the street.
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  I could still feel his fingers on my skin even after a thirty minute bus ride. That electric sensation that I felt on my arm was still there as well. It was like his touch was embedded on my arm. I rub my hand over the spot where his fingers had been in a gentle like caress and I immediately drop my hand. I shake my head; angry at the reaction I am having over a complete stranger.


  As soon as I get home, I open the door to find Lola sitting on the living room floor doing her homework on the coffee table. She looks up and smiles. Her smiles are always so genuine, and so full of niceness. I smile back.


  “Hey girl how was school?” She asks.


  I walk over to the couch and fall into it with a sigh.


  “That bad…huh?” She laughs.


  I nod and giggle. Lola gets up and goes into the kitchen.


  “Do you want some pop?” She asks when she opens the door to the fridge.


  “What’s that?”


  She turns slowly back to face me. Lola looks at me like I had just grown another head. I knit my brows in question. We stare at each other for a moment. No one wanted to say anything first. Lola decides to give in.


  “It’s a carbonated, high fructose corn syrup drink. It burns your throat more than vodka.” She answers with laugh.


  “I’ll take one?” I hesitate. I am not sure if I should take one or not. It sounds a little dangerous. She pulls out two cans of pop and walks back to me. When she reaches the couch I am sitting on, she hands me a can of Pepsi. I grab the can and burst out laughing. I have to lie on the couch in order to catch my breath from laughing so hard. She is standing over me with narrowed eyes.


  “We call pop, soda in California!” I exclaim still trying to catch my breath from laughing. I finally pull myself up into a sitting position so she can sit down next to me.


  Lola pops open her can of soda and takes a drink. She sits down next to me and glances over.


  “Californians are weird,”


  “No, we are not, you guys are,” I say pointing to her with a teasing smirk on my face.


  “I’ve never been to California,” Lola says with what sounds like sadness in her voice.


  “Sweetie, everyone has been to California, why haven’t you?” I say popping the lid on my soda.


  “I’m a broke college student,” Lola explains, sadly.


  “I promise to take you someday, okay? Maybe when the weather gets really bad here, we can fly to sunny California.”


  “Thank you, but I don’t think I will have the money to go.” She shrugs.


  “If I tell you the trip will be on me, will you promise to go with me to California?”


  “I don’t want to be a burden on you, plus that’s a lot of money to spend on little ole me.” She says and sets her can down on the coffee table.


  The mood between us turns somber and we both fall back onto the couch.


  Aubrey and Zoe walk in the door a moment later.


  “Hi,” Lola and I say in unison.


  Aubrey and Zoe walk over to us, both of them crash in the living room with us. Aubrey takes the chaise lounge again and Zoe sits on the couch with Lola and me.


  “I guess everyone had a rough day,” Lola says laughing.


  Aubrey and Zoe passed a look between each other.


  Lola and I look at each other, and wondered what is going on with these two?


  “I think my boyfriend is cheating on me. He’s been acting kinda distant. He doesn’t even want to have sex anymore. What guy ever turns down sex?” Aubrey sounds so defeated.


  We were are all at a loss for words and sat there mummified for what seemed like forever.
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  The first week of school passed without a hitch. We skipped going out to the club my first weekend here. Aubrey’s heart had been broken and she wanted to stay in and have a girl’s slumber party instead. So, that was what we did. I was actually secretly glad that we didn’t go out. I wasn’t really into seeing the night life, yet. I am still too afraid I would secretly have a nervous breakdown right in the middle of the club and ruin everyone’s good time.


  I didn’t see Roman again at all after those first two initial encounters. I thought about calling him on the weekend just to say hi, but I couldn’t muster up enough courage to do so. Maybe it was for the best, I really didn’t need a distraction to take me away from what I came here to do. I want to start a new life; to make something of myself, and Roman was possibly the most distracting distraction known to the female race. Roman’s handsome smiling face pops in my head. I can’t help the smile that has crept up onto my face.


  “Have you studied the bones yet?” Kevin asks holding a femur bone in his hand. He rotates it around and around and shoves it right in front of my face breaking me away from my daydream.


  “No, I haven’t,” I slap his hand away.


  “So you didn’t fucking study that means you didn’t fucking learn anything this week, did you?” He announces sarcastically.


  “I did learn something new though,” I say, excitement in my eyes.


  “What?” He asks sounding bored. He breaks our eye contact in order to study the femur bone nonchalantly.


  “I learned that you guys call soda, pop,” I giggle.


  Kevin puts the femur bone on the desk and turns his body to face me. His hazel eyes are blazing with humor and he starts laughing.


  “You really are an idiot,” he says, turning back to his textbook.


  “Kevin, that’s a mean thing to say,” I whisper.


  I push my chair back to get up.


  “Where are you going?” He asks, sounding worried.


  I don’t answer him and I walk out. I don’t really know where I am going. I know I had to get out of the classroom before I started to cry.


  What happened to that strong girl I used to be? Where I fight back until my opponent whittles away into their uttermost shameful self.


  Where is that girl I used to be?


  I find a women’s restroom and I rush in, close the door, and then I let myself cry.


  Why did Kevin’s words hurt so much?


  I splash some water on my face and use some rough paper towels to dry my tears. I take a few deep breaths before leaving my temporary sanctuary.


  I find Kevin leaning against the wall, one knee bent, and his foot press against the wall as well. His hands are in the pockets of his jeans and he’s staring at the ground. He looks up and gives me a wry smile. He pushes himself off the wall and stalks over to me.


  “Are you okay?” He asks when he’s standing directly in front of me. He eyes me suspiciously, “Were you crying?” He looks worried now.


  “No,” I lie and move around him to walk back to the classroom.


  Kevin grabs my arm and pulls me back to him, and then he grabs both of my arms and places me in front of him.


  I am trapped.


  “Angel, if I hurt your feelings, I am sorry,”


  “I’m fine. Can we just get back to class?” I make myself gaze into his eyes so he can see I am sincere. He stares back and his eyes bore into mine searching for the truth. I see his eyes move back and forth, and for whatever the reason, Kevin let his gaze drop.


  “Fine,” he flatly states. And just like that, Kevin lets go of my arms and struts back to class, without waiting for me.


  I hightail it out of class A.S.A.P. again. I have been doing this for the past week and each and every time Kevin has been just as fast. Today was different. After our hallway incident, Kevin didn’t speak to me again. It was like he was in his own little world, and I was invisible.


  I even brushed up against his arm, trying to get some kind of reaction out of him. He tensed up, but that was it, he just continues to ignore me. I really did want to do something more drastic, maybe sit on his desk, and force him to talk to me. But I let him be, I know Kevin wouldn’t be able to keep away from me for long. It’s just not in his DNA to leave me alone.


  I let out a big sigh and continue to walk down the Washington Avenue Bridge, in order to catch my bus. All thoughts of Kevin disappeared when I felt my mystery mans presence. I can’t see him but it feels like, for some strange reason I could always sense him before he would come into view.


  My eyes search for him but I can’t seem to locate him. There are too many people, mostly students, standing around the bus stop.


  I gasp as he appears out of the crowd. His arrival is like that of a rose blooming on fast forward. The people milling around the bus stop, slowly peel away like the petals on the rose. Finally, I see him emerge.


  Today he’s wearing a silvery blue three-piece suit, white dress shirt, and a black silk tie. He’s absolutely breathtaking. I stand with my mouth agape and wait for him to reach me.


  “Hi,” he smiles shyly, not matching his intimidating demeanor at all.


  “Hi,” I smile back.


  “I had an emergency I had to attend to out of the country and I just got back.” He explains to me about his absence this last week.


  But, it wasn’t necessary. He didn’t owe me any explanation.


  I am just happy he’s here right now.


  Being practically a stranger to this man and having him care so much as to explain why he hasn’t been around, makes me feel giddy. My grin widens.


  “Did you have a nice trip?” I ask.


  “I did but my mind was here in the states.” He studies my face as he speaks. “Did you have a good week at school?”


  “Yes, it was a lot easier than I thought it would be.” I feel my face blushing.


  “I was hoping for a phone call from you, during my time away.” He moves his attention to a piece of lent on his sleeve. He brushes it away before returning his dark intense eyes back to me.


  “I-I didn’t know if you were busy or not,” I explain, feeling so expose from the way he was looking at me.


  “I will never be too busy for your call.” He tells me, his lip curve up at the corner again slowly forming that shy smile of his.


  I turn away not wanting him to see the relieved and giddy look on my face and so I glance down Washington Ave. A big, shiny black truck catches my attention. It’s gliding towards me like a panther ready to kill anything that stands in its way. The truck comes to a screeching halt along the curb, to where I am standing. I look through the window to give the driver a nasty look. He looks back at me with his crooked grin and rolls down his window.


  “Who is he?” Roman asks with a hint of distaste and anger in his voice.


  “It’s one of my classmates,” I answer nonchalantly, hoping I didn’t give away any of the hurt feelings I have towards Kevin.


  “Hey, Pink, need a ride?” Kevin yells from his truck.


  I didn’t want to stop talking to Roman yet. But, I need to mend things with Kevin. I am still mad at him, but I am happy that he is here.


  I turn to Roman. “I’ll see you…tomorrow?”


  Roman doesn’t say anything back to me right away; he stares into my eyes again and looks to be contemplating something.


  “I don’t feel right about you going with him.” Roman finally speaks. “I will take you home myself.”


  “Roman, I will be okay.” I tell him and before he could say anything else, I continue as fast as I can. “I will be fine with him…he’s harmless.” I am not sure if I’m even telling the truth.


  Roman looks away from me and nods his head. I take one of his hands with both of my hands and give them a little squeeze. I don’t know how else to make this situation better for him. He returns his gaze to me and smile. I smile back and drop his hand.


  “I’m going to go now,” I say, hesitation in my voice.


  I make my way over to Kevin’s truck. Roman is right behind me.


  “Yes, please,” I say to Kevin as I reach the passenger door.


  Roman moves in front of me to grab the handle before I can.


  “He’s not going to get out of his truck to open the door for you, like a gentleman would?” Roman says utter disgust lace through his words.


  I turn to Roman and give him a sheepish smile.


  God, why can’t this go smoothly?


  “It’s okay Roman, he’s just my classmate.”


  Roman sighs and opens the door for me to get in. I climb into the truck and look from Roman to Kevin. They are staring at each other, no one saying anything. Roman has the door open still, his hand gripping the top of the door so hard his knuckles are white.


  “Kevin this is Roman. Roman this is Kevin,” I introduce them to break the silence and hopefully the tension.


  “Where are you taking her?” Roman asks sounding demanding and intimidating all at once.


  “Why does it matter to you, where I take her?” Kevin retorts.


  “Let me make myself clear. You need to tell me where you are taking her or she doesn’t go anywhere with you.” Roman’s stare murderous now. He looks like he wants to reach across me to punch Kevin in the face.


  “Kevin, please,” I beg.


  “I’m taking her home,” Kevin snaps.


  I let out a breath of air. I didn’t even realize I had been holding my breath the whole time.


  “If anything happens to her, I promise you, I will come for you,” Roman growls.


  “Roman, I will be safe with him,” I say before Kevin has the chance to say anything. I give Roman a reassuring smile. Roman breaks his death glare from Kevin and looks at me. He searches my face for reassurance and let out a loud sigh. I see it in his eyes, he wants to pull me out of the truck and punch the living shit out of Kevin. His turmoil is making me want to climb out of Kevin’s truck, but I can’t, I have to fix what is wrong between Kevin and me.


  Roman drops his head and mumbles a few curse words.


  He leans in close enough to whisper in my ear. “I’ll see you tomorrow, be safe.” He pulls away and closes the door.


  Kevin peels away from the curb like a bat out of hell.


  “Why can’t you just be nice for once?” I hiss.


  “Fuck. That. Shit.” Kevin growls. “If I had been remotely nice to him, that fucker would have taken over the situation.”


  “No, he wouldn’t,” I whine.


  Kevin steals a quick glance at me and raises his eyebrow.


  “You like this guy?”


  “I’m not sure … I just met him a couple of days ago.”


  “Alright, I will keep what I think of him to myself.” Kevin laughs.


  “You really can’t help yourself…can you?” I groan.


  “With?” He asks sounding every bit as interested with what was on my mind or what my opinion was.


  “Being an ass.”


  Kevin bites his upper lip and shrugs. I can’t help but laugh at his egotistical gesture.


  “Are you hungry?” Kevin asks, quickly sobering me, stopping my laughter.


  “Yes, I think so?”


  “If you are not hungry you can just watch me eat,” he tells me. “I didn’t know talking to douche bags would make me work up such an appetite, because I am starving.”


  “Where are we going,” I ask staring out the window.


  “The Strip Club,” he says.


  “Strip Club?” I ask turning my head to give him a disgusted look.


  “Yes, that’s what I just said,” He gives me another quick glance. “Trust me, you will love it.” He chuckles softly.


  I twist my body back to resume my stare out the window.


  “They have the best steaks, mouth-watering goodness,” Kevin says.


  I narrow my eyes and he laughs.


  Kevin parks his truck along a curb and turn to me, when he shut off his truck. “We are here.”


  “They opened up a strip club right in the middle of a neighborhood?” I ask, incredulously.


  I look nervously out my window, and then back to Kevin. He’s smirking, casually leaning on his arm, which was resting on the steering wheel.


  “Ready?” He asks, before opening his door and getting out. Kevin walks over to stand outside my door.


  I hesitate for a couple more seconds before I open the truck door. Kevin losing his patients, pulls on the door, and ends up pulling me right out of the truck along with the door. I feel my feet losing ground and I feel myself falling, knees first. But I don’t, Kevin moves quickly and have me in his arms in record time. I am pressed against his hard chest and slightly off the ground. I feel a little winded and automatically, my head drops to rest on his chest and wait for my head to stop spinning. I start to feel vibrations coming from his chest.


  He is laughing.


  “You must be a little lightheaded from your hunger?” He teases.


  He cannot stop himself from being a jerk.


  I push myself off of him and he sets me down.


  “Come on, let’s get some food into your body,” he tells me and pull my hand to walk us up to the Strip Club’s front door.


  When we approach the Strip Club, it looks just like a restaurant. The building was black and almost looks old timey. I glance at the window and on the wall next to the front door, written in white lettering was the name, The Strip Club.


  Kevin pulls open the door and step inside pulling me in with him. The hostess is standing by the door, she looks up, and her eyes lights up. She smiles warmly at Kevin.


  “Kevin,” She purrs. “You just made my day. Let me go check to see if your table is available.”


  I pull my hand away from Kevin’s and I pinch his biceps. Well I tried to. His arms are rock solid.


  “Ow,” He rubs his biceps. “Please don’t hurt my artwork. You wouldn’t go and pinch a Van Gogh painting, would you?”


  I reach my hand back up to his arm and rub his bicep gently, slowly. It is almost like I can feel his tattoos coming to life under my fingertips. I feel Kevin go completely still. He might even be holding his breath. But, I am too focused on the amazing artwork on his arm to really notice or care. My thumb traces over roses, skulls, and an owl with a clock underneath it. Then a person coughs and pulls me out of my trance.


  It is the hostess.


  “Your table is ready,” she murmurs staring, awestruck, at Kevin. I now realize that the hostess has not looked at me even once.


  Kevin grabs my hand again and pulls me along with him. Jeez, he’s grabbing my hand so frequently, it’s as if he’s afraid I might not know to follow him.


  “You know, I am capable of walking after you, without you holding my hand,” I tell him.


  Kevin drops my hand immediately and continues walking after the hostess, not saying a word.


  Kevin pulls out my chair when we arrive at the table. I smile at him with a surprise look evident on my face. I sit down and he pushes the chair in for me. Kevin leans into me from behind and brushes his lips on my ear. A shiver went through my whole body.


  “I like holding your hand,” Kevin whispers into my ear.


  Kevin straightened himself and walks around the table to his chair to take a seat. He looks at our hostess and smile at her as she handed us our menus. The hostess place my menu in front of me quickly, but when she gets to Kevin, she does a slowly dip, where her boobs hangs right in front of Kevin’s face, as she places his menu and opens it up for him.


  “Do you even need the menu or do you want your usual?” She asks with her sing-song voice.


  I am now ready to throw up.


  “I’ll take my usual, Christie. But, Angel will look at her menu,” Kevin tells her while watching me. He’s oblivious to the big huge tatas that’s hanging right next to his face. I giggle at him. He raises a perfectly shaped eyebrow at me. Christie finally gets the hint that she is not welcome anymore and takes the menu and leave without another word.


  “She wants you,” I tell Kevin when my face is buried in the menu.


  Kevin reaches over and pulls the menu away from my face.


  “What did you say?”


  “Nothing,”


  “You better tell me, or I will pull your chair over here and make you sit next to me the entire time we’re here.”


  “Good grief,” I sigh. “I said, she wants you,”


  “Who?”


  “Christie.”


  “She has already,” Kevin watches my face intensely, and then chuckles loudly.


  Bastard.


  I turn my attention back to the menu to look for the most expensive items. I want to make him pay for always being such an ass. I want to burn a hole through his student wallet. I feel elated just thinking about the look on his face when I place my order.


  “Why are you smiling at the menu, like a loony?”


  “Everything looks good,” I lie.


  “Get everything you want,” He tells me. “This will be my treat, for being so fucking mean to you today.”


  My smile drops from my face and I look up to him. He arches his eyebrow.


  “Okay, if you say so,” I give him my sweetest, most innocent smile I can muster.


  Kevin smiles back all boyishly and handsome. He looks so happy right now and it’s verily contagious. His happiness forms a bubble around us, making everything else disappears. I love this. I love Kevin like this. I wish he was like this all the time.


  The waiter standing by our table clears his throat, but we both ignored him. We are too busy, caught up in this ridiculousness call Kevin’s happiness.


  “Hi, Kevin, it’s good to see you, man.” The waiter chooses to speak instead. He catches Kevin’s attention.


  “Hey, Toby, good to see you too,” Kevin takes his eyes off of my smiley face to give Toby his warm welcome.


  “The usual?” Toby asks.


  Kevin nods and looks back at me, Toby does the same.


  “Um, I will have the romaine royale, fried oysters, the devil’s eggs, calamari and cous cous, the foie gras, and for my main course, the filet mignon, medium well, please.” I smile innocently first at the waiter, then back at Kevin.


  The waiter scribbles everything as fast as he could, snorts, and shakes his head. Kevin narrows his eyes.


  “So…you just wanted to double his order, and add the foie gras,”


  How in the world could I have just ordered everything that is Kevin’s usual?


  We don’t answer him. Kevin and I are lock into a fierce silent war. Our weapons of choice? Our eyes.


  “Very well then,” Toby says as he walks away.


  “You’re disgusting for ordering foie gras,” Kevin bite out breaking us from our silent war.


  I am not sure how to answer him. Yes, I know what the ducks has to endure for us humans. I just didn’t think about that when all I could think about was planning my revenge.


  And the foie gras was an expensive dish. The worst part of this all, is that I had no intention of eating any of it. But, I wasn’t going to tell him that.


  “Well, you said I could order anything I wanted, so I did,” I retort. “You should have said, don’t order the foie gras.”


  “You are not eating it,” Kevin orders.


  “Fine, it’s your money, not mine.”


  Kevin eyes goes dark, the green of his eyes shine through. He’s angry.


  The dimness of the lights in the restaurant was making his angry eyes shine. He almost looks demon like.


  I did leave the foie gras alone and ate a bite or two of everything else. Kevin polishes off everything he ordered and all of my plates as well.


  He pats his stomach when he’s done eating and lazily grinned.


  “Ready to go?” He asks.


  “Yes,” I reply.


  Kevin motion for Toby to come over to us and Toby does with our check in hand.


  “Hey man, hope to see you again soon.” Toby slaps Kevin’s back and heads over to another table.


  Kevin pulls out two, hundred dollar bills and places them on top of the check. He gets up and holds out his hand for me. We walk hand in hand.


  He holds my hand until we get to the door. Christie stops us, and put her hands on his bicep.


  “Call me later?”


  “I’ll try.” He answers and yanks me out of the restaurant.


  Kevin drives me home and then walks me to my front door. We are both quiet. I am still thinking about the event that has happened at the restaurant. It was an emotional roller coaster. I am sure he is thinking of the same thing.


  I unlock the door and turn back to Kevin.


  “Thank you for dinner. I will see you tomorrow at school,” I turn away to walk into the house.


  “You are not going to even give me a hug goodnight?” Kevin rocks back on his heel, hands in his jean pockets, looking very boyish with a hint of naughty.


  I twist back around. Kevin grabs my waist and pulls me into him. I have no choice but to wrap my arms around his neck. He wraps his arms tightly around my waist and squeezes me in tighter.


  We stay wrap up in each other’s arms for a while.


  “Kevin,” I whisper.


  He doesn’t say anything back but inhaled deeply through his nose and pulls me in a little tighter.


  “You will eventually have to let me go, at some point.” I say.


  “See you tomorrow,” Kevin breaks away from me without another word, he walks back to his truck and is instantly out of sight. And just like that, he’s gone.


  I stare after his truck as he drives away.


  Lola is in the living room studying when I finally make my way inside. She looks up at me, but doesn’t smile. She looks pissed.


  “Where were you?”


  “I went with Kevin to dinner,”


  “Why didn’t you call or text me back?” Lola questions. “I was so worried about you.”


  “I’m sorry, Lola. I didn’t check my phone at all.”


  “Wow, he was that good?” Lola giggles.


  “Lola Sanchez, do you really think I slept with him?”


  “Well what else can explain why you didn’t check your phone? It’s freaking 11 p.m. in the freaking evening,”


  “Just so you know we were just talking and there are lots of reasons why someone doesn’t check their phone! Get your mind out of the gutter.”


  Lola is laughing.


  “Well, if you haven’t gotten laid in over two years, your mind is on sex a lot.” She says.


  “Don’t you worry, Lola. We’ll find you someone this weekend.” I wink at her.


  “I don’t think I can wait that long.” She laughs.


  I shake my head and laugh along with her.


  “So what’s going on with you and Kevin?” She asks.


  “He’s just my classmate, and maybe he’s becoming my friend?” I shrug.


  “Hmmm…” She looks to be thinking about something.


  I don’t wait for her to tell me. This is my chance to escape into my room.


  “Lola, I’m tired. See you tomorrow, Okay? Good night,” I wave goodnight and head off to my bedroom.


  Lola doesn’t say anything back to me or if she did it was too low for me to hear.
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  The reflection in the mirror is of a girl who looks healthy and happy. Full of life. I hate her. And the best way for me to feed into my self hate is to dress just like my old self.


  So, I pull on a taupe, Burberry silk shirtdress, and brand new nude Jimmy Choo sandals. I can already picture the look on Kevin’s face. And, he brings a smile to my own.


  Snickering to myself I grab my phone off of my night stand and my backpack and walk out of my room when I hear a knock on the front door. I walk over to look out the peep hole. There stands Kevin with his crocked, devious grin. Letting out a breath of air, I open the door.


  “Wow,” Kevin breathes out.


  “What are you doing here?” I ask impatiently.


  “It’s good to see you too,” Kevin says sarcastically and pushes his way inside. I have no choice, but to move out of his way or get run over.


  “I didn’t invite you in, Kevin,” I tell him. My hand is still gripping the doorknob. I make no move to shut the door.


  Kevin doesn’t say anything back to me. He walks into the living room, his head moving from side to side as if he is examining his surroundings. Then he disappears into the kitchen. Sighing heavily, I slam the door shut and follow him into the kitchen.


  I find him looking inside the fridge.


  Gosh, he’s just going to make himself at home.


  “What are you doing?”


  He mumbles something angrily and shuts the fridge door.


  “Your fridge is empty, how do you fucking eat?”


  “We don’t eat at home. The other girls leave for school early in the morning. I think they pick up something on the way there.”


  “And you?”


  “I do the same,” I say.


  “We should stop by the grocery store on our way home and get you guys some food.”


  “No we are not,” I plant my hand on my hip.


  “Yes we fucking are,” He growls.


  “Kevin, I have things to do after class,” I sigh.


  “I can take you wherever you need to go, and then we will go pick up some food after.”


  “It doesn’t involve me having to go anywhere by car.” I reply.


  “I’m not letting you walk,” He crossed his arms across his chest.


  “I’m not going to be walking.”


  “It’s that fucking douche-bag from yesterday isn’t it?” He leans against the counter top.


  “Kevin,” I whisper looking down at the floor.


  “Let’s get to class,” Kevin walks over to me but he doesn’t look at me as he walks right past me.


  I follow him out of the kitchen, and find him standing by the front door waiting for me.


  “I can get myself to school.”


  Kevin turns and bore his gaze into my eyes. “Do you always have to act defiantly and ungrateful all the time?”


  “I didn’t ask you to come pick me up for school,” I spat.


  “No, you didn’t, but I was nice enough to think of you. You can at least…damn it …fuck it…if you want a ride follow me out, if not stay the fuck here.” Kevin yanks the door open and walks out.


  I grab my backpack; phone and keys as fast as I can and follow him out. My hands are shaking so hard as I am trying to lock the front door, the keys fall out of my hand. I feel a tear roll down my cheek. I really hate myself right now.


  As I bend down to pick up the keys, a big hand grabs them up. I stare up the big hand’s arm to the amazing tattoos that covers the arm, my shaky fingers brush at them softly. The owner of the arm chuckles softly.


  I lift my eyes to his hazel orbs and instantly I forget everything that had just happened. I smile sheepishly at him and straighten myself up. He straightens himself up too and locks the door for me.


  “Ready?” He asks.


  I nod and we make our way to his truck.
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  The feel of zephyr breeze on my legs is heaven as we walked to class from Kevin’s truck. I can’t stop smiling and Kevin can’t stop looking at me smiling, which makes me smile some more.


  “You have to stop looking at me, it makes me nervous,”


  “I can’t help it, I love your smile,” He says.


  Where the heck did that come from? I love your smile?


  My smile is replaced by the confusion that has taken over.


  “Why can’t you just take a compliment and not over think things?” He shakes his head.


  “Thank you?” I say, but the confusion is still on my face.


  Kevin continues shaking his head and walks a little faster.


  As we are approaching our classroom door, we see the girl that shook Kevin up the first day of school, in her favorite color black. I have to admit, she does have great taste in clothes, even though it’s always that one color. She doesn’t look happy to see us.


  “We need to talk,” she gives Kevin a hard look.


  Kevin and I stare back at her for a moment too long. She turns her attention to me.


  “What are you looking at you dumb bitch,” She hisses.


  “I’m trying to figure it out,” I bite back.


  She opens her mouth to say something, but she doesn’t get a chance. Kevin grabs her by the arm and hauls her away from me. He drags her to the end of the hall. When Kevin lets her go, she punches him in the chest over and over. He tells her something and she covers her face with her hands.


  Kevin pulls her in and hugs her. Her body is shaking from her crying. I can’t help but wonder what in the hell he did to her. Did he break her heart? He must have.


  I can’t take watching them anymore. I grab the door handle to pull open the door and it’s locked.


  Strange.


  Then I realize that everyone from my class is in the hallway.


  Kevin walks back to me his face stoic. He doesn’t talk when he gets to me. Kevin leans back on the wall, crosses his legs at the ankle, and looks down. He stays this way until the door opens and the professor walks out.


  “We are having a pop quiz today. I sure hope each and every one of you has studied the bones as much as you can. Now come on in and place your bags on the floor by the door. All you need is your pencil.” The professor walks back in and everyone follows her.


  “Are you going to be okay taking this quiz,” Kevin asks, from behind me. He sounds worried.


  “Yes,”


  There are bones on each and everyone’s desk and next to the bones are stick-it notes with numbers on them.


  “Okay everyone, go find a spot next to a bone, your test sheet will be passed out in a bit.”


  All the students move in a scattered hurry to get to a bone they know.


  “Okay, make sure you name the curve of the bone, if you see an arrow sticker pointed to it.” Heather, the professor, tells us as she is passing out our test sheet.


  Kevin follows me to the spot I choose. I see him watching me.


  When I get the test sheet, I write down my answer and turn my paper around. I look at Kevin and he raises his brow. He writes down his answer and chuckles. We go around the classroom until we have filled in all of the names of the bones and their curves on our test sheet.


  I look around the classroom to look for the girl in black, as I am walking back from turning in my quiz. I don’t see her anywhere.


  The professor asks us to remove the bones and lay them on the back counter of the room. Everyone goes back to their normal seat after all the bones are put away.


  “How do you think you did,” Kevin asks when we are back sitting in our normal seats.


  “I think…good,” I tell him.


  Kevin doesn’t know, realize, or maybe he was just blinded this whole time, but I was studying along with him. He is a loud studier, always had the bone in his hand as he says the name of the out loud. I absorbed the names of the bones like it was air going through my pores.


  Kevin turns in his seat and looks around the room. He’s looking for her.


  “Why didn’t she come to class?” I ask.


  “She’s upset and when she’s upset, she runs away.”


  “What did you do to her?”


  “Nothing,” He arches his brow in question.


  “Then why was she so upset?”


  “I don’t want to talk about Natalie anymore.”


  Her name is Natalie.


  “Okay,” I open my lab book and pretend to read what was on the page.


  Kevin goes into one of his moods and shuts down again during the class period. But he does wait for me when our class ends.


  “Give me your phone,” Kevin demands as we are walking out of the science building.


  “Why,” I ask pretending as if I don’t know. “What are you going to do if I don’t give you my phone?”


  “Do you really want to test me right now?”


  “No not really,” I tell him laughing. I pick up my pace and I move far away from him. Just in case, he tries to do something to me.


  Kevin doesn’t let me get away, he grabs hold of my backpack strap and pulls me back to him. I fall backwards hard into his taut chest muscles. Kevin hooks an arm around my waist to hold me steady, his hand presses flatly on my lower stomach. I suck in a breath.


  Even with my backpack between us, the way he’s holding me, it’s an intimate gesture. I feel Kevin going still too. And we stand together without moving for what seems like forever until I break free.


  “Here,” I tell him after I retrieve my phone from my backpack. I hand it to him.


  Kevin takes my phone without looking at me. He turns on the phone and punches his number into my phone. And then, he continues to scan through my phone as if I am not standing here and watching him do so.


  “Kevin, it’s not nice to go through someone’s phone. It’s called boundaries and you are crossing it.” I snap, as I grab my phone from him.


  Kevin holds both hands up and laughs. “Fine, but make sure you call me when you get home tonight,” He turns around and walks away without telling me bye.


  What an ass!


  Letting out a frustrating grunt I walk toward the Washington Avenue Bridge to the man, I have been waiting to see again since yesterday.


  “You’re here and safe,” Roman says, looking joyful.


  “I am,” I say, smiling.


  Roman is wearing a dark navy suit, white dress shirt, and a yellow silk tie. The yellow tie catches my attention. I reach over and run my fingers along the silky material. I hear Roman suck in a breath. I drop my hand.


  “Sorry,” I shrug. “It’s just yellow looks really good on you. Not everyone can pull off wearing yellow.”


  “Thank you. I will remind myself to wear yellow in your presence.” He says, smiling genuinely.


  “Okay, but just don’t wear all over yellow. That will be too much,” I giggle finding myself nervous again.


  Roman’s eyes darken as I laugh and his gaze lowers to my lips. I do something that shouldn’t have been done during a time when a predator is ready to strike. I lick my lips, slowly watching his eyes become a strong dark force.


  Roman blinks and just like that, his eyes are back to normal. His demeanor is back to the cool and authoritative figure that he is.


  “I have something planned for us on top of my building. Do you have any appointments to attend to for this evening?” Roman asks, looking hopeful.


  “I don’t,” I answer.


  “Let me take your backpack,” Roman slides the straps off my shoulder.


  His thumb scrapes across the thin fabric of my dress, I will myself not to jump or melt into a puddle at his feet.


  Roman hooks my backpack onto one of his shoulder and grabs my hand. I follow behind him, trying to walk as fast as he is, as he stalks across the street to his building.


  “Mr. Conti,” The receptionist stands up to greet him from her desk in the middle of the building.


  Roman smiles and nod back at her. I take this moment to glance around the building. There are elevators along the hallway behind the receptionist desk and there are two men dressed in dark suits in the corner, one on either side of the front doors. The floors are shiny enough to see your reflection in them. I see myself being half dragged to the elevators.


  The top of his building makes my heart stop and I nearly pass out.


  “Are you okay,” Roman has one hand on my stomach and one on the top of my back, trying to hold me up.


  “I’m fine,” I breathe. “This is beautiful, Roman.”


  There’s a white tent covering a table, draped with an ivory table cloth. The glasses on the table look like pure crystal. The plates have a gold lining around the edges. I wouldn’t be surprised to find out they were made with real gold. The center piece is a mix of white flowers, the vase covered in diamonds. The floor is covered with white rose petals.


  Roman drops his hand from my stomach and his other hand slides down to my lower back guiding me to the table. He gently drops my backpack to the corner of the tent and pulls my chair out for me. He takes his seat and doesn’t say anything to me. Instead, he sits, looking joyful and pleased.


  I decide to break the ice first.


  “You didn’t have to do all of this.” I gesture with my hand.


  “I wanted to take you out to dinner, but I was afraid you were not ready for a night out with me.” He says. “This here, dinner on top of my building, seems fitting. When you are ready we will have a night out…together.”


  The way he said together sounded like either a promise, or a warning. I’m not sure.


  “Thank you for giving me…time.” I smile.


  “My pleasure,” He murmurs, his shy handsome smile creeping onto his lips. “We are having lobster bisque and filet mignon. Is that okay? If not, I will let them prepare something else.”


  “The lobster bisque and filet mignon, sounds lovely.” I reply.


  Roman nods and seconds later, there is someone placing the bisque in front of me and placing the cloth napkin onto my lap. Someone else pours white wine into our glasses.


  “Mr. Conti, will you be needing anything else before we bring the main dish?” The man that poured our wine asks. He’s wearing black slacks, a white shirt, and a black bow tie.


  They are even dressing the part, as if we were in a restaurant.


  “No, this will be all. Make sure you take your time.” Roman doesn’t look at our waiter as he speaks; his eyes are on me the whole time.


  My face flushes a deep red from the way his gaze is boring into mine; holding promises I don’t want him to keep. If he finds out about my past, he will want to take those promises back. He will need to.


  I lift the spoon full of lobster bisque to my lips and pray I don’t slurp. I slurp anyway, embarrassed, I place my spoon back down and wipe my lips with the cloth napkin.


  Roman chuckles softly through his own spoonful. He stops abruptly when he notices that I am staring at him.


  “That was very cute, adorable, actually,” He says grinning ear to ear, making his eyes crinkle at the corners.


  Can he be any more handsome?


  My stomach flutters and warmth floods my whole body. He’s making me have happy feelings again and he doesn’t even know it.


  “The soup is very tasty,” I offer an explanation for my slurping.


  “Slurp away, beautiful,” Roman leans into the table.


  I blush again and finish every drop from the bowl, all the while sensing Roman watching me. When I finally look up, he was finishing his.


  I realize neither of us has touched our wine. I reach for my glass and take a sip. Roman takes a sip of water.


  “This wine complements the bisque perfectly,” I say.


  “I’m glad it does,” He sets his cup down. “Angel, tell me about yourself.”


  I suck in a breath. I knew all those loaded questions would come up sooner or later. I just have to answer around the truth.


  My truth.


  “What do you want to know?” I ask.


  “Well, let’s start with, do you have a boyfriend?” He asks softly, his smile leaving his face.


  “No boyfriend,” I take another sip of wine.


  “Tell me more,” He orders, his voice gentle.


  “I’m attending UMN, hoping I will get into their nursing program soon.”


  “Did you grow up here?” He presses.


  “No, California.”


  “Ah, that explains your golden tan. Did you live by the beach?” His eyes light up.


  “I did.” My eyes light up at the thought of lying out at the beach near my house. The beach that I will never be able to step foot on again.


  My eyes drop to my lap. These questions are bringing back painful memories. A tear slips down my cheek onto the napkin on my thigh.


  “Angel, are you okay?” Roman asks, he sounds very concerned.


  I blink rapidly to try and dissipate the tears that are forming. I use the knuckle of my index finger to wipe off the moisture at the corner of my eyes. I glance back up and smile weakly at Roman.


  “I’m fine, I just miss home.” I tell him.


  Roman grabs my hand as I am reaching for my wine glass. “Why don’t you fly back home for the weekend?” He places my hand in both of his.


  Roman rubs light circles with his thumb on the back of my hand, sending tingles up and down my arm.


  “I can’t. I’m a broke college student.” I lie.


  “I will pay for your plane ticket.” He states.


  I pull my hand away from his grasp. “Roman, you can’t pay for my plane ticket.”


  “I have the funds to do so…let me.”


  “No.” I try to sound adamantly as possible.


  “I see,” Roman nods slowly.


  “Did you grow up here?” I ask, hoping to change the subject.


  “I did, but I just moved back from Italy. My brother owns Conti Investments and when he had to go away, I took over ownership.”


  And just the typical Roman, his fashion is to explain everything thoroughly.


  “Where did your brother move to?”


  “He had some business to take care off.” Roman says.


  For some reason Roman seems to not want me to press any further into the whereabouts of his brother. I accept his answer and leave my questions aside.


  Our waiter places our filet mignon onto the table. I was so focused on Roman, that I didn’t even see them walking over to our table. The steaks are paired with mashed potatoes and broccolini. Everything looks to be cooked to perfection.


  Watching Roman cut through his steak is fascinating; his long fingers hold his knife steady, as he lifts up his fork to those luscious lips of his. He then chews slowly, savoring the flavors.


  Roman arches his eyebrow when he notices me watching him.


  “You might catch something, if you leave your mouth open like that.” Roman says as he takes another bite of his steak.


  I blink and close my mouth. My face flushes red for the millionth time. I bite down on my bottom lip to keep it from dropping again as I cut into my steak. I dip my steak into the mashed potatoes, jab my fork into the brocclini, and place everything into my mouth.


  Roman stops eating and chuckles.


  I mouth, “What,” to him.


  “Are you not afraid of choking? How can you fit all of that into your mouth?”


  “I like to eat everything together,” I shrug.


  “I see,” Roman resumes eating, still laughing, deeply.


  We spend the rest of the evening talking about Roman’s time in Italy and why he decided to move all the way out there. From his vague responses, I came to my own conclusion that his ex-fiancé broke his heart. When Roman starts to ask questions about my family that is when I tell him about my dad passing away. Roman’s eyes darken with so much emotion after I tell him how my dad died. I didn’t tell him of my involvement in my dad’s death. That little bit of info will make him hate me.


  I also found out that Roman’s dad had also passed away. Roman had just been five years old. His mom never remarried. Roman says she is still in love with his dad, and that no one could ever really take his place. My eyes tear up for Roman and his mom.


  “Let’s get some air and enjoy the view from up here.” Roman stands up and offers his hand for me to take.


  Our conversation was heading into a deep emotional tunnel and I was grateful for the reprieve that Roman has offer.


  I stand up and take his hand. His grip is gentle but firm. He leads me to the edge of the building, and stands closely behind me. The air is very refreshing and the view, I have to admit, is beautiful and breathtaking. The lights from all of the buildings surrounding us somehow makes the night peaceful.


  “When I’m working late at night and have to clear my mind, I come up here. The view and the refreshing air, helps clear the fog that consumes me.” Roman tucks my hair behind my ear, his fingers trailing down my neck.


  My body shivers at his touch and I find myself leaning back into him. Roman turns my head to him with his index finger. He bends down and captures my lips with his own.


  His kiss is sensual and demanding. His tongue slips in and toys around in my mouth, wakening the sexual need that I have suppressed for so long. I fall into his kiss and moan into his mouth.


  Roman threads his fingers through my hair and pulls me in closer. I shift my body to wrap my arms around his neck and deepen our kiss. Roman groans and crushes his hard body to me.


  When he breaks away, we are both panting and breathless. He turns me back around to the view. Roman runs his hands down from my rib cage to my waist over and over, as I stand in front of him.


  “Stay the night with me,” Roman whispers into my ear.


  “I can’t,” I say, dropping my head forward.


  God, if only he knew how much I wanted to spend the night with him. But if I do, then I will be going back into the past.


  “Hey,” Roman says. “No need to feel bad about refusing to stay with me. There’s always another time.”


  He turns me back around and lifts my chin up to meet his eyes, which are full of intensity. He bends down again and kisses me tenderly.


  “Will you grant me the honor of taking you home?” Roman asks after our kiss.


  I nod.


  Roman takes my hand and leads us to the elevator. His hand doesn’t leave mine until we are down in the garage and he is opening the door of his shiny black Maserati for me.


  “Your address?” Roman asks, when he’s seated in the driver’s seat.


  I give him my address and his body stills. Roman curses under his breath.


  “You live with Aubrey.” He states, clearly disgusted with this new bit of info I have just informed him of.


  “How do you know Aubrey?” I ask, even though I am afraid of the answer.


  “She used to be with my cousin.”


  “Liam?”


  “So, I see she has already talked about him to you.” Roman shakes his head.


  “Are you like him?” I dare to ask.


  “Like him?” Roman turns to face me. His eyes bore into mine. “Care to explain, what you mean.”


  “It-It doesn’t matter anymore, they are broken up,” I stammer, turning to look out the window.


  “There are three sides to every story, his side, her side and there’s the truth. I know the truth.” Roman starts the car and backs out of the parking space.


  I don’t respond and keep my head turned to the window. Roman grabs my hand and places it on his thigh.


  “I’m my own man, Angel.”


  I squeeze his hand to let him know I hear him, but I continue to look out the window lost in my own thoughts.


  Roman drives us to my house, in silence. Every so often, he rubs the pad of his thumb over the back of my hand, and gives it little squeezes.


  “We’re here, Angel,” He whispers. “Stay in the car, I’m going to open the door for you, and walk you to your door.”


  I nod.


  Roman opens the car door and extends his hand to me. I take his hand and smile up at him. He closes the door and walks me to the house, his hand at the small of my back.


  “Angel, I have to go on another business trip this weekend. A client wants to do camping as a business meeting.” Roman tells me when we reach the door. “I might not get any cell service.”


  “That sounds fun,” I place my hand on his chest.


  “What will you do this weekend?” He asks, placing his hand on top of mine.


  “Aubrey wants to go to Liam’s club this weekend.” I lift my gaze from our hands on his chest, up to his eyes to gauge his reaction.


  “Ah, I almost forgot. Liam did mention something about that.” Roman smiles. “Please promise me you will be careful.”


  “I will,” I promise him.


  “I should let you get inside.” Roman lifts my hands to his lips and lightly kisses my fingers.


  “Okay,” I turn to the door and realize we’d forgotten my backpack. “Roman my keys are in my backpack.”


  “That means you’re coming back with me and spending the night?” Roman teases.


  “Roman…I,” I start.


  He cuts me off. “I’m just teasing you. I’ll have one of my guys drop it off in thirty minutes.”


  “Thank you,” I grab his yellow tie again and pull him in for a kiss.


  Roman wraps his arms around my waist and hauls me to his body. His kiss is demanding, hot, and wet. I let go of his tie to snake my arms around his neck in order to hold on.


  “Roman,” I whimper his name against his lips.


  Roman breaks our kiss and rests his forehead on mine. “I should let you get inside.”


  Without breaking away, I reach my hand to the door and knock. When we hear the lock clicking and the knob turning, we reluctantly let go of each other.


  Lola opens the door, when she sees Roman standing behind me she opens the door wider. With her eyes big and round, she looks from Roman and then to me.


  “Lola, this is Roman. Roman this is my roommate Lola.”


  Roman extends his arm around me to shake Lola’s hand. Lola takes his hand, but her eyes are on me.


  “Nice to meet you, Lola.” Roman gives her his shy, devastating smile.


  And just like that, Roman wins Lola over. She blushes and grins, batting her lashes.


  “Nice to meet you too…Roman.” Lola rolls his name out slowly.


  “Call me,” Roman says to me.


  I turn around and pull him in for a hug.


  “I will,” I stand up on the tips of my toes to whisper in his ear.


  I let him go and walk into the house. Lola and I watch Roman walk back to his car.


  “Holy hotness,” Lola gasps. “Where did you meet him?”


  “At the bus stop.” I say walking over to the living room.


  “He was taking the bus?” Lola asks, flabbergasted.


  “No silly, he owns the building across the street.” I tell her as I am falling onto the couch.


  “Oh my God, tell me everything!” Lola yelps and falls onto the couch next to me.


  For the next thirty minutes, I tell her a play by play of how I met Roman. Her face goes from surprise, to shock, and then to grinning from ear to ear.


  “Jeez, that sounds like something that happens in a movie, not in real life.” She says. “I think he might be your soul mate.”


  “Lola, don’t.” I mutter.


  “No, hear me out. He’s probably wondering too, why you just appeared out of nowhere. I for one believe you two were supposed to find each other that day. That right there is fate.”


  “You’re reading too much into this,” I sigh.


  Lola opens her mouth to say something back, but the knock at the door stops her.


  “That’s my backpack.” I jump up off the couch and saunter toward the door.


  I open the door to find one of the guys that Roman was talking to the very first day I noticed him.


  “Hi, you Angel?’ He asks, holding out my backpack to me.


  “Yes,” I say taking my backpack from him. “Thank you.”


  “No problem.” He says. “I’m Andres, you are much more beautiful up close. I see now why my boss has gone weak for you.”


  “Um,” I start.


  He doesn’t let me finish. “Okay, I’ll see you around.” Andres turns around and walks away.


  I close the door and turn to find Lola standing behind me.


  “Who was that?” She asks her eyes are big again.


  “I guess someone that works for him,” I shrug, walking back to the couch.


  I set my backpack on the rug near me as I sit back down. I lift my eyes to Lola and she’s standing in front of me bouncing around.


  “Lola, what the heck has gotten into you,” I ask, laughing at her.


  “I almost forgot, but there was this uber sexy guy that came over today,” She tells me squealing.


  “Who?” I ask, sounding very intrigued.


  “You know him. Why didn’t you tell me he was drop dead gorgeous?”


  Instantly, Kevin pops up in my head.


  “That little shit.”


  Lola stops bouncing around and gives me one of her, I can’t believe you just said that look.


  “Do you know what he did for us today?” Lola asks. She stays quiet, waiting for me to answer her. I don’t, so she continues. “He bought us groceries, our kitchen is full to the brim.”


  “That little shit,” I say again. I am now mad, very mad at him.


  “You are being such a brat. I am done talking to you,” Lola turns around and walks away from me.


  I stare after her for a moment to calm my nerves. Why would he do this? Does he not ever listen when someone tells him not to do something?


  I grab my backpack and storm off to my room. I let out a frustrating breath of air when I flop down onto my bed. I dig into my backpack and reach inside for my phone. While I am scrolling through my phone for Kevin’s number, I toss my backpack to the corner of the room. As I press Kevin’s name on the screen of my phone, I relax against my headboard. He picks up at two rings.


  “Hey,” he says, softly into the phone.


  “Why don’t you ever listen?” I snap


  “I think what you meant to say is Thank you,” I hear Kevin sighing, deeply.


  “I’m not a charity case,” I hiss.


  “Look, Angel, I wasn’t going to be able to sleep tonight knowing that you and your roommates might go hungry tonight. And yes, I know you said that everyone eats outside of the house. But, what about when any of you gets hungry in the middle of the night, how do you eat?”


  I choke on what I was going to tell him.


  We are both quiet while we listen to each other breathe.


  “Angel, just throw all the food in the fucking trash. I’ll see you at school on Monday.”


  “But, Lola will be upset,” I try to tell him, but he already hung up.


  I slide my body off the headboard until I am lying flat on my back. I let my phone fall to the floor. Covering my face with my hands, I scream in exasperation. I really want to call Kevin back. He can’t just hang up on me.


  As I am laying on my bed contemplating calling Kevin and cussing him out for hanging up on me, I start to get hungry.


  Really?


  He’s not even here and he’s getting the best of me.


  I throw my arms up in frustration and roll off my bed. I walk out of my room and make my way into the kitchen. I find Lola singing and dancing while she is cutting up vegetables.


  “Lola, it’s late, why are you cooking?”


  Lola stops her chopping and looks at me. She doesn’t stay anything at first.


  “I see someone gave up their brattiness.” She says, and then goes back to chopping her veggies.


  “What are you making?”


  “Tacos.” She tells me, giggling. “Yes, I know, how creative, but I miss the tacos my mom used to make me. It’s all about the seasoning of your meat and the greasiness of your tortillas.”


  “Will you make me some too?”


  “Are you sure, I mean, all this,” Lola waves her knife around in the air. “Is due to the generosity of Kevin. Who should be illegal for being so damn sexy?” Lola looks up as if she is thinking about Kevin. I roll my eyes.


  “I’m surprise he picked up the stuff to make tacos.”


  “He didn’t do it on his own,” She says, knowingly.


  “Huh?”


  “He came over here first and I went to the store with him.”


  “He doesn’t know what crossing the line is. And you trusted him, a stranger?” I ask.


  “Well, to be honest, I wanted to spend more time in his presence. I really wanted to suck him in and keep him forever.” She laughs.


  “Oh my, Lola, I am really glad we are going out tomorrow night, you really need to get laid.” I giggle.


  “You should invite Kevin to go too.” She suggests.


  “I don’t think so.” My giggle died in my throat.


  “Why not?” Lola sounds a little disappointed.


  “You don’t remember him, do you?” I ask, changing the subject.


  Lola looks up and stares into my eyes for a beat, and then she slap her hand onto the counter. “Oh my God, Kevin is the guy from the hardware store!”


  “Do you think he’s my soul mate too?” I tease.


  She narrows her eyes at me and smiles. “You are going to have one heck of a life here, with two guys fighting over you.” She laughs.


  I stare back at her with my mouth wide open.
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  It’s Saturday night.


  The air in my room is thick. I’m having a hard time breathing and the butterflies in my stomach won’t settle down. Pressing my hand onto my chest, I take a deep inhale of breath.


  You need to calm your nerves, Angel.


  This will be my first time out in over two years. Saying that I am nervous is an understatement.


  I stare into the eyes of the girl in the mirror. The girl that holds the guilt, she wasn’t able to hold anymore two years ago.


  The mark on her hand that is press firmly on her chest is still a reminder of the day she gave up.


  Her long dark brown hair is styled with curls on the ends. She has on a pretty little dress and her make-up is done to perfection.


  I want to the feel the way I look. Happy, healthy and beautiful.


  “Are you almost ready?” Lola asks walking into my room breaking my lament. “Wow, you are going to break hearts tonight.”


  I smile at her.


  I chose my dress to fit the personality I wanted to portray tonight.


  Fun and sexy.


  My crème color dress is very short with a flowy skirt. The strapless top of the dress hugs me tight and pushes my boobs up.


  Lola is wearing a tight fitting purple dress that hangs off her shoulder and covers just enough of her thigh. Her curly hair is style slick straight tonight.


  “And look at you. You will have guys fighting for your attention,” I tell her.


  “I know,” She does a little model pose behind me looking into the mirror.


  I giggle. “Is Aubrey and Zoe ready yet?”


  “Yes, they are in the living room waiting on you my dear,”


  I walk away from the mirror. Lola steps forward, and takes over the mirror. She puts her weight on one foot to the other trying to find the best pose for tonight.


  I grab my phone and my little Gucci wristlet off of my night stand.


  “Ready?” I ask.


  “Yes, Yes!” She walks out of my room clapping her hands.


  Shaking my head, I follow her out.


  We find Aubrey and Zoe waiting at the door. Aubrey has on black booty shorts and a black sheer blouse with silver poky dots on them. Zoe has on a gray tight mini skirt and a black tank top on. With our mile high pumps and long legs, well mine is shorter than them, but we are a fierce looking group of gals.


  “Angel, oh my God, you look amazing. Please don’t stand next to me when we get to the club. You will take all of my free drinks.” Aubrey looks at Zoe laughing.


  “Wait I thought we are getting a VIP table courtesy of your boyfriend, which drinks will be free all night,” Zoe tells her looking very confused.


  “We are,” Aubrey snaps at her. “But you know it’s an ego booster when a good looking guy offers to buy you a drink.”


  “Oh, got it,” Zoe laughs and look around nervously.


  I glimpse over to Lola and she is rolling her eyes. I cough into my hand to stop from laughing.


  “I think the cab is here,” Lola tells them pushing her way to the front door and opening it.


  The cab driver stops the car right in front of the club. As I am getting out of the cab, my eyes found the side of the building, which there is a monstrous line of people. I turn away when quite a few people in line gave me their dirty looks.


  We confidently walk up to the bouncer at the front of the line.


  “Name,” He tells us without looking from his clipboard.


  “Henry, you really are going to ask me for my name,” Aubrey says flirtatiously.


  Henry looks up and beams at her. “Girl, you know you are too special to be standing in line.” He removes the red velvet rope and usher us into the door. Aubrey gives him a kiss on the cheek on her way in.


  Aubrey leads the way through the crowd of people. I fall behind to make sure I am the last person following the group. I try my hardest to be oblivious to the lights and the crowd. But the panic creeping up my body is not letting up.


  Lola turns around and grabs my hand. It was as if she knew I was close to a break down. I let Lola half lead and half drag me along with her.


  The VIP section for us is in the back of the club. The section is on a platform and there are bars lined around it. There is a bouncer guarding the bottom of the steps.


  When Aubrey gets to him, he too gives her an ear to ear smile. He moves out of the way for us to move up the steps.


  In the middle of the section, there’s a big white U-shaped couch and behind it was a full service bar. Two sexy dressed bartenders, who were standing behind the bar, moves out to us as fast as they could when they see us.


  “Hi Ms. Nicks, what can we get for you and your lovely friends.” One of them asks Aubrey when we sat down on the couch.


  “We are here to celebrate our new addition to our house.” Aubrey tells her. “I want a bottle of Cristal to start us off. And then you can bring us my usual.” Aubrey waves her hand to dismiss the bartenders.


  I see Lola narrowing her eyes at Aubrey. I lean into Lola far enough to whisper in her ear.


  “Is she always like this?” I ask into Lola’s ear.


  Lola nods and we both laugh quietly.


  The bottle of Cristal comes to us a moment later and we now each have a glass in our hands.


  “Angel, I’m so happy that you are living in the house. I hope we will become the best of friends.” Aubrey half yell across Zoe and Lola to me.


  I give her a small smile and we all click our glasses.


  “I want to dance now,” Zoe says dancing in her seat.


  “You guys go ahead I want to enjoy more of my champagne.” I say.


  “Are you sure?” Lola asks.


  “Yes,” I nod


  The girls leave with Lola glancing back to me once.


  I slowly sip my drink and look out to the crowd and I blink, I blink again. My eyes stays focus on the person I am looking at.


  Boy, does he look pissed.


  I move my gaze away from him and pretend I didn’t see him. As if that will be enough to keep him away.


  Shit, he’s making his way over to me. I set the glass down, make my way to the stairs and onto the dance floor in a frantic. I feel my phone buzzing in my wristlet.


  It’s him, don’t look, and just keep moving.


  I find Lola and the girls dancing together. They have guys around them. Lola has her back to a guy, dancing her heart out and she’s grinning.


  She reaches her hands out to take mine’s and I start to move with her. She lets my hands go when she see that I am dancing.


  A very good looking boy comes up to me and starts dancing. I hook an arm around his neck to bring him in closer. He presses his body onto mine and sways his hips. I move with him.


  “You’re so beautiful. Where have you been all my life?” He murmurs into my ear.


  I giggle and move my back to him without breaking any body contact. He pulls me in close with his hand that is on my stomach.


  As we continue to dance my mind drift away from him. Is he still coming after me? Is he watching me dance with this guy? I want him to see how much I am enjoying dancing with cutie boy here, I don’t know why. But I do.


  I move my dance moves up a notch in the sexiness range by bending down and tapping the floor with one hand. I move back up slowly and grind my hips against my dance partner.


  We dance just like this for a moment. I don’t know when I felt him sliding his hands off of me, I am a little irritated that he didn’t have the courtesy to tell me he’s leaving.


  My irritation is cut short when a big strong arm circles around to the front of my body and crushes me to him. The familiar scent of sweet earthy manliness invades my senses and I fight his tattoos covered arms off of me. His arm comes back and he presses his hand on one of my boobs. He chuckles into my hair.


  Yanking his arm away from me, I turn around and slap him.


  “You really need to know your boundaries Kevin,” I yell at him and stomp away.


  He follows right behind me.


  He grabs my arm and turns me back around. “It was an accident.”


  “Is it really?” I glare at him.


  Kevin rubs his chin with his thumb and look up as if he is thinking. I reach up with my free hand to slap him again but he stops me, while laughing.


  “Yes, it was,” He says grinning. “And I am still mad at you.” His eyes are burning green letting me know he’s telling the truth.


  “Let. Me. Go.” I order.


  “Before I let you go,” He says. “Did you want that dude you were dancing with?”


  “It was just a dance,” I say “And no, I don’t want him.”


  “Okay,” Kevin says dropping my arm. “Be good, I don’t want to have to stop another showstopper dance move of yours.” He turns around and walks away.


  He leaves me with my mouth open wide.


  “Was that too hot to handle Kevin?” Lola asks when she walks up to me.


  “Yes,” I roll my eyes at her.


  I turn away from her and make my way back to our VIP section.


  I don’t acknowledge the bouncer and make a beeline to the sparkling liquid calling my name. The moment the rim of the glass touches my lips, the liquid sweetness was gone in a second. I wipe my mouth with the back of my hands.


  “Sexy,” Lola looks at me before she takes a seat on the couch. “Just so you know, Aubrey is dry humping Kevin on the dance floor.”


  Rage boils up my body and I slam my champagne glass down onto the table.


  “I’m going to get another drink,” I tell Lola.


  She nods her head looking amused. I pretend to not see her mocking face and walk away to the bar.


  “Having a good time?” The bartender asks me noticing the upset look on my face.


  “I’m trying to.”


  She gives me a sympathetic look. “I will make you my very own special drink that will take your boy troubles away.” She winks at me. “I will take it to you when it’s done.”


  “Thank you,”


  When I get back to Lola, I hear Zoe talking.


  “I don’t understand why she thinks this is ok,”


  “She knows what she’s doing,” Lola tells Zoe. “She wants what she is doing to get back to Liam, for whatever her reason is.”


  “Isn’t Angel going to get mad at her?” Zoe leans in close to Lola not wanting anyone to hear, but I heard her clearly.


  “Who am I going to be mad at?” I look at Zoe and Lola before sitting down next to Lola.


  “Oh nothing,” Zoe say looking away.


  “It’s okay Zoe, Kevin is just Angel’s friend,” Lola gives me a mischievous look. “Right, Angel?”


  “Yup,” I shoot Zoe a smile and narrow my eyes at Lola.


  Lola shrugs and mouth “Whatever.”


  “What happen to the guy you were dancing with,” I ask to take the attention from this whole Kevin fiasco.


  Lola’s face lights up and she sits up straighter. “We exchange numbers, he’s coming back to get me when he’s done hanging with his boys.”


  “You are going home with him?”


  “No, I really like him and I want to get to know him more. So no sex for me today,”


  We turn to see the guy she was dancing with early waving for her to go to him. Lola bounces off of her seat nearly knocking the two bartenders standing near me with full trays in their hands.


  “I’m so sorry,” Lola murmurs walking away.


  A pink liquid concoction with pink sugar lining the rim of the cup is thrust into my hand. I take a sip and nod approvingly to the bartender. They set a tall bottle of vodka, tall pitchers of orange juice, cranberry juice, and pineapple juice on the table and a bucket of ice.


  “Aubrey’s usual,” She says flatly. “Let me know if you need another, okay?” She smiles at me and they both walk away.


  “Don’t mind me but I’m going to get drunk tonight,” Zoe eyes are huge as she grabs the vodka bottle.


  I take a sip of my drink and laugh at her silliness.


  I survey the crowd inside the club and almost choke on my drink when I see them. Kevin has his arms around Aubrey and he’s slowly rubbing is hands down the back of her body stopping at her butt. She throws her head back and laughs as he squeezes her ass. Her arms are wrapped around his neck. Kevin bends his head down to her neck and kisses it or he is sucking it, because his lips stays on her body for a while.


  An uneasy feeling creeps up my chest, a feeling I had before when my first boyfriend broke up with me. Why am I feeling like this? Kevin doesn’t mean anything to me. I set my drink down on the table gently to not cause alarm to Zoe. I get up slowly and try to walk away but Zoe has been watching me.


  “Where are you going?” She asks.


  “I’m going outside to get some air.” I lie.


  Kevin and Aubrey are planted where I have to walk by them to get out. I see Kevin turning his head away from Aubrey to watch where I was going.


  I make it out the door when he comes up behind me.


  “Where do you think you’re going?” Kevin demands.


  “Home,” I reach for the door handle to the taxi cab that was parked in front of me.


  “You’re not getting in that cab, Angel.” He growls.


  “I need to get home, Kevin. So just let me be, okay?”


  “I’ll take you home.” He walks over to take my hand.


  I let go of the door handle and step closer to him. His lip twitches into a smile but he holds back his victory grin.


  “Why are you holding back your shit eating grin?” I ask annoyed.


  “It won’t help the situation,” He says laughing.


  Kevin doesn’t let go of my hand as we make our way to his truck, which I see is parked down the street.


  “Kevin, where are you going?” I hear Aubrey whine behind us.


  We stop and turn to address Aubrey. Kevin’s hand tightens around my fingers.


  “I’m taking Angel home.”


  “You don’t want to take me home too?” Aubrey asks bending her head to the side to add innocence to her words. But she wants so much more.


  I cringe.


  “Not tonight, maybe another time,” Kevin tells her flatly.


  Hurt washes over Aubrey’s face. She stays quiet for a moment before she turns on her heels and walk away.


  “Do you want her?” I whisper.


  “She’s fun.” He grins. “Is someone jealous?”


  “No,” I yank my hand away from his and walk to the passenger door of his truck.


  Kevin opens the door and helps me climb onto the seat, his hand grazing the bottom of my ass that meets my thigh.


  My leg tingles down to my toes.


  I lay my head onto the window when I’m safely in the truck. Kevin closes the door and I jump back up.


  “Oh my God, Kevin, I don’t have the keys to get into the house.” I open my tiny wristlet to look inside anyways, knowing very well the keys are not there.


  Kevin takes his eyes off the road to take a quick glance my way. Seeing my panicked face, he places his hand over mind to calm me down.


  “It’s okay you can spend the night at my place.” He states as if it’s the easiest thing to do.


  “Um...I don’t think so,” I shake my head.


  “Then where shall I drop you off at? Back at the club?” He raises his eyebrow.


  Knowing that I have no other choice, I stay quiet.


  “Well?” He presses.


  I don’t answer him.


  “It’s my place then,” He says.


  Kevin doesn’t talk the rest of the way to his place while I fidget with my wristlet.


  “You know I was fucking so close to throwing your coin purse out the window.” He tells me as he pulls his truck into a tall building’s drive way.


  I jump and stare in shock as a man opens my door. “Umm...Kevin,” I reach for him and finding air.


  “Miss?” The man stares at me expectedly.


  “Angel, get out of the car. He needs to park it,” Kevin says.


  “Oh,” I laugh softly to hide my embarrassment while I climb out of the truck.


  Kevin holds out his hand for me to take it. Without a second thought, I take his hand.


  The moment we get into the elevator, Kevin shocks me by pulling me into him. He buries his head into my hair.


  “What number,” I ask him reaching for the buttons.


  “Penthouse,” He murmurs into my hair.


  “Who are you, Kevin?” I whisper.


  He angles his head dropping his forehead to mine he doesn’t answer me. Instead, he chastely kisses the tip of my nose.


  “Kevin…” I breathe.


  “I’m who you want me to be,” He says softly.


  “That’s not the answer I’m looking for.”


  “It’s the only answer I can give you right now, Angel.” He says kissing my nose again.


  The elevator stops us on his floor breaking us apart. Kevin drags me to his door.


  We walk through a long black and white checkered floor foyer to the dining room and kitchen. Floor to ceiling windows wraps around the apartment. The kitchen has dark cabinets and dark gray granite counter tops.


  “Angel, I’ll show you around tomorrow morning. It’s late and I’m tired,” He smiles sheepishly.


  Taking my wristlet from me, Kevin tosses it onto the kitchen island as we walk past it. Up ahead I see what looks like the family room with a dark brown leather sofa and two identical arm chairs. There’s a television set right above the fire place. I instantly picture Kevin sitting on the sofa drinking beers and watching sports. My lips curve into a smile at that thought.


  Kevin opens the door that is off to the side of the kitchen.


  How convenient for his guest.


  The room has dark wood floors and decorated with white and tan colors.


  “Wow, your guest suite is like a dream,” I tell him.


  Kevin arches an eyebrow, “This is my room.”


  “Then where is the guest room?”


  “It’s not furnished yet.” He says.


  “Where will I sleep than?” I ask dreading the answer.


  “Here with me,” Kevin starts to unbutton his black dress shirt.


  “I don’t think so,” I shake my head and back away slowly.


  Kevin pauses on the last button and let out a groan. “I’m not going to argue with you about this, if you don’t want to sleep in here, you are more than welcome to sleep on the couch in the living room.”


  “I hate you,” I tell him as I am walking out of the room.


  “Why are you making this so difficult,” Kevin follows me out.


  “I’m not,” I mumble.


  “Then get back in the room, so we can go to sleep,” He snaps.


  “No,” I turn to him and cross my arms over my chest.


  Kevin rushes over to me and I don’t even have time to react. He has me over his shoulder in record time. Carrying me like a caveman back to the room. His hand moves to caress my bare ass while he bounces me with each of his steps.


  “You’re in ass,” I yell at him as he drops me onto the King size bed.


  “Do you want to undress yourself or should I help you?” He leans in to grab my dress.


  Slapping his arm away, I scoot off the bed. “I can do it myself!”


  I walk into his walk-in closet and gasp. It is huge and looks to go on for miles. I scan the clothes that hang along the walls. Hanging to my left are business suits that stretches out to the end of the closet. I give Kevin a quizzical look when he comes in.


  “Why do you have so many business suits?”


  “Do I have to tell you why?” He moves around me.


  “You don’t, but I want to know,” I follow him.


  “I use them for business.” He answers short and clip.


  “But you’re a college student.” I say.


  “Yes, I am.” Kevin walk pass me to the deeper end of the closet, opens a drawer, and pulls out sleeping clothes for me.


  “Thanks,” I take the clothes from him.


  “Are you done with your questions?” He smirks.


  “No,” I say looking at the clothes in my hands.


  “Well, I’m done answering…tired.” He walks back to the end of the closet and pulls his t-shirt off of his body. I am frozen in my spot as I watch his back muscles contract as his shirt slides up and off of him.


  He’s ripped.


  He turns to open the drawer and I catch a glimpse of his six pack and taut chest muscles. Tattoos only on his arms, they run from the top of his arms down to his wrists.


  God, does he have to be so insanely beautiful.


  He hooks his thumbs into the waist band of his black boxer brief and glides them off his perfectly shaped ass, all the way down to his ankle. He steps out of them and I’m wondering how I missed him taking off his pants.


  You were too busy checking out his tattoos, silly.


  Kevin turns to face me, naked and all. His lips curve up to the side giving me his devious grin. I move my eyes away from his manhood and try not to drool.


  “Are you going to just stand there all night?”


  I am caught.


  “No,” I mutter walking out of the closet.


  I make my way into his bathroom, which was line with white marble, floor to ceiling. The only other color was the black fireplace next to the big bath tub.


  I quickly change into the pajamas he’s given me; afraid he was going to walk in on me. Knowing Kevin and his non-awareness of boundaries, he will not think anything was wrong seeing a woman naked without her permission.


  I place my dress, panties, bra and stilettos on the armchair in the bedroom, climb onto the bed, not noticing Kevin on his side, prop up on his elbow watching me.


  “Oh my God,” I say placing a hand to my chest.


  “What?” He asks sounding alarm.


  “You scared me,”


  “How cute…you’re nervous.” He jokes.


  I pull the duvet from the bottom off the bed and try to cover myself, not having much luck with his legs on it.


  “Excuse me, can you move,” I give the duvet a force tug.


  He lifts his legs to allow me to pull the duvet over me. I turn onto my side away from him. I hear him shifting on the bed and the duvet moving around. I make myself resist the urge to look over to see what he was doing.


  Then everything went still, I lay waiting for him to say something to me.


  He doesn’t.


  I fall asleep a moment later.
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  I wake up to Kevin wrapped around me. His front is press against my back and his arms are around me. I want to stretch out but I don’t want to wake him up. Nor do I want him to move away from me.


  His warm body feels good around mine.


  His phone has other plans because it wakes him up by having the loudest obnoxious ringtone on planet earth. I groan along with Kevin as he moves away from me to grab his phone on the nightstand.


  “Fuck,” He mutters looking at the caller ID on his phone. “Are you okay? What’s going on?” Kevin drills into the phone when he answers it.


  He stays silent listening to the person talk, lying flat on his back and his forearm covering his eyes.


  “I’m gonna go get you,” He let out a deep loud sigh.


  Kevin clicks the phone off and let it fall out of his hand. He doesn’t say anything for a very long time, before he turns to me.


  “I have to go pick up Natalie,” He whispers. “You can stay here until I get back and I will take you home.”


  “Don’t worry about me. I can get myself home, I’m pretty sure all the girls are home now and they can let me in the house.” I give him a small smile.


  Kevin smiles back, climbs off the bed and walk into the bathroom.


  I take the opportunity to change back into my dress. I leave my thong off and shove it between my bra and dress. God, I hope it doesn’t fall out. I fold up Kevin’s pajama and lay it neatly on the chair.


  I make my way out of the room to the kitchen where my wristlet is at. I hop onto the bar stool to check my phone. I have ten missed calls and five text messages all from Lola. There’s also a voice message icon on the top of my phone screen letting me know I have one waiting.


  Deciding my best option is to listen to the voice mail before I call Lola back.


  The voice that comes onto the line is not Lola at all. He sounds upset, very upset.


  “Hi, it’s me Roman. Liam just informed me you went home with Kevin. Did he force you to go home with him?” There’s a pause before Roman’s voice comes back on. “I will kill that bastard if he took advantage of you.” Roman growls and sighs. “Angel, please call me back and let me know you’re okay. I’m going crazy worrying sick about you.” The voicemail ends.


  I put the phone down onto the counter and stare out the windows.


  “Who was that?” Kevin asks, leaning his side against the wall looking at me apprehensively.


  He has on a blue and green flannel shirt, sleeves roll upped to his elbows and dark blue jeans. His light brown hair is long and disheveled, looking more sexy than usual. My lower stomach clenches at the sight of him.


  What the hell is going on with me?


  Looking away from him, I try to roll Roman’s name off my tongue as casually as possible. I don’t succeed, my voice shaky as hell.


  Dammit.


  “Really?” Kevin start, “What did that douche-bag have to say?”


  He doesn’t wait for me to answer, before he continues. “I bet…he’s fucking going nuts knowing you spent the night with me?”


  “He’s not,” I whisper my lie.


  “Bullshit…you wouldn’t be looking away and you wouldn’t be acting so nervous.”


  I don’t say anything back it’s no used.


  “I have to go…Natalie is waiting for me.” Kevin walks to me and stands right in front of me, my knees touching his thigh.


  He takes both of my hands in his and stares at them for a moment. He looks into my eyes before he speaks.


  “Stay. Wait for me. Let’s hang out when I get back,” He pleads.


  I press my lips together and shake my head, even though I do want too.


  Kevin nods and slides his hand off of mine. “I see you Monday at school.” And then he walks out of his apartment without another word.


  I fold my arms in front of me on the counter and bury my face in them. Different scenarios of how my conversation with Roman will go swims through my head. Sighing deeply I lift my head, pick up my phone and look for Roman’s number.


  “Angel, are you okay?” Roman’s soft concern voice comes onto the line when he picks up my call.


  “I’m fine…I’m sorry I worried you. It’s not how it looks…I didn’t have my keys to get into the house, so I had no choice but to sleep here at Kevin’s place.” I stammer into the phone.


  “As long as you’re safe, I’m happy,” Roman says. “You are still there?”


  “Yes,” I whisper.


  “I’m picking you up,”


  “No, don’t leave your camping trip,”


  “I came home this morning. I didn’t want to be away from you.” Roman breathes into the phone. “I was afraid you might need me.”


  “Oh, Roman…” I say, “Come pick me up…I miss you.”


  “Give me fifteen minutes. I’ll meet you outside the building,”


  “Okay, see you in a bit,”


  We hang up before realization dawn on me. How did he know where I was at?


  Roman gets to Kevin’s apartment building early. I watch him pull his car up to the curb and gracefully climb out of his sports car.


  Roman has on aviator sunglasses, a black polo shirt, and blue jeans. He looks as if he’s filming a commercial for the car he’s driving. I smile at him appreciatively, as I am walking out of the lobby to him. He gives me his shy, handsome smile when he spots me.


  “Can you be more beautiful,” he tells me as he is walking to me.


  Roman doesn’t pull me into him for a hug. He gently lifts my chin up to him before he crushes his lips to mine.


  His kiss is soft at first but when I slip my tongue into his mouth, his kisses me back fervently. He moves his hand off of my chin and using both arms, haul me to his body. I’m press tight against him and I fight everything I got not to wrap my legs around him. I really don’t want him to know I don’t have any underwear on.


  Roman’s hands moves down to grab my ass and he presses our lower body together, bonding us. I moan letting my desires get the best of me.


  Then we hear a loud car horn.


  Roman and I reluctantly move away from each other, both letting out a low groan. Roman chuckles while I giggle casting my gaze to the ground.


  He takes my hand and leads me to his car. He opens the passenger door for me. As I bend my head to get into the car, something forces me to look to the back of the car. There parked behind Roman’s car is Kevin’s truck. Natalie and Kevin are both sitting in the truck staring at Roman and I.


  Kevin’s facial expression is a mixer of hurt and anger. Natalie looks utterly disgusted. I turn away and climb into the car. Roman closes my door and I watch him closely as he walk around to the driver side, wanting to see if he looks back at Kevin or not. Roman doesn’t. But I know he saw Kevin, just as I saw Kevin.


  “Are you hungry? Did the deadbeat feed you before he ran off and left you alone in his apartment?” Roman asks as he pulls away from Kevin’s apartment.


  “He had an emergency to take care of and no I’m not hungry. I just want to get home and get out of this dress.”


  “Was the emergency that girl in the car with him?”


  “Yes,”


  “His girlfriend?” Roman asks.


  “I don’t really know who she is to him.” I answer honestly.


  I know Roman is trying to find out a reason to eliminate Kevin as a competition. To show him my mind is only on him, I lace my fingers through his and pull it to my lips.


  “Thank you for picking me up,” I tell him before I place an open mouth kiss on the back of his hand.


  His fingers tighten around mine and he let out a low deep groan.


  “Don’t do that,” He warns. “Or you won’t make it home until later today.”


  I giggle satisfy that I took his mind away from Kevin. But my mind stayed on Kevin. The little strip tease in the closet, the way he held me when I woke up and him leaving to Natalie when she called him. Those scenes playing like a movie through my head on repeat.


  Who is Natalie?


  At every red light, Roman leans over and kisses me. I am a hot mess when he parks the car near the house.


  Roman’s hand moves to the small of my back as we are walking from his car to my front door. I turn my body to wrap my arms around his waist when we are at the door and glances up at him. He wraps his long strong arms around me too and smiles at me.


  “You’re dreamy,” I whisper and close my eyes.


  Roman bends his head and takes my mouth with his. His kiss is soft and sensual on my lips but as he moves his lips off of mine and down the length of my neck, his kisses turns hungry. I feel my knees giving out as I surrender to all the sensation running through my body.


  “Angel, my sweet angel,” He murmurs near my collarbone.


  My body tense up and I feel my fingers sliding off his body.


  My sweet angel.


  My sweet baby girl Angel.


  Those words my Dad will never say to me again.


  I burst into tears, choking and heaving. I turn around, hands to my chest, and face the door.


  I can’t let Roman see me in such a state.


  Roman’s hand instantly starts rubbing down my back.


  “Baby, you’re scaring me.” Roman whispers near my temple. “Please let me make it all better.”


  He wraps his arms around my shoulder and holds me tight. His chin is on the top of my head. He holds me until I stop shaking, until all the tears have stop flowing down my face.


  Standing in Roman’s arm letting him console me is everything I don’t want. Not for him. I don’t deserve his good loving heart.


  I place my hands on Roman’s stomach and push him off of me.


  “I’m sorry, Roman, but I should get inside,” I choke out.


  “Angel, tell me what’s wrong.” He reaches out for me again.


  “I-I should get inside.”


  “Can I call you later? Take you to dinner, maybe?” He says sounding hopeful.


  God, he’s such a great guy.


  I’m such a horrible person.


  “Yes,” I turn away from him again and look down to the ground afraid the tears will start again soon.


  “Okay,” He whispers behind me. “I will call you later.”


  And then he leaves.


  I look up to find the door open and Lola is standing under the door frame. Her face is grime.


  “What the hell is going on?” She asks looking at me up and down, checking to see if I am okay.


  “I’m okay,” I move past her to my room.


  Not looking back, I walk into my room and shut the door. Instantly, the outside world is shut out.
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  “Hello?” I grumble into the phone, my voice raspy from being woken up.


  “Where are you?” Kevin’s irritated voice comes onto the line.


  “Home,” I sigh.


  “I’m coming over,” he clips.


  “No, I’m going out with Roman later today and I need to start getting dressed.” I breathe into the phone.


  “Angel…” his voice trails off.


  “I have to go…” I say, closing my eyes.


  I really hate disappointing him.


  “Okay, see you tomorrow at school…bye.” Kevin hangs up before I can say anything else.


  True to his words Roman’s number flashes on my phone right after Kevin hangs up.


  “Hey,” I murmur into the phone.


  “How are you feeling?”


  “Better,” I answer honestly.


  “Do you feel up to having dinner with my family?” He asks sounding unsure of himself.


  I pause.


  Taking my silence as my hesitation, Roman explains himself.


  “I forgot today was Sunday and we have dinner together every Sunday.” He says. “It’s to make my mom happy.”


  “I would love to,” I smile at the fact that he’s such a family man.


  I think I can hear him smiling through the phone and it makes me happy.


  “Okay, I will pick you up in an hour?” He asks.


  “Okay,”


  We hang up and I jump out of bed to get ready with a huge stupid grin on my face.
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  There’s a knock on my door as I am slipping my shirt down my body.


  “Come in,” I say smoothing out the material.


  Roman walks in, demanding attention.


  God, does he know he portrays such countenance.


  He stalks over and wraps his arms around me from behind. I stare back at him through the mirror.


  “Angel, what happened earlier today?” He asks, his voice soft.


  “I…” I can’t finish what I’m going to say and my gaze moves away from his.


  “Don’t look away, tell me,” he murmurs.


  I glance back into his eyes. “You said something that reminded me of my dad.” I say, my lips trembling.


  His arms tighten around me and he presses his lips to my temple. “I’m sorry, baby.”


  I angle my head back to meet him and he spins me around until I have my arms around his neck.


  He doesn’t kiss me. Roman is just holding me and rubbing his hands up and down my back.


  “Does your family know I am coming over?” I ask stretching my arms out to push my body back in order to look up into his eyes.


  “Yes,” he answers. “Are you ready?”


  “Yes,” I say breaking away from him to pick up my phone.


  “You need to pack an overnight bag,” he says from behind me.


  I turn slowly around to find him eyeing me with his stance of authority. He really can be intimating at times.


  “I can’t,” I stammer.


  “My house is a ways away from here.” He says locking is penetrating black orbs on me. “And, I want you to spend the night.”


  I slump onto my bed. “I’m not ready…”


  I don’t know what I am not ready for. I haven’t been with any man for over two years. There needs to be some time for me to prepare myself for the intimacy Roman needs.


  “Give me some time,” I finish, before he can say anything back.


  “Love, who broke you?” He asks, sitting down next to me.


  “Myself,” I whisper.


  “One day you will let me fix you and I will take care of everything.” He grabs my hand and tugs me up with him. “Shall we?”


  “No bag?” I ask, biting my lip.


  “No bag,” Roman walks me out to his awaiting car.
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  After a forty five minute ride, we pull up to a ranch style home. Roman doesn’t stall as he takes me to the front door, and his family, standing in the foyer, greets us.


  “I want to meet her,” a little girl about four years old pushes her way through the legs of the two adults standing in her way.


  She holds out her arms for me to lift her up.


  “Sophie, you will not ask her to pick you up,” A woman with Auburn hair pulls the little girl back.


  “Ellie let her come to us.” Roman says lifting the little girl up.


  A short older motherly woman with meat on her bones pulls me into a hug. She’s everything I have always dreamt my mother would have been.


  “I have to call you Bella, beautiful girl.” She holds me at arm’s length and looks me over.


  “I’m cooking lasagna, I hope you like.”


  “Her lasagna will be the best you ever had.” The woman Roman called Ellie tells me.


  I smile. “I’m sure it will be.”


  “I’m Roman’s sister-in-law by the way.” She pulls me in for a hug. “We have to talk later, after dinner…okay?” She whispers in my ear.


  I nod and she pulls away leaving with the woman I assume is Roman’s mom.


  A little boy about nine years old walks around Roman to come to me.


  “Hey,” he says. “I’m Marcus, named after my dad.”


  “Nice to meet you Marcus,” I say, smiling down at him.


  “Yeah, well, see you later.” Marcus walks away.


  “Can she hold me now Uncle Roman?” Sophie pleads.


  Roman arches his eyebrow and I hold out my arms to take her. She comes to me and nestles her head on my shoulder.


  “I like you,” she says.


  Roman chuckles and leads me to the family room, his hand on the small of my back. The house is decorated in a County style theme that looks just like a picture out of a Pottery Barn catalog.


  Dinner is on the table when we arrive in the family room, Roman’s mom ushers us to the table. She takes Sophie from my arms and sets her down on a chair. Roman pulls out a chair for me and sits next to me.


  “Bella, I am happy you are here. My figlio is different, he’s happy too.” She says with tears in her eyes. “Now let’s eat.”


  Roman serves a plate for me before he gets a plate for himself. His mom spends the whole dinner talking about Italy and her childhood. She wants to take me there during the holidays.
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  Later, I find myself outside on a chaise lounge in the backyard with Roman’s mom and Ellie, empty wine glasses around us.


  “I haven’t seen Roman look at anyone the way he looks at you. He watches your every move.” Ellie says half slurring her words.


  She is drunk.


  Roman’s mom seems to be asleep on her chaise lounge, she doesn’t move when Ellie taps her.


  “Maura has been praying for Roman to find someone for over six years.” Ellie says bowing her head to look at her feet. “Has he told you about his ex-fiancée?”


  “He did.” I say staring ahead to the lake.


  “He left her and I know why,” She says smiling. “He didn’t look at her the way he looks at you.”


  Roman walks out to the backyard glancing over to us, his eyes train on me and he stalks over. His gaze landing on Maura and Ellie for a second before it’s on me again. I feel so vulnerable, so expose with the way he’s looking at me.


  His mom and sister sneaks away without making any noises.


  Roman scoots me over on the lounge chair where he’s flat on his back and I’m lying on my side.


  “We are staying the night here.” He says staring up to the stars.


  “Roman…we,” I start.


  “It’s a long drive back, Angel,” he whispers.


  “I can drive,” I offer.


  “I’m not letting my woman drive.”


  He’d planned to keep me here all along. I’m not sure if it’s the wine but I don’t think I will fight him on this.


  I look at him, studying his face. He’s trying very hard to keep a straight face but his lips slowly curving into a grin, his eyes crinkling in the corners. I playfully slap his chest. He chuckles and pulls me on top of him.


  “You’re bad,” I giggle before planting a kiss on his lips.


  It was supposed to be a quick kiss, but Roman moves fast, his hands are laced through my hair at the back of my head and he holds me prisoner. Roman returns my kiss, a wet hungry kiss. When he slips his tongue into my mouth a moan escapes my lips and I lose my inhibition.


  I grind my lower body against his causing Roman to half roar and half groan into my mouth. He removes his hands from my hair and frantically tries to move my shirt up my ribcage.


  “Roman, we can’t do this here,” I break away from his lush lips.


  Roman doesn’t say anything back to me. He slides my body off of him and when I’m standing up, he gets up himself. He takes my hand to walk back into the house. His steps are fast and I find myself struggling to keep up with him.


  We climb up the stairs and into a bedroom in record time. Roman takes me over to the bed and gently lays me down. He climbs up my body and moves my arms over my head, and then spreads my legs apart with his knees. My legs automatically wrap themselves around his waist pulling him closer. This time he’s the one to grind against me and I feel every inch of his erection. My head falls back and I let myself feel the sweet sensation of his body rubbing against mine.


  “Angel, look at me,” Roman whispers.


  I open my eyes to find Roman’s eyes hooded and filled with desires.


  “I want you,” he starts. “After I take you, there will be no other man in your life.”


  I bite down on my bottom lip; my thoughts fill with images of Kevin. I shake them away.


  “It has always been just you. You’re the one I want. The only one I want.” I lift my head slightly to meet his lips with mine.


  Roman takes my bottom lip with his teeth and sucks on it. My need for him explodes and I ache dangerously between my thighs.


  “Roman, I need to feel your hands and lips all over my body, now.” I demand.


  Roman moves off my body and kneels over me. He helps me with my shirt and bra. When they are off, he pushes me back onto the bed. He stares appreciatively at my naked chest.


  “You have to be the most beautiful woman in the world, Angel.” His voice is husky.


  I come undone with his words and I start to claw at his shirt, trying frantically to rip his shirt off of him.


  “Patience, baby.” Roman whispers removing his shirt for me.


  I want to feel his warm body against mine. I need to feel his body on me. I reach up to pull him onto me before his shirt is even off. Roman crushes his lips to mine and we kiss passionately. My nipples are getting hard and I love the feeling I’m getting from Roman’s toned chest brushing against them.


  The feeling is so erotic.


  I whimper into Roman’s mouth.


  “I want to be inside of you, baby, so damn bad.” Roman grunts out. “But, I want to taste you first…everywhere.” He finishes his sentence by taking my nipple into his mouth.


  He sucks gently at first, letting his tongue twirl in circles around and around. My eyes roll back into my head, letting the ecstasy wash over me. His hand on my other breast is doing its own sweet torture. I arch my back and try to get as far up as I can.


  And just as I start to find myself unable to take the pleasure that is consuming my body anymore, Roman stops everything and kneels back up. He unbuttons my jeans and pulls down the zipper in such desperation I am afraid he was going to tear them. I lift my ass up to help him slide my jeans off of my body. My hands go to my thong to slide it off along with my jeans, but Roman stops me.


  “I want it on you,” he simply says.


  Roman drops my jeans on the floor and climbs back on top of me. He quickly kisses my lips before he moves down my neck leaving little tingling sensations. His lips find my breast again and I arch my back up anticipating the feeling I was going to get. But, Roman doesn’t stay long his tongue just skates over each of my nipples. I whimper in protest, but Roman pretends not to notice as his lips travel farther down my body.


  When his lips reach the top of my lacy thong, he uses his hands to spread my legs apart. Roman sticks out his tongue and runs it across the material that is directly over my wetness.


  Holy hell.


  “You’re so wet…God, your smell is intoxicating.”


  I lift my head and catches Roman looking back at me. His onyx eyes shine brightly and are filled with so much need. I lift my hand to thread my fingers through his hair as if to soothe him, he smiles back at me shyly.


  I love his shy smile.


  Roman drops his head and I feel his teeth skim along the top inside of my thigh. When his tongue moves my thong aside and slides into me, I hear myself scream out his name.


  Roman moves his head back up to see if I’m okay. “Baby, did I do something wrong?”


  I shake my head. “No, I like it. But, I don’t think I can take it anymore…I need you inside of me now.”


  “But, I’m not done tasting you,” Roman pleads giving me puppy dog eyes.


  I shake my head giggling at him. “No. I. Need. You. Now.”


  Roman takes the hint and climb off the bed, once his jeans and boxers are off, I see him reach into his nightstand and pull out a condom. I take in his long lean body. He’s ripped with muscles but they are not bulky, he has more of a runner’s body. And, he doesn’t have any tattoos.


  Tattoos…


  And Kevin’s muscles…


  I stop myself from going any farther with thoughts of Kevin.


  Why is he even on my mind?


  I return my focus back on Roman, the man standing in front of me, the man who’s about to make love to me.


  He has the condom on now and I smile at his generous size. He climbs back on the bed and removes my thong. After he tosses it onto the floor, he gets in between my legs and leans over me. I wrap my legs around his waist as tight as I can get them and I snake my arms around his neck.


  Roman kisses the top of my head. “You’re amazing, you know that right?”


  My heart swells up from his words and I try not to start crying. Blinking my eyes rapidly, I kiss him hard.


  But, I know I have to stop kissing him to let him know what I want.


  “Make love to me. Now,” I order when I pull my lips from our kiss.


  Roman gives me another peck on the forehead before he enters me.


  Painfully slow.


  Being impatient, I lift my hips to help take him in.


  “Baby…God, you feel so good,” Roman goes still when he’s all the way inside of me.


  “Please…” I whimper wanting him to start moving.


  Roman chuckles softly. “My sweet impatient girl.”


  Roman pulls out and slams back into me.


  “Oh my…” I say panting.


  As Roman moves in and out of me, increasing his speed with every move, I feel my pleasure build up and up. I lose control and give into blissfulness. My head falls back and I let the wave of ecstasy wash over me.
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  I wake up with a delighted smile plastered on my face. Last night was incredible. I haven’t let myself go like that in a very long time.


  Sighing I reach my arm over to Roman’s side of the bed.


  He’s not there.


  Missing him already, I sit up to kick my legs off the bed and the door opens. There at the door is Roman only in his boxers. A tray is in his hands, filled with breakfast.


  Can this man get any better?


  He’s a dream come true.


  Roman stalks over to me. I scoot back onto the bed, resting my back on the headboard and I try not to bounce up and down with happiness.


  Roman places the tray in front of me.


  “Good Morning, sweetheart,” he gives me a hot, wet kiss.


  “Good Morning to you too, sex God.” I giggle.


  “Eat your breakfast before…I take you again,” He warns.


  I take a fork full of eggs and shove it into my mouth. Roman laughs and shakes his head. He walks around to his side of the bed and climbs in. He slides himself over to sit as close as he can to me. I take another fork full of eggs and feed it to him.


  “My baby is beautiful and generous…I think I won the life prize.”


  I quickly reward him with a soft peck on the cheek.


  I love how he talks to me.


  Just as I am about to take another bite, Roman takes the fork out of my hand and places it back onto the tray. He lifts the tray off of my lap and sets it on the nightstand. He yanks the duvet off of my body, Roman pauses his eyes moving over my body. Then he pulls my legs by my ankles to slide me off of the headboard.


  Roman climbs on top of me, strapping on a condom before he enters me and ravishes my body into oblivion.
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  After we, finish up our breakfast Roman takes the tray back down to the kitchen. I get up off the bed and pick up my clothes that were scattered all over the room. I take them with me into the bathroom.


  I use the bathroom and change back into my clothes, just in time for Roman to come back up to me.


  “I’m going to take a shower and get dressed for work,” his hands grip my waist and pull me in close to him.


  I place my hands on his naked chest, loving the feel of his taut muscles on my fingers.


  “Okay, I’ll go downstairs to wait for you in the living room.” I say sliding my hands down his chest.


  “I won’t be long,” he says and kisses my forehead.


  As we break apart, I instantly feel a loss for him. I make myself brave his absence and leave the room. I head downstairs to the living room and to my clutch that is still on the couch.


  I unsnap my clutch and pull out my phone. There’s a text from Lola telling me goodnight, twenty missed calls from my mom, which I think I won’t ever return. And there’s a text from Kevin asking if I need a ride to school. I reply back with a “NO.” Then I shut my phone off and shove it back into my clutch.


  And just like that, my will power to keep Kevin out of my head is broken. His crooked sexy grin pops into my head and I smile.


  What the hell?


  Hating myself for always thinking about Kevin, I feel my hand grip the clutch so hard that my knuckles turn white. My eyes stay on my hand, the marks shines bright and taunting.


  You will never be happy…


  You gave up on life…


  Your family hates you…


  I slump back onto the couch all of my euphoria slips from my body out through the marks on my hand.
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  “Baby, talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong. I will fix it for you.” Roman pleads with me.


  We are in his sports car on our way back to my place. Roman came down the stairs and took one look at me and instantly knew something was wrong. He’d tried to fix my problems there at his house, but I wouldn’t let him. Just like I am not letting him fix my problems now.


  “Roman, it’s something I have to do myself,” I tell him again.


  I take his hand into mine and caress the back of his hand with my thumb.


  Roman’s clenched jaw loosens up some and a small smile makes its way onto his lips.


  “I will let it go this time, again. But, the next time you will tell me what’s wrong.” Roman says, sounding very authoritative.


  “Okay,” I lie, giving him a half smile.


  Roman walks up with me to the front door. He looks out of place among all of the college students rushing around us. Today he’s wearing a black tailored suit, white shirt, and dark gray silk tie. He looks powerful and intimidating. And out of place.


  I unlock the door and let us both in.


  “Did you want to wait in the living room? I’m going to take a shower first.” I say to him as I lead him to the couch.


  “Where is everyone at?” Roman asks, looking around.


  “They’re already at school.”


  “Okay, I’ll wait here.” Roman pecks me on the lips before taking a seat on the couch.


  He looks extremely out of place in the house.


  I turn to go to my room to shower and change my clothes. I stand underneath the water letting the shower head spray all over my skin for a long time.


  I head back to my room after my shower and almost jump to find Roman standing in my room with his back to me.


  He senses my presence and turns around. “Do you like living here?” Roman eyes lock on to mine.


  “Yes, it’s my first place away from home. I like having my own space.” I answer him, not breaking eye contact.


  “I don’t like you living here.” He grounds out.


  I suck in a breath. “Where should I live then?” I ask in a whisper.


  “With me,” he simply says.


  “Roman, I can’t live with you,” my hands clench tighter onto my towel that is wrapped around my body.


  “I’ll give you time to think about it, but you will live with me, eventually.” He says with finality. “It’s going to be sooner rather than later.”


  I am at a lost for words as I stare at him. He moves to sit on my bed, back resting against my headboard and legs stretched out, ankles crossed.


  Roman lifts his eyes back to me, and I stay standing with my mouth agape.


  “Baby, you should get dressed. You’re going to be late for school.” His eyes move to my closet.


  Right, I do need to get dress.


  I saunter over to my clothes and ponder over what Roman has just said.


  I get dressed in record time. We leave my place and Roman drives me to school, my hand clasped in his.


  “Can you drop me off at the bus stop?” I ask as we are getting near the school.


  “What bus stop?” Roman asks.


  “Our bus stop,” I smile thinking back to the first day we met.


  “Our bus stop,” Roman repeats, smiling.


  He pulls the car along the curb right next to the bus stop and shifts the car to park. I lace my fingers to the back of his neck and press his lips to mine.


  “I’ll call you later this week?” I ask breaking our kiss.


  “I’ll pick you up after you’re done with your classes.” Roman says.


  “Roman,” I say. “I…we…I’m always swamped with studying and homework during the week.


  He smiles and caresses my cheek with the back of his fingers. “I’ll pick you up today and we will see each other this weekend.”


  “Okay,” I kiss him quickly before opening my door.


  I look back at him one more time before I climb out of the car. I wave goodbye and walk to the bridge.


  My eyes drift right to my table when I am standing outside the door to my classroom.


  I don’t see him. Kevin is not at our table.


  Where is he?


  I look around the classroom, searching for Natalie. I know that I won’t find her at her seat. She’s always late.


  Are Kevin and Natalie together right now?


  Did she spend the weekend with him?


  I’m feeling bitter by the time I take my seat. My eyes lock on the door waiting for Kevin to walk in.


  The moment I see them, my heart drops into my stomach and I feel nauseated. Natalie has on a black jersey dress and black knee high boots and is laughing at something Kevin said. She is looking at him adoringly. And he looks at ease, relaxed. He’s wearing a white t-shirt with a big face of a skull on the front and blue jeans. He’s always in jeans and looking sexy as hell.


  Did he even think of me over the weekend?


  Kevin turns his attention away from Natalie and he looks directly at me. His hazel eyes glittering green. His relaxed look is replaced with irritation.


  I look away.


  “How was your weekend?” Kevin asks when he sits down.


  He doesn’t sound interested in the least bit.


  “It was good,” I say, nonchalantly.


  “Don’t fucking play with me, Angel.” He warns.


  His words catch me off guard and my mouth drops open.


  “What is your problem?” I hiss.


  “I’m mad…at you,” he turns to face me.


  I swallow the lump in my throat and try to give him a blank face. But I know my emotions are written all over my face. When it comes to Kevin, I find it hard to hide my feelings.


  “But why are you the one looking like you just stepped on dog shit,” he continues his face stoic.


  I burst into laughter and just like that, Kevin makes the taint on our relationship disappear. And as I look at him smiling back at me, I feel an overwhelming urge to grab is face with my hands and kiss his crooked smile.


  I grab his hand instead. “I missed you,” I tell him honestly.


  “Yeah, you thought of me all weekend even when you were with the rich douche-bag,”


  “Kevin, please just take me telling you I miss you…and leave it at that.” I sigh.


  Kevin doesn’t say anything back; he simply pulls my hands to his lips and gives it a quick kiss. All over my scars, it is as if he doesn’t even see them.


  We drop each other’s hand when the professor walks in the door. As the professor goes over the class assignment for the day, I see Kevin giving me quick glances from my peripheral vision. My face breaks into a smile.


  When the class breaks to pick up bones to study, Kevin gets up and goes to the back of the room where Natalie is sitting. I try not to think about the palpability that Kevin left me to go to Natalie. Instead, I zero in on the torture of having to memorize bones and their damn curves for the next three weeks.


  Pushing my bravado to the surface I walk to the back of the room, where Kevin and Natalie are leaning against the counter talking to each other. My heart thumps in my chest, as I get closer to them.


  “Look what the cat dragged in,” Natalie says, loudly when she catches me approaching them.


  “Stop,” Kevin warns giving her a death glare.


  “She makes me sick,” Natalie turns away from us and walks back to her desk.


  “I’m going to teach her some manners, I promise,” Kevin cocks his head waiting for me to tell him why I walked over.


  “I need you to study the bones with me,” I smile sweetly.


  “Sure…” Kevin laughs. “Come on pretty smile, let’s go make those damn bones our bitch.”


  Snickering, I follow him back to our desk.
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  Lola ambushes me at the front door as soon as Roman drops me off.


  “Okay, Okay we can go out for chips and salsa and some margaritas,” I say laughing at her scowling face.


  “You know I’m getting sick of you not sleeping here, you do live here you know.” Lola lectures me, hands on her hips.


  “Oh my God…Lola!” I exclaim. “It was just two nights! And the first night doesn’t count, I was basically forced to sleep at Kevin’s house.”


  “No…you didn’t need to sleep at Kevin’s house, you tart, you wanted too.” She smirks.


  “I didn’t have my keys and you left with some guy without telling me.” I say frowning.


  “Um…hello, that guy is Kevin’s brother, he could have easily called him to pick up the keys from me.”


  Realization shocks me and I cover my open mouth with my hand.


  “He didn’t tell you…did he?” Lola throws her head back and laughs.


  “I’m going to kill him,” I promise.


  “Sure, sure, let’s kill him after margaritas. Now, go put your backpack in your room.” She orders pointing to my room.


  I do as I’m told and meet Lola back at the front door. She tells me that ‘the little Mexican joint is nearby so we will walk it’. Her exact words, not mine.


  The humidity is high and I thank myself for wearing cream color linen shorts and a light baby blue blouse today. Lola does better than me; she has on a flowy flowery short dress.


  “Did you know Aubrey and Kevin talked on the phone yesterday?” Lola asks.


  I stop dead in my tracks. “No,” I stammer out.


  “Well you shouldn’t care, right? Because you are with Roman.” Lola looks at me intently.


  “No, I shouldn’t care and Roman and I are seeing each other, but we are not…exclusive.” I tell her.


  “There is something there…you and Kevin…” Lola trails off thinking to herself instead.


  “Kevin and I, what?” I ask narrowing my eyes.


  “I don’t know…” She trails off again.


  “Lola Sanchez, if you don’t tell me right this minute, I’m going to pinch your arm.”


  “Fine, fine, keep your claws to yourself,” Lola side steps to move a little bit away from me. “You and Kevin have this spark, it’s crazy, but you see it swirling around you guys whenever you are near each other.”


  “Spark?” I arch my brows


  “Yes, spark,”


  Our conversation comes to a stop when we walk inside the restaurant. It’s crowded and noisy, filled with lots of college student.


  “Hi, welcome to Anita’s…how many?” A short petite girl with blonde hair greets us.


  “Two,” I tell her.


  “Outside or Inside?”


  “Outside,” Lola and I say simultaneously.


  We giggle following the hostess to our table.


  “Umm…B.T.W, Cody is joining us in a little bit,” Lola closes her eyes and turn away from me as if she is anticipating a blow to the face.


  I don’t answer her until we are seated at our table. “Did you just say an abbreviation as a word?” I stare at her incredulously.


  “So, what’s the big deal,” She says laughing.


  “Well…” I start to tell her everything that is wrong with what she just did, but decide against it. “When will Cody get here?”


  “In an hour, I told him I wanted to spend some alone time with you first.”


  I nod and look down at the menu that was placed for us by the hostess.


  “Hi, ladies my name is Juan and I will be your server today, what can I get you to drink?”


  Our waiter is a tall bald headed guy with pretty dark eyes.


  “We know what we want, can we order everything now?” Lola asks.


  I stop looking at the menu and focus my attention on her. Lola grins and gives me a quick wink. I shake my head at her.


  “Yes, you may,”


  “We will have six tacos, carne asada, a large order of cheese quesadillas, extra sides of jalapeno peppers and two mango margaritas.”


  “Sounds good,” The waiter walks away after he was done writing everything down.


  Our margaritas and complimentary chips and salsa are brought to our table first after about ten minutes of us waiting.


  “So…” Lola starts, sipping her drink. “Tell me all about Roman. Mr. I’m so powerful, I can rule the world.”


  I take a long sip of my drink before answering. “He comes off as intimidating, but he’s such a good guy. He’s sweet to me.”


  “But he’s not Kevin,” Lola giggles.


  “Are you drunk already?” I scold. “And stop it, with Kevin, already.”


  “Uh…I…don’t think we can,” Lola’s face washes with fear and she stares to something behind me.


  I turn around and there standing behind me is Kevin and Cody. Kevin has his stupid crooked grin plastered on his face and Cody has his eyebrow arched.


  Kevin had changed clothes from school. He now has on tan cargo shorts, a short sleeve blue and white flannel button up shirt. Cody has on a black t-shirt with the words tap-out on it and blue jeans. Cody looks just like Kevin, only thing different are their eyes. Cody has light brown eyes.


  Kevin pulls the seat out that is next to me and sits down. Cody walks over to Lola gives her a kiss on the lips and sits down next to her.


  “What were you saying? Stop with, Kevin?” Kevin asks, amusement in his eyes.


  “Why are you here?” I snap.


  “Wow…this is how you greet someone who spent a whole fucking hour studying with you?”


  “Kevin…” I whisper


  “Save it, I’m here to hang out with Lola and Cody, you can join in our conversation when you are done being a brat.” He cuts me off.


  Lola gives me a knowing look. She mouths spark. Yes, there is a spark that always twirls around Kevin and I and it’s a mad frenzy like Kevin’s personality. I take another long sip of my drink, finishing it.


  The waiter comes over with our food and sets everything down. Before he leaves, I order three more margaritas, all for me.


  “That better not be just for you,” Kevin warns.


  “What is it to you?” I bite out.


  “You get one more and that’s it,”


  I want to scream in frustration. I look to Lola for help, but she’s deep in conversation with Cody.


  Kevin takes an empty plate and fills it with a taco, a slice of quesadilla, and some chips. He places the plate in front of me with a side of salsa.


  “Eat,” he simply says.


  I stare down at the food, not having an appetite.


  Kevin sighs deeply. “You will eat, or I will take you to my truck and spank you.” He whispers into my ear.


  I take a bite of the quesadilla all the while having heart palpitations.


  Satisfied, Kevin leans back into his chair, draping his arm on the back of mine.


  Lola breaks away from Cody to check on me and Kevin, when she notices the way we are sitting together, her face breaks into a cat like grin.


  I mouth to her, “I hate you.”


  She shrugs and turns back to Cody to give him a kiss on the lips. Cody hooks his arms around her shoulder and pulls her in. Lola snuggles herself into Cody’s body and giggles.


  “Do you want to get out of here?” Kevin breathes next to my neck giving me an allover shiver.


  I wrap my arms around my body, rubbing my hands up and down my arm.


  “No, Lola wants to hang out with me today.”


  “Does it look like she’s going to ever break away from Cody?” Kevin asks popping a chip into his mouth.


  I turn my head to look at Kevin and his lips softly brush across my cheek. My body reacts to the sensation, I close my eyes and a little moan escapes my lips.


  My eyes fly wide open finding Kevin staring at me, his hazel eyes blazing.


  I bite my lips nervously and look around, trying to avoid Kevin’s eyes. Cody and Lola are looking at us intently.


  “It’s time to go.” Kevin says in a husky voice.


  He pulls out several bills from his wallet and tosses them on the table. He stands up and pulls me up along with him.


  “See you guys later,” he tells them and drags me out of the restaurant with him.


  “Where are we going?” I ask, finally getting myself out of my haze.


  “Do you like stars?” Kevin asks, when we reach his truck.


  “Yes, but that doesn’t answer my question?”


  “Get in the truck,” Kevin orders opening the door for me.


  I climb inside and watch him walk around to get into the driver’s side.


  Kevin doesn’t say anything to me as he is driving. He gets on the freeway and after about thirty minutes passed by, I am beyond curious.


  “Kevin, are you going to tell where we are going?”


  “We are going to look at stars and talk.” He glances quickly to me.


  “Talk?” I repeat.


  Kevin doesn’t say anything else. I am now a nervous wreck


  Kevin backs his truck to the edge of a cliff, when he’s done parking; he reaches behind him and pulls a thick blanket from the back seat.


  “Ready?” He asks.


  “Yes,” I whisper.


  I follow him to the back of the truck and we climb onto the bed. Kevin lays the blanket down and we get on top. We sit with our back press against the back window of the truck. I am sitting Indian style and Kevin has his knees bent, arms resting on the top of his knees.


  “It’s so beautiful up here. The stars seem so close to us.” I say reaching my arms out to try and catch a star with my hand.


  Kevin laughs softly, looking up at the sky. He stays quiet and looks like he’s deep in thought. I watch him blatantly.


  “What?” He turns his head to look at me.


  “You said you wanted to talk,” I mention to him.


  “We can’t just enjoy the quietness and serenity of this…” Kevin waves his arm out in a half circle motion. “You always have to get down to business.”


  He lets out a long deep breath.


  I lean into him and rest my head on his shoulder. This is my way of telling him I’m sorry. Kevin gives me a peck on my forehead. His way of saying I’m forgiven.


  We watch the stars for what seems like forever. I yawn and Kevin moves us down the bed of the truck, so we can lie on our backs. My head is resting on his chest and Kevin has his arm around me. I can feel his heart beat against my ear and it soothes me. I feel so content.


  “I don’t want you to keep secrets, anymore.” I tell him.


  “I don’t have any secrets.”


  “Then why do I feel like I don’t know you at all?” I counter.


  “Angel…we’ve known each other for all of a month, it takes time to get to know someone.”


  “Can I ask you questions to get to know you better?” I ask, feeling very hopeful.


  “You can, but I can choose if I want to answer or not.” Kevin tells me. I feel his chest rise and even though I can’t see his face, I know he’s smiling.


  “Fine, who is Natalie?” I fire away.


  “She’s a student in our Anatomy class, but I do believe she is in all of our classes too.” Kevin brushes my hair out of my face.


  I slap his chest with my hand. “That’s not what I meant.”


  “Next question,” Kevin coughs to hide his laugh.


  “You are insufferable,” I grumble.


  “You should ask the next question, you might get a better answer.” He suggest sarcastically.


  I take him up on that and without pausing to back out of the question, I let it slip through my lips.


  “Why were you on the phone with Aubrey on Sunday?” I close my eyes to try not to regret my question.


  “Who told you I was?” Kevin sounds annoyed.


  “You can’t answer a question with a question.” I point out.


  “Our twenty-one questions for Kevin, is now over.” He simply says.


  “Kevin…” I plead in a whisper.


  “I want to ask you questions, now.” Kevin says.


  “Okay.” I sigh.


  “Did you sleep with Roman?” He asks, his voice rough.


  The question shocks the hell out of me and it renders me speechless. The only action that comes to mind is to move away from Kevin. So I push myself up off of him, hug my knees to my chest and bury my face in my hands.


  “That answers my fucking question,” Kevin growls.


  I hear him noisily shuffling around, but I don’t dare look at him. Then his movements shifted closer to me, his big hands clasps over my tiny fingers and pry them away from my face. I expect to see blazing green eyes but all I see are big sad hazel eyes, asking for something or maybe he’s just unsure of what to do with me.


  Feeling as if I’m losing him, I do what needs to be done.


  “Please don’t leave me,” I beg, whispering my words.


  “Leave you?” He asks sounding confused.


  “Please stay in my life…I need you too.” I choke on my words.


  I drop my gaze from his. I can’t believe I just told him that I need him. I haven’t needed anyone since my Dad. I just know that if Kevin told me that he didn’t want to be around me anymore, I will die again.


  “Come on silly girl, it’s time to get you home.” Kevin says.


  He stands up and pulls me up with him by my hands. He folds up the blanket and helps me down out of the bed of the truck. When we get to the passenger side, Kevin presses my back against the door. His hands press flat on the window, on either side of my face.


  His lips hover over mine and I can feel his breath tickling my lips. My hands move to his waist and I bunch up his shirt into my fist. My breath starts to quiver and my knees trembles, I lean more onto the door to stop myself from falling all over the place.


  “I make you nervous,” Kevin smirks.


  “Yes,” I breathe.


  “I won’t leave you alone until you tell me too.” He states as if it’s that simple.


  “Promise?” I ask, giving him a small smile.


  “Promise,” he murmurs.


  Kevin dips his head and chastely kisses me. When he pulls away, I involuntary groan in protest.


  Kevin throws his head back and laughs.


  “You’re an ass,” I hiss, letting go of his shirt, and pushing him away from me.


  Kevin reaches around, me to grab the door handle, I move with the door as he pulls it open. I give him an angry look and turn to climb into the truck.


  “I don’t share…” he whispers behind me.


  I freeze with one leg in the truck and one leg hanging in the air. I try to turn back around but Kevin grabs my ass, lifts me up, and pushes me in.


  “Aagh,” I yelp falling face first onto the bench seat.


  Kevin closes the door after he gets my legs all the way in. I push myself up as he is climbing into the driver side.


  Pushing my hair out of my face and sitting up, I punch his arm.


  “Hey, watch it. Didn’t I tell you not to mess with my artwork,” he chuckles turning the ignition on.


  I don’t respond back. We stay quiet, lost in our own thoughts as he drives me home.
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  I walk into the house with an impish grin plastered on my face from the look on Kevin’s face. I’d unbuckled my seat belt and scooted over to him. I told him goodbye and gave him an open mouth kiss on the cheek and rush out of his truck before he could pull into the parking space.


  His shock look was priceless.


  My smile drops when I notice Aubrey and Zoe on the couch, they abruptly stop their conversation when they notice me approaching.


  “Were you with Kevin?” Aubrey asks, with an accusing tone.


  I pause at the opening to the living room and narrow my eyes. I’m not sure how I should answer her. But, I go with what comes to mind.


  “It’s really none of your business who I was with tonight.”


  “I know it’s not my business, but it’s Roman’s business.” Aubrey smirks.


  “Aubrey, I really don’t have time for this.” I turn to walk away.


  “Kevin. Is. Mine.” Aubrey bites out. “You should really stay away from him or I will keep updating Roman on your little trysts.”


  I turn back around, put one hand on my hip, and cock my head. My eyes flame with anger.


  “Look Aubrey. Kevin is just my friend and he belongs to no one, not even you. Please work on your insecurities and leave me the hell alone.” I hiss.


  I hear Zoe gasp as I walk away to my room. I reach for my phone the moment I get into my room. There are three missed calls from Roman and a text. I check his text.


  Roman: Baby, where are you? Call me when you get this.


  I text him back.


  Me: I just got home, went out to eat with Lola, and forgot my phone.


  My phone flashes Roman’s number a moment later. I pick up his call.


  “Hi,” I breathe into the phone.


  “Hi,” Roman whispers. “I was worried about you.”


  “I’m sorry I forgot my phone,” I explain.


  “It’s okay just promise me you won’t forget it next time.”


  “I promise.”


  “I’m picking you up for school tomorrow.” Roman tells me.


  “Okay,” I reply, too exhausted to argue.


  “Okay, baby, go to sleep, I’ll see you tomorrow.” Roman murmurs.


  “Good night sweet dreams,” I end the call.


  My phone vibrates with a new text. It’s from Kevin.


  Kevin: Want me to pick you up for school.


  Me: No, Roman is dropping me off.


  Kevin doesn’t respond back. Sighing deeply I change into my sleeping clothes and fall into a deep sleep.
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  “Roman, I can’t spend the whole weekend with you. I have a test on Monday and I wanted to spend the next two days studying.” I plead with him.


  Another week has passed and now it’s Friday again. Roman and I are sitting in his sports car in front of the house. We have been going back and forth for the last twenty minutes on why I can’t go away with him. Roman is upset and hurt. He doesn’t understand how much he affects me. I constantly want to be touching him and rubbing my body all over his. Roman and my need for him is a deadly combination to failing my test.


  I let out a frustrating sigh. Roman arches his eyebrow but doesn’t say anything. I see his jaw twitch.


  “I want you in my house. I don’t really care what you do, but I want you there.” He says, voice low and deep.


  God, he’s so upset.


  “Roman, please…” I turn my whole body to face him.


  Roman is sitting with his expensive midnight blue suit that I am afraid to wrinkle up. But my want, to emphasize the severity of my need for him, out weighs my worry. I climb onto his lap and hook my arms around his neck.


  “Roman if I go with you, this will be all I want to do.” I rock my hips forward, crush my chest to him, and rock back.


  I dip my head and kiss him hard and wet. My tongue slides slowly from his upper lip as I pull away from our kiss. I stare back at him, Roman’s eyes are hooded and filled with desire.


  I giggle and kiss his nose. “Now you see why I can’t be in the same room with you, when I have a big test to study for.”


  “Baby, we will finish our discussion inside.” He tells me with a husky voice.


  I grin stupidly at him.


  “Okay,” I whisper sliding off his lap and getting out of the car.


  Roman follows me with my backpack slung over one shoulder. I hide my smile. He’s bringing my backpack inside with us. He understands.


  I wave at my three roommates who are sitting around the kitchen table studying as Roman and I make our way to my room. They stare back with surprised faces. Lola smirks.


  Roman sets my backpack on my desk and drapes his suit jacket over my chair. He tugs off his tie and unbuttons the top three buttons to his shirt.


  “Don’t stop there,” I tease. “Just take everything off and come to bed with me.”


  I lie down on my bed, prop up on my elbows, and watch him. Roman doesn’t take anything else off; he simply climbs over me spreading my legs with his knee.


  I yank his dress shirt out of his pants and stroke my fingers around the valley of his ripped abs.


  “Angel, I’m a man that’s protective over the people I care about. I need to know I can control their safety at all times.” Roman’s face hovers above mine. “I let you stay here during the week due to the fact that those are school nights, but on the weekends I get to dictate where you should be.”


  I’m at a loss for words. Roman is a commanding man, he wants and takes at his every whim. His control breaks with me. I can’t be controlled. But, I will compromise.


  “Roman, give me tonight and Saturday. I will spend the night Sunday at your place and I will stay the whole week if you like me too.” I lock my piercing and pleading eyes with his.


  Roman sighs deeply and half grunts. He kisses my forehead and gets up to sit on the edge of the bed.


  “I’m not happy with this, but I will pick you up early Sunday morning.” Roman gets up and grabs his jacket and tie.


  I follow him to the door. “I’m going to miss you,” I whisper to his back.


  Roman turns around and lifts up my chin with his index finger. “I’ll miss you too, baby” He walks out and closes my door.


  I stare at my closed door and fight my urge to run after him to tell him that I would rather spend the weekend with him. I throw up my hands in frustration and walk over to my closet to change into sweats and a t-shirt.


  I open my lab book and text book and spread them over my bed. I sit legs crossed over each other, back against my headboard to study my notes.


  A knock breaks me from my notes.


  “Come in,” I yell.


  Lola walks in smiling. “Hi,” She walks over to me and sits on the bed.


  “Yes?” I say, arching my eyebrow.


  “Did you get into a tiff with Roman?” She asks, still smiling.


  “No,” I move my attention back to my notes.


  “We’re all going to the club. Do you wanna come with?” Lola asks placing her hand on my notes.


  “No, I have to study.” I snap.


  “Wow, you should come with us. Let go all of that stress that is consuming you.” Lola leans back onto the bed to meet my eyes.


  “I can’t, I have only until Sunday morning to study. I promised Roman I’d spend the day with him.”


  “So, is that why you’re stressing? Roman is giving you a hard time.” She takes the notes out of my hand.


  “Yes,” I bury my face in my hands.


  I will not cry.


  I will not cry.


  I will not cry.


  “Cody is picking me and Zoe up. Aubrey has a hot date; she said he’s picking her up. Think about it. I’ll let you get back to your studying.” She pats my leg and leaves the room.


  I pick my notes back up and try to focus on the words through my tears.


  I spend the next three hours rereading my notes, making flash cards, and reading my text book. Lola has checked on me twice and about an hour ago, she said she was going to get ready.


  Every word is now just a blurry mess. Break time, I smile to myself.


  I walk out of my room to music and girls laughing. My roommates are getting ready for their night out. Lola peaks her head out of the bathroom. She looks me up and down and frowns.


  “You’re not going?” She says.


  “No, I want to knock this out and go to bed.” I say walking to the kitchen.


  I pour myself a glass of water and my mind wanders over to Kevin. He’s been acting distant at school. He still makes small talk, but then he leaves to sit with Natalie throughout the whole lab period. During lectures, he sometimes sits with me and sometime he doesn’t. He has sent Cody to pick up Lola to buy groceries filling our kitchen up once again. Cody made sure I knew it was all Kevin’s doing before he left a giddy Lola to go back home.


  “Angel, can you get the door, that’s my date.” Aubrey calls out from her room.


  I roll my eyes.


  I still haven’t forgiven Aubrey for her threats.


  I take my glass of water with me to the door. As the door swings open, my cup slips out of my hand once I see who is standing on the other side of the door. I scowl at the millions of pieces of broken glass and I scowl at the person who decided to place tiles all over the house. I focus everywhere, but the person standing in front of me.


  He pushes the door open, hauls my body to him, and picks me up. He steps over the broken glass, walks to the living room and sets me down. He walks over to the hall closet, brings out the broom and dust pan.


  How dare he act like he knows where everything is at in this house?


  I watch him sweep up everything and I watch him move to kitchen to dump out the dust pan. I watch him return the broom and dust pan to the closet. I watch him walk back to me, standing as close as he can, invading my personal space.


  “What a coincidence,” I mutter frowning at the hazel eyes staring back at me.


  “What?’ He smirks.


  “Why are you doing this?” I reach one hand to his chest and shove.


  “Doing what?” His smirk becomes his crooked smile.


  “Stop it, stop playing dumb!” I shriek.


  “I see you’ve met my date. I would introduce you two, but you already know each other.” Aubrey says, sarcasm laces through her words.


  Kevin and I both turn to her. She stands with one hand on her hip. Her hair is swept to one side in curls. She’s wearing a sparkly skin tight mini dress with black peep toes.


  “Have fun,” I mutter spinning around to walk back to my room.


  Kevin grabs my arm stopping me. “Angel…”


  I let him haul me back and when he gets me close enough, I spin back around to face him.


  “Don’t you dare try to explain this shit,” I point my finger in his face, my voice low and deadly.


  Kevin releases my arm and I nearly run back to my room, slamming the door. My body slides down the door until I hit carpet. I hug my knees to my chest.


  Someone nudges the door open, scooting me with it.


  “Angel, let me in,” Lola says, firmly.


  I move away from the door, but I stay seated on the carpet.


  “Oh my God, that bitch planned the whole thing. When she vaguely told us about this hot guy she met, I knew she was up to something. I’m so fucking mad right now.” Lola yells throwing up her arms. “Angel, don’t stay home. Let me help you get dressed and we will show her and Kevin not to mess with us.”


  I nod.


  “Yay!” She claps her hands together and shuffles her way around my closet.


  She tosses a pair of black booty shorts and a black sheer see through sleeveless top.


  “Put those on,” She tells me while she moves a chair in front of my full length mirror.


  I do as I’m told and once I change into my night clothes, I sit down on the chair.


  Lola gets to work right away. She curls and pins my hair up high in a messy up do, with loose curly strands hanging down. She touches up my make-up with smoky eyes and red lips.


  I stare in the mirror, not recognizing myself.


  “You look hot!” She says smiling at me through the mirror. “Kevin will be watching you the whole night, more than he normally does.”


  “Lola, I’m not doing this for Kevin,” I say.


  “No, you are going out to release stress, but we are still teasing Kevin with your hot look.” Lola says beaming. “Let’s go, I think Cody’s been waiting long enough.”


  “Oh no, why didn’t you tell me he was waiting.” I say jumping off the chair and putting on my stilettos.


  “It’s okay, Zoe is keeping him company.” She laughs walking out of the room.


  I follow right behind her. Cody’s face lights up when he see Lola. She’s wearing dark skinny jeans, a cream colored sequin tank top, and gold pumps. Her hair is left curly and wild. Cody has on a light blue dress shirt, top button undone, and dark jeans. He pairs his outfit with his signature basketball shoes.


  Cody moves to Lola, pulls her in and they tangle each other with their embrace. I glance to Zoe sitting on the couch. She’s watching me and half smiles when she catches my eyes.


  Zoe is wearing a purple corset top, black mini skirt and strappy heals. She gets up off the couch and walks over to me.


  “Hi Angel, I’m so glad you decided to join us,” she says.


  “I’m glad I’m getting away from studying for a while.” I tell her.


  “Let’s go,” Cody pulls away from Lola and tells us.


  Lola holds onto his arm as we all walk out of the house.


  Cody parks along the curb behind Kevin’s truck. We all get out of the car to find Aubrey and Kevin waiting for us on the sidewalk. Aubrey’s beautiful smiling face vanishes when she spots me.


  “So…I see you’ve changed your mind.” Her brow furrows.


  “Yes, I did.” I cut my eyes to her and Kevin.


  I feel Kevin’s eye on me until we all get to the front door of the club. Aubrey goes to the bouncer just as she had before. The bouncer frowns and shakes his head.


  “Sorry, honey, but your VIP status has been revoked.” I hear him tell her.


  “No, that can’t be. Liam promised me, that I would be on the list at all times.” She yelps ready to throw a fit.


  “Sorry, but big boss said to do it. Liam doesn’t have a say.” The bouncer unhooks the velvet rope to let some people in.


  “Let me talk to the big boss.” She demands.


  “Fine, suit yourself,” The bouncer talks into his walkie-talkie to ask for the boss.


  We stand around waiting for someone to come out. While we wait, I hear Kevin telling Aubrey to lets go stand in line and that he didn’t want some douche-bag telling us what to do.


  Typical Kevin.


  Andres comes busting through the door. “What the fuck. You don’t demand that the boss comes out here to settle petty shit.” He points a finger in the bouncer’s face. “You want to keep your job, dumbass.”


  The bouncer nudges his head towards us; Andre’s eyes follow where he was indicating to. I move back a step and look away. I see Andres’s eyes narrow at me from my peripheral vision.


  “Well…well, well look what we have here.” Andres smirks. “Does boss know you’re here?”


  “No,” I shake my head.


  “Andres, tell Liam I need to speak with him,” Aubrey demands behind me.


  “Sorry, sweetie, but Liam doesn’t run the joint anymore.” Andres shakes his head and chuckles.


  “Bastard,” Aubrey whispers.


  Andres ignores her and focuses his eyes back to me.


  “These people with you,” Andres waves his finger around in a circle.


  “Yes,” I answer.


  “Well, come on in. You will need to come with me.” He motions for me to follow him.


  We all walk inside and Kevin moves to get between Andres and me.


  “Where are you taking her?” Kevin demands.


  “And who are you?” Andres cocks his eyebrow.


  “Kevin, it’s okay. He works for Roman.” I rub Kevin’s arm.


  I don’t know why I did that, but I always feel the need to console Kevin for some reason.


  Aubrey steps to hook her arm around Kevin’s elbow. “I want to get a drink.” She purrs into his ear.


  I roll my eyes and leave with Andres. I turn back around to see Kevin leaving with Aubrey to the bar and Lola standing with Cody, staring after me.


  Andres leads me to the back of the club and up a staircase. When he gets to the door, he knocks. A bald guy dressed in a business suit opens the door, his eyes immediately falls on me.


  “Who’s this?” He lifts his chin at me.


  “Boss’s girl,” Andres answers pushing in.


  I follow Andres to a sitting area. “You sit here and wait until he’s done with his meeting.” He points to an L shape couch. “What did you want to drink?”


  “An apple martini,” I answer. “Why is he having a meeting in the middle of the night?”


  “Club business,” Andres answers and leaves me alone.


  I turn to the door to see the bald guy sitting back on the stool watching me.


  Andres come back ten minutes later with my apple martini and a glass of water.


  “Can I leave and come back when he’s finished?” I ask.


  “No, boss will blow a lid if he finds out we let you onto the club floor.” Andres look around the room. “Wanna watch TV? Play on my iPad to keep you busy, while you wait?”


  “Sure, I’ll take your iPad.” I tell him.


  Andres walks to the desk, picks up the iPad, and hands it to me. He leaves without another word. I check my personal email, my school email, and Facebook. There’s an email from my uncle and one from my sister. I leave both unread and turn off the iPad.


  I finish my martini and turn on the television.


  “You should keep the sound level low, don’t want to disturb their meeting.” The bald guy tells me from behind the couch.


  I move the volume down to low as we watch a rerun of SVU. I hear the bald guy radio to bring me another.


  “Can you tell them I want a purple hooter,” I say, without turning around.


  He radio in what I told him, and then grunts when he’s done. “Women,” he mutters.


  We finish the show and I finish my second drink before the door that leads to Roman’s meeting opens. Six well dressed, suit wearing men comes out of the room, and Roman walks out after them. He stops in front of me while the men leave through the main door.


  “What are you doing here?” Roman asks looking me over. “Why are you dressed to go out?” His voice is displeasing.


  “I was stressing over studying and Lola suggested I take a few hours off and come out with her.” I say trying not to look away from him.


  “I don’t want you stepping foot in a club without me or my men.” Roman states.


  “Roman, I’ve been going to clubs before I met you and I took care of myself pretty well.” I say trying to not get upset.


  “Leo, leave the room. Tell Liam I will not join him.” Roman orders the bald guy.


  “Yes, boss.” He leaves the room.


  Roman unbuttons his suit jacket and sits down next to me. His leg spread wide as he makes himself comfortable. His knee touches me, letting me know his authoritative presence out shines my stubbornness.


  “Why do you need to do this,” Roman asks.


  “Do what?” I ask back.


  “Make everything difficult. When I ask you to do something, do as you’re told. “Your life will be much easier that way.” Roman says.


  There’s no trace of anger. He seems somewhat bored of the whole situation.


  Roman doesn’t wait for my answer; he throws me over his lap and spanks me once hard on the ass. The pain ricochets through my body. I cry out when he slams me back on the couch and climbs over me. One of my legs hangs off the couch and the other is bent pinned by Roman’s body.


  “Please don’t hurt me,” I stammer closing my eyes.


  “Angel, look at me.” Roman orders.


  I slowly open my eyes.


  “I’m not going to hurt you.” Roman says, his voice soothing.


  “Okay,” I rasp.


  Roman studies my face for a while. A tear slips down the side of my face.


  “Baby, did I hurt you?” Roman says with concern in his eyes.


  “No, I’m just shocked.” I answer honestly.


  Roman wipes away the tears from the corner of my eyes with the pad of his thumb. His thumb moves to stoke my cheek, down to my lips, tugging my bottom lip down.


  “You’re wearing red lipstick,” Roman says hoarsely.


  Roman’s eyes darken and travels slowly off my lips to meet my eyes. I swallow, anticipating what he was thinking and what he wanted to do to me. As I suck back a breath, my tongue glazes the tip of his thumb.


  “You’re driving me insane,” he says as his eyes dilate. “It’s time to christen the office,”


  Roman slips two fingers up my shorts; his fingers move my panties to the side to rub my clit. I drop my head back and arch my back, as his fingers stoke little circles around my sensitive spot.


  “Take off your shirt, baby. I want to see your beautiful body.” Roman slips his fingers inside of me.


  I do as I’m told and take my shirt and bra off. Roman dips his head and captures my nipple with his mouth. He sucks and pulls back, I scream from the pain and pleasure sensation he’s creating.


  Roman takes his hand out of my shorts and yanks them down my legs and my panties follow right after. Roman unbuckles his belt and zips down his trousers. He takes out his erection and slips a condom on.


  “You’re not going to take off your clothes?” I gasp.


  “No, baby, that’ll take too long.” He flips me onto my stomach, lifts up my ass and slams into me.


  I bite down on my lip to stop myself from screaming. Roman pulls out and thrusts back inside of me. He’s not gentle and this is not making love. He’s fucking me. I take what he’s giving me and whimper out my orgasm. Roman finishes right after, slowly rocking in and out of me. He falls on top of me and kisses my cheek.


  He ascends off of me and I roll onto my back. Roman takes off his condom and throws it in the trash.


  “You didn’t even kiss me,” I say, pouting.


  Roman stops buckling his belt and sits back onto the couch; he pulls me onto his lap.


  “Baby, I didn’t want to ruin your lipstick.” He murmurs kissing my neck.


  “Okay,” I giggle leaning away from his lips. “You’re tickling me.”


  He chuckles and checks his watch.


  “What time is it?” I ask.


  “1 a.m.,” he says. “Did you want to go home?”


  “Yes, I need sleep,” I say yawning.


  Roman’s face softens, he stares at me with adoration in his eyes. Finally, he’s not angry anymore.


  “Don’t look at me like that,” I whisper, my stomach tying in knots.


  I’m falling for him.


  Hard.


  “Like what baby?”


  “Like how you are looking at me, you’re making me lose my head,”


  “I want you to,” he kisses my forehead.


  I yawn again.


  “Let’s get you home, sleepy head.”


  I slide off his lap and take his hand to help me up.


  Roman pulls his phone out of his pocket and hits a number before putting it to his ear.


  “Liam, can you handle the club the rest of the night?” He says to the phone.


  He pauses and frowns.


  “Andres, will be overseeing everything.”


  He pauses again.


  “I’ll handle it,” he barks before ending the call.


  “Is everything okay?” I ask.


  “Yes, baby, everything is fine.”


  Roman holds my hand and leads me down the stairs. At the bottom, we run into Kevin and Aubrey. Roman nods to Aubrey and ignores Kevin all together.


  As we walk past them, Kevin pinches the curve of my waist. I keep walking behind Roman out through the club door, pretending I didn’t feel the sting embedded into my skin from Kevin’s fingers.


  I fall asleep on the way back home. Big, strong arms carry me from the car to my bed. I don’t protest when I’m stripped of my clothes and tucked under the covers. I smile sheepishly before falling back asleep.
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  “Oh my God, Mmmmm…fuck, don’t stop!”


  My eyes pop open.


  What the hell?


  More moans come from Aubrey’s room, which is right next to mine.


  “Harder, yes! Oh Kevin…” Aubrey moans louder.


  Then I hear Kevin’s grunts and moans.


  No!


  How can he do this?


  I throw my covers off of me. I shrug on a tank, shorts, and stomp out my bedroom door to the living room.


  I lay on the couch and throw the afghan over my body. I turn on the television to drown out the noises coming from Aubrey’s room.


  


  [image: ]


  


  


  I wake up to find Kevin kneeling on the rug intently watching me. I shriek and cover my eyes with my forearm.


  “What are you doing?” I ask, my chest rising and falling.


  “Why are you sleeping on the couch?” Kevin asks, ignoring my question.


  He covers me with the afghan that has fallen onto the rug.


  “I was awakened early this morning, by Aubrey’s moans.” I snap, pulling my cover up to my chin.


  “Your sleeping clothes are see-through,” he says, still ignoring me.


  “What are you doing with Aubrey?” I ask, meeting his intense hazel orbs.


  “I like her.”


  “You can have anyone you want, why my roommate?” I sigh.


  “Angel, I can’t have anyone I want. Life doesn’t work that way.” He says, sadness in his voice.


  Kevin’s gaze lingers on me and I feel my breath hitch and my face blush from the look on Kevin’s face. Something is tearing him up. Maybe he feels bad about what he did with Aubrey. I sure hope he does, because hearing Aubrey say his name during the heat of their sexcapade hurt more than it should.


  “Then don’t go looking for the wrong one,” I say.


  Kevin’s eyebrow arches quizzically and he shakes his head, a grin slowly tugging at the corner of his lips.


  “I’m gonna make breakfast for Aubrey, you want some?” He says, standing up and stretching. “Man, watching you sleep makes my body all stiff.”


  I wait for Kevin to walk further into the kitchen before throwing the afghan off me and hightailing it to my room.


  I change into sweats and a t-shirt. ‘There, now I’m not so exposed’. I lay out my books and notes again. Might as well start studying.


  I lay my textbook on my lap and try to concentrate, but Aubrey’s moans run through my mind like a record player, along with Kevin grunting out his climax.


  I stare down at the pages of words, letting them blur together, and I lose all focus.


  “Ugh!” I snap at my text book.


  My head jerks up to the sound of someone twisting my doorknob and my door opens. Kevin walks in with a plate of food. He glances at me and to my books spread across the bed.


  “Studying, on a Saturday?” He asks, closing my door, and walking closer to me.


  He sets the plate of food on top of my textbook. There is bacon, eggs, and toast. My stomach rumbles at the sight of food.


  He doesn’t wait for an answer to his first question before he moves on to his next. “Why did you change out of you scantily clad outfit?”


  I narrow my eyes as I take a bite of eggs. “Go away, I have to study.”


  Kevin lies down on my bed, rolling onto his side and scoots my books out of his way.


  “I can help you study.”


  “Does Aubrey know you are here?” I ask, eating some bacon with my fingers.


  “She’s in the shower and I told her I was going home. If we are really quiet I can stay here all fucking day.” He rolls onto his back, bending his elbows and resting his head on them.


  “Get out!” I yelp.


  “Shh…” Kevin purses his lips.


  Did he really just tell me to be quiet?


  “Get. Out. Now!” My eyes burn from my frustration.


  “If you want a decent grade, let me help you with this shit,” he lifts up one of my study guides.


  I blink and calm my breathing. Yes, I do want a good grade and with Kevin helping me, I can get everything down faster, which also means that I can get to Roman faster.


  “Fine, after I eat.” I say, shoving more eggs into my mouth.


  Kevin smirks at the ceiling and closes his eyes. “Need a five minute power nap, I was up all night long.”


  I throw a piece of toast at him. He takes it off his chest and eats it while his eyes are still closed.


  True to his words, Kevin helps me find a better way to memorize all the Anatomy terms I was having trouble with. He helps me write out my flash cards and quizzes me after we get the cards finished. We stay cooped up in my room for five long, but productive hours.


  Now, it is lunchtime and I’m hungry again.


  “Hey you are losing focus, wanna take a break?” Kevin asks, dropping my flash cards onto the bed.


  “I’m going to make something to eat and come back and study some more. I think I have it from here. You can sneak out and go home now if you want.”


  Kevin presses his palm to his heart, feigning hurt. I giggle at his silliness.


  “You sure you got this?” He stands up, yawns, and then stretches. “Yeah, I fucking need sleep.”


  I shake my head and stand up too, stretching next to him. Kevin stuns me by pulling me into his big, bulky body. He buries his face in my hair.


  “The smell of your hair makes my day,” he whispers, his lips press onto my head.


  What?


  “Kevin let me go,” I try wrenching out of his grasp. “You need sleep and you are spewing nonsense out of your mouth.”


  Kevin releases me and I instantly miss the warmth of his body.


  “See you later,” Kevin leaves and shuts my door.


  Lola barges in a minute later. “What were you doing with Kevin for five hours?” She asks, and then proceeds to sit on my bed, folding her legs in front of her.


  “Studying,” I say and bury my face in my notes.


  “You’re walking a fine line, you know,” Lola plays with her nails. “What would have happened if Aubrey saw Kevin leave your room?”


  “I would deal with it,” I whisper.


  “Let him go…” She looks around the room. “If he wants to play with Aubrey, let him. You don’t want to give him the time of day, anyways.”


  “Lola, I’m trying to deal with all of this the best way I know how.” I say, glancing up from my notes to her. “It’s just really hard.”


  “Everything is going to catch up with you if you don’t figure it out soon,” She sighs. “Now, let’s talk about happier things. We are having a Halloween party on Friday!”


  She slaps down her hands onto her thighs, and then laughs.


  “I might not be here,” I say. “I told Roman I would spend the week with him.”


  “You can come back for the party and bring him.” She dips her head to the side eyeing me.


  “I’ll talk to him.”


  “Okay, I let you study,” she says, and then leaves my room.
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  I ended up not going to spend the week with Roman. He had to leave again on a business trip, for a week. There was an argument that ensued when he dictated: “You are coming with me. I will fly you back for class every day, and then you will fly right back to me.”


  I got my way again. I didn’t even once fly out to see him. Roman was beyond upset, but he gave in. He always does.


  Now it’s Friday, the party will start in an hour, and Roman is cutting his trip short to pick me up tonight.


  “Damn…” Kevin, dressed in a doctor’s costume, walks into my room and closes the door.


  I stop rolling up my white lacey thigh high stockings and glare up at him. “Do you not know how to knock?” I snap.


  “And miss you doing that…I don’t think so,” he grins and steps closer to me.


  “Does Aubrey know you’re here?” I bite out, rolling my stocking the rest of the way up.


  I stand up and smooth my nurse’s costume down over body, while Kevin’s salacious eyes roam my body.


  Gnawing on my bottom lip, I cut my eyes to him. “You should leave now.”


  “C’mere,” he motions with his finger.


  My body moves on its own accord over to him, and now Kevin’s hands are grasping my waist. One of his hands leaves my hip and he walks two fingers up my arm to my collarbone. He rubs the pad of his thumb along that sensitive spot on my body, turning me into a pile of gooey mush.


  “Leave him…” He says hoarsely.


  I remove his hands from my body. “He’s good to me, Kevin.” I say, my voice low.


  He places his hands over my heart and tilts his head down to me. “You will regret giving me away.” He growls deeply.


  My breath flutters out of me, weakening my body, and his words slice through the organ that his hand is delicately caressing.


  “I need to be alone, now,” I say, faintly.


  He takes his hands slowly off me, turns around, and leaves me standing there in a puddle of my once whole self.


  The party is under way when I finally emerge from my room. I head straight over to the guy with the tequila bottle.


  “I want a shot,” I tell him.


  He arches his eyebrow and pours me a shot. I gulp the burning liquid down my throat and wipe my lips with the back of my hand.


  “More,” I thrust the shot glass back at him.


  He pours me another. This time I let the clear potion swim onto my tongue and down my throat. As I go to wipe my mouth, he stops me and mops up the liquor still lingering on my lips with the pad of his thumb.


  He gingerly sucks the tip of his finger that just left a part of my body that is still throbbing from his touch. Kevin’s eyes darken as he drops his hand from his mouth.


  I back away and slam into a body.


  “Watch it,” a familiar voice hisses.


  I shift away from her and make my way to Lola and Cody on the couch. My eyes swiftly move over Aubrey and Kevin again before sagging onto the plush seats.


  “You look so hot in your nurse outfit.” Lola exclaims, oblivious to what had just happened to me. “Practicing your profession?” She giggles.


  Lola and Cody both have glossed over looks on their faces.


  They are both drunk.


  My eyes scan the sea of people, crowded into our shared place. I stop my wandering gaze on a man wearing a dark, gray three-piece suit and red silk tie. He stalks over and stops in front of me.


  “Angel, you didn’t mention a party,” Roman says and lifts me up off my seat. “Let’s go pack your bag.”


  He takes my hand, leading me to my room, and locks the door once we are inside. I let go of his hands and toss my duffle bag onto my bed. Roman fastens his big hands around my arm and hauls me into him.


  I nervously glance up at his dark, glistening eyes that are a mix of anger and hunger. His jaw pops from the pressure he has been holding and he grips my chin with his hand.


  “I-I didn’t want another argument…” I say, wanting a chance to explain myself.


  “The party is distasteful, yes. But you dressed like this…” He yanks the thin material covering me and rips it down the front of my body.


  His hands move to graze my shoulder, letting my costume fall to the floor. I stand before him wearing only a skimpy, matching white lacey bra and panties.


  “Comes with consequences,” he finishes.


  Roman crushes my body to his and pins me to the wall. My arms hook up and around his neck, moving to thread my fingers through his hair. He bends his head down and sucks the curve of my neck, hard.


  A gasp and whimper escape my lips and I clench my legs around him, almost strangling his waist.


  He clasps his hands on my ass and bounces me up, my back scrapping against the wall.


  I cry out softly and my head falls forward. “Please don’t hurt me, Roman. I…I don’t think my heart can handle it.”


  He anchors me back down on my feet and tilts my chin up, his face loses the hardness he wore coming into my room.


  “I’m taking you home,” he moves to my closet, yanking clothes out, and shoves them into my duffle bag.
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  “Wake up, baby,” A soft voice whispers into my ear.


  “Hmmm…” I murmur into my pillow.


  It’s Saturday, why is someone trying to wake me up. My mind drifts to last night.


  Roman.


  Last night he made up for the days that we hadn’t seen each other. He didn’t allow me any sleep until past midnight.


  We had lots of sex. The sex marathon started in the living room and finally ended in his bedroom.


  I smiled sheepishly at my reverie.


  Delicate kisses roam all over my face and my hands move on their own accord to cover my face. A low chuckle rumbles near me and an assault of kisses ensues all over my hands. I try to turn away with no luck.


  “Baby, I’m going to lift you up now,” he tells me, his voice gentle.


  “No…” I mumble.


  Big strong arms lift me up, and then set me down on my feet. My body slumps against a well toned body. I instantly wrap my arms around his neck, pressing my face to his chest. His hands slide down to my ass and he lifts me up, I wrap my legs around his waist, and he carries me to the Master bathroom.


  “Time to wake up, now.” He orders me, his voice soft against my neck.


  He carries me until we are near the door to the toilet. I nod my head and slide my body down his.


  “What time is it?” I ask my voice still groggy.


  “4 a.m.”


  “Why are we waking up so early?” I look up at him with my eyes still half closed.


  “I have something planned.” He tells me and gives me a kiss on the forehead.


  “Okay, give me twenty minutes to get ready,” I grab the door handle.


  “I’ll wait for you downstairs. I have to make a phone call.” He walks out of the bathroom.


  I dress myself in blue jeans and a gray and pink striped sweater. I add my gray suede boots and pull them over my jeans where they hit right above my knees. When I come down stairs, I find Roman standing near the big window in his family room, hands in his pocket, and he’s staring out into his backyard.


  God, could he be more beautiful.


  Roman turns to me with his radiant smile and a twinkle in his eyes. Beautiful and happy, just the way I want and like him to be. Roman is dressed in jeans, a black polo shirt, and a navy blue pea coat.


  “Ready?” He asks, stalking over to me.


  I grab him by his lapels and pull him to me. I stand onto my tip toes and give him a hot, wet kiss. Roman moans into my mouth, and I can’t help myself, I giggle.


  “If we continue this, we won’t make it to our destination,” he breaks away from our kiss.


  “Fine,” I pout, stepping away from him.


  Roman reaches over to the couch and grabs a big parka jacket. He hands the jacket to me.


  “You will need this.”


  “Um…it doesn’t really go with my outfit.” I gesture my hand up and down my body.


  “Trust me, you will forget about matching when you feel the coldness against your body.” Roman tucks his arm under the jacket and grabs my hand with his other arm.


  We walk hand in hand, out his front door.


  Roman pulls into the Saint Paul hotel drive way and instantly I notice the horse drawn carriage awaiting our arrival. I beam at Roman and he rewards me with his radiant smile that I have grown to love.


  “Let’s go,” Roman opens my door and reaches his hand out for me to take it.


  I take his hand and he pulls me out of the car, and then he crushes my body to his and kisses me fervently. I pull away first, afraid that I will turn into a puddle of my former solid self right at his feet, just from all of the desire running through my body.


  “If you continue to kiss me like that, I might just ask you to cancel everything and take me back to bed instead.” I breathe, our lips still close to each other, almost touching.


  Roman pulls at my bottom lip with his teeth and runs his tongue across it, sending tingles up and down my body. An all-consuming ache builds up between my legs and I wantonly start to rub myself against him. He lets out a low groan and releases my lip.


  “We have all day for that, but later.” He tells me, his voice husky.


  Roman steps away from me and opens the back door to retrieve the parka jacket. He closes the door and holds up the jacket in order for me to slip into it. I shake my head.


  “Please wear the jacket, it’s going to get extremely cold once we start moving and I don’t want you to get sick.” He gives me a sad puppy dog look, and I reluctantly slip the jacket on.


  He zips up the zipper until it can’t go up any further, right at my neck. I cough, struggling to breathe. I pull the zipper down some as Roman walks in front of me, pulling me along with him.


  When we get to the horse and carriage Roman helps me up, and then proceeds to get in after me. He drapes a blanket over us.


  “Can I unzip the jacket? I want to feel your arms around me,” I say, fluttering my lashes.


  He nods and unzips the zipper, slides his big strong arms in and wraps them around me, and I snuggle into him, resting my head on his chest.


  “Are you ready, Sir?” A man dressed all in white walks up to the carriage.


  “Yes, we are. Thank you.” Roman says to the man.


  Roman tightens his arms around me when the horses begin to move and start pulling the carriage along. “Are you doing okay?” Roman asks, nuzzling his chin to the top of my head.


  “Yes,” I breathe, kissing his chest.


  I have never been on a horse drawn carriage ride before, always hearing how romantic it is. Back in my old life, there was never any romance. The guys I dated didn’t do romance. I usually didn’t let them. But, being here with Roman feels good, I want this. I want Roman to always be the sweet, loving, caring, and romantic guy he has been since I’ve met him.


  “Baby, are your eyes closed?” Roman asks a hint of amusement in his voice.


  “No, they’re open now,” I smile.


  “Good, I don’t want you to miss this.”


  I sit up a little straighter and notice that we are on a bridge. The sun is slowly coming up. The skies are a mix of purple, orange, and red, casting their reflection onto the river’s surface. My mouth hangs open. This is such a breathtaking sight. It is purely beautiful.


  “It’s so beautiful,” I whisper. “I want to see the sun rise every day, from this day on with you.”


  Roman smiles, his eyes crinkle at the corners making him just as beautiful as the sunrise.


  “You are amazing,” I tell him, reaching my hand over to his face. I brush the back of my fingers across his cheeks.


  Roman bends his head and captures my mouth with his. His tongue delves into my mouth teasing me. His kiss is rough and full of passion. This is the first time he has kissed me so passionately, and I love every minute of it.


  Our kiss turns hungry, and is full of want. Then Roman groans, pushes me down onto the seat, and his body presses on top of mine. He does this without even breaking our kiss. One of his hands snakes its way under my sweater, and is in a desperate need to find my breast. I moan into his mouth. Then Roman breaks the kiss. His hand has only made it to my ribcage.


  “We’ll continue this later,” Roman says breathlessly, his eyes are still hooded with lust.


  Roman sits back up and carries me up right also. I automatically cling back to his body with my arms around his waist. I let out little breaths to slowly calm my body down.


  “I don’t need a jacket ever, if you just keep kissing me that like every time we are outside.” I pant.


  “I will, baby. But, to keep my worries at bay, you’ll still be bundled up.”


  “Fine, as long as it goes with my outfit.”


  Roman chuckles and kisses the top of my head.


  The horses continue on into a park as the purple skies leave us and it starts to lightly snow. I hold out my hand to catch some snowflakes with my palm. My face is full of wonder and awe.


  “Baby, you like the snow?” Roman murmurs brushing the hair out of my face.


  “This is my first time ever seeing snow in person.” I say, my voice low. “I thought the sunrise was beautiful, but this is breathtaking. Thank you so much, Roman, for doing this.”


  “You’re welcome.” Roman kisses the top of my head.


  The carriage carries us out of the park and into what looks to be downtown Saint Paul.


  I am sitting up now, watching the snow quietly fall from the sky, totally mesmerized. I squeeze Roman’s arm when the snow starts to fall, heavily.


  “Can we stop to play in the snow?” I try not to sound too giddy.


  “No, baby, next time, I want to get you inside now.”


  “Okay,” I pout.


  “When you are dressed to play in the snow, and there’s a thick amount on the ground, we can do something fun for you at my house.”


  “Okay,” I kiss Roman on the cheek.


  The horse and carriage stops in front of the Saint Paul hotel. Roman climbs out and helps me down from the carriage. He leads us into the hotel and straight over to the elevator.


  “Where are we going?” I ask.


  “I booked us a room. You can catch up on your sleep, and I’ll order us room service.”


  I yawn at the word sleep and laugh. To let Roman know I have other things on my mind, I grab the lapels of his coat, and pull him to me.


  “I thought we are finishing what we started in the carriage?” I murmur.


  “Yes that too, honey.” Roman’s laugh is low and rough.


  The elevator stops us on our floor and Roman walks out with purpose, dragging me along with him.


  The moment we get into our room, he presses me to the door and unbuttons my jeans. Once my zipper is yanked down, Roman takes off my boots and shoves my jeans off my legs. I kick them to the side. Roman hitches one of my legs onto his shoulder and he hooks a finger into the middle of my panties to make room for his tongue to move around on my clit.


  “Oh my God,” I moan, holding on to Roman’s head, half pushing him closer to me.


  His tongue leaves my sensitive spot and moves down, doing little circles as he reaches my opening. Roman pulls his mouth away and kisses the top of both of my thighs. He returns his tongue to where I need him the most but he doesn’t slide in, his tongue laps onto my clit again. This time he sucks and pulls on my hard nub.


  “Oh yes,” I pant.


  Roman thrusts two fingers inside of me while he kisses and sucks all around my heat. He moves his fingers in and out of me and I lose control, panting, and arching my back.


  I scream out my orgasm and then I slip down onto the floor, pulling Roman on top of me. I wrap my legs around his waist.


  Our kiss is long, hard, and wet.


  “Time to take you to bed,” Roman breaks our kiss.


  “I’m not done kissing you,” I try to pull him back in.


  “We are continuing this in bed,” Roman’s voice is husky.


  Roman gets up and carries me to the bed. He sets me down by the edge of the bed and takes off the rest of my clothes. Roman lifts me up and tosses me onto the bed.


  “Hey,” I scream, laughing as I fall onto the bed.


  Roman takes off his pants and boxers first. As he shrugs off his jacket and starts to pull off his sweater, I reach to wrap my hands around his erection and slowly lick the tip.


  Roman’s movement speeds up and he places a palm on my cheek.


  “There’s time for that later,” he removes my hand and kisses my palm.


  I watch with lust in my eyes as Roman rolls on a condom. As he climbs onto the bed, I push him onto his back.


  “I’m on top this time,” I say, straddling him


  Roman’s eyes are hooded and filled with desire. He smiles up at me, gripping my hips and roughly moves himself into me. His head falls back and he groans.


  “God, you always feel so good.” He breathes. “Now, show me what you got, baby.”


  I start to rock my hips back and forth. I move a little faster as I hear Roman’s groans hike up another notch. He lifts his head and pushes my breast together with his hands. He laps his tongue back and forth between my nipples, and then sucks on each of them.


  “Roman, oh my, please don’t stop, don’t stop,” I moan out my climax.


  Roman hits his by thrusting into me and finishing inside of me. He pulls me down on top him and we lay with my chest pressed onto his body, Roman stroking my hair.


  “You did great, love,” Roman teases.


  I giggle and push off of him to lie on the bed. I prop myself up on my side, elbow bent, and I twirl little circles around his abs with my finger.


  “Baby, I need to get some work done. You should go back to sleep and I will come wake you up in about an hour to eat.” Roman climbs out of bed and pulls the duvet over me. “Sleep baby.”


  I do as I’m told and fall asleep a minute later.
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  Loud angry male voices, wakes me from my slumber. My eyes fly open and my heart thumps loudly in my chest. What the heck is going on?


  I climb out of bed, grab a robe from the closet, and open the double doors leading into the living room of our hotel room. I stop dead in my tracks.


  Roman is sitting at the head of the table and four other men are sitting around him all talking at once. They were older maybe in their forties, dressed in suits as if they are here for a business meeting.


  Roman cuts his eyes to me, his expression stoic. “Did we wake you, baby.”


  I shake my head and turn to walk back into the room. I hear Roman telling the men that their meeting is over for now. I hear them refusing him. Roman lowers his voice and I can’t hear him anymore. But his tone tells a different story, a tone I don’t ever want him to use on me.


  I hear the men leave and the door shut. Roman walks into the bedroom as I am taking off my robe and climbing back to bed.


  “The food should be here in ten minutes. Did you sleep well?” He walks over to me and hovers next to the bed.


  “Yes, how long was I asleep?” I ask, looking up to him.


  “About four hours,” he murmurs.


  “Oh my God, it’s already the afternoon!” I bolt back up.


  Roman takes the cover and cover up my naked upper body. “Someone can come into the room and see you naked, love.” He scolds.


  “Don’t they knock first?” I ask, holding the sheet up.


  “No, I told them to come right in.” He says.


  “Can you close the door? I’m going to get dressed.”


  Roman leans over and sucks on my bottom lip before he fully kisses me. I don’t even get my arms wrapped around his neck before he pulls away and leaves me breathless. He leaves the room and closes the door behind him.


  I touch my fingers to my lips, wanting more of him. I should go out there and drag him back to bed with me.


  I shake my head and think better of it.


  After getting dressed, I meet Roman at the table and see it covered in breakfast. Roman is sitting at the head of the table again and drinking coffee. He has his phone to his ear.


  “We’ll discuss this later,” he hangs up and point to the seat next to him.


  “You still ordered breakfast.” I beam staring at the food.


  “Yes, baby, I promised breakfast.” He says, matter-of-factly.


  I sit next to him and pile my plate with fruits, ham, and French toast.


  “I have to leave for Italy in two days.” Roman tells me after taking another sip of his coffee.


  I stop chewing and glance over to him. My eyes are wide and I am in shock.


  “For how long?” I choke out.


  “Two weeks, a month. I’m not sure.” He says.


  Roman caresses my cheek with his knuckles and I lean into his hand, his touch soothing away my worries.


  “What am I going to do with you away for so long?” I sadly whisper.


  “I want you to come with me.” He states.


  My head lifts away from his hand and I nervously look over at him.


  “Roman, I can’t go with you, I have school.” I say taking his hand into mine.


  “Talk to your professor, see if you can take some days off?” He suggests.


  “I can only miss three days and then I will get dropped from the class,” I push my plate away losing my appetite.


  “Why don’t you ask that classmate of yours to send all of your class work to you. He can update you on what you missed for class.” Roman presses.


  I haven’t thought about Kevin since Roman picked me up last night and now he’s back on my mind at full speed.


  I shake my head. “I can’t go with you, honey.”


  Roman slaps his palm down on top of the table. “I will not let you stay here by yourself.” He roars.


  I blink and push back my chair, ready to run. He grabs my wrist and pulls me to him.


  “I have to take every man here, with me to Italy,” he drops his voice down to a whisper. “There will be no one to look after you.”


  “I don’t need anyone to look after me. I can take care of myself.” I say getting up and gently tugging my hand away from him.


  “Angel, you will come with me to Italy.” Roman says locking his darkening eyes to mine.


  “And fail school,” I whisper.


  “I will set everything up where that classmate of yours will send updates and your homework to you.” He gets up and gathers me into his arms. “I need you safe, I will not be able to live with myself if something happens to you while I am away.”


  I snuggle in closer to him. “Roman, I don’t want to argue anymore. But, there’s no way I can go with you. Please understand finishing school is very important to me.”


  He sighs. “You are very much a challenging force. Do I need to kidnap you to get my way?”


  I smile into his chest. He’s giving in.


  I curve my head back to admire my devastatingly handsome man, who is now glancing down in order to meet my eyes.


  “I will promise to stay safe,” I raise up onto my tiptoes, to meet his awaiting lips.


  He captures me and consumes my body, cherishing my every need and want.
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  We spent the night at the hotel and now we are making our way back to his house to meet his family for brunch.


  “Bella,” his mom kisses both of my cheeks. “Always smiling.” She pats my face before flipping the French toast she is cooking.”


  Today we are crowding around the kitchen island for bunch. Roman takes a big bite of his bagel top with lox and cream cheese. He kisses me after he finishes chewing.


  “Eww,” Sophie scrunches up her face.


  Roman chuckles and tousles her hair with his big hand.


  “Why don’t you stay here while I’m gone,” he tucks my hair behind my ear.


  Not wanting an argument in front of his family, I simply kiss him on the cheek.


  “We should meet up for lunch or something, Angel.” Ellie says while fixing her kids breakfast.


  “That would be nice,” I smile.


  Roman checks his watch. “Baby, we have to get going. The plane leaves in an hour.”


  I burrow my head into his neck and take every bit of his existence into my memory. “I’m going to miss you…so much,” I whisper letting my lips linger on his neck.


  His hand caresses my hair while he kisses the top of my head. “Baby…” He murmurs. “Let’s say our goodbye to everyone.”


  We both went around the kitchen hugging everyone. When I place Sophie back onto her feet, she hugs my legs, and whimpers out her little cries.


  “Sophie, Angel is not going with me. You can still see her later.” Roman says.


  She lets me go and we wave good bye as we walk out the door.


  There’s a black limo and a black escalade waiting outside for us. He takes me to the limo and helps me in. Roman tells the driver to get going and rolls up the privacy screen. He pulls me onto his lap and starts to take off my clothes.


  My head tilts backward as Roman captures my neck with his mouth. He reclines my body down onto the seat, my naked body rubbing against the leather. Roman groans sucking hard on my collar bone.


  My legs spread open, one falling off the seat, letting Roman in. He grinds his hips, putting delicious pressure on my aching core.


  “Roman…” I whimper.


  “Yes, baby…” his voice trails off as he pulls my nipple into his mouth.


  He twirls his tongue around before sucking hard and deep, leaving me panting, and wanting more of him.


  “My beautiful, love,” he breathes, pulling away and sitting up. “We’re at the airport,” he grabs me and hauls me back onto his lap and crushes his lips onto mine. His fingers tangle into my hair as his kiss deepens, devouring me completely.


  “Time to put on your clothes now,” he says, breathlessly after breaking away from me.


  Roman helps me into my clothes and opens the door. We climb out and he takes my hand, walking us to his plane.


  The tears I have been holding onto since we left the hotel descend down my cheeks in a continuous stream. I franticly try to wipe them away before Roman sees me.


  It is too late he stops half way.


  “Baby, don’t cry.” He clears the tears away with his thumb. “I will try to make it back in a week.”


  “I wish I could go with you…” I whimper.


  “I do too.” He sighs.


  He bends down to lightly peck my forehead, leaving his lips on me. I sigh and breathe in his scent. Roman slowly removes his lips off of me and takes my hand to lead us to the plane.


  When we are next to the steps of the plane, he turns back and pulls me into his body. “Be good, baby,” he says, and leaves me staring after him.


  His words ring loud and clear as a warning.
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  Kevin’s phone vibrates in his pocket saving me from having to answer his questions.


  “Saved by the bell,” Kevin groans pulling his phone out of his pocket. “It’s Cody, I’ll be right back. He gets up and walks out of the auditorium.


  “God, I never thought he would leave you alone.” Natalie takes the seat that Kevin just vacated.


  An uneasy feeling washes over me. I don’t acknowledge her and I pretend to study our power point handout.


  Natalie extends her arm over to my handout and writes down a phone number.


  “This is my number save it,” She orders. “I’m throwing Kevin a surprise birthday party this weekend. I want you to be there. And yes, we both know I can’t stand you, but I know Kevin wants you there. So text me your address later and I will pick you up the day of.”


  “Okay…” I say, and nervously glance to her.


  “And please do not mention his party to anyone other than Lola. She’s going with Cody.”


  “Will Aubrey be there?”


  “No, Aubrey doesn’t fit into the equation, she will be a problem…for you.” Natalie laughs maliciously. “Oops…times up…text me.”


  I watch her walk back to her seat but my eyes move away from her the moment Kevin comes into view.


  “Hey,” he murmurs taking his seat. “Miss me?”


  “Yes,” I smile sheepishly at him.


  Crap, Natalie’s number.


  I flip my paper around as fast as I can and scribble nonsense on a picture of a power point. Kevin watches me with interest.


  “What are you writing there?” Kevin reaches over to grab my handout from me.


  “Nothing,” I snatch the paper off of our portable table and stuff it into my backpack.


  “Really…you want to play this game with me.” Kevin groans.


  Just as his brother saved me from Kevin probing question the professor walks in to start the lecture and saves me.


  “Isn’t today your lucky day,” Kevin growls.
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  Natalie is right on the money when she told me what time she’d be by to pick me up. I hop around the foyer putting on my black leather boots, while Natalie watches at the front door. I have on a dark blue sweater dress that dips low in the front showing off my cleavage and black tights.


  “Wow, Natalie. You look so hot out of your school clothes.” I say to her as I slip into my boots.


  She has on a black oversize sweater that covers her butt and hangs off her shoulder, tight black skinny jeans, and black ankle boots.


  “Save your stupid compliments for someone that cares,” She crosses her arms in front of her.


  I have to clamp my mouth down to keep from replying with a smart come back. I grab my wristlet and phone off the table, and follow her out the door.


  Natalie turns up the music when we get in the car, her way of showing me she doesn’t want to chit chat. The ride to where ever she is taking me is slow and unpleasant.


  I let out a long low breath when she pulls up to a house. She mumbles something harsh and gets out of the car. I dash and stumble to catch up with her. Natalie doesn’t wait for me and unlocks the door with her key.


  I notice Cody and Lola right away when we get into the house, they are sitting in what looks to be the den. I smile and wave at them as Natalie tugs on my arm to follow her. We walk into the kitchen.


  “Mom. Dad. Meet Angel.” Natalie tells the older couple sitting at the island drinking wine.


  Her Mom turns slowly on the bar stool, she assesses me for a moment with her lip curled up. She takes a slow sip of wine before she inspects me further.


  “The famous Angel Mabbott,” She says, coldly.


  Her husband hooks his arm around her shoulder and lean in to whisper something in her ear. She closes her eyes and nods her head.


  “Hi, Angel. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.” Her husband steps away from his wife to take my hand.


  “Nice to meet you too,” I say, and I take his hand.


  He squeezes back in a death grip. I swiftly remove my hand from his and wipe them down my thighs, to suppress the pain.


  “I think the caterer is here,” Natalie looks at her watch. “Let’s go back out to the front.” She tugs my arm to follow her out.


  My mind swirls with questions about Kevin’s involvement with these weird people. Gosh, could they be more cold and unfriendly.


  The doorbell chimes and I scramble over to open the door, wishing it was Kevin coming to save me. I sigh when I see it’s the caterer.


  “Natalie, they are here,” I call out to her. She is talking to Cody and Lola.


  She walks out of the den to assist the people carrying the food. They set everything up on the dining room table.


  I walk over to Lola. She hauls me to her and rubs my back.


  “You okay?” She asks sounding very concerned.


  “Have you met Natalie’s parents?” I ask taking a seat on the brown leather couch and pulling a cream color pillow onto my lap.


  Cody laughs nervously next to Lola, they are both still standing next to me. Lola looks over to Cody who shrugs.


  “Um…I have.” She takes the seat next to me.


  I know she is hankering to just explode everything she is holding in right now. I wink at her to let her know that I know. She smiles.


  “Okay people, Kevin is driving into the neighborhood right now.” Natalie tells us.


  We all walk out to meet her in the foyer. Her parents are already there holding hands. The door bells chimes for the second time. Natalie opens the door.


  “Surprise!” We yell at a stunned Kevin. Natalie gives him a hug. Kevin looks over Natalie’s shoulder and his expression turns from shock to rage.


  “What is Angel doing here?” Kevin’s voice is low and dangerous. His attention is fixed on me.


  “I thought you would want her here,” Natalie muttered, turning to look at me, her expression resentful, and pained.


  “You know better than to bring her here,” Kevin scans the room, stopping briefly on the cold and distant couple.


  They are just like statues at the museum, you can look, but you can never get close, they were not to be touched.


  “You are still the ungrateful bastard.” The man mutters.


  “Dad, stop!” Natalie cries.


  “He’s standing there worrying about some little bitch, instead of coming over here and greeting his mom, who hasn’t heard from him in over seven years!”


  Everyone turns to look at Kevin’s mom. Her husband has his arm protectively around her. She has her head bent and she is crying.


  Kevin is rubbing his eyes with the heel of his hand and shaking his head. Without warning, he lets out an animalist roar.


  Natalie burst into tears. “This is so fucked up!” She screams.


  “Oh my God,” I hear Lola gasping near me.


  “Do you want to leave,” Cody whispers to her.


  “No, not without Angel,” She whispers back.


  “Angel, come here. I’m taking you home.” Kevin holds out his hand for me to take it.


  I bite down on my lips and shake my head slowly. Something inside of me breaks for Kevin. I’m not sure if it’s my heart. It can’t be. My heart was already broken into a million pieces after my Dad passed away.


  Kevin has tears in his eyes and an uncontrollable need to console him rises up my body. I react to the need and I find myself flush against him, my arms around his body and my face buried into his chest. My tears soaking up his leather jacket.


  My arms clench so hard around him, I’m afraid I’m strangling him. But he doesn’t seem to mind.


  “Angel, please don’t cry,” Kevin, whispers into my hair, his voice soft.


  “Wwee…shhhould…staaay,” I stutter through my tears.


  One of his hands rubs my back to calm me down and the other lifts my chin up, so he can survey my emotions.


  “Okay, but we need to talk first,” he tells me.


  I nod my head.


  “We are going outside to talk,” he looks at Natalie.


  “It’s cold outside, you guys can use my room.” She offers.


  Kevin doesn’t say anything else to her as he leads me away to the staircase. Once we walk into her room, I stop at the door and glance around. Kevin walks past me and heads over to Natalie’s bed and sits down patiently waiting for me to join him.


  A mixture of black and purple decorates her room. Her curtains and her furniture are black. Her bed spread is a dark purple and there’s a big purple comfy chair by her window. There are picture frames scattered all over her walls. I glance at the nearest picture.


  It is one with her, Kevin, and Cody. They look about six or seven years old. They are all smiling. I wonder what changed their family dynamic. Money and jealousy changed mine. I close my eyes and shake off my past.


  “Are you going to join me anytime soon?” Kevin asks breaking me from my reverie


  I wipe the remaining tears from my eyes with the back of my hand and walk over to him.


  “Hey,” I say to him when I am sitting down on the bed.


  Kevin scoots back until he is sitting against the headboard with his legs stretch out in front of him.


  “C’mere,” he calls me over with his index finger.


  I crawl on all fours to get to him. He pulls me on top of him and moves my legs to straddle him. He snakes his hands around my body to hold me in place by griping my ass. He gives me a mischievous grin.


  “I don’t want you running away.” He tells me.


  I wrap my arms around his neck. “I’m not going anywhere.” I give him a reassuring smile.


  “Angel…” he whispers, “You shouldn’t have been here to witness my dysfunctional family like this.”


  “It’s your birthday party, I’m not going to miss it.”


  His eyes tilt upwards and he starts to blink rapidly, his lips press into a hard line. I stay perfectly still and quiet, letting him work through his inner turmoil. Even though every fiber of my being desperately wants to crush his body to mine, and take the hurt away. I want to take away all of his sorrow, his fears, all of his pain.


  “If he hadn’t been holding my mom,” Kevin says to the ceiling.


  “Kevin…look at me,” I order with a soft tone. “I’d been called worst…what your dad called me, it’s not so bad.” I laugh softly.


  “No one should talk to you or any women like that.” Kevin looks at me with piercing eyes. “He’s not my dad…” His voice trails off.


  I start to feel unsure of myself and the questions I wanted to ask him. I really don’t want to get into the hard heavy subject of his family. So I do what I do best, I distract myself, by playing with his hair.


  “Don’t try to distract me by playing with my hair,” Kevin grabs my wrist and pulls my arm back down to my lap.


  I smile inwardly at his statement and a little at his grumpiness. It doesn’t take much to get Kevin annoyed.


  “Why did you stay away for seven years?” I caress his face with the back of my hand.


  “I wasn’t supposed to come back at all.” He takes my hand and trail kisses from the tip of my fingers to my wrist.


  I suck in a breath and close my eyes. It was a wrong move, the sensation of his kisses intensives. My eyes fly open to find Kevin with his crooked grin.


  “I can distract you too, you know.” He chuckles.


  I slap his chest, laughing along with him. His hand presses on my ass moving me in deeper to him.


  “Kevin…stop,” I say my hand on his chest. “Answer my question.”


  “I left to give my mom a fighting chance with her husband. He didn’t want me around from the start of their relationship. And my mom had to always choose between him and I. So I made it easier for her, I eliminated myself from their lives.” His face is now serious.


  “Wait, so where is your dad?” I ask, sliding my hands down his chest.


  “I don’t know…” he says. “Never met him.”


  “Why did you stay away until now?” I lock my eyes with his.


  “I had to come back,” he says, twirling his finger around my exposed chest and down into the valley between my breasts. “You have nice tits.”


  My mouth drops open. “You can never take anything serious, can you?” I try wrenching free of his hand that is still holding me in place, to no avail.


  “I said, I don’t want you running away,” he mumbles.


  “Then you need to start talking,” I say.


  He sighs. “I started a business and that took four years of my life and then I started another, then I met someone I couldn’t stay away from…the end.”


  I shake my head to the typical Kevin. “God, you are insufferable.”


  He chuckles.


  “Did you ever call your family?” I ask, through his laughter.


  “No…I left on bad terms, remember?” he says sliding his hand into my hair.


  He removes his hand letting my hair falls away through his fingers.


  “Do you want to tell me about her, the person you met?” I ask. “Never mind…you don’t.”


  “You’re right,” he smirks. “Let’s make out now,”


  “No,” I wiggle away from him, and this time, he lets me go.


  “Are you going to be okay? We can always leave,” he says to me when I am back on my feet.


  “We can’t break your sister’s heart…she is your sister, right?” I ask sounding unsure.


  “Yes, she is.” He smiles that crooked grin of his. “Let’s get back to my party.”


  Kevin takes my hand when we descend down the stairs. He stops abruptly at the bottom and turns to me.


  “Ready?” He asks, lifting my hands to his lips. He rubs the back of my hand across his lips and kisses it.


  “Yes,” I tell him, trying to sound as sure as I can be.


  He drops my hand and nods. Kevin walks ahead of me back through the kitchen and out to the living room. Everyone is sitting in the living room. Kevin’s mom gives us a small smile. Lola gives me a hug. “You okay?”


  “Yes,” I whisper.


  “Let’s eat.” Natalie jumps up from her seat. “Sorry guys, I gave the housekeepers the day off, don’t want them witnessing how crazy we are. So it’s serve yourself day.”


  “Yeah, like they don’t already know.” Cody laughs walking over to the food with Lola.


  “Shut up, Cody.” Natalie mutters.


  Lola and I sit next to each at the dining table after we each grab a plate full of food.


  “Everything okay, now?” Lola asks with a low voice.


  “I think so,” I answer her, taking a bite of the barbeque chicken.


  “I’m happy you stayed.” Lola tells me, shoving a fork full of mac and cheese in her mouth.


  “Me too,” I admit.


  Kevin’s step-dad takes a seat right in front of me. He looks over my shoulder to something behind me. I follow his gaze. Kevin is standing by the food talking to his mom, Natalie and Cody. He narrows his eyes at us.


  “Well, I better make this quick before your boyfriend comes over and stops me from saying what I have to say to you.” He mumbles.


  I want to correct him and let him know that Kevin is not my boyfriend but I don’t. Instead, I stare blankly at him to let him know he has my attention.


  “Look…I’m sorry I called you a bitch, I was out of line. It’s just that when I see my wife hurting…I see…red.” He rakes a hand through his gray hair and nervously looks past my shoulders again. His eyes open wide.


  I turn around to see where Kevin is, but my view is block by Kevin’s stomach. I turn back around to face his step-dad.


  “I’m just telling her I’m sorry, you don’t have to look at me like that.” His step-dad grumbles.


  Kevin takes a seat next to me with his plate. He doesn’t say anything back to him.


  “Do you like the food?” Kevin asks, eyeing my plate of food.


  “Yes, it’s very good.” I answer him and glance to his plate. “You didn’t get the barbeque chicken. It’s really good.”


  “Can I have some of yours?”


  I break a big piece of chicken with my fork and place it into his waiting mouth.


  “Mmm…that is good.” Kevin closes his eyes.


  I let out a loud giggle at his goofiness.


  “Um…there’s other people at the table you know.” Natalie breaks into my moment with Kevin.


  I look around and notice everyone is now sitting at the dining table watching us. Embarrassment creeps up my neck to my face and I flush crimson red, I bend my head down to hide my face from everyone.


  “I see you smiling,” Kevin tells me, a hint of amusement in his voice.


  With my head still bent, my smile grows wider. Kevin rubs up and down my thigh, sending shivers through my body. I place my hand over his, stopping his manipulation of my body, which is seriously causing a dangerous pool of desire deep in my belly.


  Kevin grips my thigh letting me know he doesn’t like that I am stopping him, but he only does it for a second. Smoothing out his palm he gently rubs the spot where he gripped and takes his hand off my thigh.


  I realize I’m still looking down like a dumbass and slowly lift my head to face everyone again.


  “Welcome back to the party,” Natalie sarcastically says to me.


  I give her an impish grin before looking around the table. Kevin’s step-dad and mom have an almost empty bottle of wine in front of them.


  “Thank you for ordering such yummy food, Natalie,” Lola says. “And Happy Birthday to you, Mister Kevin.” She bends her head forward to look past me to him.


  “Thank you,” they both tell her at the same time.


  “I’m going to get the cake, no body move!” Natalie exclaims jumping up off her seat and half running, half walking to the kitchen.


  Cody and Kevin chuckle watching their sister walk away. I get up and gather everyone’s empty plates and take them into the kitchen.


  Natalie pulls the cake out of the fridge as I am walking in. She turns, smiles at me, and places the cake on the kitchen counter.


  “Oh good you’re here. Can you place the candles all around the cake?” She hands me the candles and grabs the plates from my hand.


  “Sure,” I make a zigzag pattern across the cake and giggle to myself.


  Natalie walks back to the cake and laughs. “No wonder Kevin can’t let you go, you guys have the same twisted mind.” She scoots the cake to the edge of the counter and slides it onto her hands. She nods her head toward the door to let me know to follow her.


  I do as directed, and follow, all the while thinking about what she’s just said. Is Kevin better off without me? Maybe he is, but I’m not ready to give him up yet.


  Natalie sets the cake in front of Kevin and gives her brother a hug. He caresses the back of her head and locks eyes with me. Kevin’s eyes are sad and he whispers something to Natalie, she nods her head, and moves to the other side of him, wiping her eyes as she walks.


  Kevin notices the candle arrangement on his cake. He shakes his head, while laughing softly to himself. He snakes his arms around me when I get to him.


  “You did this to the candles, didn’t you?” He asks.


  I wink at him and wrap my arms around his waist, giving him a quick squeeze.


  Natalie lights the candles and we sing happy birthday to Kevin. Before he makes his wish, Kevin looks around the room at us, his gaze stopping on me. He bends his head and gives me a light peck on the forehead before he blows out his candles.


  “What did you wish for?” I whispered to him.


  “Something you’re not able to give me.” He tells me.


  I stare at him, waiting for an elaboration on what he’d just said, but I don’t get any. Kevin was already walking away talking to his brother, while Natalie and his mom cut the cake. I take this moment and sneak away to make some sort of semblance to the cluster fuck of emotions running through me.


  I find the nearest bathroom right next to the family room. I shut the door and lock myself in. Pressing my back against the door, I slide all the way down and tuck my legs under me. I let out a breath of air. Just having this moment alone is already calming my jittery nerves.


  I bury my face in my hands and sigh deeply. When did my life become a big jumble mess of craziness?


  I smooth out my hair and climb back to my feet. As I am walking out of the bathroom, I find Kevin’s mom right outside the door.


  “Excuse me,” I say, trying to duck away from her.


  But she’s too fast, she pins me against the wall with just her finger.


  She’s drunk.


  I know from my past experiences, you don’t try to fight a drunk. Instead you have to manipulate them into thinking they have the upper hand, you agree with everything they say.


  “You took him away from me!” She shouts in my face. The finger on my chest digs in.


  I wince from the pain, but I don’t break away from her stare down.


  “I didn’t mean to take him away,” I say, even though I really don’t know what she is talking about.


  “No, you little cunt, you did. And now you are keeping my baby boy Kevin away from me too.” She turns her face and wipes the tears from her eyes, her finger digging deeper into my chest.


  “Mom, what are you doing?” Kevin steps cautiously to us.


  He gently removes his mom’s hand away from me, and she burst into tears.


  “Why does she get to keep ruining my life,” his mom cries into Kevin’s chest.


  “Mom, you have to let the past go. It’s not her you are mad at, she didn’t do anything wrong.” Kevin cradles his mom’s head as if she is a child.


  “He was my everything and she took him away.” She breaks into shaking sobs.


  “Mom, come with me,” Natalie takes their mom into her arms. “You should take Angel home, now. I will take care of Mom.” Natalie walks away from us, her arms around her weeping mother.


  Kevin grabs my hand without saying anything to me and we walk back to where everyone is at.


  “I’m taking Angel home. I’ll see everyone again another day.” He tells them as we are walking by.


  I let Kevin drag me as I walk behind him; my face focuses on the ground. I quickly stop in the den to grab my wristlet and phone off of the couch. We quickly walk out the house and into his truck.


  We sit in silence staring out of the window in front of us. Our breathing is heavy. I’m not sure what just happened with is mom. Did she see me as someone from her past? Who the hell did I steal from her?


  I turn to Kevin, the look on his face breaks me from my thoughts, and I instantly grab him, and pull him in for the hug of his life. Kevin wraps his arms around me and pulls me onto his lap.


  “I promise to hug you every chance I get for as long as you will let me,” I tell him, surprising us both.


  Where did that come form?


  Kevin arches his eyebrow, but doesn’t say anything back to me. Instead, he moves my hair out of my face and tucks it behind my ear. He then places both of his hands underneath my ears, his thumbs caressing my cheeks.


  He pulls my face close to his and he kisses me on my nose, cheeks, chin, and then my forehead. He doesn’t touch my lips. I groan loudly, letting him know I don’t like what he’s doing.


  “Why are you not kissing me?” I ask, not hiding my annoyance.


  “I did kiss you,”


  “You didn’t kiss me on my lips,” I pout.


  “Angel, you belong to someone else.” He reminds me.


  My mind flashes back to when he took me to see the stars, he kissed me. Even though it was just a peck on the lips, but it was a kiss nonetheless.


  “You kissed me before,” I remind him.


  “I know. I let myself get carried away.” He removes his hands from my neck and clamps them onto my waist.


  “I want you to kiss me,” I whisper looking away from him.


  He shakes his head, “No.”


  I give up and try to slide off of his lap, but he pulls me back on.


  “Stay with me tonight,” he says, looking vulnerable.


  “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”


  Kevin cups my chin with his hand, and brings my eyes back to him. “Tell me why?”


  “We are both with other people,” I look away from him again.


  What Kevin doesn’t know is that our relationship shifted to something more intense than just a friendship tonight. I feel for him in a way that I have never felt for anyone else. I would do anything he asked of me, no questions asked. But, there’s that little part of me that is scared of a broken heart from Kevin. I don’t think I can live through the heartbreak, if Kevin was to tell me he didn’t want me anymore.


  “I need you, Angel.” His voice is low and sad.


  I place my hand on his cheek, my eyes move back to him. I look directly into his eyes, letting him know my seriousness when I tell him what I’m about to tell him.


  “I want you to kiss. Me. Now…before I go home with you.” I whisper.


  Kevin pulls my head closer to his and runs his tongue along my lips, side to side. I lick my lips after he is done, wanting to taste him, on my mouth. He smiles that crooked grin of his watching me become desperate for him.


  He then captures my bottom lip with his teeth pulling slightly. I stick out my tongue and slide it across his top lip. Kevin grunts and let go of my lip.


  “You play dirty.” He tells me before his lips devour my mouth.


  His kisses me hotly and rough, our lips wet sliding off of each other. His tongue dances around in my mouth, wanting so much more than just a kiss. My body responds by moving to straddle him and grinding against his jeans wanting more of him. I pull his head closer to me. I whimper when we can’t seem to get close enough.


  Kevin starts to rub between my legs through my tights, sending me into a frenzy of lust.


  “I want to touch you there.” He says breaking our kiss just for a second.


  I nod when his lips are back on mine. Kevin doesn’t hesitate. His hands are in my tights instantly. His fingers glide over my clit; leaving his thumb on my hard nub, he pushes two fingers inside of me. I gasp not expecting what he has just done and I start to moan loudly.


  “You’re so fucking wet,” he says groaning into my mouth.


  He thrust his fingers deeper into me while his thumb does crazy, delicious circles around my hard, throbbing clit. Kevin breaks our kiss, his lips trail down my chin and then down to my neck, where he kisses and sucks me. His fingers move in and out feverishly, which sends me over the edge, and my orgasm hits me hard. I hear myself screaming his name, but I keep my eyes closed enjoying the sensation coursing through my body.


  “God, I’m going to get addicted to you.”


  I open my eyes to find his fingers in his mouth. Kevin removes his fingers slowly from his mouth watching me the entire time.


  “Let’s go home now,” I say panting and climbing off him.


  “Sit next to me,” Kevin tugs the hem of my dress.


  I scoot back to sit right next to him as he starts the ignition. I watch his face as he drives us back to his place, his eyes are no longer sad. They are now filled with contentment.
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  “I still need to show you around the apartment, don’t I?” Kevin says tossing his keys in the bowl on top of a table in the foyer. “I promise to do that tomorrow.” He winks at me.


  I set my wristlet and phone into the bowl with his keys as I follow him to the master suite. “So…I guess the guest bedroom is still not ready?” I ask him when we step into the room.


  “Nope,” Kevin walks to his closet.


  I follow right behind him, all the way to the end of his closet. Kevin opens his drawer and pulls out a t-shirt. He hands me the shirt.


  “Where is the pajama pants to go with this?” I ask holding the shirt up.


  “You don’t need them,” Kevin takes off his leather jacket and hangs it up.


  When he starts to strip out of his clothes, I open the drawer, and pull out the pants myself. Kevin grabs me by my dress and pulls me back to him as I’m walking away.


  “I want you naked in my bed tonight and I was being nice by giving you the t-shirt to put on, for now.” Kevin’s lips are on my ear, he nips the lobe before he releases me.


  He takes the clothes out of my hand and places them back in the drawer. Kevin removes my dress from my body. He hooks his thumb into my tights and slides them down my legs, his hands sliding against my body the whole time.


  “Your skin’s so soft,” he murmurs.


  I step out of my tights when they pool around my ankles. Kevin reaches behind me and unclasps my bra. He removes the strap slowly off my arms. Both of his hands cup each of my breasts and he kisses me, passionately. His hands leave my breast and caress down the side of my body to my panties. He doesn’t remove them the old fashion way, he yanks until they break into his hands.


  “Kevin,” I say his name panting, breaking my silence.


  Kevin grunts and tosses the torn material to the floor. He takes off all of his clothes, throwing them all over the floor. He pulls my body to him and lifts me up carrying me to the bed. Kevin gently lays me down and crawls between my legs.


  “Hi,” he says when he’s on top of me, his forearms resting on either side of my head.


  My reality slams on top of me, choking me. I gasp to let some air out through my mouth.


  “Kevin, this is wrong,” I whisper, not able to meet his gaze. I focus on his chest instead.


  “What is wrong?” He asks already knowing my answer.


  “Don’t make me say it.”


  “What? That, I will never be good enough for you?” His words cut me.


  “I-I just want to do the right thing for once in my life,” I force my eyes to look into his. “I want you, more than you know. But, I know that, when tomorrow comes we are going to hurt the two people we dragged into our lives.”


  Kevin rolls off of me and proceeds to climb out of the bed. “I’ll get you some sleeping clothes.”


  He walks back out of the closet, wearing shorts. He hands me the clothes before making his way back to his side of the bed. I put them on and slip back into the bed. Kevin’s back is to me.


  “Can you still hold me while we sleep?” I asks, my hand on his shoulder ready to move him back to me.


  “Yes,” Kevin flips back and lies on his back pulling me to him.


  I rest my head on his chest. He wraps both arms around me. I take this moment to finally study his tattoos. On his biceps there’s an angel holding on to a broken, bleeding heart and the word always right beneath. My fingers lightly trace over the angel.


  “Does each one of your tattoos have a meaning?” I ask, my voice low.


  “Yes, they do.”


  “What does the angel and heart stand for,” I brush my fingers over the image to let him know what I’m talking about.


  “A girl from my past,” he sighs.


  “You fell in love with her.” I stated instead of asking.


  “I did.”


  “Is she still in your life?” The words slip out of my mouth, before I could stop them.


  Did I really want to know?


  “She’s around…” he trails off.


  Before I can ask something else, he has his index finger on my lips. “Shhh, time to go to sleep now.” He tells me.


  I oblige and close my eyes, smiling the whole time. Kevin just answered all of my questions without any hesitations. Maybe he will stop keepings secrets from now on.
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  Opening my eyes was painfully hard to do as I try to wake up. My body is almost all the way on top of Kevin, our arms and legs are entangled. I try to push myself off of him, but Kevin maneuvers himself to pin me beneath him on the bed.


  “I have to get up,” I wail.


  “Where are you going?” He muffles into my hair half asleep.


  “I have to pee.”


  Kevin groans and rolls off me and I rush off the bed before he changes his mind.


  I tiptoe out of the restroom to find Kevin sleeping on his stomach, his limbs spread out to cover the bed.


  Good, he’s asleep.


  I tiptoe across the room to the open door.


  “Where are you going now?” Kevin mumbles.


  Shit!


  I turn around to find him still on his stomach, but his face is staring right at me, suspicion written all over.


  “I was going to get a glass of water.” I walk out of his room before he has time to respond, all the way to my phone.


  The flashing light that lets me know I have missed messages and or phone calls, taunting me from the foyer. I snatch up the phone and clear everything without looking at the screen, wishing I could clear my guilty conscience too.


  I set the phone back down on the table, my hand lingering over it. I’m surprise it didn’t combust and catch on fire from my hot stare.


  Then I jump startled from movements behind me. I turn around to find Kevin still in his shorts, arms crossed over his chest and his legs apart.


  His stance is of a man that doesn’t want to be fucked with.


  I tuck my hair behind my ears and walk to him.


  “I thought you were just getting water.” His eyes scream, ‘you’re a liar’.


  “I was, but then I notice my phone flashing.” I walk around him to the fridge. “Where do you keep your cups?” I glance back at him.


  Kevin walks over to me, opens the cupboard near the fridge, and hands me a glass. I smile at him as I take the cup from his hand.


  “Who called you?” He asks, leaning on his side against the kitchen island.


  “You know who.” I take a sip of the water, using the cup to shield my face somehow.


  “What are you doing, Angel” Kevin has his eyebrow arch as if he’s asking the question through them.


  “I’m drinking water.” I move around him to place the cup in the sink.


  Kevin clamps his hands onto my waist and pulls me to him. “Angel, you know what I’m talking about. Roman, he’s your boyfriend, isn’t he?”


  I press my palm onto Kevin’s big hard chest and study the scars on my hand. I don’t want to answer him, I’m too afraid of the outcome. He wants to know something that I am afraid will destroy us. Will he tell me to leave? He’s already slowly slipping away from my life and it’s scaring me. I will not be able to live through it.


  Kevin shakes my waist a little to bring me back to him. I lift up my eyes to meet his piercing hazel orbs that are full of questions that are awaiting answers.


  “Yes, Roman’s my boyfriend.” I whisper.


  “Then why are you here with me and not with him?” he asks. “If you were mine, I’d be damn fucking sure, you were not anywhere near another man.”


  “Do you want me to leave?”


  “No, Angel. I want you to stay. I want you to call Roman and tell him you’re leaving him. I want you with me, only, and always with just me.” His voice cracks at the end and trails off. “But, I know that will never happen, so I’ll take what you can give me, like a fucking fool.”


  Hearing the hurt flowing off of his words nearly tears me apart. I burst into tears and cover my face with my hands.


  “I-I should go,” I say through my hands.


  Kevin lifts me up and starts moving. I go limp against his body, my hands still on my face. He sets me down in front of the bathtub and turns on the water. He pours some soap into the tub and takes off my clothes for me.


  “You had an eventful night and it’s all because of me.” He caresses my cheek with his knuckles. “Now, I’m hurting you again.”


  I shake my head. How can he still be good to me? Doesn’t he know I’m the one hurting him?


  Kevin shuts off the water and takes my hand to help me into the bathtub. The water envelopes my body with soothing pressures coming from the jets in the tub, letting my tensions flow off of me in waves into the water.


  “Ahhh,” I sigh.


  Kevin chuckles as he looks down to me. “Take your time, I’m gonna start breakfast.”


  I nod and close my eyes, letting my body relax further into the water.


  “Angel, I think it’s time for you to come have breakfast.” A distant voice says to me.


  I slowly open my eyes. Kevin is looming over me with a towel in his hands.


  “I fell asleep,” I murmur, my voice raspy.


  “Yes, you did.” Kevin shakes the towel in his hand to let me know it’s time to get out of the water.


  I climb out and Kevin dries me off.


  “I can dry myself off,” I say. “How long was I asleep?”


  “I know you can and for an hour.” Kevin drops the towel to the floor and hands me a bathrobe.


  I slip on the bathrobe and curl the collar in enjoying the softness on my body. Kevin drains the water and comes back to me.


  “Hungry?” He asks, taking my hand and leading me into the kitchen.


  Kevin deposits me onto a barstool and places a plate of food in front of me. My mouth waters as I glance down to see my favorite breakfast foods before me.


  “You made my favorite, French toast.” I grin, pouring maple syrup.


  “I know…” Kevin’s voice trails off and he turns back to the stove.


  I stop with a fork, midair full of French toast. “I know what? You have to finish telling me.” I demand.


  Kevin ignores me and continues to do whatever the hell he is doing. This grates on my nerves and hurts me. I hop off the barstool and stalk over to him.


  “Kevin,” I grab his arm to turn him around.


  He turns around and his eyes are blazing green. I blink and forget why I’m even upset with him.


  “Why don’t you eat your food,” Kevin’s voice is rough.


  “No,” I say crossing my arms over my chest. “I let you get away with too many secrets. You will start answering my questions whenever I ask you. And, you will answer honestly.”


  “I don’t fucking have to do anything of the sort,” Kevin growls.


  I blink again, but stand my ground. “Kevin, if you want our friendship to continue, you are going to learn not to keep so many things from me. I don’t even know who you really are.”


  “Does friends, do what we did in my truck last night?” Kevin asks getting closer to me.


  I take a step back.


  “I’ve seen you naked, my fingers have been in your pussy,” Kevin continues stepping closer, until his face is inches away from me.


  I can’t believe he just said that to me. Tears pool in my eyes, and I turn to walk away.


  Kevin grabs me and crushes my body to his. “Don’t walk away now, we are not done.”


  The tears flow down my cheeks, the hands that are pressed against Kevin’s muscled chest are frigid, unable to wipe my tears for me.


  “Angel, you will soon understand why I’m not able to tell you everything. When that happens I will be able to explain everything about me.”


  “So, I’m just going to have to turn a blind eye until then?” I say through tears and choking, my throat closing up.


  “No, I’m asking you to trust me. I have your best interest at heart…trust me.” Kevin whispers.


  I give up the fight. There’s no reason to continue to fight to get answers, it’s like going against a brick wall. You can punch all you want, but in the end, you’re the one with all the cuts and broken dreams.


  “Okay,” I whisper. “But, you can’t just talk to me the way you just did.”


  “Angel, you talk as if we’re platonic, we are anything but.” Kevin wipes the tears from my cheeks.


  “Where do we go from here?” I ask.


  “Where ever you want.” Kevin’s grip on me loosens.


  I lock eyes with him and I search for my answers on what to do with my jumbled mess of a life within the depth of his soul. His eyes don’t answer me back, but my heart answers instead. I have fallen in love with two men. There’s going to come a time where I will hurt one deeply, but for right now, I’m just going to enjoy them both. I will face the consequences when the time comes.


  “I better eat my breakfast,” I say, walking back to my plate of food.


  Kevin brings his own plate of food over and sits down next to me. We eat in silence basking in each other’s presence.


  Kevin takes our empty plates and rinses them off before placing them into the dishwasher.


  “There’s a Packers game on today. I will order us some pizza and we can have a few beers together.” Kevin says.


  “Can you order wings too? I don’t drink beer.” I glance up to catch him smirking.


  “Okay princess, what would you like to drink?”


  “Wine.”


  “Fine, let me make a call to the concierge. Go make yourself comfortable in the living room.”


  I sashay over to the couch, tuck my legs underneath me, and relax onto the armrest.


  I hear Kevin talking on the phone. His voice authoritative and demanding and he seems so confident. Kevin sounds just like Roman who’s a CEO of a company, not my classmate.


  Strange.


  Kevin ends the call and saunters over to me. He pulls me over to him and tucks me under his arm.


  “Food will be here in about thirty minutes.” He strokes my hair.


  “Did you want to put on a shirt?” I breathe onto his chest.


  “No,” Kevin laughs. “But, I do want you out of that robe.”


  I slap his stomach, a little too hard. “Don’t be a perv.”


  Kevin throws his head back and laughs, his throaty raspy laugh. He hugs me closer to his body and snatches the remote from the coffee table.


  “Time to watch the game, babe.” He turns the television on.


  Kevin just called me babe.


  I like that.


  The food and drinks did come right at thirty minutes later. Kevin leaves my side to retrieve everything from Stuart, the front desk guy.


  Kevin comes back looking as if he’s struggling to hold everything with two hands. He has the pizza and wings in one hand, bottle of wine tuck under his arm and a six pack of beer in the other hand.


  I jump up to take the pizza and wings from his hand, so he can set everything on the coffee table.


  I was sitting on the one end of the tie to my robe and the way my body moved to get to Kevin, opens the robe, to reveal one of my breasts.


  I pretend as if nothing has happened, set the pizza and wings down on the coffee table, and tie up my robe before Kevin sees anything.


  He saw everything.


  With his now free hands, he advances towards me. I take a step back, with Kevin taking another step forward.


  “I think I should go put on some clothes,” I whisper, looking everywhere but at him.


  “No, you don’t.” Kevin’s voice is low and husky.


  He places his hand on my hips and brings me closer to him.


  “Don’t…Kevin, please.” I whisper again.


  “Don’t what?” He cocks an eyebrow.


  He knows what he is doing to me. My body is leaning towards him, on its own accord. My breath is coming out unsteadily. The robe is burning up my skin, I need to remove it now, and have Kevin’s hands all over me.


  I place a hand on his chest and push him away gently. “We should get back to the game.”


  “It’s on pause,” Kevin murmurs. “Why don’t you just give in to what you want?”


  My eyes dart to Kevin’s, and then move back and forth searching again for answers. I don’t know why I keep doing this, but I want Kevin to tell me, something. Whatever that something is, I don’t know.


  “Kevin, we can’t keep doing this.” I say, an attempt to break free of the force that is Kevin consuming me.


  “After this, if you tell me you don’t feel anything, I will stop making you realize that you have a choice to make. I will leave you alone to be with him and I will move on.” Kevin cups my chin with his hand and lifts my head up.


  “After what?” I ask.


  Kevin answers by dropping his head and crushing his lips to mine. I instantly melt into his body. His hands untie my robe and slip in, caressing me everywhere, stroking from my hips up to my breast.


  “Your body feels so fucking good on my hands,” Kevin groans, taking his lips from me to suck and kiss down my cheek to my throat.


  He kneads my nipple with his finger, thumbs, and then continues to suck and kiss down my body to my other breast. His tongue swipes repeatedly on my engorged tip, sending me into a whirlwind of sensation and pleasure. My body arches to him wanting more, needing more.


  Kevin lifts me up and lays me across the couch. He climbs on top of me and moves his lips back to mine. My hands fist into his hair holding him to me. My legs wrap around his torso trapping him.


  The announcer on T.V. screams touchdown breaking us apart. Kevin’s head snaps up to look to see who made a touchdown. I wiggle my body to get off of the remote.


  “Kevin, the remote is digging into my back.” I tell him, still panting from what we had just done.


  Kevin turns back to me and chastely kisses me before he lifts me off the remote. His hands move to cup my breast and he dips he head back to my chest. Afraid what will happen if we start to tangle with each other again, I did what needed to be done, should have been done the first time.


  “Kevin!” I scream, scooting away from him and tying up my robe. “You need to stop!”


  Kevin sighs and lets his head drop back onto the couch. “It won’t happen again.” He sounds beaten and tired.


  I choke on the lump in my throat. This is it. The answer to what I needed. But why does it hurt so much to know, that after today Kevin will never be mine. I should be joyful to know he’s setting me free to be with Roman and not have to worry if my heart belongs somewhere else. But, my heart might already be with Kevin.


  “I’m going to get dressed and go.” I start to get up.


  Kevin grabs my hand. “We will remain friends, Angel. I like you as a person, a person that I want in my life. Don’t go we have plans to eat and watch the game.”


  Kevin sounds different, not at all, the college laid back guy. He sounds years older and wiser. I study him. He has two different personas, one that is responsible and one is demanding and doesn’t seem to care.


  “Who are you?” I ask, my voice raspy.


  “I’m me, so are you staying?” He tugs at my arm.


  “Yes,” I say, giving him a small smile.


  “Then sit.” He tugs me harder this time and I fall back onto his lap. “You do fit so fucking nice on my lap.”


  The old Kevin is back.


  He snakes his arm around my waist and holds me down. He nuzzles his head into my neck. I shiver from my toes up through my spine.


  “Kevin, you said this wouldn’t happen again.” I say trying to squirm off of him.


  “I lie,” he says and there’s humor in his voice.


  I gasp. He can’t just turn my world upside down and then changes it back a couple of minutes later.


  “You are the biggest jerk I know. Let me get off of you, I’m hungry.” I mutter.


  Kevin lets me slide off of him and gets up. “I’m going to grab some plates and cups.”


  Kevin comes back and hands me a plate. He opens up the bottle of wine and pours some into a cup.


  “You don’t have any wine glasses?” I giggle.


  “I don’t drink wine.” He takes the plate back from me and loads pizza and wings onto it.


  He hands me both the plate and cup. I take them from him. I set the plate on my lap and take a sip of wine.


  “I miss this,” I say with my eyes closed savoring the wine.


  Kevin sits back next to me with his plate of food and a bottle of beer in his hand. He takes a swig of his beer. I watch him tilt the bottle to his mouth, the way his throat muscle moves to take down his drink.


  God, he looks so hot drinking his beer.


  Kevin turns to face me and I nervously tuck my hair behind my ear pretending to be engaged in the game.


  “Were you just checking me out right now?” Kevin asks, with a smirk on his face.


  “No, why would you ask that.” I know my voice is shaky.


  “It’s written all over your face, don’t shit me now.” Kevin laughs.


  “Always an ass.” I mutter.


  “Only for you, babe.” He takes another drink of his beer.


  I fight the urge to glance over, so I force myself to take a drink of my wine.


  Kevin relaxes further onto the couch. I tuck my legs under me and eat everything on my plate. Before the half time mark of the football game, we have finished the pizza and wings.


  Kevin is down to just three bottles of beer and I only have half a bottle of wine left. I am feeling a little tipsy.


  “I’m going to take a shower,” Kevin announces. “You sit tight and stop giggling so much.”


  “I’m not giggling,” I say, giggling.


  Kevin gets up and leans over me. He gives me a hard, wet kiss. When his tongue delves into my mouth, I giggle and pull away.


  “I think you should stop with the wine now.” Kevin tells me after he pulls away.


  Kevin grabs the bottle from the coffee table and walks to the kitchen. He puts the bottle of wine in the fridge and takes off to his room.


  I slump until my head falls onto the armrest and I close my eyes. No sooner, than I close my eyes, the phone rings, and immediately jolts me from the couch. I saunter over to the kitchen.


  “Hello,” I say into the kitchen phone.


  “Miss Mabbott, may I speak with Mr. Hawken, please.”


  “Mr. Hawken is unavailable at the moment, may I ask who this is.” I say.


  There’s silence from the person on the phone, but I hear Roman’s clipped voice in the background. He’s angry and he’s demanding he be let up to Kevin’s apartment.


  The phone slips out of my hands. I catch myself on the island, my breathing becomes erratic, and I let myself fall to the title.


  Shit.


  He’s home early.


  I hear the person calling out my name from the phone, which is on the floor beside me. I put my face into my hand, and lift the phone back up to my ear.


  It’s time to end this charade.


  “It’s okay, you can send him up.” I whisper and click off the phone.


  There’s no way I can go back into the room and change into my clothes. Kevin will see and wonder what the hell I’m doing. Roman is on his way up. I can’t let Roman confront Kevin, when he’s not in a state to talk reasonably.


  And, I’m a crazy mess.


  I choose my only option, leave Kevin’s place wearing just his bathrobe. The knock from the door sends me into a panic and I rush to the door, grabbing my phone and wristlet.


  I open the door to see Roman in a gray suit, Andres, and a big dude, both in black suits, and the doorman.


  There’s nothing I can say to rectify the situation. I simply step into the hallway, hearing Kevin calling out my name as I close the door. I make sure to stay close to Roman as we all walk down the hallway back towards the elevator.
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  “Baby, I don’t want you stepping onto the ground with no shoes on.” Roman says calmly as we are walking out of the apartment building.


  I nod. He picks me up and carries me to the awaiting black escalade. The big guy climbs into the driver seat, Andres in the passenger. Roman and I are in the very back of the SUV and he has a death grip on my hips. It is as if he’s channeling all of his anger to just that part of my body. I wince in pain, but stay exactly where Roman wants me.


  “You were naked in his place.” Roman’s voice is low and deadly.


  “Boss, where to?” The big guy asks.


  “Home,” Roman answer gripping me tighter.


  I bite down on my bottom lip.


  “I let you defy me. I let you get away with more than I have let anyone in my entire existence.” Roman’s voice still calm, but his fury burns around us. “Do you have anything to say for yourself?”


  I stay silent.


  “Of course, you don’t.” Roman says closing his eyes and pinching the bridge of his nose. “You will be punished, Angel. For how long I’m not sure, but you will take your punishment. You will not defy me anymore.”


  Roman lifts my chin up with a finger. I stare into his blazing onyx eyes. His lips press into a hard line and I see the muscle in his jaw twitch. Roman is trying to control his anger.


  I suck in a breath and nod, tears in my eyes.


  “Crying will not help you this time, my sweet Angel.” Roman drops his finger from my chin, and turns to look out the window. His arms stay around me, his hands firmly grip my hips.


  “Roman I…” I start.


  He cuts me off. “Your time to explain yourself has passed.”


  He shakes his head and continues to look out the window. I wonder what is stewing in that mind of his. Will he punish me and set me free? Will he still be the gentle loving man? My mind ricochets with questions until the car stops in front of Roman’s house.


  Roman taps the side of my thigh to let me know I need to get out of the vehicle. I want to just shake my head no and tell him I want to go home. Instead, I climb out of the escalade and walk to the front door without waiting for him.


  As Roman unlocks the door and disarm the alarm, I make a beeline to find a bathroom. Roman grabs the back of the robe and I fall back into his chest.


  “Where do you think you’re going?” He growls into my ear.


  “I-I wanted to go to the bathroom,” I stammer.


  “Take the bastard’s robe off and throw it away in the trash…now.” Roman releases me.


  I walk into the kitchen to make my way up the stairs when I hear Roman again.


  “Throw it away in here.” He says. “I can’t stand it still being on you.”


  I turn slowly around to face him. This is it. I’m demanding he takes me home. I will not put up with him being such a lunatic. But, one look at him washes the anger from my body. His hurt is emanating around the room, his eyes, narrow, dark, and glistering.


  I step closer to him, untie the robe, and slip it off my body. I fold the robe in half not breaking eye contact with him and toss it in the trash. I reach out my hand to take his, to take him upstairs. To explain to him, there will be no more Kevin. I belong to Roman.


  Roman takes my hand and hauls me to his body. He bends me forward onto the island, my naked breasts pressed onto the chilly granite counter top sending shivers down my spine. Roman thrust two fingers inside of me. I gasp from his forcefulness.


  “This is mine,” he pushes his fingers further into me. “You belong to me. Now, tell me Angel: who do you belong to?”


  “You,” I whimper.


  “Say it all,” Roman roars.


  “I belong to you, Roman, only you,” I cry softly, tears streaming down my face.


  Roman slides his fingers out of me slowly and stands me upright. “You should put on some clothes now my family will be here soon.”


  I want to tell him I’m not in the mood to pretend to his family, and that I’d rather lock myself in a room. Crawl into a nice comfortable bed for the rest of my life.


  I state the obvious. “Roman, I don’t have any clothes.” I wrap my arms around my body.


  “You do, it’s all in the Master. Make yourself at home this will be where you will reside indefinitely.” Roman locks his gaze with mine.


  I stare back and open my mouth to speak when the doorbell chimes.


  “Saved by the bell,” I mutter turning on my heel and climbing up the stairs.


  I make my way right into in the closet and gasp. I slap my hand over my mouth and look around the walk in closet.


  What the hell?


  Roman’s clothes have been moved to one side, and what looks to be clothes for me lines the opposite side. I run my fingers along the materials as I walk down to the end. Nostalgia curses through my body. I close my eyes and try to picture my closet back home, a home that I am no longer welcomed in.


  Roman appears by my side. “Everyone is demanding I come get you.” He brushes my hair off my shoulder to my back.


  I nod and pick out a pink and white Gucci sweat suit. Roman moves around me and picks out my panties and bra.


  “Let me put these on you,” Roman murmurs.


  My loving and attentive boyfriend is back. I give him a small smile and nod my head again.


  Roman gets down on one knee and hold out the panties for me step into. He stands back up and holds the bra up for me to slip into it. I lift up my long dark brown hair as he secures the clasp. Roman gives me an open mouth kiss on the back of my neck.


  My body immediately responds to his touch, I close my eyes, and moan softly.


  “You like that, baby.” Roman’s soft voice whispers in my ear.


  “Yes,” I breathe.


  “Later, if we take any more time up here, they will come get us.” Roman laughs low and throaty.


  Even though he’s smiling his eyes are still dejected.


  “Roman,” I press my hands on his chest.


  “Later, baby.” He takes off his suit jacket and tie. “Put on your clothes.”


  I do as he dictates, and we make our way back downstairs.


  “Oh, you look so cute. Did Roman buy that for you?” Ellie smiles brightly.


  I look up to Roman and he shrugs. His mom is busy stirring something over the stove. The kids are sitting on the bar stools playing with their toys and Ellie is drinking a glass of wine near her mother-in-law.


  “Yes, he surprised me.” I answer.


  “Good, he should spoil you as often as possible,” she laughs warmly. “Do you want some?” She lifts her glass up.


  His mom dries her hands on the kitchen towel and grabs my head with a hand on each side of my face. She plants a kiss on my forehead, and then on both cheeks.


  “Bella, it’s so good to see you again. Is my figlio mio treating you well?” She asks, genuinely.


  “Yes,” I smile my voice soft.


  “Eccellente,” She says, plopping me onto a barstool.


  Ellie comes over to me with a glass of wine.


  “Can we say hi now?” The kids both ask at the same time.


  “Yes, you may now.” Their mom tells them.


  Sophie climbs onto my lap and hugs my neck. “You smell pretty.” She tugs at a strand of my hair.


  “Sophie didn’t I tell you not to play with her hair unless Angel tells you it’s okay.” Ellie narrows her eyes at her daughter.


  “Hi,” Marcus punches my arm.


  “Hi to you too,” I nudge him back with my fist.


  Marcus slips off the bar stool and grabs Roman’s hand. “Let’s leave the girls here. I want to play with your cars.”


  Roman messes up Marcus’s hair with his free hand. “Let me tell Angel first.”


  “Fine,” he pouts.


  “Baby, you’ll be okay?” Roman kisses my temple.


  “I’ll be fine,” I try to focus on Sophie, instead of looking up.


  I see his sister-n-law and mother watching our exchange. Roman kisses my temple again before he walks off with Marcus.


  Sophie snuggles up closer to me with her Barbie doll.


  “You can tell her to get off your lap, you know.” Ellie laughs.


  “It’s okay, she doesn’t weigh much.” I caress Sophie’s hair.


  “Bella, do you like chicken primavera?” Roman’s mom asks turning around from the stove.


  “Yes, I do. But, I have never had it homemade before.” I smile.


  “Molto buono, molto buono.” She kisses her fingertips.


  “So Angel, Roman told us you moved in.” Ellie says her eyes studying me.


  “Yes, I have.” I made sure I sound extra happy.


  “He has never asked anyone to move in before.” She states. “So…when is the wedding?”


  If I had been drinking wine at this moment, Ellie would be wearing the wine all over her designer clothes.


  I shake my head. “We want to see how well we will adjust to living with each other first.”


  “Angel, you should know by how he treats you.” Her eyes widen. “I bet he already has the ring picked out.”


  Roman’s mom turn back around. “Cara, watch my sauce while I’ll go have a word with my mio.” She rushes off to the garage.


  Ellie gets up to stand by the stove. “Don’t worry, she’s not telling him not to marry you, she’s telling him that she wants to be here to film the whole proposal.”


  I gape at her.


  She laughs. “Sorry, Angel we come as a package deal.”


  “Can I get more wine, please,” I hold up my glass to her.


  She comes over and fills the glass to the rim. I drink down the wine until the glass is half full.


  Roman’s mom comes back to the kitchen singing something in Italian. She grabs my head again and kisses my forehead. The kiss ends with a pop.


  “Bella, you make my mio happy and it makes me happy.” She lets me go and takes over the stove again.


  “The food’s almost ready, let’s set the table,” Ellie reaches for her daughter and takes her off my lap. “Sophie, you go play with Uncle Roman.”


  “No, boys have cooties,” She wails.


  “Sophie,” her mom warns.


  “Fine,” Sophie says, and then she stomps off.


  Ellie and I set the table in between our wine break. I stop and take a seat on the dining table chair.


  “You okay?” Ellie asks sitting down next to me.


  “I think I had too much wine,” I giggle and stop pressing my hand to my mouth. “Oh no, when I get drunk I can’t stop laughing.”


  “Good, now you can enjoy yourself,” Ellie says.


  “I can’t, Roman’s mad at me,” The words slip out of my mouth before I can stop them.


  Gah, unable to keep my trap shut is another symptom to my drunkenness.


  “Don’t worry he will get over it.” She gives me a knowing look.


  At this very moment, I think I like Ellie more. I smile appreciatively at her.


  “Food’s ready.” Roman’s mom sets down a bowl of salad on the table.


  We follow her back, each of us bringing back a big serving plate of food. We place everything in the middle of the table.


  “Bella, can you go call them.”


  I make my way to the garage and gasp when I open the door. Roman has three classics cars parked next to each other. One is still being worked on. There’s a pearl colored Rolls Royce parked at the far end of the garage and a black Lamborghini parked right in the middle.


  Roman, Marcus, and Sophie are under the hood of the classic cars engrossed in whatever Roman is showing them. Roman looks up when he senses me.


  “Food’s ready,” I say, meeting his dark eyes.


  “Go on ahead,” he tells the kids.


  When the kids leave the garage, Roman holds out his hand for me to go to him. I saunter over, the wine taking effect on my body again and I bump the front of the Lamborghini. My body jerks backwards and Roman rushes over to stop me from falling.


  “Sorry, I had too much wine,” I giggle and snuggle my body closer to him.


  Roman wraps his arm around me from behind and nestle his face onto my neck.


  “Baby, I’m taking you to lie down,” Roman hooks one arm under my knees and lifts me up. I wrap my arms around his neck and rest my head on his shoulder.


  He carries me to the master, settles me on the bed, and pulls the duvet over me.


  “Thank you,” I say to him as I close my eyes.


  The kids come rushing in thirty minutes after Roman leaves. Sophie is holding her Barbie doll and Marcus is carrying a tray of food. Roman walks in after them.


  “Mom said I had to bring you food,” Marcus waits patiently for me to sit up and rest my back on the backrest before he hands me the tray.


  Sophie climbs onto the bed and scoots over to sit right next to me. “Do you want me to feed you? Mommy always feeds me when I’m sick.” She bats her eyes at me.


  I laugh and tell her no. Roman lifts my chin up and studies my face.


  “Feeling better,” he asks.


  “Yes,” I say.


  Marcus sighs and leaves the room.


  “Do you want Sophie to stay here with you?” Roman glances over at Sophie.


  “Yes, she can stay.”


  “Eat, baby, I’ll come back up later.” He drops his hand from my chin.


  “Can you bring me my phone?” I ask as he turns to walk out the door.


  “No, baby.” He says and leaves.


  I stare after him as Sophie tries to feed me. The chicken and pasta hits my cheek instead.


  “Oops,” She drops the fork and wipes me down with a napkin.


  Punishment number one…
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  Night falls before Roman comes to bed. I lay awake, bored, but my heart and soul keeps me grounded to the bed. When I’d finished eating, Sophie left, and takes the tray with her. No one else came back up to see if I am okay. The one person that I really wanted to comfort me didn’t come back up to see me. I never felt so alone in my life.


  Roman comes in, he crawls under the covers, and lays next to me. Resentment and hurt fills the room, it’s luminous around us. He stays silent and he doesn’t reach for me.


  I am going insane inside.


  “Roman,” I whisper, turning over to face him.


  I find him lying on his back on the bed and he’s staring at the ceiling.


  “Yes, baby?” He murmurs, not looking at me.


  Roman is a man who will give me the world, who will give me whatever my heart desires. I’ve hurt him, more than once and he continues to love me. And I love him.


  “I’m sorry, so sorry. I don’t know how to make you and I better.” I say my voice just barely above a whisper.


  “Baby, I’ll make us better,” he promises.


  Roman rolls over and zips open my sweater, tugging my arms loose. He strips me of my pants, leaving my thong and bra on. He scrapes my lacy cups and pushes them underneath my breasts.


  Roman spreads my legs wide and lifts my hips up, moving my thong to the side. He’s on his knees when he thrust inside of me. I scream out. This new angle hits me hard and deep. He pulls out and slams back in.


  He’s relentless, hitting me to the halt every time. He lifts me up and up and I break losing all control. My mind is foggy and hazy as I come back from my earth scattering ecstasy.


  I open my eyes, Roman is on top of me now. Sweat glistering around his forehead, he looks content, but the hurt in his eyes remains.


  Roman tilts his hips up and I realize he’s still inside of me. He didn’t use a condom.


  “I’m not on birth control,” I say more to myself than to him.


  “Do you need to be?” he asks deadpan.


  I look away and swallow down my heart that has lodged in my throat. There’s no arguing with him at this point.


  I whisper sadly, “No.”


  Roman rolls off me and cover us both with the sheet.


  “Come here,” he says to me.


  I know he wants me to be the one to go to him. He’s testing me. I hitch my legs over his stomach and wrap my arms around him. When his breathing turns shallow is when I finally let the tears fall onto his chest.
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  The next day, Roman is nowhere to be found. I stumble into the kitchen to find his mom cooking and the big, bald guy sitting at the island eating breakfast. He salutes me with a fork full of pancakes.


  “Bella, sit. I have your breakfast ready.” She says pointing to a barstool.


  “Where is Roman?” I ask, hopping onto one of the barstools.


  “He already left for work,” She tells me, setting down a plate of food for me.


  I eat everything on my plate in silence. As if they can judge my mood, they leave me alone to be lost in my own thoughts. If I have my phone, I can call Roman and asks why he didn’t wake me up to let me know he was leaving. Instead, I am sitting here feeling lost in a home that doesn’t feel like home.


  I rinse off my plate and excuse myself. Big bald guy tells me he’s taking me to school. I give him a half smile before I turn around and leave the kitchen.


  I leave my hair wet. I’m in another Gucci sweat suit, this one royal blue. The only make-up I have on is just mascara and lip-gloss. I look tired. But, I don’t care.


  The big bald guy looks at me and does a double take. “You dressed for school?” He asks sounding confused.


  “Yes, is there something wrong?” I snap.


  “No, of course not,” he turns away from me.


  I follow him out the door to the escalade. He opens the door for me. I get in and move all the way to the back.


  “Where to?” He asks when he’s in the driver seat.


  “I need to go to my place to pick up my backpack.” I say, rudely. “Do you have my phone by any chance?”


  “No, miss, I do not.” He reverses and pulls the car onto the street.


  Lola and Kevin are at the house when I get there. Their faces are grim. I walk to my room without saying anything to them. Kevin follows me, closing the door when we are both inside. He watches me as I stuff my books into my backpack.


  I avoid his penetrating stare and try to move around him to the door. He stops me with his arm and faintly pushes me back.


  “We have been calling you,” he says


  “I don’t have my phone,” I say, tucking my chin in and try to move past him again.


  “Where’s your phone, Angel?” His voice is low and rough.


  “Roman took it,” I say, glancing to my door.


  “What the fuck and you just let him take it?” Kevin’s voice raises an octave.


  “What do you want me to do? Huh?” I hiss. “He caught me practically naked at your house!”


  “He doesn’t own you,” Kevin growls.


  “I have to go,” I shove him out of the way.


  He catches me again with his arms, this time Kevin wraps his whole body around me.


  “Let. Me. Go.” I ground out my words.


  “Angel, you don’t have to do this. You told me you came here to make something out of your life and now you’re just…shit…going to fucking let him take control of your life?”


  “I don’t know what to do anymore,” I cry into his chest. “I love him, Kevin.”


  “Look at me Angel,” Kevin whispers.


  I bend my head back and stare into his hurt filled hazel eyes.


  “I love you Angel…”


  “Don’t…” I choke out.


  “Let me give you the life you want. Do you really want to succumb to the life he’s going to make you live? Angel, you are too strong to be controlled. He’s going to keep breaking you down, until there’s no more left of you.”


  “I hurt him and I’m going to make it up to him.” I glance away from Kevin’s gaze.


  Kevin drops his head in defeat his forehead resting heavily on top of my head.


  “Angel, I’ll let you go. But, I want you to know I will always be around when you need me.” He sighs deeply.


  Kevin unwraps his arms and steps back. His head is still hanging forward.


  I fight with the soul deep in me, the one that is telling me to stay because I love him too. I leave my room without another word.


  Lola stands by the front door waiting for me.


  “Angel, you doing okay?” She asks with sincerity.


  “Yes, I can’t talk now.” I say moving past her to the door and turn the knob. “Roman’s driver is waiting for me.”


  “Okay,” is all she says as I walk out, closing the door.


  The car door is open and waiting for me, I stop before climbing in. “What’s your name?”


  “Vinny,” the big, bald guy answers.


  I half smile and get into the SUV.
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  Kevin is waiting at our lab table; I make my way to my chair not meeting his eyes.


  “We are dissecting a cat today, you ready?” He asks.


  There’s no trace of what we both had to endure over the weekend. It’s back to school business for us.


  “Yes, I’m ready.”


  Natalie walks into the classroom and stops at our desk. Her eyes fall on me and she smirks.


  “You look like shit,” she says. “Been busy with my brother?”


  “Don’t,” Kevin warns. “Go to your seat, Nat.”


  “Whatever,” she walks off.


  The room fills up with students and our Professor. She passes out the handouts and saunters back to her desk. The Professor goes over our dissecting rules and turns us loose. Kevin brings over our cat.


  He hands me a blade and everything comes crashing down. I see his frightened gaze before my world becomes a darkened pool of soullessness.
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  “Dad,” I say walking into his office.


  My dad looks up from his desk confusion fills his face. I stand watching him.


  “Daddy, are you okay?” I ask walking over to him. I stand beside him feeling his forehead.


  He blinks and rubs his head. “This headache is killing me.” He picks up his pen and drops it back on the desk.


  I hop up to sit on his desk and cross my legs. I pretend to study my nails, but I’m watching him instead. My dad is a proud man. He’s not one to ask for help even when it’s a medical crisis. He will send me away if I start to fuss over him.


  “Sweet Angel, baby girl, don’t you have somewhere to be.” My dad says.


  He’s dismissing me.


  I reluctantly leave and I never saw my dad the same again.


  I came home the next morning to find my dad being wheeled out on a stretcher. I rush to him, grabbing his hand and staring into his eyes. His lively soul is no longer there.


  “Dad?” I whisper calmly but I am screaming inside.


  He blankly stares back.


  “Dad! Remember me! I’m your sweet baby girl, Angel. Please, Dad. Remember me!” My fingers slips away from his and I collapse onto the ground, watching the ambulance rush out of sight.


  My dad had told me when I was five, even though I didn’t understand the meaning of his words that I had been sent from heaven. I saved his life from the disruptive way he was living. He was broken hearted and didn’t know where he was going in life. I gave him purpose and the reason to live. “You are my guardian Angel,” he reminded me almost every day since I was born.


  He’d told me that when he was living in Minneapolis that he had fallen in love with a girl. He chased her around for five years before she found herself pregnant with another man’s baby. My dad left right after to move out to California with a broken heart. He met my mom as soon as he stepped foot on California’s soil. They had a whirlwind romance and she got pregnant right away. Sadly, she lost her first baby.


  A year later, he received a call from the girl he’d left in Minneapolis. The baby’s father had left her. My dad broke things off with my mom and moved back to be with his first love. He’d returned to Minneapolis on the assumption that she was still the same girl he had fallen in love with. They fought every day, mainly because the boy’s mom was neglectful to her own son.


  My mom came to Minneapolis six months later looking for my dad. She was seven months pregnant with me. She told my dad that she didn’t love him anymore, but she wanted her daughter to know who her dad was.


  Sadly, my dad didn’t follow my mom back home. He stayed with his first love instead. He had fallen in love with the baby boy even though the boy wasn’t his. He wanted to give the boy a parent who would love him.


  My dad did show up to watch me come into this world. He took one look at me, and I captured his heart. There was no going back for him. He stayed in California. He did travel back and forth to see how the little boy was doing.


  When the boy turned eighteen, my dad went back to Minneapolis for the last time. He brought the boy back, and together they proceeded to build what is now the biggest Real Estate firm in Southern California.


  The boy wanted more, so he branched out into finance. He now owns a successful Investment firm.


  I had always wanted to meet him, but for some reason my dad kept us apart. I didn’t even know his name. He kept him away from all of us, my mom, and my brother and sister. My dad’s firm never listed him on anything. When I passed by an Investment firm, I always try to guess if that was his company.


  Yes, my mom and dad went on to have two more kids. They stayed together, but I never felt any love between them.


  Then one drunken night, while attending a Christmas party for my dad’s Real Estate Firm, someone pulled me into a supply closet. The man held me against the door and devoured me.


  “Who are you?” I whispered in the dark.


  “Just someone who’s been wanting you, for a long fucking time,” he growled.


  He hiked up my dress and got in between my legs.


  “Tell me your name,” I ordered in a whisper.


  “Hawken,” he rumbled out his name.


  There was no more talking after that.


  He’d showed me what it was like to be taken by someone who worships you. He took my body to places it had never been before. There was so much passion coming from him that I’d felt like I had almost died during my orgasm.


  “Will I see you again?” I asked feeling insecure for the first time in my life.


  “Can’t baby doll, I work with your dad,” he kissed me hard and deep before he left me alone in the closet.


  I have been dreaming about him ever since.


  Hawken.


  The concierge had called Kevin’s apartment to ask to speak to Mr. Hawken.


  My eyes flew open and I clawed at the face of the person whose lap I was sitting on.


  “Whoa!” He tries to hold my hands down.


  My head is resting on his big muscular thighs, and he’s holding an ice pack on my head.


  “I want to get up,” I demand.


  He helps me up and my head falls back down.


  “God, why does my head feel so heavy,” I whimper, pressing my face into his chest.


  “You hit your head pretty hard on the desk when you were going down,” he chuckles. “We’re taking you to the hospital to have you checked out.”


  I open one eye to gaze at the driver. Natalie looks back at me through the rearview mirror. She gives me a concerning smile.


  When we arrive at the hospital, Kevin carries me out of the car to the emergency room, he settles me in a chair before he goes to talk to the reception desk.


  I hold my heavy head with my hand, propping my elbow on the armrest of the chair. Natalie sits next to me with observant eyes.


  I nod off; Natalie jerks me back to reality. I grumble some curse words at her. We play this game until Kevin comes back to carry me to one of the rooms inside.


  Once I’m on a bed, Kevin paces the tiny room, walls made of just curtains. He squints towards the cluster of running nurses and doctors. His hands grips and un-grips the back of his neck.


  He sits on the chair beside my bed for nearly five seconds before he’s off to his pacing again.


  “Can you not move around so much,” I clench my forehead with my fingers. “You’re making my headache worse.” I try to joke and tease, but it comes out sounding as if I’m crying.


  Kevin stops pacing and rushes over to me. He positions my head against his burly chest.


  “You doing okay?” He smooth my frayed hair down.


  I bind my arms around his waist and nestle closer to him.


  A doctor comes over to us, breaking us a part. Kevin sits back down on the chair. The doctor asks me a series of questions. Am I dizzy, do I see stars, do I feel like vomiting, do I feel weak and do I feel as if my head has pressure.


  “Okay, I’m going to go ahead and order a CT scan for you.” He says. “Do you have any questions?”


  We both say no. The doctor leaves and Kevin loses it. He rubs his hand down his face and pounds his fist onto his thigh repeatedly.


  “Stop!” I order.


  I thrust my arm out and wiggle my fingers for him to come to me. Kevin comes over and we resume our position before the doctor had interrupted us.


  “Why do you love me?” I ask, looking up at him.


  “Angel, do you believe in love at first sight?” Kevin asks me instead.


  “No, I don’t,” I glimpse away.


  “When I first saw you, you shined as bright as the sun. Your eyes twinkle when you smile. You are always bouncing and full of life. And when you care about someone, you don’t hesitate before you drop everything to go to them.” Kevin sighs. “When we became close, everything seemed to fit. We molded into each other.”


  “Do you hate me for not being able to love you back the way you want me too?” I ask hesitantly.


  “No, babe. I want you to be happy. You can love anyone the way you choose to love them.”


  I want to tell him I know who he is. There are so many damn questions I have for Kevin. But, I know that once the questions start rolling out of my mouth, he will find a way to dodge them. I exhale a long breath.


  Kevin gives me a quick smooch on the head when the nurse comes in.


  “Okay, we are all ready for your CT scan.” The nurse unhooks the brakes to the bed and rolls me away. I shift in the bed so I can look back at Kevin, rocking back on his heels, hands in his front pockets, and looking grim.


  The nurse brings me back to an empty room. Where is he?


  Panic accelerates within my fatigued body. I close my eyes and clinch the sheet covering me.


  Don’t look at your hand.


  Not your hand.


  Scars.


  I cry out before I can stop myself. People stop mid-whatever they were doing and glance over.


  I shake my head to let them know not to come to me and I close my tired eyes.


  “Baby, I’m here.” Roman murmurs next to me.


  I slowly open my eyes and grin, a stupid lazy grin.


  “How did you know I was here?” I rasp.


  “Kevin called me.” Roman says, analyzing my emotions.


  “He did,” I say, my face stoic.


  Roman visually relaxes and nuzzles his lips onto the top of my head.


  “Where is he?” I dare to ask.


  “He’s gone home,” Roman says into my hair.


  My face contours in sadness and my body slouches giving in to the knowledge that Kevin is gone.


  Roman rubs up and down my arm soothing me.


  “You love him, don’t you?” He asks quietly.


  I shake my head and bite down on my lips to keep from crying.


  “Angel, I want to be the man who has your heart. I want you to give me your body and soul. I want you to be mine and only mine. Do you understand?”


  “Yes,” I peek through my lashes.


  Roman cascades my body to the bed and he sits in the chair next to me. The doctor shows up to let us know my CT scan came back normal and that I am to be release.


  “I will wheel her out,” Roman orders the nurse.


  “It’s protocol sir that we do it,” The nurse impatiently tells him.


  “And if you trip and she gets injured, I will make sure you will not work another day in your life.” Roman barks.


  “Honey, please let the nurse wheel me out. I’m tired and I would like to go home now.” I close my eyes from my exhaustion.


  “Wheel her out,” Roman grumbles.


  The nurse huffs, but wheels me out. Roman carries me to the escalade when we are outside of the hospital. He straps the seatbelt and takes a seat next to me.


  “Home, boss?” Vinny asks from the driver seat.


  Roman nods.


  He doesn’t just sit in his seat. He’s reaching over rubbing my arm, stroking my cheek with his knuckles, and caressing my hair. Every time he touches me, my body instinctively leans into his touch.


  Roman owns my body and soul, but my heart, my heart belongs to someone else, stolen from a supply closet so many years ago.


  “I’m taking the week off,” he informs me. “I’ll take care of you, okay baby?”


  “Yes, my honey bun. I want you to.” I say glancing over and meeting his smiling eyes.


  Vinny pulls the SUV into the driveway and out comes Maura, Ellie, and the kids. They ambush the car, opening the door on both sides.


  “Bella, you’re okay.” Maura presses a palm to her cheek. “Thank God.”


  Sophie in her mother’s arm reaches out her hand to me. I take her little fingers and squeeze them.


  “She’s tough,” Marcus proudly states.


  “Everyone give us some room.” Roman climbs out of the SUV and carries me out with him.


  He takes me to the family room couch and sets me down, propping up pillows underneath my head.


  “No one is to come near her,” he orders his family.


  I cringe.


  Roman and his commanding ways.
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  It’s the week of Thanksgiving.


  After my head injury, I took the allowed three days off from school. I did however go in for my lab period in order to dissect the cat with Kevin. And yes, to spend some time with him also. He’s spending the week with his family, making up for lost time with his mom.


  He did ask if I wanted to spend the week with him instead, but the apprehension on my face stops him dead. He mumbles under his breath and then says, “Dammit I’m joking.”


  From what I hear from Lola, Kevin is still dating Aubrey. I will forever not understand what he sees in her. Yes, she’s stunningly beautiful, but she has a cold, dead heart. Who can love that?


  “What are you thinking about, love?” Roman asks.


  He’s sitting next to me on his private jet. His family is seated all around us, talking an absurdly amount. I had to break into a reverie to drown them out.


  “Why do you have a private jet,” I quip. “Investment firm owners do not make enough money to own private planes, do they?”


  “Ah, I thought we went over this already. The firm in Minneapolis is Marcus and Ellie’s, I am just overseeing the business, until he comes home.”


  “Where is he?” I ask.


  The noise becomes soundless all around the plane as my question slips off my lips. Tension fills the crowded space, thick, and choking.


  My eyes flit around to see everyone pretending to avoid my penetrating stare.


  “Baby,” Roman places his hand on my thigh. “We’ll talk about this later.”


  “Okay,” I trace my fingers down the back of his hand.


  “Aliss, bring us our dinner,” Roman calls to the flight attendant.


  Aliss sashays over with our food, she walks as if she is doing the catwalk, even around the tiny aircraft.


  Antipasto greets us on the plates she passes out.


  “Anything else for you, sir?” She bends sexily forward to pour more water into Roman’s cup.


  “No, that will be all, thank you.” He answers, deep and low.


  I notice a hint of nervousness in his eyes. Jealousy curses through my body. I’m not sure where this is coming from. Should I be jealous right now?


  I lean into him, my lips brushing his ears. “Did you fuck her?” I hiss.


  Roman grips my thigh. There is my answer.


  “When?” I whisper, lips still on his ear.


  “We’ll talk about this later,” he grounds out quietly.


  I lean away from him and excuse myself to the bathroom. There is a suite on the plane with its own private bath. I hold my head up high as I pass by Aliss, who gives me a knowing look.


  That bitch.


  My hands shake, trying to find the light switch to the bathroom, and then I slump onto the lid of the toilet.


  Convulsions rip through my body, shaking me from head to toe. This hurts. This fucking hurts. How can he do this to me? The answer I wanted, what he wouldn’t give me is, whether she’s before or after he came into my life.


  She’s recent, but how recent?


  Roman has stopped using condoms all together. He promised me he’s clean, and I trusted him. Now, I am a week late on my period.


  I bury my face in my hands.


  God, why am I so stupid!


  “Baby, unlock the door.” Roman demands, jiggling the doorknob.


  “Can I have a minute to myself,” I snap.


  “No, baby, you can’t. Now, open the door, before I break it in.” He growls.


  Roman has a temper, when he doesn’t get his way. I started to notice this during our weeklong confinement in his house together.


  I stand on jelly legs and hesitantly unlock the door. Roman barges in and presses me to the sink. His large frame takes over and I recoil into myself.


  “Baby, you don’t look well.” His face is full of concern. “Come.”


  He leads me out, over to the bed, and sits me down. He walks to the door and calls out for Aliss again.


  “Can you get me a wet cold towel,” he asks.


  She nods and walks off. Roman comes back to me and feels my forehead.


  “You are burning up.” He sighs. “Why didn’t you tell me before, we wouldn’t have come on the trip.”


  “And miss my chance to see Italy?” I say to lighten the mood, more for myself than him.


  Aliss brings over the towel and I furrow my brows. Roman’s hand slightly brushes hers and she lights up like a Christmas tree. Maybe I should just trip her.


  “Aliss, please close the door,” I order her.


  She turns around astonished and lifts her perfectly shaped eyebrow at me. Roman catches this while he is pressing the wet towel on my forehead.


  “Do what she says, or you will be finding another job the moment we touch ground.” He bites out.


  Without responding, she turns on her heels and closes the door on her way out.


  “Let’s lay down?” Roman suggests.


  “Yes,” I agree.


  I tangle my body with his on the bed and rest my head on his chest. He leisurely rubs his hands down my leg.


  “Will you tell me the truth about her,” I dare to ask.


  “The truth will hurt you. What you do need to know is I’ve been completely yours for a while now.”


  His words cut me to shreds and I sob into his chest. I told myself I wouldn’t cry anymore, but this is too much.


  Roman hugs me tighter.


  “Were there more?” I have no idea why I am even asking this question.


  “Yes,” he whispers.


  My world comes crashing down. I shake uncontrollably around Roman’s body and my tears soak up his yellow polo shirt that he wore just for me.


  “Baby I love you, it’s only been you for a long time now, and it’s going to be only you from now on.” Roman makes soothing sounds to try to calm me down.


  “I-I d-don’t k-know what to do anymore,” I say, choking through the lump in my throat.


  “Let me make it up to you,” he whispers.


  “I-I d-don’t w-want A-Aliss working for you anymore.” I wipe the tears off my cheek.


  “Yes, baby. I will tell her when we land.” He promises.


  Roman starts to massage my naked thigh brushing up and under my Alexander Mcqueen black and white honeycomb dress. His fingers graze my clit through my panties. I gasp and take in the passion he is creating on my body.


  “You’re so beautiful baby, especially when you’re like this.” His thumb rubs harder on my sensitive nub.


  “Like…what?” I rasp my eyes clouded over with lust.


  “I love the way you respond to my touch, the way your body shivers, and the way your eyes demand I give you what you want.” He growls, his hands move from the center of my thigh and he grips my ass, hard.


  I clamber on top of him, my legs straddle his hips, and I bow to him. He fists my hair with his big hands and hungrily latches his mouth onto mine.


  I let Roman entice my body away for the moment. My mind slips away, as he seduces me into oblivion.


  “We just joined the mile high club, love.” His husky, low deep voice brings me back down to earth.


  “Hmmm…” I murmur my body sprawled over his.


  He strokes and rubs down my naked body with his rough calloused hands. His hands rub circles deliciously on my skin, making my body weak.


  “Mmmm…” I moan.


  “We should get back to our guests,” he says with a gentle voice.


  “I’m the guest, family members are not guests.” I say arching my head up to gaze into his dark eyes.


  “You’re my family…” His voice trails off.


  My hand cups his cheek and my eyes lock with serious ones. “I love you so much.” I tell him.


  He responds back with a slap to my ass.


  “Ow,” I whine.


  “Get dressed,” he says, grinning.


  I slide, slowly down his body, stopping to run my tongue along his shaft and I climb off the bed giggling.


  “I will make you pay for that.” Roman comes up behind me and hauls my body back.


  “Only, if I let you catch me,” I laugh wiggling out of his arms.


  He doesn’t come after me; instead, he stands there with a funny look on his face. His lips twitch and, I can see he’s fighting back his smile.


  “Don’t just stand there, put on your clothes.” I quip.


  He throws his yellow polo shirt at me hitting me in my tummy. I immediately place a protective arm around my stomach.


  Roman arches his eyebrow, but doesn’t say anything, when he finishes putting on his boxer briefs and trouser he strides to me and picks up his shirt off the floor.


  “Is there something you need to tell me, Angel?” He shrugs on his last piece of clothing.


  “No,” I avoid his suspicious oculars and smooth out my dress before leaving the room.


  He follows right behind me and catches my arm.


  “Do not keep anything from me.” He warns.


  I spin around and glare at his hardened face. “You used to ask me nicely to tell you about myself. What the fuck happen to that guy?” I shout, forgetting we have an audience.


  “Don’t you dare…” He roars.


  “Don’t I dare…what?” I shrill.


  “You lost him, Angel. And, don’t forget the reason why.” Roman stuns me with his words.


  “Baby,” I try to mend things, but he is already walking away to our seat.


  His mom goes to him and they both start to talk in Italian. Ellie motions for me to take Maura’s seat, when she sees me standing, frozen in my spot.


  I slowly take awkward steps into the Lion’s den. My stomach rumbles as I pass Roman.


  “Baby, why didn’t you tell me you were hungry?” He stops me, before I sit down.


  “We were…kinda busy.” I say.


  “Aliss,” Roman calls out.


  She appears right away.


  “Bring the rest of our dinner.” He says without looking at her.


  He gets up and pulls me to my feet. He takes the seat instead and tugs me down onto his lap.


  “You are even more beautiful when you are angry. I love seeing the fire in your eyes, my love.” He tucks my hair behind my ear and presses his lips to my temple.


  I melt into him and our fight is over.


  


  [image: ]


  


  


  I walk off of the plane smelling the unpolluted air and sigh. Roman takes my hand to an awaiting helicopter.


  “We leave one plane to the next?” I ask walking beside him.


  “It’s faster this way. If we take a car it will take us three to four hours to get there.” He straps me in the chopper.


  “But our luggage…” I protest.


  “Going in a car.” Roman takes a seat next to me as the rest of his family climbs in.


  The helicopter takes flight, cutting off all other questions from me. The view astounds me. Beautiful mountains and crystal blue ocean seas take up our scenery. I gasp and gape until we land.


  When I lay my eyes upon what Roman calls, his home, I am completely speechless. It is more than a house, more than a mansion. It is a castle on top of a mountain.


  “You live here, all by yourself?” I gape.


  “Soon, I hope you will join me.” Roman smiles and looks out to his estate.


  An older lady and gentlemen greet us in Italian.


  “My house managers, she takes care of the staff inside and he leads the team for maintenance in and around the house.” Roman explains to me.


  We all schlep up the cobblestone walkway to the house. Different color rocks line the exterior of the whole estate. Bushes and flowers swarm all around the front of the house.


  The inside has a touch of old world and modern décor. We walk past the main room and out to the back patio. There’s an infinity pool that over looks the mountain and green grass spreads out to two acres in front of us.


  We sit around wooden table and chairs. The house managers leave us to relax. Moment’s later refreshments come out to us.


  I take a sip of my lemonade, letting the cool liquid soothe my drying throat and I close my eyes.


  “Will you move back here, once you and Bella are married?” Maura asks her son, glancing once at me.


  My eyes pop open at the word, “move.”


  “Mama, don’t make Angel uncomfortable with your questions.” Ellie places her hand over her mother-in-law’s.


  “We’ll leave that up to Angel.” Roman answers


  “You should hire someone to oversee the firm, figlio. Once you and Angel are married she’s going to need you around more.” She says as if I’m not sitting across from her.


  “The firm will be run by me until, Marcus gets out.”


  Gets out.


  Get out where?


  I look to Roman to see his jaw muscle pop and his lips press firmly together. Ellie knocks her drink over splashing the lemonade all over the table.


  “Go get me a towel.” She orders her son.


  He leaves taking Sophie’s hand. He knows to leave us alone for a few minutes.


  His mom looks away with sorrow and regret playing on her face.


  “Angel, my husband’s in prison.” Ellie says, sighing. “He’s been gone for four years now and there’s ten years or so left of his sentence. And Sophie doesn’t even know her dad.” Ellie falls into her chair sobbing into her hands.


  Roman curses and goes to Ellie. He whispers in her ears, stopping her crying. Ellie’s sobs turns into sniffles, and she eventually dries her tears off her cheeks.


  Maura gets up and walks back into the house. Ellie leaves a moment later. Roman and I remain staring at the spilled lemonade.


  “I try to shield them from the pain of not having him here. I moved away from my home and took over a business I don’t care anything about.” He says staring off into the woods around his house.


  “Does he have any chance of getting out early?” I ask.


  “I’m working out the details.” He says moving his eyes back to me.


  “You’re amazing,” I mouth to him, afraid to say it any louder.


  “Come here baby.” He says.


  I move to him and take a seat on his lap. He wraps his arms around me and rests his chin on my shoulder.


  “Remember when we watched the sunrise together?” He asks, giving me small kisses on my shoulder.


  “Yes,” I whisper.


  “Now, we will watch the sunset together.” He murmurs.
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  It’s Thanksgiving Day.


  It has been pouring rain for the past four days. We tried to play games to pass the time, but by the third day, everyone is irritable and moody.


  Roman and I spend most of our time in bed, if I wasn’t pregnant before I am sure I am pregnant now. He became insatiable after learning I was not on birth control. I’d try to fake being tired, but he would do things to me repeatedly, turning my body against me.


  The sun shines brightly through the drapes and I rub my eyes to wake them.


  “Baby, wake up! It’s not raining!” I shriek nudging him gently on the side of his body.


  He wakes up and grabs my wrist and rolls on top of me. He hikes one of my legs up, bending it at the knee, and he rocks his hips into me.


  “Roman, I’m sore,” I plead.


  He drops down and nuzzles his face into the curve of my neck. “Did I hurt you last night?” He whispers.


  “No, I like you…rough.” I answer honestly.


  He leaves my neck and trails light kisses down my body, sucking a nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirls around and around, he lets go by grazing his teeth on my erect tip.


  I buck underneath him and moan out my pleasure. “Please…” I beg, not sure for what.


  “Let’s get up now. I might not be able to stop myself if we continue.” He rolls off me and carries me off the bed with him.


  He deposits me into the shower and kisses me before he leaves.


  I take the quickest shower I have taken in my life and leave my hair wet. I throw on a white cashmere sweater and slip on dark skinny jeans.


  I trample down the stairs and stop. No one is around. I walk the main floor to the patio door and smile. My future family sits around the wooden table and is again eating breakfast.


  Roman looks up and smile, “Baby, they made your favorite.”


  I beam and strut to my seat. I find a plate fill it with French toast, bacon, eggs, and fruit in a little cup, next to my orange juice waiting for me.


  “Angel, play hide and seek with us. I don’t want to play with Sophie alone.” Marcus speaks with a full mouth.


  “Marcus Duke Conti Jr.” His mom warns him.


  Marcus swallows and mutters. “Sorry Mom.”


  “What are you doing later?” I ask Roman.


  “You play with them, baby. I have some business to catch up on.” Roman takes a sip of his coffee.


  “Then we will take Angel to the shops in the next town over.” Ellie tells him.


  “Will you make it back in time for dinner?” Roman asks annoyed.


  “Son, let Angel have some breathing room. We will be back in time for dinner.” Maura says, eyeing her youngest born.


  “Andres, will be driving.” He grinds out.


  “Andres, is here too?” I ask.


  “Yes, he’s here to take care of business for me.” Roman massages the back of my neck.


  He angles his head close to my ear. “Promise me you’ll stay close to them, Andres will keep you safe.”


  Safe?


  “No questions.” He finishes.


  “I promise.” I say.


  His phone rings taking him away to the edge of the pool. The kids bounce in their seat waiting for me to finish eating.


  “May I be excused?” I ask.


  “Bella, go.” Maura smiles.


  I take the kids to the front of the property, to avoid disturbing Roman on his business call. Marcus is the first one up. Sophie runs to hide behind a bush and I take off running down the driveway to the Maserati Kubang. I climb into the back of the SUV closing the hatch, gently.


  I don’t know why I am choosing this spot, Marcus will never find me. Maybe I do need some air from Roman and his family, because I haven’t had time to myself like this in a long time.


  A few minutes later, someone opens a door to the car and gets in. I pop my head up ready to tell that person I am in here. However, seeing who the driver is, I crouch back down.


  I will surprise him, when he gets out of the car.


  He drives for a long time, often taking calls and speaking in Italian. He snaps and growls into the phone. Business is driving him insane.


  He stops the car and I peek out the window. We are stopped in front of a tall iron gate. There are guards standing at the gate with guns. I clamp my hand down on my mouth from making any noise.


  The guards open the gate to let us in. The place looks like a compound, with middle size homes spread out. There are people walking around as if they are in a hurry to get somewhere and there are other guards with guns posted at every building.


  Roman stops the car in front of one of the smallest houses. He gets out and goes inside, leaving the front door open.


  My heart drops to my stomach.


  There’s a blond hair girl about my age sitting slumped on a bed, crying. Roman yells at her and drags her to her feet. He gets in her face and yells some more, and then he drops her back onto the bed.


  He knocks the tray of food sitting on a table near her to the floor. The girl cries harder. This must make him angry, because he grips her hair and yank her head back. He whispers something in her ear. She stops crying immediately.


  The girl looks like she hasn’t taken a shower in a long time. Her blond hair is messy and in knots, her clothes look worn out.


  Roman leaves slamming the door on his way out and pulls out his phone. I slump back down letting the tears flow freely. My hand moves to protect my stomach of its own accord.


  He gets back in the car and drives. I don’t really care where we are going at this point.


  He takes us back to his estate and leaves the SUV. I sit up to watch him walk away with purpose. Does he even feel bad about what he has just done to that poor girl?


  I pull out my phone from my pocket. Roman had given it back to me during the week we were together at his house. I guess I proved to him, he could trust me again.


  I dial the only number my heart tells me to do.


  “Angel?” Kevin’s voice comes on the line.


  “Kevin, I think I’m in trouble,” I whisper.


  “Where are you?” There’s panic in his voice.


  “Sicily.”


  “What the fuck!” He roars. “Did he hurt you?”


  “No,” I try to remove the frightened sound out of my voice.


  “I’m coming to get you.” He barks into the phone.


  “No, there’s no time. I will call you back when I get to a safe spot.” I say. “I have to go…” I hang up on him and turn off the ringer.


  I look around to see if the coast is clear and climb out of the car. I causally walk up the cobblestone walkway. Roman opens the front door and I try to not jump away from him.


  “Where were you?” He asks. “The kids stopped playing twenty minutes ago.”


  “I guess I was hiding pretty well,” I giggle to soften my frightened mood.


  “Don’t scare me like that again.” He says, taking me inside.


  Maura and Ellie are waiting in the foyer, ready to go on our shopping trip. They both walk out and I try to follow them, but Roman pulls me back to him.


  “Remember to keep close to Andres.” He says.


  I nod and he kisses my temple and lets me go.


  Andres waits by the SUV and opens the door for us, we climb in.


  “You are going to love the shops, Angel.” Ellie tells me, smiling wide.


  “Let’s buy you a pretty dress for dinner.” Maura joins in.


  I nod and stare out the window and plan my escape. Maybe I should just wait to get home to leave him, I think to myself. I might not make it out alive if I run away in a country I know nothing about. I change my mind on my escape.


  We head into a jewelry store first; Maura pulls out a wad of Italian money and hands it over to me.


  “Roman said to give this to you.” Maura smiles proudly. “But, let me know before you purchase anything, I will help you with the currency.”


  I accept the money, knowing she will protest to the end, if I refuse. I walk around the shop pretending to be interested in the jewelry. Maura and Ellie ooh and aah over the pieces.


  I stop looking and walk out, Andres is waiting by the door.


  “Going somewhere?” He asks.


  “I want to go to the next shop.” I snap.


  “No, boss’s orders. You stay near everyone else.” He says.


  “Fine, I’ll wait right here with you.”


  Ellie and Maura walk out a moment later, both with shopping bags. We move in and out of every shop, not missing even one.


  “Can we stop at the café for lunch?” I ask, my stomach growling.


  “Oh my, it’s past lunch time.” Maura says


  I follow them into a café near us, the hostess seats us right away, and I excuse myself to the ladies room.


  Big strong arms circle around my stomach, haul me out the back door of the restaurant, and press me against the outside wall.


  “Shhhh…” He covers my mouth with his hand.


  My eyes widen with shock, they stare back into calm hazel eyes, and I slightly gesture my head yes.


  Kevin removes his hand away from my lips. “Hey.”


  “That’s all you’re going to say to me,” I snap.


  “You’re safe, that’s all I care about,” he breathes.


  “Why are you even here?” I ask, casting my eyes onto his black and white flannel shirt.


  “I’m not letting you leave the fucking country without seeing for myself that you will be safe,” he says, clinching my waist with his hands.


  “Will you follow me everywhere?” I ask.


  He narrows his eyes and laughs a low throaty rumble. “Yes.”


  “I know who you are,” I whisper, holding his gaze. “Why didn’t you just tell me when we first met at the hardware store?”


  “I…didn’t want you spooked,” he murmurs.


  “I spent a year in a mental ward…I’m better now,” I say, my voice low, blinking back tears.


  “Babe, I know,” his voice breaks.


  “You shouldn’t want me, I’m not…good,” I say, glancing away.


  “Dammit Angel, stop being so hard on yourself,” he mutters. “We should get out of here, they’re probably looking for you now.”


  “I can’t go…” I say, standing my ground when Kevin tries to move me with him.


  “Why the fuck not?” He asks, looking down the alley.


  “I-I might…I think…I am pregnant,” I stammer.


  He stops, frozen in place and slams his hand over his face. “Fuck, Angel.”


  “I should get back inside,” I say, walking away.


  “Don’t,” he grabs my arm. “You can’t go back…I’ll explain later…let’s go.”


  I let Kevin drag me down the alley, stopping before we reach the end of the café. He looks around and dumps me into the passenger seat of a silver Mercedes.


  “Where are we going?” I ask, strapping on my seat belt.


  “To the airport,” he pulls the car onto the rough bumpy road. “Where’s your phone?”


  I hand him my phone, Kevin rolls down my window and tosses it out.


  “Kevin!” I scream.


  “He will track you down, Angel.” He says, looking ahead.


  “Tell me what the hell is going on,” I say, panic rising up my body.


  “Roman is not who you think he is, Angel.” Kevin sighs. “He’s dangerous and goes for what he wants without fear of remorse.”


  My heart constricts to a painful squeeze. “I don’t know what to do anymore.”


  “I’ll take care of us and everything,” he says taking my hand to his lips. “I promise.”


  The ride to the airport is long and strenuous, just as how Roman had described it would be. The never-ending road would be the downfall to our comeuppance. There was no way we are both getting out of Italy.


  Kevin drives up to the tarmac to an awaiting airplane. “Fucking hell.”


  Roman and his men stand guard around the plane that would’ve been our escape. My heart sinks down to my stomach.


  “Don’t do anything stupid, Kevin…please,” I beg opening my door.


  “What the fuck are you doing...” He reaches for me. “Angel!”


  But, I’m already out the door and walking to Roman. His men swarm the Mercedes, guns drawn out, pointing directly in Kevin’s face.


  “Don’t you dare hurt him,” I hiss.


  Roman steps up close, forcing my body to him, my back pinned to his front. “I will, if he takes you. Now the question is, do I have to?”


  “No, let him get on the plane and I will leave with you,” I whisper, my eyes locking with Kevin’s raging ones.


  Roman yells something out in Italian and his men drop their guns, stepping away from the car.


  “I want to talk to him before he goes,” I say.


  “Remember, my men will be close by,” Roman’s voice is low and deadly.


  I make my way back to Kevin, pull him out of the car, and throw myself onto him.


  “I’m sorry, Kevin. I’m so sorry…” I cry into his chest.


  “You don’t have to stay with him,” he roars gripping his arms around me.


  “Shhh…don’t. When we get back to the states I will find a way to leave and I will come to you. Just stay…away for now,” I whisper stepping back from him.


  Kevin moves towards me, but the men stops him, one presses his gun to Kevin’s temple. I shake my head letting my dam break as I watch them usher Kevin onto the plane.


  Roman circles his arm around my waist and leads me to his helicopter. The breathtaking view that captured my soul the first time around is now just a blur of malevolence that consumes me.
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  Angel changed.


  She came back to school closed off more than ever.


  The words that slipped out of her mouth the moment I laid eyes on her, back at school, tore my fucking guts out.


  “I’m pregnant,” She burst out, crying moments later.


  I didn’t know what else to do, but punch the damn fucking wall repeatedly. There was nothing to do; the motherfucker now has a hold on her forever.


  Now, I sit here watching her be led away from the hospital, I haven’t seen her in over a month. She’s crying into the chest of a man I will die hating.


  I’ve waited long enough.


  I’m bringing my girl back, and I will kill that motherfucker if he stands in my way or I will die trying.


  Nothing ever comes easy loving Angel.


  Well, not at first, but we have the rest of our lives to make it work.
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