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  DEDICATION


  Sometimes we find ourselves catapulted down a path in life until something or someone breaks up the momentum that is driving us. It is these moments that can become the loveliest of distractions, if we have the courage to let them.
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  PROLOGUE


  


  


  “Are you totally excited or what, bff?” Olivia beamed at me from the window seat of our first class seats.


  “Yes! I can’t believe we are going to Vegas for my Bachelorette party!” I was super excited for a weekend getaway with my two best friends, Audrey and Olivia. In a few short months I was going to be getting married to my boyfriend, Cain Stratford. We had met in law school during our third year. He invited me to a join a study group with him. I thought at first he was just trying to use me for my brain but I was wrong. It took Cain all of three study sessions before he asked me out with such confidence it stunned me at first. But I knew on that first date that Cain and I were perfectly matched. We had similar passions and goals in life. We made sense.


  “I, for one can’t wait to get my party on,” Audrey announced from beside me, shifting my attention back to our ensuing trip. I was looking forward to this vacation. I needed it. I was exhausted between planning this wedding and working endlessly as a new associate attorney at a large firm. I was hoping a three day vacation would be the perfect thing to reenergize me.


  “Oh shit.” I heard Olivia say as I was rummaging through my bag on the floor in front of me.


  “What did you forget?” I looked over at her but her eyes were wide and her face was locked on the front of the plane.


  I followed the direction in which Livy was looking and gasped. I couldn’t help it. The mere sight of him sent my body and my mind into overdrive. It took just a half a second before his eyes locked onto mine and a hint of a grin spread wide across his lips. Fuck my life.


  “Oh no, here we go.” Audrey mumbled from the seat next to mine. I couldn’t respond to her. I felt like I was having an out of body experience. What are the chances that the one that got away, or in my case the one that ran away, ends up crashing my Bachelorette party?
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  March 20, 2009…


  


  It was spring break and I was home in Huntsville, Alabama celebrating almost being done with my senior year at the University of Tennessee. Audrey, Olivia and I were on our second round of mojitos when a particularly gangly looking guy approached us.


  “Hey ladies, what’s up?” he asked slurring his words slightly.


  “Not much.” I jumped in before Liv got ahold of him. I love Livy but she isn’t the most patient person when it comes to drunken morons.


  “Well my friends and I were just wondering if you ladies wanted to share a drink with us,” he asked swaying as he talked.


  “Oh, that’s nice but I think we are okay.” I told him politely.


  “Alright, well if you all change your mind we’ll be over there.” He pointed to a table full of guys that we had been ogling all night. The bar was pretty empty for a Thursday and the group of good looking guys had immediately grabbed our attention. We had chosen to go to our local hang out, Havens. It was a hole in the wall kind of joint, but it always provided endless entertainment.


  “Wait, those are your friends?” Livy asked him, her mouth hanging open in astonishment that this kid would even know the guys across the bar.


  “Yup. Well, have a nice night.” The drunken guy said and headed back toward his friends.


  “Wait, we are coming with you,” Audrey piped up. She stood up and gave Livy and me a look indicating we were to stand up as well.


  I followed behind Audrey and Liv as they proceeded to make their way across the bar. I was the shortest of the three of us. Being 5’8 isn’t really considered short but compared to my 5’10 friends; I’m the shorty spice in the group. I watched Audrey sashay her way toward the table. Audrey is a gorgeous girl. She has a supermodel frame that is all leg. Her soft brown hair is medium in length and on this night she loosely curled it giving her that very southern belle look she loved to do.


  Livy also strutted her way over to the table with her signature flare. Like Audrey, she’s all leg but has subtle curves that drive men crazy. She is part Hawaiian with jet black hair and the most amazing golden skin that I swear actually glows. She should be a freaking swimsuit model. It’s so not fair.


  Unfortunately, I’m not like my two best friends, I am not all leg. I am mostly long torso with some serious curves. Livy and Audrey are always telling me my curves are amazing and I suppose they are right. I know big butts are in thanks to Kim Kardashian, so I guess I have that going for me. I grabbed my stick straight long blonde hair and toss it over one of my shoulders. I don’t know why I was so nervous to talk to these guys, but something in the back of my mind told me to be on edge.


  I caught up to the girls so we all reached the table at the same time. I came face to face with the most gorgeous navy blue eyes I had ever seen. I felt the air in the bar being sucked out and my mind raced like I was having a dizzy spell. I couldn't hear or see anything but him, it was like everyone around us disappeared and we were the only two people on the planet. He was freaking beautiful. He had the most delicious tan skin; it was flawless. I could see just a bit of his dirty blonde hair sticking out from underneath his white baseball hat and it intrigued me. I wanted immediately to pull it from his head and run my hands through it. The rest of him was just as delicious. His perfectly sculpted frame was tucked away behind a white button up shirt and khaki shorts, but I could still see the outline of hard muscle underneath his clothes.


  “Ladies…these are my friends.” The drunken guy slurred, yanking me back to reality.


  The guys all said hello in unison and I watched as they postured to see who would get to talk to which girl.


  Hot blue eyes stood up from the table and put his hand out to me. “I’m Jamieson Wellington,” he spoke in the deepest, sexiest voice I had ever heard.


  “Hi, I’m Jenna Middleton.” I extended my hand out to meet his. The second I touched him, I felt a wave of heat run through my whole body.


  “Well, Jenna Middleton can I buy you a drink?” he flashed me a smile that had trouble written all over it.


  “Sure.”


  “What would you like?”


  “Oh, whisky sour please,” I told him.


  Jamieson ordered my drink when the waitress had returned. He found me a chair; conveniently it was right next to his. I looked around the table as I waited for my drink, trying to stamp out my nervousness. Audrey was talking to a very handsome looking guy with the most perfectly chiseled cheek bones. Livy was talking to a guy whom I think said his name was Julian. He was obviously South American of some sort and completely hot. His accent alone was utterly intoxicating.


  “So tell me, Jenna. Why haven’t our paths crossed until now? Are you from Huntsville?” Jamieson asked me, looking intrigued.


  “Yes, I was born and raised in Huntsville, but I have been going to school in Knoxville. I’m a senior this year.”


  “How old are you, if you don’t mind me asking?” Okay, kind of odd but I’ll answer him.


  “Twenty-three. How old are you?” I asked him in return.


  “A bit older. That probably explains why we have not met until now,” he drawled in his southern accent.


  “Probably.”


  “What is your major?” he asked and then took a sip of his drink.


  “Computer science.”


  “Wow I’m impressed, stunning and smart. That is a lethal combination,” he said flashing me a sly grin that sent my nerves back into overdrive.


  I was totally blushing and I knew I was twelve shades of red by this time. “Thanks.”


  Jamieson and I continued to chat back and forth for a long time. He asked me lots of questions, but rarely gave me any hints into his life. Not for lack of trying on my part, but he artfully avoided answering my questions. I realized quite quickly that I was in over my head. Jamieson was skilled when it came to ladies, he was an expert. He was a lion and I was his prey. If this was one of those discovery shows about wild African cats, I would have been the stupid gazelle that coyly looked at the lion begging to be eaten. The sadder part was I didn’t feel that bad about it. I was totally in awe of him. He was sexy as hell and funny too. He didn’t seem to have a problem making fun of himself or his friends for that matter. I thought that to be a bit odd considering I could tell this crowd was wealthy. Just from the way they conducted themselves, which was very intimidating. It wasn’t that my family was hard up or anything, we weren’t, but there was a difference between being comfortable and truly wealthy. I had a feeling Jamieson Wellington came from old southern money, the kind that I most definitely had no clue about.


  “Oh shit! Mitch just got hit in the face!” One of the guys at the table shouted out. I snapped my head around to see a large husky guy punch their drunken friend in the face.


  Chairs instantly flew backwards as the four boys jumped up to aid their friend. I looked over at the girls and we watched as the guys stormed out front of the bar.


  “I’ve got to see this,” Liv said standing up and quickly making her way toward the exit. Audrey and I glanced at each other and then jogged to catch up with everyone.


  When we got out to the front of the bar, there was a full on brawl taking place, it was hard to even understand what was happening. I could see fists flying and I think I made out the back of Jamieson’s head in the middle of the crowd. We pushed past the small crowd forming and I saw the guy we met earlier, Julian, had their friend Mitch up against the brick wall holding him back looking at his bloody nose. I felt bad for Mitch. He may have been kind of a drunken idiot, but he seemed harmless. I could see why the guys were protective of him, he didn’t mean to offend anyone—he was just clueless.


  As I got closer to the center of what was happening, I saw Jamieson and my heart stopped. He was fighting the husky guy from the bar. It was a fairly even match but the big guy was definitely getting some good hits in.


  I have no idea what possessed me but I took a step forward like I was going to intervene when a large arm stopped me. “Ladies, I think it’s safer if we stand over here.” The dark haired guy Audrey had been talking to ushered us off the sidewalk next to the parked cars. “Watch your step there is a curb there.”


  I could tell this guy was a pretty boy. It was obvious from the fact all of his friends were fighting but he remained completely scuff-free. I don’t know why that bothered me but it did.


  “Aren’t you going to stop them?” I asked him, my annoyance laced throughout my voice.


  “Nah, they need a good fight every once in a while,” he explained to me like it was no big deal.


  I saw something fly through the air and land in a clatter across the pavement. I crouched down to look at what it was and I could see it was a cell phone.


  “Hey, I think your friend’s cell phone just landed under that car,” I pointed-out to pretty boy.


  “Yeah probably.” He clearly gave a shit less about the phone or any of the events transpiring before him.


  “Uh, aren’t you going to get it?” I asked dumbfounded. I looked at Liv and Audrey to see if they were paying attention but they were too concerned with the fight.


  “Nah, I don’t want get dirt on my new shirt,” he said coolly.


  That infuriated me. I stomped over next to the car and bent down to pick it up, not caring that I was in a mini skirt.


  “Jenna, what the hell are you doing? Your butt is hanging out!” Livy exclaimed, freaking out.


  “Well I think this is that guy’s cell phone and it flew off under this car. He may want it later,” I explained as I got down on all fours to reach under the car.


  It took a minute but I grabbed the cell phone and climbed out from underneath the car. When I popped up there were three sets of eyes staring at me shocked.


  “What?” I asked. “It’s not like he was going to get it.” I motioned to the useless pretty boy.


  “You’re filthy,” Audrey gasped as she helped me dust off my skirt.


  “Ah, it’s alright. It’s just a little dirt,” I told her unconcerned.


  I looked around to see what was happening with the fight now. Climbing under the car had only taken a few seconds but it felt like longer because the fight had moved down the sidewalk.


  “Alright, alright break it up you knuckle heads.” A huge bald headed man, covered in tattoos crashed in between Jamieson and the husky guy.


  I recognized the big guy as a bouncer from Havens. He stood in between Jamieson and the other guy forcing them to go in separate directions. The husky guy hurled some insults at Jamieson and then slowly began to walk away with his friends. Jamieson made his way back up the sidewalk towards us. He stopped next to Mitch and Julian squinting at Mitch’s nose. He looked at it closely, clearly checking out the damage.


  “I don’t think it’s broken bud,” he said in an even tone.


  “I’m sorry man. I swear I didn’t know she was married,” Mitch replied looking a bit sheepish.


  “It’s alright could've happened to anyone,” Jamieson reassured him, patting his shoulder.


  I watched this whole exchange like I was watching a movie. It didn’t seem real somehow. I was in awe watching Jamieson go from raging maniac to calm concerned friend in seconds. I know it shouldn’t excite me, but somehow it did.


  Jamieson turned around and looked over at the group of us as if he could tell we were watching him. He slowly began striding in our direction. I could see his white shirt was trashed. It had blood all over it, some of it was his and some of it was the other guy’s. He had a fairly large cut above his eyebrow which made my stomach turn a bit. I assumed he was coming to talk to his friends but instead he continued on until he was squarely in front of me.


  “I’m sorry you had to see all that,” He watched my face for a reaction.


  “Oh, no worries,” I stammered. “Here, I think your cell phone fell out of your pocket,” I said and thrust my hand out, holding the phone towards him.


  “Thanks,” he replied quietly, taking the phone from my hand. When his hand brushed mine electricity melted its way straight up my arm again.


  “It was nothing.” I blushed a bit under his stare.


  “Yeah right you totally climbed under the car to get it and ruined your skirt in the process!" Audrey exclaimed. Thanks Audrey.


  “You did that for me?” His eyes went dark and the intensity that lay behind them was intriguing.


  “I knew you would probably want it.” I had no idea what I should have said to him. My mind had suddenly gone blank. We just stared at each other sharing some sort of weird silent connection.


  “Hey you ladies want to meet us at Hals in a bit?” Julian broke in from across the sidewalk; putting an end to the connection between Jamieson and me.


  Hals was a famous local dinner. It was the original greasy spoon, but it hit the spot perfectly after a night of drinking.


  “Sure.” Liv agreed a bit too eagerly.


  “Cool, meet us there in a half hour?” Julian told us as the guys started to walk away towards their vehicle.


  Jamieson however, didn’t move. He was still staring at me.


  “You’re going to come right?” he asked me.


  “Yeah, it sounds like it.” I tried to play it cool.


  “Good, I’ll see you soon,” his voice was quiet. He hesitated as he turned to leave but finally found his momentum and jogged to catch up with his friends.


  “Uh…earth to Jenna. Come in, Jenna.” Liv waved her hand in front of my face waking me from my daze.


  “Oh, hey,” I said groggily from my trance.


  “What the heck was all that about?” Livy asked with her hands on her hips. Audrey stood behind her with the same question on her face.


  “I really have no idea,” I told them truthfully.


  “Well whatever it is, it looked like trouble.” Liv smiled. “And you know trouble can be a very good thing, right?” Her grin said it all; she thinks Jamieson and I were going to hook up or something. Liv and Audrey always gave me a tough time about loosening up and living a little. It wasn’t that I was stuck-up or anything, it was just that I was focused.


  I just shook my head at them and began walking toward our car.
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  It had been almost an hour and a half since we left the bar. Audrey, Olivia and I sat in a corner booth at Hals all looking a bit forlorn. We finally gave up and had ordered food. We were now finished eating and the guys were still a no show.


  “Maybe they had to take their friend to get checked out at the hospital? He did take a nasty hit to the face.” Audrey offered.


  “Or maybe we just were stood up.” Liv bit back.


  “Well whatever, I’m tired. Let’s just head home.” I said faking my tiredness. I knew Audrey and Livy were upset because they were enjoying our time with the hot guys, but I also knew they would get over it by tomorrow night. I however, felt a strange sense of loss. I couldn’t really describe why I felt that way but I did. It bothered me that I had these feelings; I had no right to such thoughts. After all we had just met and it wasn’t like I even really knew the guy. I just needed to go home and try to forget about ever meeting Jamieson Wellington.


  


  CHAPTER ONE


  


  


  “Let’s go, Jenna! I’m ready to get my drink on so hurry up.” Liv hollered at me through the bathroom door of our luxury suite at the Venetian. I was finished getting ready, but all I could do was stand in front of the mirror looking at myself in shock. I knew Audrey and Olivia understood why seeing Jamieson was blowing my mind but I don’t think they totally got it, and how could they? Not even they knew the entire history between us. How on earth did I get myself in this situation and how in the hell am I going to get out of it unscathed?


  “Let’s do this.” I whispered to myself. After taking a deep, steadying breath, I opened the door to join my friends.


  “You look hot, girl!” Audrey’s bright smile helped my nerves slightly. It had taken me over an hour to even pick out an outfit. I finally settled on my black lace dress. It was short, tight and backless. It showed off every one of my curves to the best of their abilities.


  “Yes you do. Now let’s go show Jamieson Wellington what he will be missing for the rest of his life.”


  I flashed a smile back at them and we proceeded to find the elevator. Livy had chosen a black and gold bandage dress that was one shouldered. It showcased her long Hawaiian legs perfectly. Audrey had chosen to wear an equally jaw-dropping dress. It was bright red, tight and strapless. It hugged her slim frame expertly.


  As we piled into the elevator to head to the club, I couldn’t help but feel an overwhelmingly sense of nervousness. I tried my best to choke down my anxiety but a tiny voice kept telling me nothing will be the same after tonight.
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  As the girls and I approached the line for the club, we saw it was stretched down the hallway and all the way to the bank of elevators we had just emerged from. I instantly felt a bit relieved hoping we couldn’t get in and that finally destiny would work in my favor.


  “Ladies! Long time no see.” I knew that voice instantly. It was Derrick Bedlington, pretty boy extraordinaire. When I met Derrick I instantly disliked him. He had such obnoxious good looks and he knew it. He was cocky and perhaps rightfully so. Derrick was rich; his parents were real estate tycoons in Alabama owning everything from high-rises to farm land. Thus why his inner circle consisted of Jamieson Wellington, heir to America’s largest whiskey distillery and Julian Vega sole heir to the Dominican Republic’s largest cocoa farm.


  “Hey Derrick,” I heard Audrey coo from beside me. Those two had been playing a ridiculous cat-and-mouse game for the past five years and I for one couldn’t wait until they hooked up and got it over with.


  “Ladies, we have a table inside.” Derrick motioned for us to step aside of the line and past the bouncers and front door staff. “The table is courtesy of James…in honor of Jenna’s upcoming nuptials of course.”


  The mere mention of his name made me vigorously search Derrick’s face for any private knowledge he may be hiding. Derrick however revealed absolutely nothing.


  As we entered the long dark tunneled hallway, I heard Habits by Tove Lo thumping through the speakers and I choked back the bile I felt rising in my throat. I knew he would be there waiting for me, I knew he would be looking gorgeous like always, and I knew there was no way I would be able to resist him, not this time.


  We turned a corner and followed Derrick past the private VIP tables. I should have known that Jamieson would have picked the most private table in the club. He wanted to talk and he wanted me secluded enough to accomplish that goal. He was sitting in the far corner of our private table. He stood as soon as he saw us approach. I met his gaze and it happened. I had hoped after all this time that the potency of our connection had lessened, but unfortunately I was wrong. If anything it was more, so much more.


  The music around us faded away, all the people surrounding us disappeared and it was just us. His eyes scanned my body and I knew he was taking in my very tight lace dress. I could tell he appreciated it by the way the corners of his mouth tilted up slightly and I saw a flash of heat in his eyes. I continued to walk toward him slowly but deliberately as if he was pulling me closer to him. It had been a long time since I saw him last. I could see a touch of age around his eyes but he still looked as handsome as ever. Jamieson Wellington had always been the most handsome man in my eyes and tonight was no different. He had dressed in dark jeans and a dark blue and purple pinstriped button up shirt. I could tell the shirt was a luxury brand from the way the material shimmered ever so slightly in the dim club lights. His dirty blonde hair was perfectly styled showcasing his blue eyes that continued to bore holes into mine from across the table.


  I knew Audrey and Olivia were behind me. I could hear them chatting with Derrick and greeting Julian. I was being rude ignoring everyone but I couldn’t break the connection with Jamieson, we were having our own silent discussion of sorts. I came to stand in front of him and I cast my eyes down toward the floor trying to shield myself from his intense scrutiny.


  “Hello, Jenna. It’s been far too long, don’t you think?”


  His cold sexy voice gave me chills. I forced myself to look up at him again. “Yes it has, Jamieson.”


  He motioned for me to sit and I did.


  “Drink?” he asked.


  “Sure.”


  He leaned forward to grab an already-made drink from the table and handed it to me. “I hope you still drink whiskey sours. I took the liberty of making sure you have an endless supply tonight.”


  I took the glass and began sipping it. “Thank you.”


  Jamieson leaned forward and grabbed what I assumed was his drink, a whiskey on the rocks no doubt. It is the only thing I had ever seen him drink.


  “Well I guess congratulations are in order.” he stated with a dark tone to his voice. “When is the wedding?”


  “A few months.” I replied between sips of my drink.


  “Are you happy?”


  His words hit me and I almost spit my drink all over my lap. Well I can see he is not going to beat around the bush.


  “Yes we are.” I answered quickly hoping to end this line of questioning.


  Jamieson leaned forward and set his drink down on the edge of the table. He then turned toward me and I saw his eyes were burning with anger. “Do not lie to me, Jenna.” Excuse me?


  I allowed his anger to wash over me, soaking it up as fuel for my come back. I took a long sip of my drink for added courage. “Why are you here, Jamieson? I know this isn’t a friendly coincidence, things with you never are.”


  “I think you know why I’m here.” He tells me with a hint of a smile playing across his lips.


  “What are you talking about?” I was getting tired of his games already.


  “So you have forgotten…interesting.” He clearly smiled at me now.


  “You know that whatever you’re talking about doesn’t matter now, right? I’m engaged, as in I’m getting married.” I was frustrated.


  Anger flashed in his face. “You may be engaged Jenna but you most certainly aren’t married—not yet.”


  “Whatever.” I knew I could push harder and try to get him to confess why he was crashing my Bachelorette party but I also knew I wasn’t prepared to find out, so I left it alone.


  I continued to sip my whiskey sour and stewed about Jamieson’s arrogant and angry behavior. I tried my best to ignore him and concentrate on the conversations around the table. Olivia was occupied, chatting to Julian about her recent trip to Milan. After graduating from Alabama State with a degree in advertising, she landed her dream job working for a fashion magazine. Olivia now had the horribly daunting job of traveling around the world to the biggest fashion shows selling advertising spots. She clearly hated it.


  Derrick and Audrey were also bantering back and forth. Derrick was rousing Audrey about working for “the man.” Audrey had gone to law school with me at Vanderbilt. She was now working for the prosecuting attorney’s office in Huntsville. Audrey is brilliant at her job; she has a passion for the law and it clearly showed as I listened to her correct Derrick.


  I couldn’t be prouder of my two best friends and all their accomplishments, but it made me sad thinking of my upcoming move. Cain had accepted a job at his family’s firm in Mobile, so after the wedding we were going to be moving. Cain comes from a long line of attorneys. In fact when his mother and father married their families’ firms merged creating a super firm of sorts. They had offices all over Alabama and his father was grooming him to take over the firm as he had accepted a judgeship in Montgomery.


  I was drawn out of my thoughts when I felt a familiar hand on my wrist. I knew while I was ignoring him he was analyzing me. I could feel him staring at me. I was trying my best to be immune to his gaze, but his touch I never have been immune to.


  I look up at his face through the darkness of the club but I could see he wasn’t looking at me but my hand, my left hand to be exact.


  “Is this it?” he demanded, in a dark cold tone.


  “Yes.” I choked out. I knew he disapproved of my simple engagement ring, but I thought it was beautiful. Cain had picked it out and surprised me at a fourth of July party. I wasn’t shocked when he proposed. With Cain there were no surprises; things were just easy with him, predictable I guess.


  “I thought his family had money.” Holy freaking rude much.


  I scoffed at his comment and snatched my hand away from his. “I think it’s beautiful.”


  “It’s not right,” he continued.


  That was the final straw. I quickly stood to escape to the bathroom, it was all too much. I couldn’t handle being close to him, him touching me, analyzing me and now clearly judging me.


  I tried to make my way past Olivia but my dreaded song came on. Olivia and Audrey have been my friends since middle school and for as long as I could remember, Sir Mix-A-Lots I like Big Butts had been our anthem. Shitballs, there goes my exit plan.


  Audrey and Olivia screamed in unison and stood up grabbing my arms dragging me to the dance floor.


  We got to the middle of the dance floor and Olivia spun around facing me. “Okay spill it. What in the hell is he doing here?”


  “I don’t know. I asked him but he wouldn’t tell me. He just said I knew why he was here, but I have no idea.”


  “Well clearly he is here to see you.” Audrey stated the obvious.


  “Okay, well I guess there is only one way to find out.” Livy turned to storm back toward the table but I stopped her.


  “Liv just leave it. He won’t tell you and I’d rather just ignore it for now.” I pleaded.


  “Fine, but if he pisses me off I’m going to drag it out of him.”


  “Let’s just pretend he isn’t here, drink his booze and do what we came here to do… party!” Audrey exclaimed.


  “Ladies follow me. I think we need shots.” Livy added.


  Audrey and I followed behind Liv to the bar where she ordered our favorite shots, Washington red apples.


  I slammed down three and made a silent pledge to myself to have fun no matter what. Just don’t black out in the process, you have never been great at holding your liquor.


  


  CHAPTER TWO


  June 6, 2009…


  Olivia, Audrey and I stood in line at Gossips a local gay bar in Huntsville. It was a Friday night and like most bars in town they all had their prime nights. Fridays were definitely Gossips. Regardless of the type of bar it was everyone packed in to dance to the latest dance music and pop remixes. Tonight was no different, it being the first night of summer break the line was down the block and then some.


  “We better pray Barry is working the door tonight or that Jenna’s skirt is short enough to showcase that booty.” Livy kidded me.


  “Looks like your prayers have been answered,” Audrey said striding her way to the front of the line in her sky high stilettos.


  As we got closer I could see what my uber tall friends could already see, our friend Barry was in fact working the door. We had become friends with the bouncer over the years since we had turned twenty-one. Barry worked at Gossips as well as our favorite bar Havens. He was a huge burly guy with a bald head and lots of tattoos. If I had met him on the street in the middle of the night I would probably have run in the other direction screaming, but we had gotten to know him pretty well. He was a sweet guy and for whatever reason, he loved us.


  “Ladies!” Barry greeted us with a big smile ushering us past the huge line and into the club.


  “Thanks Barry.” We each said as we passed him, giving him a hug and kiss on the cheek.


  “Three paid!” he yelled to the cashier inside the club letting him know there would be no cover charge for us.


  As we entered the club a remix of Jamie Foxx & T-Pain’s Blame It pours out of the speakers.


  “Drinks?” Audrey asked from beside me.


  “Sure.” I agreed.


  “First rounds on me!” Liv shouted over the music.


  We cut a path to the bar to order our drinks. I stood behind Liv as she flirted with the bartender. But something pulled my attention back toward the entrance.


  The air got thick with electricity and the music turned to a low rumble in the back ground. There was only one other time in my life I had felt this way and that was the night I met Jamieson Wellington. As that realization dawned on me, I began to search the crowd and to my total amazement I spotted him just entering the bar with his friends.


  I sucked in a sharp breath seeing him. I had only met him once but the intense attraction I felt for him was undeniable. Many nights I had laid awake thinking of him and the weird thing between us. I had convinced myself it was all in my head but seeing him again made it seem real.


  I continued to watch him from across the bar make his way toward me. He clearly hadn’t noticed us or maybe he didn’t remember us at all. Perhaps I was just another face in the crowd to him. I watched as he passed in front of me with his friends heading to the far end of the bar where a beautiful female bartender worked. As he got closer to me I scrutinized everything about him. I had hoped that maybe over the months I had just built him up in my head, that maybe I remembered him differently. Unfortunately for me, that was not the case. Jamieson Wellington was still classically handsome with his dirty blonde hair and dark navy blue eyes. He still had the body of a Greek God and the obvious ability to draw in all of the female attention around him.


  I continued to appreciate his stunning good looks when his eyes caught mine. Immediately I casted my eyes downward and I felt a deep blush covering my cheeks. I waited a few painful seconds and then stole a glance back at him hoping he was far enough away from me now that he couldn’t see me watching him. When I looked back at him he had stopped dead in his tracks and was staring at me wide-eyed. I again freaked out and looked down turning to face my friends.


  “Excuse me. It’s Jenna, right?” Shit, shit, shit. I’m busted!


  I turned around to be met with the sharp and steely gaze of Jamieson Wellington, my stomach turned completely inside out.


  “Yes,” I said trying to seem unaffected.


  “Hi, do you remember me? We met a few months ago at Havens.” I felt his eyes roaming over my body and I couldn’t deny I liked it.


  “Of course we remember you asshats. You guys stood us up.” Livy declared while handing me my drink.


  I heard the guy behind Jamieson chuckle, I was pretty sure his name was Julian.


  “Yes about that, listen we are sorry. I went home so I could change my shirt and by the time we got to Hals, you had left.” Jamieson was explaining everything to the group but he only looked at me. We had yet to break our eye contact since he approached me, it felt almost hypnotic.


  “See, I told you they didn’t stand us up.” Audrey said smugly.


  “Can we buy you drinks to make up for our unexplained absence?” Jamieson offered.


  “Sure,” I answered barely above a whisper.


  “Whiskey sour, right?” he asked.


  “You remembered?” Crap that wasn’t supposed to come out.


  “You’re hard to forget, Jenna Middleton,” his voice was a deep tone, very sexy with an equally heart-stopping grin.


  I knew it was crazy, but I couldn’t help but wonder if he too felt this connection between us and if so, what did it mean.


  


  [image: ]


  


  The bright lights of the bar came on signaling it was now time to go, leaving me with a feeling of instant disappointment. We had been talking for hours. It was odd having such an intimate conversation in the middle of a packed bar, but Jamieson had a way of making me feel like I was the only person in the room. Our friends were also getting to know each other and seemed to be thoroughly enjoying themselves.


  “Your house, JW?” I heard Derrick ask from behind me.


  “Ladies would you like to continue this back at my place?” Jamieson asked.


  I looked at Audrey and Olivia for any hesitation.


  “Let’s do it,” Livy said boldly.


  Jamieson let out a light laugh. “Well after you.”


  He ushered me out of the bar with the rest of our friends never leaving my side. When we got to the parking lot he hesitated just for a moment before crossing the street to catch up with his friends who were waiting next to a black Cadillac Escalade.


  Livy had driven her charcoal Audi so we piled in to follow the guys to their house.


  It only took us a few minutes to get to Huntsville Mountain. We pulled off the main road and onto a long gated driveway. It was no secret Jamieson was wealthy and I should have guessed he would live in this neighborhood, but still I was taken aback as we passed mansion after mansion. We finally pulled up to a sprawling southern estate. As I watched the large house grow in size as we approached, I felt my stomach dip low in my belly. I was clearly playing outside of my league.


  We pulled up next to the Escalade and proceeded to bail out of the car. Audrey and Livy excitedly chatted about the beautiful home we were entering. Jamieson stood on the front porch in front of a massive set of dark black wood doors.


  “Ladies,” he greeted my friends as he guided them inside. I was close behind but taking my time. When I reached Jamieson he flashed me his sexy grin. “Welcome to my home, Jenna.” I didn’t know what to say so I just smiled shyly in return.


  Jamieson followed close behind me as I made my way down the front hallway. I could hear Derrick and Julian entertaining the girls nearby.


  “Would you like a tour?”


  “Yes, very much so,” I said eagerly.


  Jamieson smiled and led me through the house to a beautiful sprawling living room. It was gorgeous with its slate gray couches and dark wood flooring. There was a huge TV mounted inside a beautiful white wood built-in that showcased a cozy fireplace. In front of the couches there was a very inviting plush cream rug. I immediately pictured lying on the gorgeous rug snuggled in front of the roaring fireplace with Jamieson. I felt my cheeks flush from my fantasy.


  “And through here?” I asked trying to distract myself from my overactive imagination.


  I began walking toward the voices I heard earlier. I didn’t have to go far before I was in the middle of a massive ivory white kitchen filled with our friends. If there was a kitchen to end all kitchens this would have been it. All the appliances were commercial grade stainless steel. The cabinets were white with glass fronts. I was impressed at how organized all the dishes were aligned, especially since Jamieson was a bachelor. That was not something a boy would typically be concerned about, but then again, Jamieson Wellington was surprising me at every turn.


  “You have a beautiful home, Jamieson.” Audrey told him as he fixed a drink from the bar that ran along the far wall of the kitchen.


  “Thank you.”


  “How many rooms is it?” she quizzed him. Audrey had always been interested in architecture and interior design so I could only imagine what she was thinking.


  “Five, but one bedroom I made into a study so really six,” he said nonchalantly handing me a drink as well.


  “Seems a bit big for a single guy,” Livy piped up from across the room.


  “Oh I don’t live here alone. Derrick and Julian live here with me,” he clarified.


  “So like a mini frat?” Livy suggested, clearly trying to get a reaction.


  Julian let out a low chuckle. “Something like that.”


  “More like a mini playboy mansion.” Derrick chimed in.


  His statement sent a pang of jealousy shooting through me. I knew I had no right to feel that way considering this was only the second encounter I’d had with Jamieson, but the idea of half-naked girls running through this house sent ice water coursing through my veins.


  “I think its GTA time!” Julian shouted.


  “Let’s do it!” Derrick agreed as he grabbed a couple beers from the fridge.


  “What the fuck is GTA?” Liv asked the obvious question.


  “Grand Theft Auto, baby.” Julian said excitedly.


  “You mean the video game?” I asked totally perplexed at the thought these full grown men would be this excited over a video game.


  “Not just a video game—the best video game ever made!” Julian replied. The guys must have finally understood that Audrey, Livy and I had no idea what they were talking about. I’m sure our faces gave us away.


  “Looks like we have three virgins here,” Derrick sneered and made his way to the living room with his beers.


  “Well come on ladies, we are about to show you what the hype is all about,” Julian clamored. Audrey and Olivia followed behind him totally laughing at his boyish excitement.


  I stole a look at Jamieson to see if he shared Derrick and Julian’s obvious video game obsession. He gave nothing away. He was softly looking at me with a light smile. I shuddered lightly under his gaze.


  “We haven’t finished our tour.” he reminded me, never breaking our connection.


  “Sorry. I would love to see the rest of the house.”


  Jamieson lead me through the entire downstairs. There were three bedrooms on the first floor. Derrick and Julian lived on the downstairs floor. Each of their large rooms had their own en-suite bathrooms, which put most master bedrooms to shame. There was also an additional full bathroom downstairs and a home gym.


  “Wow, I can’t even imagine what you would need an upstairs for.” I said to him as we circled back toward the massive staircase in the front hallway.


  “Let me show you.” A smirk spread wide across his lips as he led the way upstairs.


  At the top of the beautiful dark wood staircase, I could see inside what I assumed to be Jamieson’s study. There was an enormous wood L-shaped dark desk that held multiple computer screens.


  “Your office?” I asked.


  “Yes.” He led me inside.


  It was exactly how I pictured it to be, sophisticated and intimidating, much like Jamieson himself. I examined the many shelves and framed diplomas on the wall.


  “You graduated from the University of Alabama?”


  “Rolltide.” he said, grinning at me.


  “That’s too bad and here I thought you were damn near perfect.” I kidded.


  “That makes two of us. I’m not usually attracted to Big Orange fans.” His confession left me slightly breathless. He was attracted to me. There it was, the confession I could feel deep down in my bones, but the real question was what did he plan on doing about it?


  


  CHAPTER THREE


  


  


  I squinted my heavy eye-lids half open. I didn’t recognize my surroundings. I willed myself to try to sit up but the minute I tried to move I felt like I was going to puke. Maybe I had already puked, I felt like absolute hell. My head pounded incessantly and all my limbs felt like they were bruised. I knew I was in a bed but the real question was where?


  “Good morning, baby.” That voice broke me out of whatever stupor I was in. I snapped my eyes open to see a very naked Jamieson Wellington coming out of the bathroom. I quickly scanned my surroundings. I was not in my hotel room with Audrey and Olivia. No, I was in massive suite which I assumed belonged to none other than Jamieson Fucking Wellington and much to my absolute horror, I was stark naked in his damn bed.


  I quickly began wrapping up in the blankets to shield myself from him. I leaned over the bed looking for my dress but it was nowhere in sight.


  “Looking for your clothes?” He asked with a mischievous smile that made me want to jump up and slap his face. He strolled over to me, lightly tossing a robe from the bathroom in my direction.


  I ducked under the covers and tightened the robe around me. My mind was trying like crazy to remember what the hell happened last night but the last thing I can remember was dancing with Audrey and Olivia. What had I done? Did I just destroy my entire universe in one drunken night?


  I snapped. “Jamieson, what in the fuck happened last night?”


  “You don’t remember?” He said looking slightly amused which pissed me off even more. I was going to be sick any second and this dip shit wanted to play games with me.


  “I wouldn’t ask if I remembered!”


  “Look at your left hand maybe it will remind you.” He barked. Why the hell was he getting pissed off? I was the one who just fucking cheated on their fiancé!


  I glanced down at my left hand trying to solve the riddle but what I saw there only brought a flood of questions. My simple solitaire diamond ring from Cain had been replaced by three massive round diamonds that were clustered with smaller diamonds all around them. But even more perplexing was there was a second ring that sat beside it. A massive stunner, it too dripping in perfect sparkly diamonds.


  “Whose rings are these?” I asked my voice shaking in fear for the answer to come.


  “Yours.” Jamieson replied, not looking at me. He was reading a newspaper and drinking coffee at a round table across the room. His nonchalant behavior was getting on my last nerve. He could care less that my life was totally imploding right in front of him.


  “Who gave them to me?” I tried again to gain answers.


  Jamieson neatly folded his paper and placed it on the table. He then turned and looked at me, examining me for a long while before he simply stated, “I did.”


  “But why?” My voice pleaded for him to put me out of my misery and just tell me how bad I royally fucked up.


  “Because you’re my wife, Jenna,” he stated coolly and without emotion. I peered down at the rings on my left hand once again. I had hoped they had disappeared and this was all just a figment of my imagination, but no such luck. I closed my eyes willing myself to get control but my body had other ideas. I shot straight out of bed and raced to the bathroom just in time to empty the contents of my stomach in the toilet. Oh God, what the hell have I done?


  I don’t know how long I had been locked in the bathroom of Jamieson’s luxury suite. I’m guessing an hour, maybe two. I had nothing more to throw up. I had stopped dry heaving about twenty minutes ago. I drank a few sips of water from the faucet and have yet to puke that up so I’m hoping that means I was getting better. I started thinking about getting up and going out there but I didn't want to face him. I didn't know what to say. Apparently I got married to my ex last night but I have no memory of it. How did this happen? Who has a Bachelorette party and ends up getting married to their ex instead? What am I going to tell Cain? What am I going to tell my family? This could not possibly get any worse.


  As I laid on the cool tile floor having my silent freak out, I heard knocking at the door. I waited to hear Jamieson answer but the knocking just continued. I tried to ignore it but then I thought maybe it was Audrey and Olivia coming to find me so I got up.


  I dizzily made my way out of the bathroom. I looked around for Jamieson but he wasn’t in the room. I opened the door and a young man in a black suit greeted me. “Hello, Mrs. Wellington, I have come to deliver your dry cleaning.”


  The young man handed me a hanger covered in clear plastic which was obviously my dress from last night. “Uh…thank you.” Crap, where is my purse he needs a tip.


  “Your wedding dress has also been cleaned. It is being boxed up and will be shipped to your home per Mr. Wellington’s request.” Dress? What wedding dress? My wedding dress is at home in Alabama waiting for me to do my final fitting.


  The young man continued to smile at me waiting for his tip. “I’m sorry I can’t find my purse —”


  He immediately cut me off. “Oh your husband has already taken care of my tip, Ma’am. Thank you for your kindness.” Of course Jamieson had tipped him in advance. The man has more money than he knows what to do with.


  “Well thank you.” I said attempting to retreat back into the room.


  “You’re welcome and congratulations Mrs. Wellington.” he blurted out before I closed the door on him. Mrs. Wellington? I was supposed to be Mrs. Stratford. I needed to get out of here and fast, so that maybe I could try to undo some of this colossal damage.
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  As soon as I stopped throwing up for the second time that morning I pulled on my freshly cleaned dress from last night and made my way downstairs to the suite I shared with Audrey and Olivia.


  I still didn’t know where my purse was so I banged on the door praying that by some miracle someone was inside the room.


  “There you are! Where the fuck have you been?” Olivia fumed as she pulled open the door.


  I took a steadying breath before I continued through the door. “I was with Jamieson.”


  “Obviously.” Livy grumbled as she shut the door.


  “What the heck happened last night, Jenna? We were worried sick. You left your purse with your phone in the club.” Audrey questioned me from the corner of the room.


  “I honestly don’t know what happened guys. I’m freaking out right now. All I know is I woke up naked in Jamieson’s bed.” I swallowed down another lump of bile as I relayed what bit of information I knew.


  “Oh shit. You did what?” Livy screeched.


  “Oh no, Jenna, you didn’t.” Audrey whispered sympathetically.


  Watching their reactions to my confession was horrible. I knew they wouldn’t judge me for what mistakes I had made. They would walk this painful journey with me because they were my friends and that’s what friends do for one another. This was supposed to be a happy time but I had single-handedly destroyed all of it and I couldn’t be more ashamed.


  “It gets worse.” I choked out. I knew I had to tell them. They would surely spot the giant ring on my left hand that wasn’t Cain’s.


  “WHAT IS THAT?” Olivia demanded yanking my hand up to her face to examine the shiny bling on my left hand. Busted.


  “Apparently we also got married last night.”


  “You did what?” Audrey said jumping up from the bed to get a closer look.


  “I don’t remember any of it. I guess I blacked-out at some point. The last thing I can remember was dancing with you guys at the club.”


  “Do you remember dancing with Jamieson?” Olivia pressed.


  “No. When was I dancing with him?”


  “You guys danced most of the night.” Audrey offered.


  “Did you see me leave with him?” And why didn’t you try to stop me?


  “No you two sat down at some point and were talking for a very long time. Audrey and I didn’t want to interrupt because we thought maybe you two were finally getting some closure about the past. I’m so sorry, Jenna, we should have never left you alone with him.” Livy looked distraught.


  “It’s not your fault. Regardless of whether I was drunk or sober I made my bed.”


  “I knew I shouldn’t have listened to Derrick.” Audrey muttered.


  “What are you talking about Audrey?” I asked her quizzically.


  “Well, when we all returned to the table after dancing and you were gone I wanted to try to find you but Derrick told me to not interfere with whatever was happening. He told me that Jamieson needed to tell you things before you married Cain. I thought you guys just went somewhere quiet to talk. He said Jamieson had specifically come to Vegas to see you. I should have never listened to him.” She looked up at me with regret woven throughout her face.


  “Audrey it’s not your fault at all. I did this.” I felt horrible seeing my friend attempting to shoulder this burden for me.


  “So what do you want to do, Jenna?” Livy asked the million dollar question.


  “I need to go home so I can sort this all out.” I told them in a somber tone.


  “I’ll call the airline and get us tickets.” Audrey grabbed her phone.


  I stood there unmoving for a long time listening to Audrey hurriedly chat with a representative from the airline. Olivia began packing items up around the room. I listened to the calm chaos unfolding in the room around me and I willed myself to not get sick again.


  “Jenna can I ask you something?” Olivia's voice dragged me back to reality.


  “Yeah.” I didn’t look at her; I just kept staring out the window to the busy strip below.


  “Where is Jamieson now?”


  “I don’t know, Liv. When I woke up he was in the room. I was confused and I asked him to tell me what happened but he didn’t, not really. He just told me to look at my left hand. I got sick after that and locked myself in the bathroom. He left while I was in there.”


  “Fucking prick.” Livy muttered as she tossed some clothes at me from my bag. “Go change, we are going to get you home.”
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  It only took three hours and I was seated in between my two best friends on a flight back home to Huntsville. I had no idea what I was going to do once I returned home but at least I wouldn’t be stuck in Las Vegas with my horrible new husband.


  “Okay here’s the way I see it.” Liv said looking at her phone. “We have exactly 87 days to get you unmarried as Mrs. Wellington so you can get remarried as Mrs. Stratford.”


  “Liv–”


  “No, wait hear me out. We will get your marriage with Jamieson annulled and then you can get married to Cain. No one has to know Jenna. Audrey and I will take this to the grave for you.”


  “Of course we will and I have a few favors I could call in to get your annulment pushed forward.” Audrey offered enthusiastically.


  I knew they would take this with them to the grave if I asked it of them, but the problem was—I would still have to live with it until I met my grave and that I couldn’t do. I may have my flaws but I am an honest person and I couldn’t live with myself deceiving Cain that way. I had made up my mind sitting in the airport waiting for our plane. I had to tell him and let the chips fall where they may. There was no going back now, there was only forward and forward was going to beyond suck.


  “Thanks guys, but I can’t do that. I need to be honest with Cain. It’s the right thing to do.” I told them with determination.


  “Well we will be right by your side the entire time.” Liv and Audrey each took one of my hands. I felt a tear slide down my cheek as our plane propelled us forward deeper into my worst nightmare. Dear Lord, please see me through this.


  


  


  CHAPTER FOUR


  


  


  July 10, 2009…


  It had been almost one month since I first stepped foot in Jamieson Wellington’s house. I have been back several times but regardless, I always got extremely nervous driving down that long private driveway.


  Tonight he had invited me to come over to watch a movie with him. I knew for a fact the guys were out. Audrey and Olivia were meeting up with them at Havens for drinks. Tonight we had the house to ourselves. Jamieson and I had been on a total of three dates but he had yet to really make a move. He was taking things painstakingly slow and it was killing me. Every second I was with him I waited; full of anticipation for that moment when he would let go of his carefully crafted boundaries. He had kissed me on several occasions but it was always just a gentle greeting or quick farewell. My mind craved more and my body demanded it. I was so tightly wound I felt like I could explode into flames at any moment of the day.


  I pulled my car up behind Julian’s large Escalade that was sitting in the driveway. I took a steadying breath, checked my lip gloss in my rear view mirror and pushed the door open. As my eyes drew up toward the house I could feel him watching me. He was on the front porch in a worn pair of jeans and he was barefoot. The second our eyes met I felt my heart rate pick up and my stomach did a huge flip low in my belly. This man does sexy like it is his freaking day job.


  “Hey baby,” he said, pulling me to his huge chest and kissing my forehead lightly.


  “Hi Jamieson,” I greeted him shyly, hugging him back.


  “Are you ready for our movie night?” he asked leading me into the house.


  “Yes. What are we watching?” I asked curious.


  “I have choices. I’ll let you pick.”


  I followed him down the hall to the large living room. He strolled over to the large built-in shelves below the television. He pushed the wooden doors back to reveal row after row of DVD’s.


  I perused his collection of movies for several minutes before I found one of my all-time favorite films. I quickly latched onto the case and handed it to him with a smile.


  “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he stated, looking at my selection.


  “What you don’t like that movie?” I felt a wave of disappointment.


  “No. I love this movie. It is my all-time favorite. I just didn’t take you for a Wyatt Earp fan.” He said still looking surprised.


  “I’ll be your huckleberry.” I stated with a sexy smile.


  “That’s from Tombstone not Wyatt Earp.”


  “I know. Tombstone is a close second favorite, but I prefer a Kevin Costner Wyatt to a Kurt Russell Wyatt.” I told him honestly.


  Jamieson didn’t say anything he just smiled at me mischievously. When I felt like I couldn’t take it any longer I turned my head to the side, but his large hands grabbed the side of my cheeks and he pressed forward crushing his lips to mine. It took me a half a second to register what was happening before I greedily leaned forward opening my mouth to him. He immediately took control taking ahold of my hip with one of his hands guiding me squarely in front of him. He was ravenous, taking what he wanted from my lips and giving me so much in return. My head was swimming with desire and I loved every second of it. One thing was for sure. I had never in my life been kissed like this and I had a sinking suspicion Jamieson Wellington was the only man on earth capable of such a feat.


  Jamieson lightly guided me backward while continuing to madly kiss me. When the back of my calves hit the side of the couch he lowered me to the soft fluffy cushions below. He broke our kiss as he climbed on top of me. His eyes roamed my face studying me. I felt myself get flushed from his intense gaze.


  “You continue to surprise me, Jenna.”


  A small smile spread on my lips. “Is that a bad thing?”


  “Not in the least.” He said before he pressed his lips back down on top of mine.


  I was getting drunk his kisses when I felt things take that inevitable shift from casual make-out to lust-filled frenzy.


  Jamieson shifted above me sitting up. He lightly lifted the hem of my silk top up my torso. He did it painstakingly slow and I knew it was to give me time to object, but of course I did no such thing. When he lightly tossed my top on to the floor next to us I let out a small gasp. I wasn’t even sure I actually had made a sound until I saw Jamieson’s face. His eyes were hooded with desire as he watched me lying there half-naked on his couch. But it wasn’t just desire that was revealed, his eyes also sparkled with something I had never seen in a man’s eye before, the only way I can describe it was pure rapture.


  As that revelation hit me I sprang forward almost attacking Jamieson, pulling at his t-shirt and kissing him with passion. He met my eagerness in stride and helped pull his shirt over his head and tossed it behind the back of the couch. I pulled at my navy blue lacy bra until it too found its way to the floor. The second my breasts were exposed I felt a wave of nervousness at being so revealed, but Jamieson washed all those thoughts from my mind as he lowered his mouth to my rosy nipples. His warm mouth felt like pure ecstasy. I lifted my rib cage and chest up toward Jamieson in appreciation. He received my invitation and hungrily wrapped one of his large arms around my torso locking myself to him. I felt his free hand begin to wander down under my jeans and I stiffened slightly. It was an involuntary reaction more than anything, but it was enough to make Jamieson pause.


  “I’m sorry I’m going too fast,” he apologized as he gently pulled his hand out from underneath my jeans.


  “No, no sorry it’s just…” What do I freaking say now? No it’s just me?


  “Jenna, what is it? Did I do something wrong?” his voice reflected the concern showing on his face.


  My heart raced with worry. I didn’t want Jamieson to stop, but I am just not really experienced. Sure I had had sex before, but the grand total of six times that I had done it with my college boyfriend couldn’t have prepared me for this.


  “No you didn’t. I’m just I’m not very good at this.” I told him shyly with red growing across my cheeks.


  “I don’t really know what that means, Jenna.” Crap what do I say? Do I tell him the truth?


  “I just mean…I uh…I am not very experienced is all,” I blurted out.


  I didn’t want to look at him but I was curious to see how he would take that information. When I did finally meet his gaze, what I saw shocked me yet again. I had thought I might see confusion or rejection but instead I was met with wantonness.


  “I know that.”


  “You do?” He did?


  “Yes.” Oh great, it was that obvious.


  I attempted to retreat backwards on the couch a bit to escape his overwhelming presence.


  Two large hands pinned me down halting my movement. “That isn’t a bad thing, Jenna.” He let out a deep sigh and softly glided his hands up to rest on my shoulders. “I knew you were innocent, Jenna. That is part of the reason I was attracted to you the first night we met.”


  “Oh,” I replied trying to reconcile what he was saying with my brain.


  “Jenna, are you a virgin?”


  His words shocked me at first. He thought I was a virgin? Really? I may not be experienced but I am by no means a virgin.


  “No!” I exclaimed.


  “I’m sorry. I just had to ask.” Jamieson looked a bit sheepish now.


  I didn’t know what to say to him after that. He had thought I was a virgin, which I was not but now I wondered if he was disappointed at that fact. “Look I’m not a virgin but I might as well be one. I have only had sex a handful of times with my college boyfriend.” I couldn’t have screwed this up more if I tried. He probably thinks I am a total spaz and wants nothing to do with my crazy ass. This man can have his pick of women and I can almost guarantee they are playing with a much better skill set than I am.


  I reached down to grab my top from the floor, but Jamieson again stopped me. “Look, you can’t say things like that to me, okay?” He reached up and ran his long fingers threw his sandy blonde hair. I yearned to do the same thing but I had dowsed the entire situation with some ice-cold water with my inexperience. “You can’t tell me things like that.” he repeated again.


  “Okay…” I was beyond confused. Was he mad that I wasn’t a virgin or that I might as well be one?


  He must have noticed my puzzlement because he let out deep sigh and started again. “I can’t hear about you being with another man, Jenna. I don’t ever want to hear about that. While you are with me it is only you and me baby, we are the only ones that exist. Do you understand me?” Whoa, not what I expected.


  “Alright.”


  “For the record you being a virgin wouldn’t have scared me, in fact it probably would have driven me insane, but it also would mean I couldn’t ravage you the way I intend to,” he confessed with the sexiest grin. I felt my stomach plummet to the bottom of my long torso at his words.


  He pushed me down so my back was once again flat against the couch as he climbed back on top of me. My mind went completely still as he began kissing me hungrily. I wanted this man. With my ex, I had been more than a willing participant in our limited sexual escapades but—I didn’t crave his touch, I didn’t burn for him, not like I do with Jamieson.


  It was that realization that spurred something alive inside me and I began ripping at Jamison’s buttons on his jeans. I was desperate to see all of him and feel his skin on my own. He let out a deep growl and helped me undo his pants. In one fluid movement his pants and boxers were off. A wave of anxiousness hit me as it occurred to me that it was now my turn. Jamieson took his time undoing my jeans and sliding them slowly down my legs. Once he cast them aside next to the couch his eyes settled on my one remaining clothing item, my navy lace thong.


  “Are you sure, Jenna?” he questioned, quickly glancing up at me.


  “Yes,” I whispered.


  He then slipped his fingers inside the waist of my lacy thong and pulled it too from my body. When the cold air from the air conditioning hit me I immediately felt a bit embarrassed, I was more than ready for Jamieson. He had worked me up into a total frenzy that my body had betrayed me and was surely revealing how much I wanted him.


  Jamieson wasted no time. He slid down my body settling between my legs. As I realized what he was about to do next panic struck me.


  “Jamieson I…I never…” I couldn’t find my words. I couldn’t think at all but I was still nervous as to what was to come.


  “I know baby, just relax.” he said simply before his mouth met my pink soft folds. I shuddered from the intensity and the warmth of his tongue.


  “Amazing, fucking amazing.” Jamieson muttered softly before thrusting his tongue deep inside of me. I let out a deep gasp in return.


  My limited sexual experiences had never included this, but I was quickly seeing what I was missing. It felt amazing and I was positive Jamieson Wellington was more than equipped to show me what the hype was all about.


  It didn’t take long for me to feel the incredible burning low in my belly and I knew I was close to being a goner. Jamieson must have known this too because he seemed to only increase his intensity as I climbed higher and higher. When I finally came apart and let go it was the most overwhelming feeling. I had obviously had orgasms before but this was different, there was something primal that broke free in me. I had cracked and lost all control. My body was no longer my own, it was completely Jamieson’s and he knew it.


  “You are so gorgeous, baby.” He slid back up my body and reached across me to get something out of the small table next to the couch.


  I watched as he pulled a small foil package out of the drawer from the table. He quickly opened it and began rolling it on his incredible length. I hadn’t had time earlier to fully appreciate all of Jamieson before, but now I had a full view of him and all his glory. Looking at him, I felt uneasy as I tried to calculate exactly how his long thick length would fit inside of me.


  He noticed my panic because he simply smiled up at me and said “Relax, remember?”


  I tried to do as he said but it was difficult. I am not the type of person that can just shut my brain off easily; it seems to always be on overdrive analyzing everything.

  “I promise I will make this feel good, baby.”


  I felt Jamieson position himself at my entrance and took in a deep breath right before he began pushing inside me. I remembered the first time I had sex and the tight pain that accompanied it. This was thankfully not as uncomfortable but there was a slow burn and tightness as Jamieson intruded his way to my inner depths.


  He paused when he was seated completely within me. I let out a labored breath and gripped his back. I was more than ready for him.


  “I’m going to move now, okay?” he asked looking deep into my eyes.


  “Okay.” I shut my eyes, preparing for the ecstasy that I knew awaited me.


  “Look at me, Jenna. I want you to look at me, baby.”


  I pried my eyes open and found his hungry eyes waiting for me. The minute our eyes met I felt what I always felt when I looked deep into his beautiful navy eyes; complete desire. It was our own form of silent communication. To an outsider it probably would look like nothing more than attraction between us, but what was truly happening was so much more. Looking back it was even more than I could totally understand.


  


  


  CHAPTER FIVE


  


  


  It was Sunday and I knew he would be home from Vegas finally. I had spent the last two days holed-up in my apartment contemplating my next move. Audrey and Olivia had come over several times to check on me and offer their support, but I knew I would have to go the next step alone. I needed to go see Cain. I had avoided talking to him on the phone because I didn’t want to admit I was home yet. I needed time to think and get a clear plan. I had done that and now I knew the time had come for some serious confessions, but first I needed the engagement ring Cain had given me. I didn’t know for sure if Jamieson had it or not but it was my only hope. There was a chance I may have lost it, but something told me Jamieson had it.


  I pulled into that long gated driveway and I felt completely nauseous. The last time I had driven down this road I was fleeing with only tiny scraps of what used to be my heart. I vowed that day I would never return but here I was.


  I parked my car and stormed up to the large wooden door punching the doorbell button.


  “Well look what the cat drug -in. You bring your stuff?” Julian asked between taking huge bites of his sandwich he was eating.


  I glared at him. “Where is Jamieson?”


  “Upstairs,” he jerked his head in the direction of the stairs.


  I didn’t say anything further I just continued past him and up the stairs.


  “Keep it down you newlyweds.” Julian hollered back at me as I made my ascent. So he had told his friends, interesting.


  When I reached his bedroom door it was closed. I pounded on it with my fist.


  The door swung open and I came face-to-face with a very pissed off looking Jamieson Wellington.


  “Jenna,” he said my name bitterly.


  “I need the ring Jamieson.” There was no need for chit-chat, I was all business.


  “You have a ring. Actually you have two from what I can see.” he replied looking down at my left hand.


  “Cut the shit. Where is it?” I narrowed my eyes and balled my fists willing myself to hold back.


  “Why do you need it?”


  “Because it’s mine and I need it back. Just give it to me.” I was exasperated with his games.


  “Tell me why,” he challenged.


  “Fine! Obviously I will have to give it back to him when I go tell him that I fucked you and married you instead at my Bachelorette party. I can’t imagine he will want to marry me now.” I was shaking with rage. Jamieson had always had a way of making my crazy and it seems nothing had changed in that department.


  Jamieson didn’t say anything he just retreated into his room. I didn’t follow, I couldn’t, that room held too many memories of us.


  “Here.” He held out a small red Cartier box.


  “Thank you.” I pulled back the lid on the box to make sure my engagement ring was in fact inside. To my relief it was. I pulled off the rings on my left hand and offered them to Jamieson. “Here these are yours.”


  “No I bought them for you. They are yours.” He pushed my hand away.


  “Whatever.” I snapped, sliding them in my jeans pocket. I turned and headed back down the stairs. I knew we had more to discuss, but first I needed to talk to Cain. The rest could be sorted out later.


  When I reached the bottom stair I heard a female’s voice behind me. I told myself not to look back but I did it anyways.


  “Who’s that, baby?” A very scantily-clad brunette purred as she came to stand next to Jamieson at the top of the stairs. He had come out of his room to watch me leave. Apparently they both had. Well I hoped she heard my little outburst about her boyfriend being married to me!


  “Fucking classic!” I screamed with a glare before slamming the front door behind me.


  When I got into my car and headed down the long driveway I let the tears freely fall. I knew I shouldn’t let him affect me that way but I couldn’t help it, he had wrecked me and not just once. I kind of always knew he would, but back then I had hoped it would be in the good way, not in the life-destroying, soul-crushing, never-going-back kind of way. Shit, was I ever wrong!
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  I pulled up to the townhouse that I had practically been living at for the last year. Cain had purchased it after we had graduated law school and passed the bar in Alabama. I parked the car and hesitated fighting the waves of nausea that were hitting me. I pulled out the ring Cain had given me from my sleek black leather hand bag and slipped it on my left hand one last time.


  Cain answered the door right away looking happy to see me home safe and sound from my trip to Vegas. I felt horrible knowing I was about to ruin everything we had created.


  He moved paper work and his laptop off the sofa to make room for us to sit down. I knew he had a huge case he was working on and he was spending every waking minute writing his brief.


  “So tell me, how was Vegas?” he asked, grabbing us each a can of soda from the fridge.


  “Umm…well…we need to talk.” I watched his face turn from happy to concerned instantly.


  “Alright.” Shit, okay just calm down and do this.


  “I slept with someone.” Or just blurt it the fuck out!


  Cain didn't say anything, he just looked dazed.


  “I got drunk and don’t remember any of it. It was stupid and I feel so horrible. I’m so sorry, Cain.”


  He set his soda on the coffee table and scrubbed his hands over his face. “Did you use protection?” Wait what? Not exactly the question I was expecting.


  “I….I don’t know. I don’t remember and I didn’t ask him.” I told him shamefully looking at the ground.


  “I assume it was just a one night stand, am I wrong in that assumption?” Oh crap. I knew this question was coming but I still hadn’t decided how to answer it.


  “Yes, it was just one night,” I told him dully, leaving out the fact that it was with my ex. Cain knew about Jamieson but I don’t think he really understood how much had happened between us.


  Cain didn't respond. We instead sat in silence for a long time as I watched him contemplate what I had told him. It is incredibly painful watching someone you love digest the fact you have betrayed them.


  “I’m so sorry, Cain. I didn’t mean for this to happen.” I felt a lone tear slip down my cheek. I knew I had no right to be upset or cry. I was not the innocent party here, he was.


  “It’s alright.” He reassured me.


  My head snapped up and I searched his face to make sure I wasn’t just hearing things.


  “I understand. Things happen. You were drunk and you didn’t mean to do it. I’m not happy about it but I can’t say it changes the way I feel about you.”


  My mind raced to catch up to the situation. I couldn't believe this man was willing to forgive me so easily. He was truly amazing, which made the next part of this so much worse. I was full on sobbing now.


  “Cain I don’t deserve your forgiveness—”


  “I know that but I also understand it. You were distracted, you lost your way but now you’re home and you can refocus,” he told me. I didn’t know if he was trying to convenience me or just him.


  “No Cain you don’t understand I did something horrible, unforgiveable—”


  “I don’t care. I said I forgive you.” he told me again. Shit, now what do I do? I have to tell him that I’m married. He deserves the whole truth.


  “I’m married.” I shout out and the silence that consumed the room was deafening.


  “What are you talking about?” He looked more confused now than when I first admitted I cheated on him.


  “I also married him.” I choked out.


  “No…you can’t be. The wedding.” He was trying to soak in this latest dagger to the heart.


  “I know. I’m so sorry, Cain. It was the biggest mistake of my life and unfortunately I will be paying for it dearly.”


  “Jesus…I just can’t believe you would do this, Jenna. You have always been such a smart girl. I never thought you would do something this stupid.” I deserved that, and so much more.


  He stood up abruptly and started pacing the floor in front of the couch. I stood up as well as an attempt to distract him.


  “I know.” I whispered through my sobs.


  “The cheating I could handle. I mean who hasn’t right? But the fact you married this asshole, well that is a level of stupidity that is unforgivable.” There was anger in his voice. I had expected that.


  “I’m sorry.” I told him again.


  “Who do you think you are, fucking Britney Spears?” he was getting increasingly angry now. I didn’t move just stood like a statute in front of him. I deserved all of his hurtful words and more.


  “I made a horrible mistake.” I pleaded.


  “Horrible mistake doesn’t begin to cover it. Well I’m glad I found out now what kind of woman you really are. Do you even realize what you lost here today Jenna?”


  “Yes,” I squeaked out from underneath my tears.


  “I could give a shit less about you screwing some prick in Vegas. You are allowed your freedoms before we are married. Lord knows I have been using mine. But a drunken wedding in Vegas…that is beneath you, and me for that matter. I am being groomed to be the next Governor of this state and I will be damned if I have a slut for a wife by my side.”


  I was stunned but it only took a few seconds for his words to totally sink in.


  “What do you mean you have been using your freedom?” I asked pointedly.


  “Exactly what you fucking think it means! I have cheated on you more times than I can count. That’s what guys do; we aren’t made to just have sex with one woman. It goes against nature.”


  “You’re just saying that because you are hurt. I don’t believe you.”


  I watched as darkness washed over Cain’s face. “Do you remember Staci from study group?”


  I had hated Staci Crane, she was a huge slut. She wasn’t very smart but got by into law school by flirting and sleeping with guys to help her with her classes. She had claimed to have slept with Cain a few months after we started dating. I had confronted Cain but he assured me she was just trying to get under my skin and that he would never be interested in a girl like her. Clearly he lied.


  “I banged the shit out of her. And it wasn’t just once; it was all of law school.” His voice is so cold it sent a shiver down my spine. Mother-fucker!


  “You are a cold calculating piece of shit, Cain Stratford. You’re a sick bastard—”


  “I may be a bastard, but at least I won’t be marrying a cheap slut like you,” Cain said stalking forward into my space.


  His words stung me back to life. I ripped at the ring on my finger and tossed it at him before I ran out the door and slammed it behind me.


  I drove the short distance to my apartment. When I put the car in park, I finally let myself feel the full weight of the twisted scene settle in. I slammed my head down on the steering wheel and tried to grasp how I could have been so wrong about Cain Stratford.


  I sat like that a long time, crying and punching the steering wheel. When I finally took a deep breath and looked up at the porch light outside my apartment I saw him. He was standing there leaning against the wall fiddling with his expensive Rolex. Jamieson Wellington, my husband, had decided to pay me a visit. Fuck my life.


  


  


  CHAPTER SIX


  November 26, 2009…


  “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked Jamieson one last time before we got in his large pearly white Ford F250 King Ranch Edition. It still struck me as odd that even though Jamieson was extremely wealthy he drove a pickup truck. Granted, his truck was completely customized right down to the tan leather stitched seats. He also has other vehicles which included a black Aston Martin Vanquish and a 1956 Jaguar XK-140 Roadster. I personally enjoy the truck the most though; it suited him in some weird way.


  “Jenna I have already told you, I can’t wait to meet your family,” he said threading his fingers through mine and placing them on the center console between us.


  “I’m just warning you, my family is bat-shit crazy and holidays are notoriously insane at my house.”


  “Can’t wait, baby.” He flashed me a sexy grin as he steered the truck onto the main highway.
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  In only took us about thirty minutes to get across town to my parents’ home in Clifts Cove. Their house was a large, classically beautiful southern home. They both earned a good living. My father was a respected doctor and my mother helped run his office. They had met when they were in college and had been together ever since. They were more than a couple, they made an incredible team. I envied them.


  I could tell by the shiny tan Lexus sitting outside my parents’ house that my sister and brother-in-law were also here. My sister is three years older than me and looks like a human Barbie doll. Jacqueline had always been beautiful from the day she was born. She was tall, thin, and blonde with huge boobs. She was every guys “type.” As you can imagine having an older sister who was a total bombshell made you very susceptible to having lots of guy friends who constantly wanted to be invited over to catch a glimpse of the beauty you lived with. My sister however, could hardly notice guys drooling over her. She had always been less than impressed with most of the would-be suitors. I was shocked when several years ago she fell for a confident German man who took European suaveness to a whole new level. Don’t get me wrong, I love Lukas now, but he did take some getting used to. Bluntness is the norm with Lukas but you just have to remember he doesn’t mean to be rude he just speaks the truth of the situation as he sees it. English is his second language so sometimes things do get lost in translation, which provides us all with a good laugh. I was excited to introduce them to Jamieson but I was also scared because I had no idea what they would do or say. That was the beauty of my family, anything was possible.


  When we reached the front door I opened it walking hand-in-hand with Jamieson. He followed me down the hall toward the laughter coming from the living rom. They were in hysterics and I could only imagine what was happening.


  “I told you this was the greatest show ever!” Lukas exclaimed as we entered the outer edges of the room.


  “I don’t get it. They just take a bunch of B-level celebrities and lock them in a house for a couple of weeks?” my Mom asked, confused.


  “Yes it is brilliant,” Lukas argued.


  “More like ridiculous.” My Dad offered.


  I could now see what they were watching and I wish I could say I was shocked, but like I said earlier, anything could happen at my house.


  On the large mounted flat screen my entire family was watching an episode of the Surreal Life; trash T.V. at its finest. And it was of course that epic episode when a drunken Vern Troyer is so wasted he is peeing of the side of his motorized wheel chair. Yup, this was exactly what I feared.


  “Hey guys.” I piped up, attempting to distract them from their reality T.V. watching.


  “Oh honey, we didn’t hear you come in!” My mother jumped up from the large leather recliner she was sitting in.


  “Mom, this is Jamieson Wellington. This is my mother, Georgiana.” I said as Jamieson reached out to take my mother’s hand to greet her.


  My father also rose to greet us. “Hello Jamieson,” he said extending his hand.


  “This is my Dad, Dr. Harrison Middleton.”


  “Nice to meet you, sir,” Jamieson said in return shaking his hand as well.


  “That insane German man over there enthralled with crap T.V. is my brother-in-law, Lukas.” I pointed toward the crazy German.


  “Nice to meet you, bro.” Lukas nodded his head in our direction.


  My very pregnant sister slowly lifted herself from the couch to greet us.


  “Hello Jamieson.” She smiled warmly at him.


  “Hello Jacqueline,” he replied returning her warm smile.


  I instantly went still; I could tell they knew each other. There was something that passed between them, I saw it. I watched as my sister locked eyes with me trying to communicate something. I however, wasn’t getting whatever it was she was trying to tell me. My mind began to race with questions and it finally settled on one in particular, had my sister and Jamieson dated? They were closer in age and Jacks had always lived in Huntsville—she never left like I did, their paths could have easily crossed. Surely I would have known about it though, right? Jamieson would have said something, wouldn’t he?


  “Honey let me take your coats,” my mother interrupted my mini melt-down and took my jacket along with Jamieson’s.


  “I need to finish my cheesecake.” Jacqueline announced as she strolled into the kitchen with my mother hot on her heals; clearly she noticed something was off too and was determined to find out what the cause of it was.


  “I’m going to go help her. Are you okay in here with the guys?” I turned to ask Jamieson.


  “Of course, go help your sister and mother,” he kissed me on the cheek.


  “Jamieson can I get you a drink?” I heard my father ask as I left the room in search of my sister.


  In the kitchen, my mom and sister were working away and talking in a hushed tone. I didn’t waste any time, I needed to know how my sister knew Jamieson and now.


  “What is going on Jacks?” I asked leaning against the granite countertop with my arms folded across my chest.


  “What are you talking about, Jens?” She always called me Jens. My father had nicked named me Jens and my sister Jacks and the duo of Jacks and Jens had kind of just stuck all these years.


  “How do you know Jamieson?” I cut to the chase.


  “I don’t…well not really.” she responded quietly still stirring the mixture in the bowl in front of her.


  “What does that mean? Did you guys date or something?” Please Lord don’t let it be true.


  “No, we didn’t date,” she reassured me. “I dated his older brother, Ethan.” What?


  “You did?” I was in complete shock.


  “Yes. It was only for a few months, but I thought I was in love with him.” Jacqueline sighed and stopped working on her cheesecake to turn to face me. She placed her hands over her growing belly and I could see she was struggling with whatever she needed to say.


  “What happened? Tell me everything,” I pleaded with her.


  I watched her examine my face. She was contemplating how much she should tell me. I could see that clearly. She glanced toward the door for a quick second before she began. “There isn’t much to tell. We met through mutual friends and we had this amazing chemistry. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. It took me by complete surprise. I quickly fell for him, but it didn’t last. He cheated on me. It gutted me. I was a wreck for a long time. Then I met Lukas and my life finally began again.”


  I didn’t respond to her, I didn’t really know what to say. If Jacks and Ethan ever experienced anything remotely close to what Jamieson and I had, I could only imagine how much that must have hurt my sister.


  “Did you know about this?” I asked my mother who was quietly listening while continuing to work.


  “Yes, I did,” she said simply.


  “Mom helped me pull myself together.” Jacks shot an appreciative smile towards our mother. “To this day I don’t really know if it was just one-sided with Ethan, like a figment of my imagination or if it was real. It felt real to me at least,” she explained, giving me a sideways somewhat defeated smile.


  “I’m so sorry, Jacks. Why didn’t you ever tell me?” My sister and I had always been close but she had never mentioned Ethan Wellington or her epic heartbreak.


  “You were in school and you didn’t need to hear about my broken heart. I knew you would worry about me and I didn’t want that. It was bad enough I was going through it, I didn’t need you to go through it with me.”


  “You should have told me,” I scolded her.


  “Maybe so, but it’s in the past now. Life is funny that way, just when you think things couldn’t get worse something amazing can happen to turn it completely around.” She said rubbing her growing belly again. I knew she was talking about Lukas and it made me happy to know my sister had found her happiness.


  “So you met Jamieson during that time?” Even though Jacks had explained her relationship with Ethan, I still wanted to know how she had come to know Jamieson.


  “I only met him once; it was at some birthday party for one of their childhood friends. I only briefly talked to him.”


  “Hmm…” I said still contemplating how Jamieson clearly knew my sister and didn’t seem surprised to see her.


  “What?” she asked catching my suspicion.


  “It’s just that he acted as if he knew you more than that.”


  “Well maybe Ethan has told him about us and he put it together that we were sisters.” she offered.


  “Maybe.” I knew Jacks could tell that I wouldn’t just let this go.


  “If you’re that curious Jens, just ask him.”


  “I think I will.” I replied and began to turn to leave the kitchen in search of Jamieson.


  “Jens…” Jacks’ voice stopped me.


  “Yeah?”


  My mother had stopped cooking and was now looking at me along with Jacks. “Just be careful, okay? The Wellingtons are a strange and complicated family. You would be smart to keep your guard up.”


  I didn’t know exactly how to respond to everything she was saying so I just nodded and left the kitchen.


  Part of me wanted to drag Jamieson aside as soon as I could and demand to know what he knew of my sister and his brother, but another part of me said to be smart and ask when the time was right. I choose to go with the calm rational choice and bide my time until the right moment presented itself to ask him. If there is more to the relationship with him and Jacks it will come out. Secrets always have a nasty way of coming to the surface, eventually.
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  “Mr. and Mrs. Middleton, I must thank you for inviting me today. I have had a wonderful time.” Jamieson spoke from beside me. We had stuffed ourselves to the brim and were now relaxing in the living room.


  “It was our pleasure Jamieson,” my mother said warmly.


  “The food was amazing,” he complimented her.


  “Dude, just wait until Christmas. Mom goes all out.” Lukas exclaimed from the corner with Jacks sitting perched on his lap.


  “Well I’m afraid I will have to miss out on Christmas.”


  My heart fell to my ankles. We hadn’t really discussed our Christmas plans yet, but maybe Jamieson wasn’t planning on being around for much longer.


  Jamieson must have noticed my anxiety because he grasped my hand. “Actually I was going to ask you all if it would be alright if Jenna accompanied me to my family’s home in Aspen to celebrate Christmas.” He what?


  I looked up at Jamieson totally stunned. I hadn’t seen that one coming.


  “Of course! I’m sure Jenna would love to go with you,” my mother quickly answered.


  “What do you say Jenna?” Jamieson flashed me his sexy grin.


  “I would love to go with you,” I beamed.


  He kissed me lightly on the forehead and snuggled up against me on the couch. I couldn’t have been happier.


  “Alright, Thanksgiving tradition time!” Lukas said excitedly fiddling with the remote until he came to the movie he was searching for, National Lampoon’s Christmas Vacation.


  “Love this movie,” Jamieson responded to Lukas’ selection.


  “How could you not love Uncle Eddie?” I offered with a huge grin.


  Jamieson smiled back at me with warmth in his eyes. The others focused on the movie as it started but not us, we were lost in each other.


  As I settled into the couch more, I looked up to catch my sister staring at us. I knew she was analyzing us; the concern in her face gave it away.


  


  


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  


  


  “What do you want, Jamieson? Did you come to gloat?” I spat as I pushed past him flinging my front door to my apartment open.


  “Gloat? Why would I gloat?” he asked catching the door and following me inside.


  I tossed my purse on the couch and spun around to confront him.


  “Oh I don’t know…maybe because you ruined my life!” I yelled.


  Jamieson looked at the ground in shame, which pissed me off more.


  “He left me but that isn’t a surprise, is it?” I demanded.


  He continued to not say anything.


  The tears finally returned. I was a total mess but I didn't care, Jamieson needed to see what he had done to me.


  “He called me a slut after he admitted to cheating on me for basically our entire relationship.” I croaked out. I didn’t even think about it, I just vomited it up.


  Jamieson’s head snapped up. “He did what?” He demanded angrily. He stood up and I immediately grabbed his arm to stop him.


  “Let it go, Jamieson. I know what a piece of shit he really is now. You attempting to settle some score won’t do any good.” I said through my sobs.


  Jamieson growled something low I couldn’t hear and fisted his hands at his sides. “He had no right to do that.”


  “Yes he did! He should never have cheated on me, but I can’t blame him for calling me a slut. I slept with you while I was engaged to him. That pretty much makes me a slut.” I shrieked at him.


  Jamieson in two large steps closed the space between us and cupped my face. His large hands were enough to soothe any sting Cain had left behind. “You are not a slut, Jenna. Nothing you have done has ever made you a slut. I don’t want to hear you say that again, do you understand me?”


  His stormy blue eyes looked fierce as they searched mine. I took a small breath and lightly nodded my head in agreement.


  “I’m sorry you’re hurting, Jenna, but you need to realize it’s probably for the best that things ended,” he whispered softly, still holding onto me.


  “I know that now,” I said regaining my control and suddenly feeling way too close to him.


  His eyes were still searching mine. It was too much having him touch me. I took a large step backwards breaking our contact. “I need to be alone, Jamieson.”


  “Jenna…”


  “No Jamieson, please just go. I know we have stuff that needs to be worked out but I can’t think about it right now.” I pleaded with him.


  “Please, just let me be here for you.” He took a step toward me.


  I could tell he was being sincere but I also didn’t trust myself. I was vulnerable and apparently when it comes to Jamieson Wellington, I have zero self-control. He needed to leave, it was for the best.


  “I don’t think your girlfriend would appreciate that.” I said stone cold and with as much hatred as I could muster.


  He stopped his advance and raked his hands through his hair. “She is not my girlfriend.”


  “Okay. Well I don’t think your fuck-buddy would like that much.” At some point pure hatred is the last thing you can cling to in hopes of self-preservation and Lord knew I was clinging to a mountain of hate towards Jamieson Wellington.


  “She’s not—”


  I cut him off immediately. “She’s not what? Not your fuck-buddy? Well if she’s not your girlfriend and she’s not your wife? Then who the hell is she?”


  He didn’t answer he just glared at me.


  “Exactly. Goodnight, Jamieson.” I said walking to the door and holding it open, indicating it was past time for him to leave.


  He conceded and started out the door but when he got outside he stopped and turned to face me. “This is not over, Jenna. It’s far from over.”


  I scoffed at him and hurled the door shut in his face. I may be an absolute mess right now but I definitely didn’t need to complicate matters by getting myself sucked into the toxic world of Jamieson Wellington again. No, that chapter was hopefully going to be sealed shut just as soon as I could secure a quickie divorce.
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  “Okay do you want the good news or the bad news first?” Audrey asked while sipping her drink in the corner booth of our favorite happy-hour bar, Teds.


  I had been holed up in my house for nearly three weeks. I had only emerged to go to the grocery store and to the gym in the middle of the night. Thanks to Cain and his family’s deep ties to the legal community in Huntsville, I was unceremoniously fired from my job the next day after my boss cited the morality clause of my contract. In less than a month my entire life had imploded. My friends have been my only saving grace. I had of course told them about my painful confession to Cain and his equally painful response. Olivia had immediately responded that she had never really liked him and vowed that karma would catch up with him one day. Audrey handled things differently as I imagined she would. Audrey took Cain’s betrayal hard. She sat on my bed with me and cried. It made sense; Cain had been her friend along with mine in law school. His true colors were a hard thing to process but curiously not hard to believe. Both my friends had been checking on me every day, making sure I hadn’t quietly faded into insanity. They had been trying for weeks now to get me out of the house but each time I had refused until this evening when they gave me no choice.


  “The bad I guess…I mean how much worse can it really get?” I asked sucking back my second whiskey sour of the night.


  “Okay, so here is the deal….Elgin said the soonest the divorce can be finalized is ninety days.” I watched as my two best friends braced for my reaction to this news. Little did they know, I already knew this shitty piece of news. I had done my own research and found the ninety day time requirement. Thanks to the great State of Alabama I had to be married for at least ninety days before I could even attempt to dissolve my sham of a marriage. I appreciated Audrey contacting Elgin though. She had asked me who I wanted to use from our pool of classmates and Elgin was an easy choice. He had a large divorce practice in Huntsville and I knew he would be discreet, as he still owed me a favor from law school. I had saved his butt once in contracts class and he had never forgotten it.


  “Great, that means I will get to celebrate my birthday by filing for divorce. So what’s the good news?” I knew I was freaking them out with my unfazed attitude.


  “Uh yeah…Elgin also thinks you can get a large settlement from Jamieson. He thinks his people will want to keep this as quiet as possible.”


  That did surprise me. I hadn’t considered asking for a settlement; in fact the more I thought about it, the more I didn’t want one thing from Jamieson, especially his money.


  “I don’t want it,” I blurted out sternly.


  “Jenna, don’t you think you should at least think about this? I mean Jamieson can afford it, you know he can. This money could give you an opportunity for a fresh start. You could travel for a bit before you have to figure out your next move.” Olivia countered.


  “No. I don’t want any of his money. I don’t want anything from him, not anymore,” I told them resolutely.


  “Okay.” Audrey said acknowledging my determination.


  “Have you told you parents yet?” Olivia asked me.


  “No I plan on telling them tomorrow. I’m supposed to go over there for Sunday dinner.” I had been avoiding my entire family since I returned home. I didn’t want to tell them what happened with Cain and I also really didn’t want to have to tell them I was in fact married, to Jamieson. I knew there was no way around it though, I had to tell them.


  “Do you want us to go with you?” Livy offered.


  “No, I’ll be alright. I’ve already told my Mom that Cain and I are having problems so it’s not a complete shock to her when I tell her we called off the wedding. The shocking part will be when I tell her I’m already married to a fucking Wellington. So cheers to that!” I said holding up the last of my drink and chugging it back.


  My friends looked more than a bit concerned. I don’t blame them. I was pretty much self-destructing before their very eyes.


  “Where to next, gals?” I asked trying to change the subject and sound upbeat.


  “Gossips?” Audrey asked.


  “Let’s do it.” Olivia announced placing enough cash down on the table for all of our drinks and then some.


  Gossips was packed like usual. The house music thudded through the speakers amplifying my buzzed state. I had downed two tequila shots when I got in the bar. It seemed like the right thing to do at the time.


  “Let’s shake it, ladies,” Olivia led us all to the dance floor.


  Iggy Azalea’s Beg For It was playing as Livy led the way to the front of the bar toward the stage. It was a ritual for us to dance on the stage at Gossips. Once we waded our way through the large crowd of people packing the stage, we settled into a spot on the right of the DJ. I watched as my friends easily began swaying to the beat of the music and I followed along. I was hoping that some drunken dancing would finally take my mind off the fact my life had been turned upside down and I had no idea which way was up anymore.


  About a half an hour into dancing a group of good looking guys infiltrated our little dance party. I was now fully feeling my alcohol consumption enough to make a bold choice and begin provocatively dancing with one of the guys who was very tall dark and incredibly handsome. He was a good dancer and I enjoyed the way he was making my body feel. I guess that’s why I didn’t panic when he guided me back against the wall caging me in. I knew I was drunk, I knew I was past the point of making smart choices, but I also knew I didn’t care. I just wanted to feel something other than the pain from my reality.


  Tall, dark and handsome was running his hands down my sides and was just about to slip his hand under my tight black top when he was suddenly pushed aside. At first I thought it was just from the packed crowd of people on the stage but then my eyes focused on the flurry of activity a few feet away from me. It was Jamieson. He had shoved the guy away from me and was currently shoving him towards the back corner of the bar.


  “Well fancy seeing you here, Mrs. Wellington,” Derrick smirked, standing in front of me so I could no longer see what was happening in the corner. I did however; see Julian rush by looking furious. I knew Julian would stop anything from going too far, unlike Derrick.


  “What do you want, Derrick?” I demanded.


  “Me? I don’t want anything. I just came along to watch the shit show,” he explained through his giant grin.


  I pushed past him to find Audrey and Olivia looking just as stunned as I was at what had happened.


  “Ladies…can I offer you some drinks?” Derrick offered attempting to get us to leave the melee behind.


  “Sure,” I agreed in frustration letting Derrick lead the way toward the long L-shaped bar.


  “Pick your poisons,” he gestured toward the shelves behind the waiting bartender.


  “Tequila. Two shots please.” I said to the bartender ignoring Derrick and his jackassness.


  “Alright! Make that four,” Derrick exclaimed beside me.


  “Whoa Jenna, don’t you think you should slow it down a bit.” Olivia piped up knowing I was headed past buzzedville and straight to drunk town.


  “Yeah Jenna you have had a lot to drink already,” Audrey echoed Livy’s concerns.


  I scowled at both of them and slammed both shots back, one after the other.


  “Damn! She’s not joking around tonight ladies,” Derrick laughed and took his two shots.


  “No she is definitely not.” I heard Olivia mutter as I stormed off toward the bathrooms.


  I just about made it to the door of the ladies room when I felt someone slam me backwards and into the wall. It took me a second or two to register who it was but the second his hands held tight onto my wrists I knew it was him. My mind may have hated him but my body still craved his touch.


  “What the fuck do you think you are doing, Jenna?” he growled in my ear in a deep low tone.


  “Umm…having fun, duh.” I snapped back trying to pull myself away from him to no avail. “And how about it’s none of your fucking business.”


  He didn’t respond right away instead he just glared coldly at me for what seemed like forever. “That’s where you’re wrong Jenna; it is very much my business what my wife is doing.”


  I think it was the way he said wife that sent me over the edge. “Oh please, you don’t give a shit about me. You made that abundantly clear five years ago. So why don’t you just piss off!” I pushed him this time with as much force as I could muster. Jamieson didn’t move in inch but I did. The impact of hitting his broad chest was enough to make me sway off my six inch heels. I felt like everything was happening in slow motion. I could feel myself falling and trying to right myself but unsuccessfully. I then felt Jamieson’s large hands swoop out and steady me, pulling me safely against his chest.


  I wanted to swat his hands away and storm off defiantly but it was glaringly obvious that my alcohol was finally catching up with me.


  “Hey James, you got her?” Barry, our favorite bouncer asked him.


  Barry must have seen me almost fall. I knew he wouldn’t actually kick me out but I also knew that was his way of politely saying it was time for me to head home.


  “Yeah Barry, I got her,” he said still holding me plastered against his side.


  “Audrey and Olivia are over by the bar.” I craned my neck behind him in search of my friends.


  “I know.” He said simply and began dragging me with him through the sea of people toward the exit.


  “Jamieson…” I tried to protest. I wanted to find my friends.


  “Don’t argue, Jenna.” he growled pulling me through the exit and into the dark parking lot. He was still angry and I could give a shit less, I was angry too. I had been angry for five years.


  Unlocking his Ford truck, he opened the passenger door for me and held out his hand to help me climb up inside. I just scoffed at his offer and yanked myself up. He slammed the door shut behind me. He quickly hopped into the driver’s seat, starting the loud diesel engine.


  I didn’t speak a word as we made our way out of downtown Huntsville. It wasn’t until he turned onto the highway that panic struck me.


  “Where are we going?” I demanded.


  He didn’t say anything at first, he just took a in a deep breath and looked over at me for a half a second. “Home Jenna, I’m taking you home.”


  I knew he wasn’t talking about my apartment; no Jamieson Wellington was taking me to his grand mansion of horrors, the one place on earth I dreaded most.


  


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  December 24, 2009…


  “Good morning, baby.” Jamieson whispered in my ear gently waking me from my blissful sleep. We had traveled most of the night to get to Aspen. We were supposed to have left earlier in the week to meet up with Jamieson’s family, but an emergency business meeting came up and we had to wait until the day before Christmas Eve to travel. I was quickly coming to understand just how busy Jamieson really was. He was running his family’s large whiskey company basically on his own. Soon after we met, he had told me how his father had passed away suddenly from a heart attack two years earlier. At the time, Jamieson stepped up into his role at the family business. I had become used to the constant phone calls and endless meetings he had to attend. But no matter how busy Jamieson was, he still made me feel like a priority. I was falling hard, but as happy as things were, I still worried about him. He was stretched too thin. He tried to hide it from me but I saw it. More nights than I could count I would wake up alone in bed. I wouldn’t have to go far to find him, he was always in his enormous office just down the hall. Sometimes he would be awake staring at his multiple computer screens and other times he would be sleeping soundly on the leather couch. In the beginning I would make my presence known to him, which would inevitably end in another passion filled exchange that had fatigued me in the first place. Now, I didn’t disturb him when I found him in his office. I had decided it was best to give him that time to be undistracted.


  I was hoping this time in Aspen would help give him the rest I knew he desperately needed. We had gotten to his family’s large log home sometime in the wee hours of the morning. It was pitch dark out but the lights from the house reflected off the deep snow enough to lightly illuminate the impressive home. I shouldn’t have been surprised considering Jamieson’s own home was massive, but he had indicated the house in Aspen was more like a cabin. Well I certainly had not ever heard of a cabin having ten bedrooms, fourteen bathrooms and a freaking indoor pool. I hadn’t had time last night to truly appreciate the expansive home because it was so late and Jamieson had quickly whisked me upstairs to his room. I was exhausted from our red eye flight but once I was alone with Jamieson my body came alive. It seems he had also had a surge of energy as well.


  When I entered the large bedroom I was overwhelmed by the beauty of it. His room was the size of a small home. Just like throughout the beautiful log cabin there sky-high ceilings, exposed beams and rugged stone work. In the middle of the oversized room was a massive wood framed bed that matched the rest of the wood in the home. It had been made up with a cozy red plaid duvet cover and what seemed like a million white fluffy pillows. The gorgeous bed faced a stunning stone fire place that Jamieson immediately turned on. The dim light of the roaring fire illuminated the expansive windows that ran the length of the room. It was too dark to see what the view outside, but I was sure it would be equally as amazing as the rest of the home.


  “Come here, baby.” Jamieson purred from next to the fire.


  I obliged and readily went into his arms.


  “Thank you for bringing me here,” I whispered to him as we embraced watching the fire.


  “Thank you for coming with me. I have been counting down the hours until I could have you alone.”


  “Really?” I asked playfully.


  “You have no idea,” he declared before picking me up and carrying me to the bed.


  He lightly tossed me into the center of it and crawled on top of me. He had the look of a complete predator and I loved it. My body shuddered in anticipation of what was to come next. It was always like that between us. We had had sex more times than I could count but each time felt somehow new and different. My body craved him and betrayed me in the process. No matter how hard I tried to be unaffected by his wanton advances, I would crumble under his touch becoming his, always inexplicitly his.


  “What are you doing to me, Jenna?” he growled in my ear as he stripped away my clothes.


  “I don’t know. What am I doing to you?” I teased.


  I was now completely naked and I admired him as he began removing his shirt and jeans he had worn on the plane. When his shirt came off I sucked in a gasp of air. His body was perfection. I longingly gazed at his tight toned abs. I think that was my favorite part about his body… or second favorite part. First place will always be reserved for his large cock.


  Jamieson noticed me appreciating him because a wide grin spread across his face while he looked down at me. He was now completely naked hovering over my waiting body. Watching Jamieson like this, balancing above me always made me nervous. He was intimidating and allowing him this much control over me set butterflies loose in my belly.


  “You own me, Jenna Middleton.” He gazed deeply into my eyes.


  “I do?” I whispered back to him in astonishment.


  He grabbed my hands and placed the above my head holding them in one of his. He then pushed forward into me. I gasped as my body stretched to accommodate him and like usual he paused for a brief second to make sure I was ready for him.


  “You are the sexiest thing I have ever seen, do you know that?”


  I wanted to believe him but I had my doubts. After all this was Jamieson Wellington. He’d had his pick of women before me and I’m sure there was at least a couple that had me beat in the beauty department.


  I moaned low in his neck when he began increasing his pace and soothing that low ache deep within my core. I knew my release was coming and I knew it would be explosive when it happened. I was too worked up and Jamieson was determined to send me over the edge first.


  “Come for me, Jenna,” he growled as he pounded into me.


  His words were my undoing. I didn’t hold back I came apart screaming his name and clawing desperately at his back. Jamieson quickly followed, burying himself deep inside me. I fell asleep soon after, Jamieson rolled over and tucked me tightly against his body. Before I succumbed to the restful bliss I was seeking I said a silent prayer that Jamieson would sleep through the night and not leave my side.
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  It was late in the morning and we had finally emerged from our cozy bedroom. Jamieson went in search of his family members while I decided to get in the shower. I didn’t want to meet his mother and brother without the help of a warm shower.


  I had just turned off the water when Jamieson came into our spa like bathroom.


  “Seems as though Mom has gone into town already and Lord knows where Ethan is, so looks like we have the place to ourselves,” he said giving me a sly grin as he watched me wrap a white fluffy towel around myself.


  “Oh okay. I would love to see the house, just let me throw on some clothes.”


  “Who said you need clothes?” He stalked toward me.


  I tried my best to ignore his advances and turned toward the mirror and began brushing the tangles from my wet hair. He came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my body, trapping me between him and the counter.


  “Jamieson…” I began. Is there no end to this man’s appetite?


  “You are so gorgeous, baby.” He spoke smoothly into my ear while watching me in the mirror. “Look at yourself Jenna.” He tipped my chin so I looked back at him in the mirror.


  I felt my face redden under his scrutiny. I tried to look away but he forced me again to look into the mirror.


  “We will make beautiful children one day, baby.” He spoke quietly but with confidence, almost like he could see into the future. I didn’t know what to say to that. I was a tad shocked at his bold prediction and I was also overwhelmed with the possibilities that now bloomed forth in my mind.


  Jamieson smiled slyly as he watched my reaction to the weight of his statement. “I’ll let you finish up in here and I’ll meet you in the kitchen downstairs.”


  Typical Jamieson he had just dropped an emotional bombshell and then walked away like it was no big deal. He loved doing that to me. He knew how it would blow my A-type personality brain.


  When I finally wondered into the kitchen twenty minutes later it was empty. Jamieson must have decided to take a shower as well in one of the other million bathrooms. I made myself at home and began scrounging around for a coffee mug to get my morning fix of caffeine.


  I heard someone come down the hall behind me as I filled my cup. I assumed it was Jamieson so I didn’t turn around right away but as I became more aware that I wasn’t alone in the kitchen I felt something strange. The hair on the back of my neck stood straight up. I slowly turned around to find a ruggedly handsome man who looked just like Jamieson but for his dark brown hair. I must have surprised him as well because he didn’t say anything he just stared at me. I immediately felt embarrassed as I realized I was only wearing one of Jamieson’s t-shirts and I was sure my butt was hanging out of the bottom.


  I was just about to say something to him and break off the strange silent exchange we were having when he slowly started towards me.


  “Jacqueline?” He whispered holding out his hand almost like he was talking to a ghost.


  I immediately understood now who he was and what was happening. This was Ethan and he was confusing me with my sister. I didn’t think we looked totally alike but we definitely had strong resemblances to one another.


  “No Ethan, this is Jenna.” Jamieson said possessively as he made his way into the kitchen.


  Ethan looked confused as he watched his younger brother pull me against his side, pinning me there.


  “Jenna?” Ethan asked still half in a daze.


  “Hello Ethan,” I greeted him.


  “Jacqueline is your sister?” he knew the answer but clearly wanted me to confirm it for him.


  “Yes,” I told him.


  “Small world brother,” Ethan turned toward Jamieson with sharpness to his eyes. Clearly something was happening here that I didn’t totally understand and it was making me increasingly uncomfortable. Ethan noticed and I watched as something washed over his face and he all of a sudden transformed from intense to carefree. “Well it’s lovely to meet you, Jenna. I can’t wait to get to know the girl that has been keeping my little brother’s attention all this time.”


  I smiled back at him politely but underneath my fakeness I was on edge. It could have been because he had broken my sister’s heart so cruelly or maybe it was because he seemed so affected by my presence, but something told me to be careful around Ethan Wellington. Well this should make for an interesting vacation.


  


  CHAPTER NINE


  


  


  Jamieson pulled the truck up to the massive gate in front of his house. I watched silently as he typed in the code. I had begged for him to turn around and take me home, but he refused. I knew it was useless to continue to argue with him so about half way to his house I went into silent mode. The gate in front of us began to move when headlights came up behind the truck following us down the long drive. It was too dark for me to see in the side mirror if it was Audrey and Olivia or if it was the guys. I was hoping it was my friends so that I could immediately hop out of the truck and into their car to make my getaway. But that of course would have been too perfect.


  “Fuck,” Jamieson grumbled next to me as he pulled the truck into his huge garage.


  “What?” I asked looking over at him. He was looking in the rearview mirror; he was not thrilled with his late night visitor.


  “Stay here.” he commanded before jumping out of the truck and storming toward the car that had followed us.


  “Screw that,” I said to myself. I followed Jamieson out into the front of the garage.


  “Trinity, I told you not to come here,” he barked at the driver of the car. Of course it’s a girl!


  I couldn’t hear what she said back to him but I could see her inside the car. She was gorgeous of course with soft brown hair and full red lips. My stomach dipped in my stomach as it occurred to me this was the same girl from the other day. She was the girl in his room when I had come to retrieve my engagement ring.


  “She doesn’t have to leave on my account, Jamieson.” I spoke up making my presence known to both of them.


  “Damn it Jenna! Go in the house!” he growled at me. Fat chance, dickwad I’m loving watching you squirm in front of your girlfriend!


  “What is she doing here?” I could hear the girl now. She was pissed and I don’t blame her. I would be raging had I been in her shoes, little did she know I had.


  “Trinity this has to stop. I told you it was over. You can’t keep showing up here.” Jamieson was leaning over the car now looking menacing. What an asshole!


  Blame it on the alcohol or my soft spot for this poor girl but I had to speak up. “There is no need to break up with your girlfriend, Jamieson. Ninety days and this whole sham of a marriage will be over. Invite her in. I’ll take a cab home.”


  I started rummaging in my person to find my phone to get a ride home when I heard a blood curdling shrieking sound coming from the car.


  “You married her? What the fuck! You married that?” Whoa bitch, I was feeling bad for you. Not anymore.


  “Trinity, if you show up here again unannounced I will call the cops, do you understand me?” Jamieson said coldly.


  “Fuck you.” Trinity screamed back at him and threw her car in reverse. I had stopped looking for my phone and continued to watch as she sped off down the private road.


  “Nice girlfriend you have there.” I muttered.


  “She is not my fucking girlfriend!” Jamieson yelled and whirled around to face me.


  I was a bit stunned at his tone but my shock quickly turned to anger.


  “Yeah okay whatever you say.” I began clumsily fishing around my purse for my phone again. I dropped my keys with a clatter to the pavement instead.


  Jamieson let out a strained breath and then muttered some curse words. He then began walking towards me. “Let’s go inside.”


  “Look Jamieson—”


  “Jenna, don’t argue, just come inside the house. It’s time we talked.”


  Maybe it was, because he sounded almost defeated when he asked me, or maybe it was because it was time that we did finally clear the air. But whatever the reason was I followed him inside the house and tried to prepare myself for what was to come.
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  I swore I would never step foot in this bedroom again. That day I left with my heart shattered into a million pieces I promised myself I would never come back here. What in the hell was I doing?


  “Alright, talk.” I snapped.


  Jamieson sat on the edge of his huge dark wood bed. His room still looked the same and it unfortunately held lots of memories, some I would do anything to forget.


  “Look Jenna, I’m sorry.” He leaned forward resting his elbows on his knees. I relaxed slightly at his show of vulnerability. “I didn’t intend for any of this to happen. This was not my plan.”


  “And you think it was mine?” I demanded.


  “No I know it is not what you wanted and I’m sorry about that, but you need to understand something.”


  “Okay…”


  “I may be sorry for how things have happened but I’m not sorry they did happen. Do you understand me?” His eyes were locked onto mine and the piercing blue centers now were dark purple. I had always loved Jamieson’s eyes’ ability to turn from light to dark quickly. I was a bit taken aback by his confession but it didn’t totally shock me. I knew it was by no accident he was on the same plane to Vegas that day.


  I took a deep labored breath and leaned against the wall I was standing next to. “Why Jamieson? Why did you do it?”


  He stood up and came over to where I was standing. He stopped just short of touching me. “I know it was wrong, Jenna. It was probably the most selfish thing I have ever done, but I couldn’t help myself. I told myself I just wanted to see you one last time but I knew I was lying. I couldn’t let you go, not to him.”


  I felt a tear trickle down from the corner of my left eye. “I was happy, we were happy. I had worked so hard…but it’s all gone now. It’s ruined, I’m ruined.” The tears started coming hard now.


  “Were you happy though? Were you truly happy with him?” Jamieson questioned softly. He was treading lightly and I appreciated that.


  We both jumped when we heard the front door slam shut. “Jamieson we have an issue!” Julian yelled from downstairs.


  “Fuckkkk,” Jamieson growled in my ear. “Stay here I’ll go see what the problem is and I’ll be right back. Okay?”


  I nodded my head, not quite able to talk yet. In a way I was relieved Jamieson had to leave, it would give me a chance to get myself under control again. My carefully crafted walls were starting to crumble and I needed to fix that quickly.


  After Jamieson left the bedroom I proceeded to splash some cold water on my face in the large adjoining bathroom. I had loved his bathroom. It was huge. There was a dressing room in the middle and in the far back half was an oversized stone shower with what felt like a million shower heads. Jamieson and I had spent many of nights and mornings in that shower and thinking about it sent butterflies shooting through my stomach.


  It took me several minutes to get myself back to a decent looking state. But while I was in the bathroom my alcohol for the evening started to hit me yet again. I wondered out of the bathroom and into the massive dark room. I didn’t feel totally steady in my heels so I kicked them off and sat down on the bench at the foot of Jamieson’s bed to wait for him.


  I don’t know how long I waited. It was long enough that I snagged a fluffy white throw blanket from the end of his bed and curled up on the bench. I could have lain down on the bed but I refused. That was one boundary I would not cross.


  I woke up from my impromptu nap when I heard Olivia’s voice outside the bedroom door.


  “I don’t give a shit, Jamieson. You did this. You broke up her engagement, you got her fired from her job and you are the one that literally broke her in two all those years ago. So let me remind you that I don’t give a damn what you need or want. She is my friend, not you. Not anymore.”


  “I know, Liv. I know. All I’m asking is for you to give me time. I need time with her. I have to make this right, not for my sake but for hers.” I could hear the pleading in Jamieson’s voice. That was new, Jamieson never pleaded for anything or to anyone.


  “Fine. I will be downstairs. When she wants to go home tell her to come get me.” Liv huffed.


  “I will.” I heard him fiddle with the door knob but it didn’t open right away.


  “She doesn’t know I have been seeing Julian, but I know I will have to tell her soon. I just didn’t want her to think I wasn’t on her team.” Oh Livy, I already knew, girl. There has only ever been one guy that makes you glow like that.


  “I don’t think she would ever think that, Liv,” Jamieson replied.


  “I know. I just don't want to add to her stress right now. She is in a bad spot.”


  I heard Livy begin walking down the stairs and the door knob began to turn. I panicked and curled back up on the bench pretending to sleep.


  “Sorry—” Jamieson said and quickly stopped when he saw me curled up sleeping.


  I lazily opened my eyes pretending to be woken up.


  “I’m sorry I woke you.”


  “It’s alright. I should probably get home.” I told him and started to pull myself up. When I put my feet on the ground though something happened and I ended up rolling off the bench to the ground.


  “Jenna!” Jamieson rushed toward me and gently helped me back to the bench.


  “Sorry, I drank too much tonight.” I told him sheepishly.


  “You’re staying here tonight.”


  I knew that tone and I also knew he wasn’t messing around. “I’d rather go home, Jamieson. I would be more comfortable at home.”


  “No.” He said and stood up and went toward his massive mirrored dresser. He pulled open the third drawer and grabbed something. “Here put these on.”


  I didn’t know what to say. He had handed me my favorite pajamas from years ago. Touching the material I instantly felt the past coming alive. A flood of memories washed over me of all the times I had spent in this room tangled in his bed. But with those memories, was the one memory I wished I could forget, the day he had ruined everything. “Why did you keep these?”


  He ignored me and headed toward his bathroom.


  I stared at my old clothes in my lap and resigned myself to finally putting them on seeking their familiar comfort. As I waited for Jamieson, I asked myself over and over why he had kept my pajamas all these years. Then I began to wonder if there were other items of mine in the drawer. After all, it had been my drawer. I stood and gently opened the giant third drawer. I gasped as the contents were revealed. It was exactly how I had left it all those years ago. There were clothes, my extra phone charger from back then and also a slew of lingerie I had all but erased from my memory. I ran my hands gently over the pile of items not believing they truly existed.


  “I couldn’t throw it out, even though you told me to.”


  His voiced startled me and I spun around wide-eyed to see a very half naked Jamieson leaning against the tall four-poster dark wood bed.


  “Why?” We both knew I wasn’t just asking about him keeping my clothes.


  “Because I couldn’t, if I had it would have been the end and I wasn’t ready for that. I don’t think I will ever be ready for that Jenna.” Please this coming from the man that not just broke my heart but ripped it out of my chest.


  “Jamieson—”


  “Don’t Jenna. I don’t want to argue with you tonight. I know I am the one that destroyed everything. I get that, but it doesn’t mean I haven’t regretted it every day since. I made you a promise a while ago and even though you seemed to have forgotten that promise, I have not.”


  “I don’t know what you are talking about.” Could he be any more confusing?


  “I know you don’t, but I’m confident it will come back to you,” he said and climbed into his huge bed with its wicked looking black bedding. There was no way in hell I was getting in that bed, not ever again. I grabbed the blanket from the bench at the end of the bed and proceeded to make a bed on the floor.


  “Jenna what are you doing?” he glared at me from the side of the bed.


  “Making a bed on the floor."


  “I can see that, but why?” he asked baffled.


  “Well Jamieson, the last time I stepped foot in this bedroom I vowed it would be my last. I’m sure you can imagine why.” I said shooting daggers at him.


  Pain washed across his face for a half a second before he jumped out of bed. “Come with me.”


  “No, I’m just getting comfy.” I crossed my arms over my chest.


  “Fine.” He grumbled and bent down scooping me up with my blanket.


  “Damn it, Jamieson! Put me down!” I squirmed trying to get loose from him but to no avail.


  He took large purposeful steps across the room and down the hall. We went pass his office by the staircase and he flung open a door at the far end of the hallway. He flipped on the light and I realized where he had taken me. It was a spare guest room that he rarely used. I had only been in it once maybe twice.


  “I understand if you don’t want to sleep in my bed, but you aren’t going to sleep on the floor.” He dipped down lightly placing me on the bed. He then turned to walk out of the door.


  “Jamieson…” I didn’t really think before I said his name. It just kind of came out.


  “What baby?” He purred in a smooth tone.


  “Can you sit in here with me until I fall asleep?” It was pathetic I know but I couldn’t help it. Five years ago this man made everything right in my world. Being near him could just set my soul at ease. It wasn’t just a comfort that I sought from him it was a peace I had never known in my life until him. I wanted a small part of that again, even if it was just for tonight.


  Jamieson turned out the light and settled into his side of the king bed. “Get under the covers, Jenna, I don’t want you to get cold.”


  I agreed and snuggled under the fluffy comforter.


  “Thank you for understanding why I couldn’t sleep in your room. There are just too many memories in there.” I said into the darkness.


  “I know all about the memories Jenna, they haunt me day and night.” They do?


  


  


  CHAPTER TEN


  


  


  December 25, 2009…


  “So Jenna, tell us what it is you do?” Jamieson’s intimidating mother, Adeline Wellington questioned me from across the large wood table.


  “Well, I just graduated from the University of Tennessee with a degree in computer science.” I replied as all eyes were on me. Jamieson had neglected to tell me that in addition to his brother and mother, his uncle Phillip would be joining us along with some business associates from London. He had reassured me after I learned of their presence that they were also close family friends that owned a chain of restaurants and bars in London. So far I was really enjoying getting to know them. The husbands name was Lars and the wife was Violet. Violet was stunningly beautiful woman in her mid-fifties. I was seated next to her and we were easily chatting about our favorite designers before Jamieson’s mother had interrupted us.


  “Jenna has also been accepted to the Vanderbilt School of Law.” Jamieson offered from beside me.


  “Well I must say that is rather impressive, Jenna.” Adeline said giving me a warm smile. Jamieson’s mother might be pucker-your-cheeks intimidating but for whatever reason she clearly liked me, which I was thankful for.


  “Yes I must say, James you certainly got yourself an over achiever here,” Uncle Phillip stated coldly.


  Something about Jamieson’s uncle gave me a bad vibe. Perhaps it was all of his creepy dead-eyed stares or maybe it was his intense business talk that bothered me. He was aggressive by nature, it showed in how he carried himself around others, always asserting his presence.


  “Yes Uncle, I certainly did,” Jamieson said and slipped his hand in mine under the table.


  “So Jenna, when will you be leaving for Vanderbilt?” Uncle Phillip asked.


  “August,” I replied. I didn’t want to think about it. I had talked about it briefly with Jamieson and he had reassured me the two hour drive wouldn’t stop us from being together. I tried to make my concerns known to him but he repeatedly just brushed them off telling me two hours was nothing.


  “Long distance relationship, huh?” he asked looking at Jamieson with an eyebrow raised.


  “Yes, Jenna and I don’t really see it as a problem,” Jamieson shot back clearly with an edge to his voice.


  “Well I think that is great.” The lovely Violet piped up from my other side. “I just love seeing young people today making that sort of commitment.”


  “I agree darling, if only we could find a nice young man to settle our own daughter down.” Lars mused. Violet and Lars had informed me earlier that they only had one child, a daughter who was Jamieson’s age and in fact they had been close friends through childhood. I got the feeling though that she was a bit on the wild side and caused her parents much anxiety.


  “Do you have any siblings Jenna?” Violet asked me clearly still trying to help steer the conversation in another direction and bless her for that.


  “Yes. I have an older sister.” I replied.


  “And what does she do?” Adeline joined in the new inquiry.


  “She is a horse trainer.” The beautiful older woman smiled brightly at me.


  “English or western?” Adeline questioned.


  “Show jumping, actually.” I replied through tiny mouthfuls of the delicious feast I was unfortunately not getting to enjoy.


  “Do you ride as well?” I had clearly peaked Adeline’s interest now.


  “Yes. My parents started us in riding lessons at an early age and we just loved it. I showed for many years before I went off to college. I was never as good as my sister, though. She has a very clear gift.”


  “A gift like that is indeed special. I too am an avid equestrian. I mainly own dressage horses now, but I used to dabble in the jumping world. I will have to show you the stables after dinner.”


  “I would love that.” Adeline Wellington was quickly growing on me. At first I found her closed-off and intimidating but now I was seeing a new side to her.


  “Jenna’s sister actually won the Rolex Grand Slam last year. She’s exceptionally good.”


  “I dare say she is, to win such a prestigious competition.” Lars added.


  “That is impressive. I would love to meet her, Jenna. Does she live in Huntsville too?”


  “Yes she does. She’s married and expecting her first child in the next few months.”


  “Oh, how wonderful. Do they know what they are having?”


  “Yes, a girl.” I beamed thinking of my new niece that was coming soon.


  Adeline’s clear approval of my sister’s profession and inquiry into my sister’s life was too much for Ethan who had been relatively mum all evening. He quickly stood up slamming his chair backwards across the marble floor and made a hasty exit. If Adeline knew the reason for his displeasure she didn’t let on, she merely ignored him and continued the discussion about horses with Violet, who also was an equestrian owning dressage horses, like Adeline. But if Adeline had missed Ethan’s hasty exit, Jamieson certainly hadn’t. He was visibly upset at his brother’s reaction. This made me uneasy so I quietly finished my dinner and only participated in the conversation when prompted.


  When dinner was finally over, Uncle Phillip demanded that Lars and Jamieson play a game of poker with him. I was hoping that would allow me to return to our room where I could have some much needed alone time. I was just about to head toward the stairs when I heard Adeline call my name. Shit….


  “Jenna, I would love to show you the stables now.”


  I looked at Jamieson for reassurance but he only smiled softly. “Sure, just let me grab my coat.”


  I ran upstairs and grabbed my navy blue down coat and a pair of cream gloves.


  I met Adeline at the front door and she was also bundled up in a warm jacket that complimented her beautiful silver hair. “Ready, my dear?” she asked holding the door open for me.


  The stables weren’t far from the main house. I hadn’t seen them when Jamieson and I arrived the night before but now I could see the palatial building Adeline lovingly called “the barn.” As we entered, the sweet smell of hay and sawdust struck my nose. I loved that smell. Horses had always brought me great joy, they centered me somehow.


  I follow Adeline down the row of horses, listening contently as she explains about each one. They were all truly magnificent and gorgeous. I could tell she also draws that same sense of calmness from the horses. It made me like her that much more.


  “So tell me Jenna, what are your intentions with my son.”


  Her statement caught me completely off guard. I did not see that coming at all and the look on Adeline’s face said she knew it.


  “I uh, I don’t really know how to answer that question.” I stated plainly.


  “I know that.” She replied simply. “What I’m really asking is how do you feel about my son?”


  This question also caught me off guard and I felt my cheeks instantly turn pink. I didn’t know how to answer her. If I told her the truth I risked looking over eager, but if I played it too cool I may seem disinterested.


  “You love him don’t you?” she hadn’t even let me try to answer, she just called me out.


  “Yes,” I decided to be brave and level with her.


  “Does he know that?” She asked.


  “I don’t know. I think so, but I haven’t come out and said the words to him.” I felt my cheeks turn a deep shade of red.


  She didn’t say anything in response for some time she simply just stared into the stall of a beautiful bay stallion. “I wasn’t completely honest with you earlier Jenna. I lead you to believe I didn’t know you had a sister, but the truth is I did know. I also am very aware that she had a relationship with Ethan some time ago.”


  “Oh,” is all I could muster in response.


  “My sons are complicated creatures, Jenna. Their daddy was a complex man and I’m sure you can tell his brother, Phillip is also that way. My husband once described himself and his brother as an intense mixture of light and darkness. Unfortunately, my sons have also inherited these traits. Jamieson has always been much lighter than Ethan. Ethan has always struggled in the darkness much more than his brother. Had I had the chance to meet your sister Jenna I would have told her this very same thing I am about to tell you, loving such a man is a hard life. One can easily lose themselves in the process, so if you’re not willing to risk that it is best to end things now.”


  I let her words sink in for a moment. At first I felt a bit defensive at her directness but as I let the conversation fully wash over me I understood more what she was saying. I respect her for her candor but my response was almost instant. “That is a risk I am willing to take.”


  “I thought you would say that, dear. I said the very same thing to my mother-in-law over forty years ago.” She smiled at me and guided me out the side door of the stable.
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  After my unusual visit with Adeline in the barn I retreated to my bedroom. Jamieson was playing poker with Lars and Uncle Phillip still but it was late. I started to get curious about his extended absence so I decided to go investigate. I made my way down the large hallway until I came to the open foyer that overlooked the grand living room. I could hear voices down below so I peered over the edge to find Jamieson talking with his uncle. I could tell even from far away that it was a strained conversation. Jamieson’s body language was rigid and cold. Phillip was leaning forward and seemed animated. I moved closer to the railing trying to listen to their conversation.


  “That was not the plan James! She is not the plan!” Phillip scolded.


  “I don’t care, Uncle!”


  “Fine, I guess the company will just go bankrupt and we will lose everything.”


  “There has to be another way.”


  “There is no other way! The banks won’t loan us any more money. Our only hope is Lars and the nightclubs.”


  “I won’t do this to her.”


  “You don’t have a choice, James, not unless you want to give up everything you have worked so hard for, everything your father worked so hard for.”


  “I won’t give her up.”


  “I know you don’t think you can, but you will. You are just distracted. You have always struggled with staying focused. You need to keep your eye on the prize, James. Your family needs you. Are you going to turn your back on us?” Uncle Phillip spat, then stood and stormed off.


  I quickly stepped back from the balcony not wanting to be discovered and landed smack into something hard.


  “Careful. Eavesdropping in this house can lead to the discovery of some truly ugly things.” Ethan drawled in my ear still holding me tight.


  “I was just… just looking for Jamieson.” I stuttered trying to wiggle loose from his grasp.


  “I’m sure he will be up soon. I can’t imagine he would leave you for very long. He seems quite captivated by you.”


  I didn’t know what to say to that so I stepped away and made my way back to the bedroom Jamieson and I were sharing.


  


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  


  


  The next morning I woke to Jamieson’s large arm draped over top of me. I don’t remember falling asleep or him moving close to me. I’m torn. Part of me wants to recoil and swat his arm away, but the other side of me wants to snuggle deep against him. I opt for neither of those things and just quietly lay there relishing in his gentle touch and enjoying the intoxicating smell of his cologne. There was a time in my life that I thought I couldn’t live without that touch or that smell, but now I knew the truth. I could live without him and I had to.


  I attempted to squeeze my shoulders out from underneath him without waking him but with no success.


  “I see you’re finally awake.” Wait, was he pretending to sleep?


  I pulled myself out from underneath him. “I uh, I need to get home.”


  “I’ll drive you, just let me go put on some clothes.” Jamieson rose out of the bed and he was only wearing his boxers. I shouldn’t have been surprised. He loved to sleep naked. I was more shocked he even kept the boxers on.


  I followed him into his bedroom to gather my clothes from last night and my purse. Jamieson quickly put on a pair of dark wash jeans and a white t-shirt. His outfit may have been simple but there was something about it that was sexy as hell. I felt myself staring so I immediately headed downstairs. That’s when I remembered that Olivia would probably still be there. She didn’t think I knew but she had been shacking up with Julian lately.


  When I got to the first floor I searched around but it seemed pretty quiet. I checked the front of the house and of course her car was gone.


  “They left early this morning. I told them I would bring you home.”


  Jamieson startled me. I didn’t hear him come down the stairs.


  “Alright.” I conceded.


  I followed him to his massive garage. The stupid thing can fit six cars or more. I headed toward the truck; it is the closet vehicle to the door and the one I knew he drove the most. Jamieson however didn’t stop at the truck he had continued down the row of vehicles until he came to the sporty black Aston Martin.


  “Get in, Jenna.” He commanded.


  He was doing this on purpose, I knew him. He was well aware the memories this vehicle held. The last time he and I had sex was in that ridiculous car. It was the hottest sex I had ever had, hands down. I have relived that memory a thousand times in my mind. I knew I could protest but that would just prove to him how much I remembered. Instead, I opted to ignore it and climbed in like it meant nothing to me.


  As I fastened my seatbelt I caught Jamieson staring at me and for a brief second I saw the flash of memories in his eyes. He too remembered that night.


  He pushed a button and the car roared to life. Music flooded around us through the sound system. I thought about reaching forward to turn it down but I didn't do it. It took me a minute to realize the song but then it came to me. It was Desire by Meg Myers it sent unwanted butterflies loose in my belly. The song blared as he sped down the private drive. The haunting melody overtook me and I felt myself get lost in the backdrop of scenery as it whizzed past us.


  When we got to my apartment, Jamieson parked the car and turned it off. “Thanks for the ride.” I told him.


  “When are you telling your parents?” His question only slightly surprised me.


  “Today.” I decided not to look at him; I didn’t want him to see the fear in my eyes.


  “I want to go with you,” he declared.


  “No. That is nice of you to offer but I don’t think it’s the best idea,” I replied.


  “Jenna, I am to blame for this and I would like to be there for you when you have to tell your parents.”


  “Yes, but I am the one that agreed to marry you, sober or not. I made my choice and I have to live with that now.” I knew his intentions were good, but I just couldn’t take the high stakes pressure of having him in the same room as my family when I divulged this monumental fuck up.


  “Jenna, just let me help you through this,” Jamieson pleaded.


  “You know that is not a good idea,” I retorted.


  “Why?”


  “You know why! This cannot happen Jamieson, not again.” He was starting to upset me now.


  “No, I don’t know that. This thing between us, Jenna, it’s not over. We can’t keep ignoring it.”


  “Ha! I didn’t ignore it, you did and you made it abundantly clear it was very much over. I gave you everything of me, Jamieson. I wanted you and only you. But that wasn’t the case for you was it? The truth is I was never enough and I was never going to be enough. You knew that, but unfortunately I took longer to catch on.” I flung open the door and scrambled out of the car toward my apartment not looking back. I wasn’t sure if he would try to follow me but I didn’t intend to find out. As I opened my door I heard the roar of the engine come to life and I knew I was free of him, for now.
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  My parents had no idea I had called off the wedding, or should I say the wedding already took place to another man. I wasn’t sure how I was exactly going to break the news to them but I figured I might as well do it at Sunday dinner with everyone there. I had considered telling my mom first or my sister but then I decided why go through the pain and questions more than once. I needed to just do this once and get it over with. Today was going to epically suck.


  As I proceeded inside my parents’ house toward the kitchen I could hear my mother and sister chatting and entertaining my niece, Libby. Libby is almost five now and an absolute handful which is why I love her so much. She reminds me of her mother, she is fearless and very determined. She hasn’t even had her fifth birthday yet and she is already learning to jump her pony, Edwin.


  “I said one Libby.” I heard Jacks tell her defiant daughter.


  “But Mom says I can have three.” I smiled to myself hearing Libby call my mother “Mom.” Since Libby was able to talk she calls grandma “Mom” and her mother “Mommy.” I know it is because she hears Jacks and I call her that but I secretly think she also does it just to annoy her parents.


  “How about we have one for right now and another after dinner.” My mother attempted to curb the freak-out that was brewing.


  “Okay Mom.” Libby replied sweetly.


  “Hey guys,” I called out as I entered the kitchen.


  “Aunt Enna! I have missed you.” Libby hollered running up to me hugging me tightly.


  “You did?” I quizzed her.


  “Yes, I missed you.” She said with her blonde curls bouncing.


  “Well I missed you too.” I told her picking her up and hugging her tightly.


  “So where is Cain today?” My mother had always been able to tell when her children were hiding things.


  “He couldn’t make it.” I replied without any further explanation. “Where’s Dad and Lukas?” I attempted to steer the conversation off of Cain’s absence.


  “They are watching the game in the family room.” Jacks replied.


  “Dinner is almost ready. Jenna can you go tell the guys?” Mom asked.


  “Sure.” I knew my Mom could tell there was something off. I also knew she was holding back until the opportune moment.


  After the table was set and we said our Sunday prayer, everyone began digging in to their dinner. Lukas and my father were arguing about some football game. My mother and Jacks were busily discussing the wedding and all of the details. I listened anxiously to all the conversations around me and panicked thinking of how my news would be received.


  “We called things off.” I just blurted it out, not thinking about the consequences of such a shocking statement.


  “What dear?” My mom looked puzzled and everyone else immediately stopped talking and focused on me.


  “Cain and I called off the wedding,” I said it out loud for a second time.


  “What?” My mother gasped.


  “Why?” Jacks asked equally shocked.


  “Something happened. Well a lot of things happened actually, and I just didn’t know about most of them,” I said flippantly.


  “What are you talking about, Jenna? What happened?” My mother pushed.


  I didn’t know how to say the next part. I had rehearsed different ways in my car during the drive over but now I couldn’t remember any of them.


  “Jenna?” My dad looked at me concerned.


  “Okay I am only going to say this once and then I never want to speak of it again, okay?” I took a steadying breath and then continued. “Something happened at my Bachelorette party. I didn’t mean for it to happen or want it to happen, it just did and now I can’t take it back.” I paused again trying to get my brain to cooperate and slow down.


  “What happened? What did you do, Jenna?” My mother demanded.


  “I married someone else.” The pure silence that filled the room cut me deep in my chest. I could feel my family judging me and my poor choices. I knew they would still love me but I also understood that didn’t mean they thought my actions proper.


  “You married someone else?” My sister squeaked out in shock.


  “Yes I got married while in Vegas. When I came home I came clean to Cain about what happened.”


  “And he broke things off? Oh poor Cain!” My mother blurted out. I felt a sharp anger flash through me at her sympathy for him. I knew my mom didn’t know the full story and from the little I had told them it did look like I was the only asshole in the situation.


  “When I went to confess to Cain what had happened in Vegas he then divulged to me that he too had been unfaithful in our relationship. Apparently he had never been faithful to me and never did love me. He was only marrying me because I presented to be the perfect wife for his family’s political aspirations. So I guess it was for the best this happened.” I strategically left out the slut comment. I don’t really know why, I just couldn’t tell them for some reason.


  “Oh my God.” My mother gasped again covering her face with her hands as if she might cry. At one point during my confession I thought I was going to lose it, but I think I was all out of tears over Cain.


  “I’m so sorry, Jenna. I can’t believe Cain did those things to you.” Jacks got up from her chair, hugging me tightly. I latched on to her in return and exhaled a deep breath that I had been holding in.


  “Well I say good riddance. I never liked that preppy asshole.” Lukas offered in solidarity.


  “I just can’t believe this.” Mom said again shaking her head.


  My father cleared his throat from across the table. He did not look mad but he did not look happy either. There was a cold stare about him that sent a shiver up my spine. “Jenna, who exactly did you marry?” I had left that tiny detail out, hoping to just quickly gloss over it. I should have known better than to think my father wouldn’t see past my vagueness. I could tell he suspected that I knew my mystery husband. He knew his daughter well enough to know I wouldn’t just marry a one-night stand I met in Las Vegas.


  This was the moment I was truly dreading. The moment I had to tell my entire family exactly who I had married in a quickie ceremony that I don’t have any recollection of thanks to the ridiculous amounts of alcohol I consumed that evening.


  I could feel them all staring at me waiting for the answer. I closed my eyes and just blurted it out like before. “Jamieson Wellington.”


  “Have you lost your fucking mind?” Jacks said from behind me.


  “You married James? Why?” My mother breathlessly asked.


  “Holy shit! That is amazing!” Lukas exclaimed with laughter.


  The only one who didn’t say anything was my father and for some reason I felt as though he already knew my shameful secret.


  


  


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  February 7, 2010


  “Jamieson stop!” I protested trying to maintain some level of modesty while we were in public.


  He just winked at me and continued slipping his hand further up my skirt while we sat in a corner booth at Haven’s with our friends. We had agreed to go out to celebrate Derrick’s birthday. His real birthday was Valentine’s Day, but all of us had other plans so we agreed to go out before to celebrate. In some weird way it was fitting that Derrick the pretty boy extraordinaire was born on Valentine’s Day and he seemed to relish in it.


  We had been at Haven’s for a little over two hours and it was getting close to closing time. The bar had been fairly packed for a Friday night and we were enjoying watching the crowded mix of people.


  Julian and Olivia sat in the far corner of the booth cuddled up together. Something had been clearly developing between those two in the last few months. Olivia can be a hard person to read sometimes so I was impressed Julian had seen through her barriers. Audrey was crammed in next to them hanging on every word Derrick was saying and batting her eyelashes. He of course was making the most of it.


  “It’s time to go.” Jamieson leaned over and growled in my ear.


  I turned and flashed him a smile and then whispered back “We can’t leave yet, they will totally know we’re running off to go have sex. Wait until last call at least.”


  “Hate to burst your bubble, J but we already know you two are horny as shit over there. You two might as well go get it out of your systems.” Julian chided from across the table.


  I must have turned eight shades of red having him overhear our private conversation. Jamieson looked as if he could care less and threw down a bunch of money on the table.


  “I couldn’t agree more. This is for our tab.” He stood up grabbing my arm and pulling me with him. “Happy Birthday, D-Bag.” he said slapping Derrick on the back.


  “Night guys,” I squeaked as Jamieson began pulling me with him out of the club.


  When we got outside I stopped and turned to him irritated at the hasty and embarrassing exit he had made. “What is your big hurry?”


  Jamieson didn’t stop he just grabbed onto my hand and began leading me toward the car once again.


  I refused and stopped moving once again. “Jamieson that was rude back there to just run out on our friends.”


  He glared at me for a split second then softened. He took a determined step forward invading my personal space. I went to take a step back but he halted my retreat by grabbing onto my upper arm latching me to him.


  “It may be rude but I don’t care. I can’t sit there one more minute looking at you in the tight skirt and not being able to have my way with you. I don’t think I have ever wanted you more than I do in this instant Jenna. You drive me insane.”


  “Oh,” I whispered and swallowed hard. I hadn’t been prepared for him to say such things.


  “I need you, Jenna. If I don’t have you, I feel as though I am going to explode.” He said in a dark sexy tone.


  Just the way he spoke turned me on. He could have been reading the phone book but that sexy voice would have awakened me. I pushed forward into his personal space and whispered, “Well we wouldn’t want that now would we?”


  I flashed him a sly mischievous grin and he growled before forcing us to briskly walk again towards the car. Jamieson opened the door of his sleek black Aston Martin for me and I ducked inside the car.


  When Jamieson pulled the car out of the parking lot I could tell he was on edge from the way he was speeding. He jammed the shifter like a crazy man as he flew through the streets of downtown Huntsville. He was almost scaring me with the way he was driving but it excited me watching the precision and control he exhibited.


  When we pulled onto the highway I relaxed a bit glad to be on the open road and not the slow side streets. Jamieson must have been relieved too because the minute we got on the highway he reached over placing his hand on my bare thigh. I gasped from the touch of his cold hand on my warm leg.


  He glanced at me and when our eyes met all I saw was hunger. I had seen Jamieson in the throes of lust before but this was more, so much more. His eyes lingered on mine for a half a second longer before he turned his head and began watching the road again. His hand remained on my thigh and it was slowly making its way up and underneath the tight black leather skirt I was wearing.


  “Jamieson…” I was going to protest what I knew was coming. Not that I really wanted him to stop but it was mostly for safety reasons that I hesitated.


  “Do you trust me?” he asked looking over at me once again with a cocked eyebrow and sly grin.


  “You know I do.” I said breathlessly due to the fact his hand was already at the apex of my thighs.


  He let a low growl out before plunging two fingers deep inside me. I gasped at his intrusion but immediately began to move my hips to meet his touch.


  “I knew you weren’t wearing panties, baby. It was driving me insane seeing you in that tight damn skirt. I was counting down the minutes until I could get you alone,” he told me while focusing on the road and using his free hand to massage my slick folds.


  I couldn’t say anything in return I was too busy enjoying my own personal brand of Jamieson Wellington attention.


  I was climbing higher and higher and was just about to come apart when Jamieson quickly removed his hand to shift the car to make the exit to his house. I whined at the immediate loss.


  He chuckled beside me. “We will be home in a minute needy, girl.”


  His teasing struck a nerve with me and decided two could play that game so I reached over the center console and undid the top button of his jeans and snuck my hand inside. I knew he would be hard as a rock and he did not disappoint. I grabbed a hold of his stiff cock and began stroking him ever so slowly.


  “You are playing with fire,” he hissed while still driving like a man possessed.


  “That’s kind of the point.” I whispered in his ear and began increasing the speed in which I was stroking him.


  We flew down his private drive and Jamieson whipped the tight black sports car into the garage.


  I continued to keep my hand deep inside his pants after he turned off the car. Jamieson watched as my hand moved under his jeans for a moment before pulling it away. I was going to protest but then he shifted his seat back as far as it would go.


  “Come over here, Jenna.” He demanded while yanking his jeans down.


  I carefully climbed over the console, pulling my skirt around my waist until I was straddling him. I was just about to push down on top of him when I remembered our lack of protection.


  “Condom?” I asked quickly.


  “Glove box,” he hissed.


  I grabbed a foil package and madly rolled it onto Jamieson’s thick length. The minute it was in place I rose up on my knees and sank deep down on top of his engorged length, impaling myself. I let out a gasp as I adjusted to his thickness.


  It took me a half a second to get my bearings before I rose up again and slowly slid back down on top of him. Jamieson pushed up to meet me encouraging me on. He tore at my top and ripped it off my arms. He tore my bra off like a crazy man giving him perfect access to my ripe nipples. He leaned forward pulling one into his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming and I felt like I might lose it any second.


  I was right on the edge of coming and Jamieson slid back against his seat slowing my release. He pushed lightly on my chest so I was back against the steering wheel of the car.


  “Lean back baby and hold on to the wheel.” He growled through hooded eyes.


  As soon as I did what he requested, he lifted his hips slamming deep into me. I screamed out in shock as I was forced backwards.


  “Tight, Jenna. Hold on tight,” he said quickly and then slammed back into me.


  I was prepared this time and he growled in appreciation. He pulled back and did it several more times before I screamed out his name in pure ecstasy. Jamieson followed right behind collapsing down onto the seat when he was done. I draped myself over his body and snuggled into his chest. He pulled me tightly to him and began to softly run his hands through my straight blonde hair.


  “I love you Jamieson.” I didn’t think before I said it. It just slipped out of my mouth, but I didn’t regret it in that instance. It was time he knew how I felt.


  Jamieson didn’t respond only pulled me tighter to him and kissed my forehead.


  As I laid there on top of him wondering if I had told him those words too soon I felt the slight shift in him. I don’t really know how to describe it except to say he acted distracted all of a sudden.


  “Should we go inside?” I offered hoping to change the mood again.


  “I…uh…no. I will take you home. I have some work I need to do tonight.” He gently helped me off of him.


  I couldn't help but feel jilted so I quietly started putting my clothes back on. Jamieson grabbed his jeans from the floor of the car and pulled them on. He started the car and slammed it into reverse. I didn’t even have my seatbelt on yet.


  I wanted to ask him what was wrong but I was too scared. Part of me really didn’t want to know what was wrong. He was making me mad with his hot and cold personality all of a sudden.


  I remained quiet the entire drive to my apartment. He didn’t say a word; instead he just turned the radio onto some angry alternative station.


  When we got to my apartment he stopped the car next to the sidewalk not even pulling into one of the empty spaces. It was clear he was just dropping me off. I threw open my door angrily not saying a word to him. I grabbed my purse from the floor in front of me and was just out the door when his large hand locked onto mine halting me.


  “I’m…” He started and stopped suddenly. I watched his face change. In that moment he was different now, he was changed, and he was darker. “I’m going to be very busy this next week.”


  I didn’t fully understand what he was getting at. Was he trying to say he didn’t want to spend Valentine’s Day together? I had to ask him.


  “Valentine’s Day?” It wasn’t really a full question but he got my drift.


  “Yes, of course.” He rubbed his hands through his hair. “I will talk to you soon, okay?”


  I didn’t get what was happening at all but he had hurt me and I needed time to process what had just happened before I reacted.


  “Alright,” I said standing and slamming the door behind me.


  Jamieson didn’t wait for me to get to my door before he revved the engine and took off. When I reached my door I struggled with my keys for a minute before I angrily threw them down exasperated. I let my back fall against my door and slowly fell to the ground crying. My heart ached in my chest. What was happening between us? Was I losing him?


  


  CHAPTER THIRTEEN


  


  


  I had survived the litany of questions my family leveled at me after I had divulged my shameful Vegas marriage. Some of the worst moments were explaining how I was going to tackle the fact that the wedding invitations had already gone out. Jacks offered to help me call all the wedding vendors and the venue. Cain’s mother had insisted we get married at the country club. I had preferred a southern style plantation but I was overruled. Thinking of the expense my parents had already gone through made me sick to my stomach. I knew they wouldn’t ever divulge to me how much my epic fuck-up was going to cost them, not after I revealed I was in fact engaged to a total creep. I knew I had narrowly missed a loveless marriage. I had Jamieson to thank for that I guess, but I doubted I would ever tell him so.


  By the end of our discussion, everything seemed to be handled. Jacks was a huge help, she volunteered to call Cain’s mother and ask her how she wanted to arrange returning gifts as well as making an announcement. I would owe my sister to the end of time for this.


  My mother had cried through the entire discussion, looking sometimes as if she would murder Jamieson and Cain too. Thank God for Lukas he laughed through most and cracked jokes. My father looked utterly disappointed and said very little. It had been the single worst day of my life. I had called Audrey and Olivia on my way home informing them of how everything had gone. They both thought it had gone relatively well considering¸ and I guess they were right it could have been a lot worse.


  When I got home I tore off my clothes and climbed into the shower. I craved the relaxing warmth to soothe my aching muscles. It is weird how sometimes after a very emotional situation it can feel like you just ran a marathon. I breathed in the lavender body wash and closed my eyes letting the spray pelt my face. My phone dinged on the counter signaling I had a text message and then it rang. I ignored it. I was sure it was one of my concerned family members wanting to rehash the very details I had just laid before them. I was done dealing with the drama of my quickie wedding and hopefully my soon-to-be quickie divorce. My plan was to get in my comfy flannel jammies and curl up on the couch with some really bad reality T.V. in the hope it helped me escape my own shitty reality.


  I was just climbing out of the shower when I heard someone pounding on my front door; it was most likely my sister coming by to check on me. When I left my parent’s she walked me to my car and I could tell she was sick with worry for me.


  I considered throwing on my P.J.’s first but then decided against it as I was sure it was my sister. I hurried to the front door and pulled it open still in my towel, but who was on the other side of the door was most definitely not my sister.


  “Can I help you?” I asked my strange visitor pulling my towel tight across my body.


  “I seriously doubt that.” The tall lanky brown haired woman said pushing past me and invading my home. I recognized her immediately. She was the girl that I had seen in Jamieson’s room the day I went to get my engagement ring from him, the one that threw a fit the night before in his driveway upon seeing me. This ought to be good, the perfect way to top off my day.


  “Please, by all means come in.” I told her sarcastically, closing the door behind her. I racked my brain trying to remember her name but it evaded me.


  “I came over to make things clear between us.”


  “Okay…” I scrunched my towel to my chest.


  “Jamieson is mine. We have been together almost two years now and were planning on getting married.”


  I interjected the moment she slowed to take a breath. “Well that may be difficult considering—”


  “That he already married you? Well I will admit at first I was devastated but it seems Jamieson has come to his senses and will be divorcing you as soon as humanly possible.”


  “I see.” I said with clear anger and resentment. What she was saying struck a nerve with me. It shouldn’t have because what she said was true, we would be getting a divorce as soon as we could, leaving him free to do whatever he pleased, but for some reason her pointing it out pissed me off immeasurably.


  “Jamieson is mine,” she repeated. “He may be your husband on paper for these next few months but don’t get confused sweetheart, he is most certainly not yours,” she spat out. Oh no she didn’t! Not today Satan, not today.


  “First off, sweetheart, if Jamieson is indeed yours as you keep pointing out then why the hell did he marry me? And secondly, sweetheart, I could give a rat’s ass about what you want or what your man wants. I don’t want to be involved in this situation any more than I have to be, so you can rest assured I won’t be trying to steal Jamieson from you. And now that that’s settled I think it is time for you to leave!” I yelled throwing the front door open letting it hit the wall behind me.


  She eyed my mostly naked body suspiciously for a half a moment before she began striding out the door. “He could not possibly want you over me.” Now this was officially the worst day of my life.
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  After my surprise visitor I cracked open a bottle of wine and sunk down in my comfy couch still reeling from the events earlier. I turned on the Bachelor hoping to relish in some other poor woman’s pain to help ignore my own. The Bachelor was one of those shows you watch to help you feel better about your own life. In some weird way hearing about some random woman’s struggles of dating a man with forty other women just made you feel better about your own crappy love life.


  I was on my second large glass and intently listening to a gorgeous brunet cry about having seen the Bachelor kiss another girl while on their group date when again there was a knock at my door. I considered ignoring it for half a second but then decided against it and went to open it. When I peered through the peep-hole I saw a very handsome and pissed looking Jamieson Wellington staring back at me.


  I opened the door and turned back to the couch completely ignoring his presence all together.


  “Well you just missed your girlfriend,” I grabbed my glass and chugged back some more wine.


  “I know she told me she came to see you,”


  “She’s charming. I would tell you that you sure know how to pick them, but then what would that say about me, huh?” I said snottily.


  “What did she tell you Jenna?” He demanded showing his anger. Why he was mad at me was perplexing. I was at home minding my own business.


  “Oh you know, just that you belong to her and I am not to get confused about that. And that you have been together a couple of years and plan to get married. Oh and that you couldn't possibly want me over her. You know basic girly chit chat stuff.” I was being a complete bitch with my sarcasm but he deserved it, he had help promote me from slut to home wrecking slut. However, I had to admit I didn’t much care about his girlfriend’s feelings but I did care about how I had compromised myself.


  “Fuck!” He yelled and then began pacing back and forth in front of the couch where I sat. “I knew Trinity would do this. What a fucked up scenario. It’s just such a delicate situation now,” he was rambling and not making a bit of sense. He was panicking.


  “Look Jamieson, I don’t want to cause problems for you. I won’t say anything about the wedding. We can just keep going on about our lives like we normally would and as soon as we can, we will get a divorce. We don’t ever have to see each other again.” I offered trying to ease his stress.


  He stopped pacing immediately and locked eyes with me. “Is that really what you want?”


  “I think it’s for the best given the situation, don’t you?” I replied.


  “Damn it Jenna! No I don’t think it’s for the best. That is not at all what I want,” he growled and began pacing again.


  “Uh okay, well I don’t think your girlfriend is going to take kindly to us having a… friendship or whatever.” I didn’t really know what to call the twisted toxic thing now between us.


  “She is not my girlfriend!” He shouted back at me, instantly hurting my feelings. I couldn’t understand why in the world I was getting the brunt of his anger, unless he blamed me for the destruction of his relationship like I had blamed him at first.


  “I’m sorry I ruined things for you.” I said ducking my head and pulling my legs up on the couch tight against my chest.


  Hearing my apology he stopped pacing and once again stared at me. His face fell as he looked at me and I clung to my legs tighter for comfort. “Damn it. I have fucked this all up again. Jenna, you didn’t ruin anything, I did. None of this is your fault.”


  “Stop saying that! I made my choices. I choose to drink in excess that night, I choose to go off alone with you, I choose to marry you and I choose to sleep with you. Even if I can’t remember doing any of it, I still made those choices. I may not have been the instigator but I was your cohort, your accomplice. I was the girl that helped you cheat. I became the one person I swore I never would be, I became the other woman.”


  Jamieson flinched at my bluntness but said nothing for a long moment. When he began to speak it was calm but with intensity. “You are not the other woman Jenna, you could never be the other woman, do you understand me? I do not want Trinity. She is not the one that my body craves in the middle of the night. She is not the one that my heart aches for day in and day out. She could never be that person to me.”


  His proclamation shocked and confused me. “Then who is she, Jamieson?”


  He looked at me clearly weighing what he was going to tell me. “She is the reason I destroyed us five years ago. She is the reason I left.”


  He was confusing me. Had Trinity been one of the girls I caught him with that night? I sat quietly just watching him struggle with what he was revealing. “I don’t understand.”


  “I know, Jenna, I know. It’s time I finally tell you what really happened all those years ago,” he said sinking down on to the edge of the couch.


  


  CHAPTER FOURTEEN


  February 14, 2010…


  Things were different now. If I was honest it started once we arrived home from Aspen. Jamieson had grown more and more distant. He still had wanted to see me though. I had talked myself into believing it was just the stress of work. I had tried several times to get him to confide in me about the struggles he was having with work, but he had refused. I knew since his father had died and he took over at the whiskey distillery things had been tough for him. I got the distinct impression that the Wellington whiskey fortune was in great jeopardy but I didn’t know how to help Jamieson if he wouldn’t confide in me. To make matters worse, I was stressed as well. I was interning at a local criminal defense firm trying to prepare for law school. The firm was beginning to try a capital murder case any day so I was working long hours bringing the attorneys endless amounts of coffee and typing up pleadings late into the night.


  That is why I was looking forward to Valentine’s Day so much. After what happened between us the week before, I needed to see him. I needed to be reassured that things were okay between us. Jamieson and I had made plans during the week to celebrate Valentine’s Day together. He said he was going to make dinner for me and we were going to watch a movie at home. A cozy night at home with him sounded more than perfect to me.


  I got to Jamieson’s house later than I expected that evening. I thought he would probably be waiting on me and I hoped he wouldn’t be disappointed with my tardiness. When I pulled up to Jamieson’s house it was dark. I used the keypad on the garage to enter the house like I normally did. When I got in the house I went toward the kitchen expecting to find Jamieson, but to my surprise he wasn’t there. The stove was off and there was no sign of him. I walked down the long hallway to see if anybody was home but it was quiet. The guys must have all had plans. I headed upstairs to see if maybe he was in his office or in the bedroom.


  I called out as I reached the top stairs but no one was home. I entered the large bedroom not sure I was looking for but something instinctively told me to look on the bed. My intuition had been right. On the bed was a note from Jamieson.


  Jenna,


  I had to go to New York last minute.


  I’m sorry to have to cancel. I’ll call you when I get in.


  Jamieson


  I sat down on the edge of the bed crumpling the note in my hand and began to cry. It was glaringly obvious now that things had deteriorated farther than what I had allowed myself to believe. It was clear now how bad things had gotten. We were in trouble and I was scared. I loved this man. I didn’t want to lose him but something deep down whispered that I was perhaps holding onto something that had already escaped me.


  I cried for a long time in Jamieson’s room alone, until I finally regained my strength and left. When I went to my apartment it was cold and lonely. I immediately drew a warm bath and soaked my tired body, hoping it would bring me some relief.


  I watched T.V. for a few hours checking my phone like a crazy person but there was no reason to, Jamieson did not call or text.


  I fell asleep on my couch and was awakened by my cell phone first thing in the morning. I immediately lunged for my phone hoping it was Jamieson, but it was my sister. I had forgotten I had volunteered to help teach lessons to some of the novice riders this morning. Thank goodness she called to remind me.


  I showered and threw on a pair of breaches, my navy quilted jacket and my leather hunt boots. I made it to the barn in record time. Jacks’ barn was about twenty minutes outside of the city but depending on traffic it could take forty minutes. When I pulled up I saw Jacks bundled in her warm coat walking down the row of stalls checking each horse.


  “What are you doing here, crazy? You just gave birth two weeks ago. Shouldn’t you be at home?”


  “I just wanted to check them. I haven’t been to the barn since I had Libby.” She said still checking the row of horses.


  “How is my gorgeous niece? I didn’t get to see her yesterday.” I asked zipping up my quilted jacket and following Jacks down the aisle of the barn.


  “She is wonderful. She is such an easy baby so far. She sleeps through the night almost every night and Lukas is amazing with her.” Jacks glowed as she talked about her new daughter. She had gone into labor late at night. She called me completely calm letting me know it was time. I of course was a crazy person running around my house making sure I had everything to go to the hospital. Jacks had told me she wanted me to be in the room when she gave birth, I tried to politely decline but she was having none of that, she insisted I be in there. I can’t exactly say I was glad to have witnessed it all, it is my firm belief that women who haven’t given birth should not be in that room. But I was glad to be the first person to hold my gorgeous niece after her parents had their turns. It was magical seeing her and it made me realize I wanted what my sister had. The question was, did Jamieson want that same thing.


  “What’s wrong, Jens?” Jacks said looking up from her inspection of the horses, and immediately fixated on me.


  “Nothing.” I walked past her toward the tack room.


  “You can’t lie to me, I’m your sister. Now tell me what is wrong.” She stormed after me.


  “It’s nothing, I just was let down is all.” I tried to give her a half truth in an attempt to satisfy her curiosity.


  “What did he do?” Jacks demanded.


  “He didn’t do anything,” I told her as I pulled a saddle out from the rack on the wall.


  “Damn it Jenna, just tell me!” Jacks pushed past me blocking my way out of the tack room.


  I sighed in defeat knowing I was about to spill my guts to her. “We were supposed to have a relaxing intimate dinner at his house for Valentine’s Day, but when I got there I found an empty house and a note saying he had to travel to New York for business. I spent most of the night crying and checking my phone incessantly, but he hasn’t called.”


  “Oh Jens, I’m sorry,” Jacks wrapped her arms around me and I felt a loan tear slide down my cheek.


  “I think I’m losing him,” I squeaked out.


  “Jenna, I warned you about the Wellingtons. I was worried this would happen but I had hoped that Jamieson was different from his brother. But it seems they are both cut from the same cloth.”


  “I don’t think he’s like Ethan. I think he is just extremely stressed out with the business. I know it has been struggling since his father passed away.” I don’t know why I felt the need to defend him but what Jacks said irritated me. Jamieson was nothing like Ethan. He was good. Wasn’t he?


  “Maybe he's not, but he certainly is acting like his brother,” Jacks lifted one eyebrow indicating she was totally skeptical.


  “We just need some time to ourselves to get back on track, that’s all,” I said out loud trying my best to convince myself as well as Jacks. She stepped aside and let me leave the tack room to saddle my first horse of the day.
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  Riding had always helped to clear my head and made me feel better. There was something therapeutic about climbing aboard a thousand pound animal and jumping it over fences so high it made you feel like you were flying. After a full day of riding and teaching lessons I put my last horse away feeling better about life. I grabbed my keys and jacket from the tack room on the way out of the barn. I had been so busy I had not checked my phone all day. I realized this as I got in my car to head home. I was shocked to find a lone text message from Jamieson. He told me he would get in late and would see me sometime later in the week. It was not the exactly the apologetic text message I had hoped for, instead it was rather cold and impersonal.


  As I drove home I began to rack my brain as to why Jamieson would be acting this way. I wondered if perhaps it was my confession from the other night in the car. That was my only idea because we hadn’t argued over anything. Then I began thinking, like most woman do in these types of situations, is it me? Is he no longer into me? To this I had no answer, although it seemed unlikely as the one area of our relationship which did seem spot on was our sex life. We couldn’t get enough of each other. Most nights we had sex until Jamieson had his fill and I was so sedated I finally passed out. But like most nights, I would wake to find an empty bed and Jamieson sleeping in his study. It wasn’t a new development in our relationship but I would have been lying had I said it didn’t bother me. It seemed as though Jamieson could never truly rest, always making work a priority.


  The more I thought about it, the more I became convinced it was work that was the real issue between us. I decided the best thing to do would be to surprise him at his house. I thought perhaps I could get him to rest a little and maybe pry out of him what was bothering him at work. If only I had known what was really in store for me.
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  It was just past midnight when I pulled up to the house. Every light in the place looked as though it was on and several cars were parked in the driveway. Julian and Derrick were most likely throwing themselves a little party. I opened the front door and caught sight of a very shirtless Derrick chasing after a half-naked leggy blonde.


  “Hey J!” He waved as he finagled the girl into his room shutting the door.


  I continued down the hall toward the kitchen to find several people, most of whom I didn’t know drinking and laughing. I continued through the house in search of Jamieson but only found Julian. He was in his favorite reclining chair playing Grand Theft Auto with a very naked girl on his lap. What the fuck?


  “Jenna!” He yelled when he spotted me.


  “Hey Julian. Is Jamieson home?” I asked pissed. What was he doing? I thought he was into Olivia?


  I turned red just watching the dark haired girl that was naked on Julian’s lap. She however, couldn’t have cared less that I was in the room. Where in the hell did they find these tramps?


  “Yeah, he has been here a while. Was in the kitchen doing shots with us but I don’t know where he is now. Check his room, he probably is tired from his flight and the ridiculous amounts of whiskey he just downed.”


  I spun around on my heels and stormed off up the stairs. I was livid. The fact that he had come home and decided to get piss-assed drunk, not even bothering to call me was too much. I was raging. I was going to give him a piece of my mind.


  The grand double doors to his bedroom were closed so I flung them open hoping to startle him awake. Unfortunately for me it was me who was awakened, and it was to a cold harsh reality no one would even wish on their worst enemy.


  Jamieson was indeed in his bed, but he was not alone or asleep. In horror I watched as two women turned their heads in utter shock to look at me. I gasped holding my throat as if I was unable to get air. I tried to speak, I tried to scream but nothing came out.


  Jamieson broke the silence. “Jenna, what the fuck are you doing here?”


  And just like that my heart shattered into a trillion tiny pieces as I realized the man I had given my heart to was a complete and total liar.


  I backed out of the door and ran down the stairs two at a time. Looking back now, I don’t know why I was running. There was no reason to run, he wasn’t coming after me. The chase was over. He was the hunter, I was the hunted and this had been his kill.


  


  CHAPTER FIFTEEN


  


  


  “I’m going to tell you everything, Jenna. I know I can’t right the wrongs I have committed but I do hope it may shed some light on what happened back then.”


  I nodded my head indicating I understood he was about to reveal some hard truths. I clutched my knees and settled deep into the couch readying myself for what was to come.


  Jamieson leaned forward on the edge of the couch, almost in defeat. “The night you found me…No, wait I need to start back further.” I watched him readjust himself on the couch nervously before he started again. “When my father died, two years before we met, it was sudden. I had been working for the company but I was not privy to all the financial information. I was young and naive. Partying and having fun was my primary focus in life not the company, I let my dad and Uncle Phillip shoulder that burden. But when he died from a heart attack everything changed. In his will, I was named as his successor. I was ill prepared for the role I was stepping into. I quickly learned the company was in real trouble. Dad had leveraged basically the entire company to put in the new distillery. We were over extended and in dire trouble. I tried for two years to get loans from banks to help cover all of our costs but not one would lend to us. I was just about to start selling off assets and laying off employees when Uncle Phillip presented me with another option.”


  He swallowed hard giving himself a moment to catch his breath. I was more confused than ever. I had always known there were problems with the company and he was working himself ragged back then but he refused to confide in me. I was glad to finally know what pressure he was truly under but what did any of this have to do with me?


  I rubbed my temples at an attempt to ease my boggled mind. “Jamieson, I appreciate you telling me this but I still don’t see how any of this forced you to cheat on me.”


  He let out a deep sigh and started again. “I’m getting to that just bear with me. So Uncle Phillip presented me with another option, one I had not thought of but knew it would save the company. It was perfect, in theory. The only problem was I had met you.” He said fixating his blue eyes on mine. “When I met you it changed everything. I became infatuated with you quickly, but you already know that. I couldn’t get enough of you. I wanted to spend every waking moment with you, day and night. I was obsessed. I had never experienced anything like that in my entire life. You changed me, Jenna and because of that I couldn’t go through with the plan, or so I thought.”


  “For a few months, the company limped along and we scrapped by but right before we went to Aspen to celebrate Christmas, I had a meeting with the board. They informed me we had less than a year to continue to operate before we would have to declare bankruptcy. I was out of options. I had called in every last favor, borrowing money from everyone I could possibly think of and then some. Uncle Phillip of course knew all of this and was getting increasingly frustrated with my refusal to go along with the plan. He kept berating me and telling me I was just distracted by you. In Aspen, it all came to a head and Phillip forced my hand.” Jamieson paused again rubbing the back of his head and staring at the ground.


  “Jamieson, I still don’t understand. What does this have to do with me?”


  “It has everything to do with you because the plan was for me to marry Lars and Violet’s daughter, Trinity.”


  I gasped. “What?”


  Jamieson was quiet for a long few minutes before he started his twisted tale again. “Lars and Violet own a chain of restaurants and bars all through Europe. Their brand is a powerhouse and a merger of our whisky brand with their businesses would have breathed new life into Wellington Whiskey. Trinity is their only child. On her thirtieth birthday, she was to inherit almost half of the company’s stock. One day she will inherit it all but even just half of the company’s stock would have been enough leverage for my company. It would have been the ultimate merger of sorts.”


  “So you were going to marry her just to get her family’s fortune? That is despicable, Jamieson, even for you.”


  He winced at my words but continued on. “I couldn’t go through with it. I tried of course, but I couldn’t. I knew in Aspen it was the company’s last hope so I had to at least try, so I did. I decided I was going to end things between us but it was so hard. I couldn’t do it. I tried to distance myself from you slowly but that wasn’t working. Every time I was around you, I was consumed. I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t pull the trigger and end us. When Uncle Phillip called me to a meeting in New York on Valentine’s Day, I knew it was his way of trying to put a wedge between us and I let him. I spent a few days in New York planning what I needed to do next before I flew home.”


  I hopped up from the couch and began to pace. I was beginning to seethe. “When you say plan things you mean, figure out which two hookers you were going to screw and then let me walk in on it, right?”


  “Not exactly, no. I was making plans for my move to London. I knew I would need to relocate to where Trinity was so I could begin a relationship with her.”


  “I don’t think I can hear any more of this. You make me fucking sick, you know that?” He didn’t flinch this time at my harsh words.


  “I know that. I make myself sick thinking of the things I did. But please just let me finish you need to hear the entire story.”


  “Fine, but I have a question first.” I told him and crossed my arms over my chest settling down on the couch.


  “What is it Jenna?” He asked in barely a whisper holding his head in his hands.


  His face revealed the pain he was carrying around and I softened slightly. “Why did you have to cheat on me? Why didn’t you just tell me you wanted to end things? Why did you have to cut me so deeply?” It was an honest question. It made no sense to me that he couldn’t have just ended things and walked away.


  “There was no way I could have sat you down and lied to you like that. You would have seen right through my lies. You would have seen how heartbroken I was. I convinced myself on the plane ride home I had to show you I wasn’t worth loving. I also knew it would be a clean break for you. You would believe I was a cheater and you would end up hating me. I knew it would hurt you but I also knew it would give you a chance to move on. There would be no loose ends. I hadn’t planned the party at the house though. That was just a perfectly timed coincidence. So I texted you trying to blow you off and I knew you would show up. And I was right.”


  “You killed me that day, Jamieson. A part of me broke so hard I don’t think it will ever be right again. You are such a coward. I hope it was all worth it,” I said shaking my head in disbelief.


  “It wasn’t,” he said immediately. “I made the worst decision based upon fear and desperation. Nothing good can come out of such circumstances. You said earlier today was the worst day of your life. Well for me the worst day of my life was the night I betrayed you. It will always haunt me Jenna.”


  I let Jamieson’s words absorb into my skin like fresh steam in the shower, but they did little to heal the pain that was still bubbling at the surface. “So what happened? You obviously didn’t marry Trinity otherwise she wouldn’t be busting down my door to stake her claim.”


  “No, I didn’t marry Trinity,” he huffed out and readjusted on the couch. I could tell what he was about to tell me was going to be equally as bad. “I did move to London. It was about a week after I came home from New York. I went there for the sole purpose of pursuing Trinity and convincing her to marry me. I knew it wasn’t going to be a quick process but one that took months and maybe years. I committed myself to do whatever I needed to do in order to save the company. Trinity’s thirtieth birthday was over a year away so I had some time to work on it if I needed. I should have known better though. I have known Trinity her entire life. Our families have always been friends and so we practically grew up together. It was natural for me to reach out to her when I got to London in search of a friendly face. Trinity was excited to have me around and we began spending a lot of time together. We quickly started dating and I thought the plan was working perfectly.”


  Jamieson paused for a half a second and I jumped in.


  “I don’t get it…why didn’t you keep dating Trinity and just marry her? She seems to think you two are still together even though you adamantly deny it.”


  “I know you don’t understand but Jenna, just please let me finish,” he pleaded.


  I nodded indicating I would shut-up and let him continue.


  “Everything was going according to plan. We had been dating for almost a year and Trinity’s birthday was just around the corner. I was planning on proposing soon. I went to see Lars to ask for his blessing and that’s where things took a drastic turn. It was the middle of the afternoon on a weekend and I knew Lars usually was home at his grand estate in the Northampton. When I got there though he wasn’t home, but Violet was. She told me Lars was out golfing and would be home soon so I decided to wait not wanting to make the drive out to Northampton twice. I should have seen it coming, Violet was like a second mother to me. I should have known she would have seen through my bullshit.”


  He shook his head almost like he was trying to get loose of his past indiscretions but they were clearly catching up with him. He breathed deep and continued.


  “She confronted me while we had tea in the kitchen. She told me she knew I wasn’t in love with her daughter and that I never would be. I was at a total loss. I tried to convince her she was wrong but finally after going round and round with her I caved and admitted the truth. It was odd but she didn’t seem surprised. She told me that Lars and she had suspected what my true motives were. It seems they both were aware of what a desperate situation Wellington Whiskey was in and they knew I was willing to do anything to save the legacy my father had built.”


  “What the hell? Why was Violet so understanding? I would have given you a piece of my mind and then kicked you out of my house for the shameful way you treated my daughter.”


  “I think most people would have, but Lars and Violet are thankfully not most people, they are special. Lars arrived at home during my confession to Violet and he joined us listening to my disgraceful behavior. He was disappointed and upset for what I had done but said he could understand why I did it. It was cathartic finally coming clean about what my real motives were and all of the struggles with the company. As I was telling them everything I knew I was likely going to lose everything and I was slowly accepting that. But what Lars and Violet did next thoroughly shocked me.”


  “What did they do?” I asked engrossed in the twisted tale he was spinning before me.


  I couldn’t imagine it getting any crazier, but boy was I wrong.


  


  CHAPTER SIXTEEN


  


  


  April 14, 2010…


  It had been exactly two months since my disastrous breakup with Jamieson, if you could even call it a breakup. It was more like a wake up instead of a breakup. I think you have to actually be dating someone to breakup with them and I’m not sure you can actually be in a relationship with someone you don’t know at all. So I have decided that we weren’t actually together it was all just a figment of my imagination, or that is what I just keep telling myself as a sad attempt to feel better.


  I haven’t talked to him since that day nor has he tried to contact me. I had thought he may chase after me as I ran away from his mansion of horrors but nope. There had been no contact, complete radio silence. I vowed to myself that night as I sped down his private drive that I would never go back to that house and I most certainly would never speak to him again, it was done.


  “Happy Birthday, Jens!” My sister called from down the barn aisle. She was just putting one of her favorite horses away after her ride.


  “Thanks.” I said glumly walking toward her.


  I watched as she brushed down the horse and leaned against the stall door. I couldn’t help but feel sorry for myself. It was my birthday and I was miserable. I literally felt like my heart had been ripped out of my chest and then stomped on. I didn’t care that it was my birthday I just wanted to be left alone, but I had agreed to come over to my sister's for a birthday dinner.


  “Everyone is up at the house,” she told me. Jacks and Lukas had built a beautiful home on the farm property. It was convenient having the house so close to the barn for Jacks.


  “I’ll go find them.” I turned to head in that direction.


  “Jens…wait.” Jacks had stopped brushing the horse and walked toward me.


  “What?” I asked.


  “How are you doing? Are you okay? You look like absolute shit,” she asked giving me a half smile.


  “I don’t really know anymore. Some days are better than others, today is not so great.” I replied shrugging my shoulders.


  “Has he tried to contact you?” she quizzed.


  “Nope.”


  “Have you tried to contact him?”


  “Hell no!” I snapped.


  “I was just asking. I could understand if you had,” she said softly.


  “I refuse to chase after someone who clearly doesn’t want me and probably never did.” I told her defiantly.


  “Do you really think that?” Jacks questioned.


  “Do I really believe I won’t chase him? Or do I really believe he never wanted me?” I asked confused at her question.


  “Do you really think he never wanted you?” she clarified.


  I let out a frustrated breath. “I don’t know Jacks. I just don’t know anymore. I never thought he would have done what he did so I have no clue.”


  She thought about what I said as she went past me to put her brushes away in the tack room. I rolled the stall door shut and followed her.


  “Do you want to know what I think?” she asked.


  “Sure.”


  “Alright you need to sit down for this,” she said pointing towards a huge tack box across from her.


  I obliged her and sat down.


  “I think he loved you or does love you—”


  I cut her off immediately. “Jacks, you know that’s not true.”


  “Look do you want to hear what I have to say or not?”


  “Yes.” I said in defeat. I knew this wasn’t going to be what I wanted to hear but I also knew my sister was wise beyond her years and whatever she had to tell me would help heal my wounds.


  “The reason I say I think he loved you is because this is exactly what I went through with Ethan.” she stated coolly, leaning back against her big wood desk in the corner of the tack room. “I know I haven’t told you the whole story of what happened between Ethan and I but now is probably the right time to share it. We were in love, that I have absolutely no doubt of. We were insane for each other. We spent every waking minute with each other. It happened fast and I just knew. He awakened something in me that I didn’t know was there and I knew I did the same for him. Thinking back about it, it was mad. I had never felt like that before. The way he made me feel was out of this world, Jenna. I know you know what I’m talking about because I could see that is how Jamieson made you feel. I could also see that he felt the same about you. The way he looked at you said it all. He was wrapped up in you.” Jacks paused and let out a breath. I could see she was reliving the things with her and Ethan.


  “What happened with you and Ethan?” I asked softly.


  Jacks eyes settled on me but I could tell she was miles away back in time. “He cheated on me.”


  “Did you walk in on him like I did with Jamieson?” I asked curiously.


  “No, I think I would have preferred that to what really happened. Do you remember three years ago when cousin Emily was getting married?” Emily and her sister Amy were our only cousins. My mother was an only child and my father had only one sister. Growing up we had spent a fair amount of time with Emily and Amy but as we got older we grew apart.


  “Yeah. I couldn’t go because it was during exams.” I was confused what cousin Emily’s wedding had to do with any of this.


  “Well, it was the night of the rehearsal dinner. I had decided not to bring a date even though I wanted desperately to ask Ethan but it was such a new relationship I just didn’t know if that was right to invite him. I knew he had something he had to do that weekend anyways so I decided to not mention it to him. God I wish I could go back in time.” She said to herself catching her breath before she continued. “When I got to the restaurant I was the last to arrive. I walked in and everyone was already sitting down, but when I got close to the table I saw him. He was there. He was sitting between Amy and Aunt Desiree. I was so confused at him being there. At first I thought maybe he was surprising me but then I saw he was holding Amy’s hand and I felt sick. I tried to retreat but Mom saw me and ushered me into my seat. She then proceeded to go around the table and introduce me to everyone and when she got to Ethan she said he was Amy’s boyfriend.”


  “Oh God Jacks! I’m so sorry, that is horrible. What did you do? What did he say?” I asked hurriedly.


  “I didn’t make a scene I quietly sat in my chair and carried on conversations around me. I could tell he was freaking out though. He looked petrified. I wanted to freak out and yell and scream but I knew that would only ruin Emily’s day so I refrained. As soon as dinner was over I left. I knew Mom could tell something was wrong with me but she thankfully left me alone. When I got home he was there waiting for me. I tried to push past him into my door but he refused to leave.” Jacks closed her eyes and I could tell she was willing herself not to cry. My heart broke for her. At least Jamieson had cheated on me with some random bimbos and not my freaking cousin.


  “I can’t believe he was cheating on you with cousin Amy,” I told her in shock.


  “He wasn’t really; he was cheating on Amy with me. He explained to me that they had been dating for almost a year and were on a break, whatever that means. He said she wanted to get married but he wasn’t sure so he suggested they take a break. Well it seems I was the stupid break. He told me he loved me. He begged for me to forgive him for not telling him but I couldn’t understand if they were on a break why he was there at the wedding acting like Amy’s boyfriend. It didn’t make sense and I knew that anything built on such a lie would never survive so I ended it. I told him I didn’t want anything to do with him and that was the last time I spoke to him. When I saw him at the wedding he looked miserable but I was unwavering. I didn’t want anything to do with him. I knew that love couldn’t grow out of such deceit. At the time I was convinced it was all a lie and he never did love me but now years later watching you go through something similar I see things differently. I know that Ethan and I had been in love. I know that because of the way he made me feel. No one has ever made me feel that way and I know there is no one out there that can, only love can do that.”


  I was dumbfounded at what Jacks was saying.


  “What about Lukas?” I asked in shock.


  “Don’t get me wrong, Jens, I love Lukas. I thank God every day for bringing him into my life when he did. But it is different with Lukas, not better not worse, just different. Ethan changed me. He scarred my heart badly and Lukas thankfully was able to mend it back together.” She paused folding her arms across her chest. “I know what you are going through, Jens. I have been knee deep in that pain you’re in. But you have to be honest with yourself it is the only way you can move on. Jamieson Wellington is a prick and a grade-A asshole, but in all honesty he probably did love you, he just couldn’t handle it for whatever reason. And that is the real mystery not whether or not he loved you.”


  I didn’t reply right away. I sat quietly digesting what she was saying. I knew she was probably right. I also knew that it was unlikely I would ever learn the real reason he pushed me away. But Jacks was right, if I wanted to move on I had to be honest about it to myself. I couldn’t avoid the pain by denying it, I had to accept it and go through it.


  “Thanks for telling me all this, Jacks.”


  “I’m sorry you are going through this. I wanted to think Jamieson was different than Ethan but I should have known better. The Wellington’s are a special breed of heartbreakers. But you will get over him Jenna, it will just take time,” she told me solemnly.


  “I know that. I’m glad I will be leaving for Vanderbilt soon. Audrey agreed to move with me in July instead of waiting for August. I think a change of scenery will help me.” I told her optimistically.


  “I know it will.” She said giving me a half smile. “Now come on, let’s go eat some cake and ice cream.”


  Jacks and I made the walk across the field toward the house side by side. I was still processing what she had told me and it struck me. Would I ever truly unravel the mystery that was Jamieson Wellington or would I spend the rest of my life wondering?


  


  


  CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


  


  


  We were still sitting on my couch and it had been hours. Jamieson had not yet finished divulging his true motives all those years ago and I was in shock. It still just didn’t seem real.


  “They agreed to a merger of sorts between the two companies. Lars would back the loan I needed for the new distillery and also they agreed to sell Wellington Whiskey in all their restaurants and bars exclusively. I could not understand why on earth Lars and Violet would ever be so kind as to help me after the outrageous things I had done.”


  “No kidding. You didn’t deserve any of their help, Jamieson. Lars and Violet had no reason to help you after what you had done.” I reiterated.


  “I understand, but there was a catch.” He said.


  “There was?” I asked.


  “I had to take Trinity back to the states with me, give her a job and watch over her.” He confessed.


  “Wait, what? Why?” I demanded.


  “Trinity has a self-control problem as you have already seen. She is immature and a total brat. She is basically a debutant. Her parents were exasperated with her and her childish behavior. They decided it was time for her to grow up. So they put a hold on her inheriting a large portion of the company until she can prove she can settle down and grow up.”


  “But why you? Why Alabama? Why not send her away somewhere else?” I questioned.


  “Honestly, I think they were just sick of her and wanted her far enough away she couldn’t embarrass them. Trinity has burned a lot of bridges in London and is the topic of tabloids constantly. Before I came to London she was involved with a married billionaire. He wouldn’t leave his wife so she decided to leak their relationship to the press as revenge. Lars and Violet hoped sending her to Alabama would make her fall of the radar for a while.”


  “Did it work?” I asked.


  Jamieson let out a sarcastic laugh. “Yes and no. Here there are no tabloids for her to star in so that has helped but as for her settling down, not even close. She hardly comes into work and when she does she is a nuisance. She has convinced herself that the easiest way to convince her parents she has settled down is to marry me.”


  “What? Didn’t you tell her that you were only dating her for her stake in the company?” I could feel the rage inside me coming back two-fold.


  “Yes, of course I told her. I came clean to Trinity the same day I confessed to her parents. I drove back to London that night sat her down and told her everything. She of course went ballistic and rightfully so. I apologized profusely but then I had to tell her the plan her parents had come up with. She flipped out and went totally nuts. I swear that woman screamed for hours. Finally she calmed down enough to rationalize things. She agreed to move to Alabama. We moved the following week and since then we have been living here in Huntsville.”


  “Okay… but why is she convinced you two are going to get married? What are you doing to lead her on Jamieson? Obviously she has some reason to think the way she does!” I snapped at him.


  “No she doesn’t! I have been completely honest with her since the night I told her everything in London. Trinity is just crazy. She refuses to work for her share in her parent’s company she wants it to be just handed to her. She even tried to blackmail me into marrying her. She won’t leave me alone and she won’t drop this charade she has going in her mind. I feel bad for leading her on the way I did, but damn it she has to get over it. She needs to move on.”


  I think about what Jamieson had just told me for a minute trying to put myself in Trinity’s shoes. “She loves you, doesn’t she?”


  It was a simple question but I already knew the answer, Jamieson didn’t really need to tell me. Only a desperate, crazy, insanely in love person would act the way Trinity was, right or wrong.


  “I don’t know. Maybe…probably,” he huffed out in frustration.


  “Do you love her?” I quizzed him.


  “No! Why would you ask me that?” he demanded a bit frantic.


  “It’s a fair question. You were together for quite some time. Maybe you developed feelings for her.” I said calmly trying not to show my true anxious feelings.


  “I don’t love her, Jenna. I never loved her. At one point I may have liked her okay, but it was never love. I feel a sense of responsibility for her though. It is my fault she has these feelings for me. I created them and unfortunately she now has to live with them.” He concluded glumly.


  “I feel bad for her. I know what it’s like to love a lie and then struggle to believe the truth.”


  He understood I was talking about him. “Jenna, it’s not the same.”


  “It’s not?”


  “No, it’s not. I didn’t lie to you about having feelings for you that was all true. I loved you Jenna, I never deceived you about that,” he argued.


  “Really? I don’t believe that for a second. If you really loved me you wouldn’t have slept with two bimbos that night and cast me aside like I was nothing.” I bit back at him.


  “Is that what you think? You think I just easily cast you aside? You know nothing! I was depressed for months more like years over our breakup. There hasn’t been a day that I haven’t thought about you, dreamt about you and worried about you. I know it was hard for you, Jenna. I know I put you though unimaginable pain but please don’t pretend like you were the only one struggling. I was right there with you just as miserable missing you and hating myself every day for the choices I had made. And for your information I did not sleep with anyone that night!”


  I was overwhelmed by his words. Jamieson had never truly admitted to me that he was heartbroken over our breakup. I had told myself for years it had only been me in pain, this new reality was hard to accept.


  “Wait, what do you mean you didn’t sleep with the bimbos?” I finally caught the last part of his declaration.


  “Just what I said, I never slept with them. I had on shorts and boxers under the sheets. They were naked but I didn’t touch them.” He paused for a short breath and ran his hands over his head contemplating his next words. “I could have, but I didn’t. I was in love with you, Jenna. You were the only woman I wanted naked in my bed then and now.”


  “Jamieson—” I started but was immediately cut off.


  “I know, Jenna. You don’t have to remind me that I ruined everything. I understand that better than anyone but I refuse to hide my feelings from you any longer. I know you know it was no surprise I ended up on the same plane as you bound for Las Vegas. I admit I sought you out. I had to see you again before it was too late.”


  I shook my head in disbelief. “Why Jamieson, why did you have to do it. I was happy.”


  “No you weren’t, Jenna. The minute you began talking to me in that booth I knew you weren’t happy. You lit up when you saw me just like you used to do and that’s when I knew that things weren’t over between us. I knew I could never have that effect on you if you truly loved someone else.”


  I couldn’t argue with that. I may have been willing to marry Cain but deep down inside of me I knew I didn’t love him like I loved Jamieson.


  “Jamieson…I don’t think things can ever be the same between us. Too much has happened. Too much time has passed. I won’t deny that I have feelings for you. I probably will always have them. I accepted that fact a long time ago but that doesn’t mean I am willing to chance getting my heart broken by you a second time. I mean look what has already happened. My life has literally imploded since you have reemerged in it. I have lost my fiancé, my wedding, my job, my life plan and even my apartment. I literally have nothing left except my heart for you to obliterate and that I refuse to risk, not again.” I told him defiantly. I then stood up and nervously made my way to the kitchen for some distance.


  He followed me. I had my back to him and was leaning over the sink trying to maintain my resilience.


  “What do you mean you lost your apartment?” Seriously that is the only the only thing he heard in that entire conversation?


  I didn’t turn around to face him. I couldn’t, I was too ashamed at my own misfortune. “Since I lost my job and so far have yet to find another, thanks to the Stratford’s deep ties to the legal community here. I can no longer afford my rent and my student loans. I move out next week.” I told him.


  “Where will you go?” he asked in a gentle tone.


  “Jacks’, her and Lukas have a spare room.”


  “You can’t do that.” he said simply in return.


  “I have to. It won’t be so bad. I will get to see Libby every day and I can help Jacks now that she is pregnant again.” Jacks had announced a few months ago she was pregnant and she just recently found out she was having a boy. Celebrating the upcoming birth of my nephew was the only thing I did look forward to these days.


  “Don’t move in with your sister, move in with me.”


  I spun around to face him; sure I would see his pity. But when I did see his face I was unnerved. Jamieson’s face didn’t hold pity, it held only kindness.


  “Thank you for offering, but I can’t.” I told him simply.


  “You are my wife, Jenna, it’s only right for us to live together.” He replied sternly but cautiously.


  “We both know this marriage is not real.” I huffed out in frustration.


  “Fine. Let me pay for your rent then.” I could tell his frustration level was increasing.


  “No, I refuse to take your money, Jamieson.” I snapped and turned back around leaning over the sink. I willed myself not to cry.


  I heard him shift his weight behind me and let out a ragged breath. “Look, I have a huge house. You can take the spare room. You can do whatever you like to it; make it completely your space. I can have all the stuff moved out of it and all of yours moved in this week. Just let me know and it will be done.”


  This was the Jamieson I remembered. The sweet but take no excuses man that demanded so much and left me questioning his motives. I considered his offer for a half a second before remembering our circumstances.


  “I don’t think it’s a good idea.”


  “I know you don’t, but I promise it will be fine,” he said with a hint of optimism.


  “Let me think about it. I need to think about a lot of things.” I realized we were at an impasse for the evening.


  “Fine, do that.”


  I didn’t hear him close the distance between us but I felt him standing right behind me.


  “Jamieson…” I didn’t really know what I was going to say, his name just came out through the electricity in the air.


  He placed one strong palm on my hip shifting me to face him once again.


  “I know you don’t trust me, Jenna and I also know you have every right to those feelings, but I promise I will not hurt you again. Please just let me help you.”


  His kindness broke the well-built dam inside me and a lone tear slipped down my cheek. Jamieson reached up with his free hand and brushed it away.


  “I’m sorry I hurt you, Jenna. I know hearing my truth tonight was hard but you needed to know, it was time.” He whispered softly while still cupping the side of my face.


  “I do appreciate you telling me everything finally but it doesn’t make it any less hurtful.” “I know that. I am solely to blame for the mess that was made. Please just know that there isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for you, Jenna. All you need to do is ask.” he said pulling me towards him. I went willing into his arms and he kissed my forehead as he held me tightly. His hard chest felt like heaven. I had missed him all these years. I had missed the safety I felt when I was with him. It was odd feeling so cherished in the arms of someone so deceitful.


  


  


  CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


  June 26, 2010…


  It had been almost four months since I had fled the horrific scene I walked in on at Jamieson’s house. I had not heard from him. I had heard through Audrey who occasionally still talked to Derrick, that Jamieson had moved to London. The news hit me hard at first. It made things seem so final in a way to have him living so far away, but as the months passed I found comfort in knowing I wouldn’t run into him randomly. I knew our paths would definitely not cross and it gave me the ability to heal in a way I don’t think I would have been able to had I thought he was still so close by. If I am totally honest with myself though, Jamieson did weigh into my decision to leave for Vanderbilt early. Before I had learned he was living in London, I had made arrangements to move a month earlier than I had originally expected to. Audrey, being the amazing friend she is, agreed to move early with me so I wouldn’t be alone. I was looking forward to law school. I knew it was going to be an overwhelming experience but I was ready for a new adventure. I was also more than ready to have something other than my emotional trauma to consume me.


  Audrey and I were leaving in a few days and Olivia had insisted on throwing us a big going away bash at Havens. For the first time in a long while I actually felt excited and a little like my old self. I was looking forward to seeing my friends and celebrating one last time before I tackled the monumental feat.


  “Is this dress too short?” I asked Audrey as we walked arm-in-arm toward the bar.


  “Hell no! It makes that big booty of yours look amazing.” Audrey reassured me.


  I had chosen a tight jersey dress with a low back and my favorite studded heals. Audrey wore a cute pair of black shorts and a gold shimmery top with sky high stilettos. She looked fierce as usual.


  “So do you know who is coming tonight?” I asked Audrey. Olivia had kept all the details of our party pretty quiet.


  “I have no idea.” She led the way into the bar.


  I followed close behind Audrey as we made our way around the corner of the entrance. Once inside, we were greeted by a crowd of our friends and family. Across the back of the bar there was a huge banner that said “Caution: Lawyers in Training!” Leave it to Livy to come up with something like that.


  I made my way into the crowd greeting my friends and family. Spotting Jacks and Lukas near the front, I waved and they headed over.


  “I can’t believe you actually got her to come out,” I said to Lukas.


  “I know, right?” Lukas grinned.


  “Hey I have a baby now; I can’t be going out to bars,” Jacks argued in her defense.


  “You used to be so much fun,” I kidded her.


  “I’m still fun! Tell her I’m fun, babe,” she looked to Lukas for backup.


  “You’re still fun sweetheart, you have always been fun,” Lukas reassured her, draping his arm around her and whispering something in her ear making her giggle.


  “So Jenna, when do you leave?” Lukas asked still grinning from whatever dirty thing he whispered in his wife’s ear.


  “Wednesday. Audrey and I are driving Dad’s truck with the U-haul trailer. He is going to come up on the weekend and bring me my car and help us unpack the big stuff.”


  “I can’t believe you are leaving again so soon. We just got you back,” Jacks whined.


  “I know but Nashville isn’t that far away. I can come home to visit and you guys can come see me anytime,” I offered.


  “I know it’s the best thing for you right now, but I’m still selfish. I’m going to miss my little sister. I was just getting used to having you home again,” she said giving me a huge hug.


  “Oh geez she is getting emotional already,” Lukas said rolling his eyes.


  “Well I’m glad to see you aren’t torn up about my impeding move, brother,” I shot back at him.


  In reply, Lukas wrapped me up in a huge hug and kissed my cheek. “You will always be my kid sister, and of course I will miss you.”


  “Thanks Lukas.” I gave him a big smile.


  “Alright, stop standing here with us and go mingle with some dudes. You didn’t wear that dress for nothing,” he said as he released me.


  “Thanks for coming guys,” I called over my shoulder as I walked toward Livy on the other side of the bar.


  Livy was talking to some of our friends from high school whom she invited. I snuck up behind her and hugged her from behind.


  “I love you bestie, thank you for the amazing party,” I told her still hugging her.


  “Group hug!” I heard Audrey come rushing up behind me smashing into us.


  “Well it’s not every day that your best friends go off to law school and leave you at boring old home,” Olivia pouted.


  “You know you could move with us,” I told her again. Audrey and I had offered repeatedly for her to come with us, but she had refused. She had recently accepted an internship at an advertising agency that focused on fashion that she was pretty excited about.


  “Oh, I will be fine at home. Plus I know better than to move in with two soon-to-be law students. You guys will be so busy you will barely have time to breathe let alone hang out,” she replied.


  “Well you still have to come up and visit. I hear they have some pretty hot guys at law school,” Audrey smiled.


  “Oh heck yes I will be up there,” Livy smiled back at us.


  I couldn’t help but feel sad leaving Olivia behind. It was different in undergrad because Olivia and Audrey had attended the University of Alabama but I had left to go to University of Tennessee on my own. Since we had all moved back to Huntsville we had been inseparable, it was going to be hard not having her with us, but I was glad to have Audrey by myside.


  The three of us ordered drinks and chatted with our friends.


  “Oh shit what are they doing here?” I heard Livy say from beside me looking shocked.


  I followed her stare and saw Julian walking through the door. I immediately perched up on my tip toes to look around for Jamieson.


  “Who is he with?” Audrey said pushing her way through the crowd to see.


  “He’s with Derrick.” Olivia answered her.


  My heart instantly slowed but at the same time I felt the smallest pang of disappointment.


  “Here they come,” Audrey warned in a harsh tone.


  All three of us tried to pretend we hadn’t been watching their entrance.


  “The party is finally here, ladies.” Derrick shot us his signature cocky grin.


  “Hi Derrick.” All three of us said in unison.


  “Ladies! I have missed you all,” Julian announced, coming up beside us draping his arms over me and Olivia.


  Livy shrugged out of his arm and stormed off. I watched as Julian’s eyes followed her exit. I caught the slightest look of regret in his face before he replaced it with his signature smile.


  “So I hear you pretty ladies are going off to become lawyers,” Julian said.


  “Yup, we leave this week,” I explained.


  “Well that’s a damn shame. Seems our group keeps getting smaller and smaller, with JW moving to London,” he mused.


  The mere mention of Jamieson made my skin prick up and the pain washed over me. I tried my best to hide it.


  “What are you drinking Belle?” I heard Derrick ask Audrey. He had nicknamed her Belle because he liked to tease her about being such a southern belle. She of course hated the nickname.


  “Cosmo,” she replied to him.


  “Come on, let me get you another one,” Derrick said leading her toward the bartender.


  I watched as they walked away still trying to keep my feelings in check.


  “How you holding up Jenna?” Julian asked completely catching me off guard.


  “Huh?” I turned to look at him, and was met with a look of concern.


  “You doing alright?” he asked again.


  “Yeah, I’m great,”


  Julian shook his head lightly. “I shouldn’t tell you this but fuck it, I’m going to anyways. He asks about you.”


  “What?” I had heard him just fine but what he was saying wasn’t making any sense to me.


  “When he calls, he asks if I have seen you and if you are doing alright,” he clarified.


  “Why would he do that?” I was genuinely confused now.


  “I don’t know, I’m guessing he feels bad for how things went down,” he answered.


  “Really? He didn’t seem to feel bad when I walked in on him naked in bed with two chicks.” Julian may have caught me off guard at first but now my anger was back tenfold.


  “I know he fucked up, Jenna. I think he knows he fucked up, but that doesn’t mean the guy doesn’t still care about you.”


  “No that is exactly what it means. You don’t care about someone if you are willing to cheat on them,” I snapped.


  “I get it, you have every right to be angry but maybe there are things you don’t know.” Julian was trying his best to defend the defenseless.


  “You know what, how about next time he calls you tell him for me that I hope his dick rots off!” With that I stormed off looking for Livy. The nerve of him!
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  I had found Olivia brooding in the corner. She was less than impressed with Julian’s presence at the party. I hadn’t truly noticed in the last few months but standing there watching Livy I realized my friend was nursing her own heartache. I had told her about Julian and the slut from the party the night I walked in on Jamieson. She said she didn’t really care that they had just been having fun, but now it was evident that it had been more than just fun, for her at least.


  We spent the rest of the night drinking and laughing with the rest of our guests. On the whole it had been a good night and I was glad to have the chance to say goodbye to my friends and family. At the end of the night, I shared a cab home with Livy and Audrey.


  I made it home to my almost completely packed up apartment. It was lonely seeing all the boxes stacked up in my living room. Ignoring the feelings of sadness, I got ready for bed and snuggled into my pillow.


  I was almost asleep when my phone rang next to me. I looked at the screen and didn’t recognize the number. I answered even though I knew it probably wasn’t a good idea.


  “Hello?” I answered groggily into the phone.


  “Jenna?”


  It was him. Just hearing him say my name sent unwanted shivers up my spine.


  “Please don’t hang up.” he pleaded.


  “What do you want Jamieson,” I demanded.


  “I…uh…I just wanted to make sure you are okay,” he said cautiously.


  I laughed sarcastically. “I am fine. What is it that you really want?”


  “Are you fine? Julian said—”


  I cut him off. “No you don’t get to call me in the middle of the night asking if I am okay four months after you broke my heart! You didn’t care then and I certainly don’t believe for a second you care now. So spare me the bullshit and tell me why you really called,” I growled through the phone.


  He didn’t say anything for a long time and then let out a deep breath. “I’m sorry I called. I just wanted to make sure you were okay.”


  “Well I’m great so you don’t need to worry,”


  “I know you don’t believe me, Jenna but I do care about you, more than you will ever know. I will always care about you.”


  “Forgive me if I find that a bit hard to believe,” I said my voice dripping with sarcasm and bitterness.


  “I deserve that and more. I get it but that doesn’t change the fact that I worry about you. Please just take care of yourself,” his voice was desperate which struck me as strange.


  “I’m a big girl Jamieson I will be fine.” I snapped back to him.


  “I know that. Good luck in law school, Jenna, I know you will do amazing,” he told me and then hung up. What in the hell was that all about?


  


  


  CHAPTER NINETEEN


  


  


  Call it poor decision-making or call it asking for trouble, but whatever it was I had made the choice to move in with my ex-boyfriend now turned husband. Like Olivia had said over the phone when I told her, “What could possibly go wrong, right?”


  I had been there almost a month and things were surprisingly okay. Jamieson had been gone for most of that time. He had to oversee a new business venture in Europe so I had the house to myself pretty much, well minus my new roommates on the first floor. I was quickly learning there was something to be said for having guy roommates. Derrick and Julian may have been messy and load but they were tons of fun too.


  The first few days of the move had been intense as Jamieson was still home. He insisted on helping me pack up my apartment and get everything into storage. But after that I didn’t see him much, I figured he was giving me my space. He worked long hours and came home late at night. When he did come home, he locked himself in his bedroom only to reemerge very early to go to work. I was hoping I would only be living there a short time. I was keeping myself occupied sending out as many resumes as I could. I was bound and determined to get another job as quickly as possible. I knew it was my ticket to freedom.


  I was sort of dreading Jamieson coming home from his business trip. For the last couple of weeks I had become relaxed in my environment, laughing and joking with Julian and Derrick while watching TV at night. I even was learning to play a little Grand Theft Auto, as Derrick had insisted on teaching me. The guys were a blast and they had really helped take my mind off what a disaster my life had become. I knew that chill and fun environment would change today as soon as Jamieson came home.


  “Morning J,” Derrick greeted me as I rounded the corner to the kitchen to grab some breakfast for the day.


  “Good morning, Derrick,” I replied to him trying to ignore the fact he was only in his boxers and drinking milk straight from the gallon.


  “You know there are glasses you can use,” I suggested, glaring at him.


  “Man JW, is this what it’s like to be married? Getting nagged at all the time?”


  I hadn’t noticed Jamieson at the far end of the kitchen. He was sorting through his mail dressed in a sharp navy suit.


  Jamieson didn’t answer Derrick he just grumbled something inaudible.


  “Hi Jamieson. I didn’t know you were home yet,” I said to him.


  “I got in early this morning.” he informed me, not looking up from his mail.


  I in return tried to ignore his presence and quickly grabbed a banana for breakfast. I had gone to the grocery store when I first arrived but my food stash had been raided several times over by my ill-mannered roomies.


  “You still need a ride today, J?” Derrick asked me as he continued to rummage through the fridge for food.


  “Yeah I do. You still okay to give me a lift to the farm?”


  In a craptackular turn of events, my car broke down a few days ago and was currently in the shop. It was going to be there until at least the end of the week. Derrick and Julian had been kind enough to give me rides when I needed them.


  “What happened to your car?” Jamieson stopped what he was doing and looked at us.


  “Oh it broke down while I was on the highway a few days ago. I had it towed to the dealership and they are fixing it, but it won’t be ready for a few more days,” I told him.


  “You need a ride?” he questioned me.


  “No. Derrick said he could take me so I’m okay.” I replied to him.


  “I will take you. When do you need to leave?” Jamieson stated sternly.


  I looked over to Derrick for help but he just grinned and shrugged his shoulders before abandoning me in the kitchen with Jamieson.


  “I can be ready in a few minutes.” I said choking back the last bit of banana.


  “Great, I’m ready whenever you are.” He ignored me once again to check his cell phone this time.


  I left the kitchen and dashed upstairs to get on my riding clothes. I had told my sister I would come help her ride some young horses today. Since she was pregnant again she no longer could ride the young training horses, it was too dangerous. She had hired an assistant named Grayson a little over a year ago and he was now riding all the horses Jacks couldn’t, but there was still too many to ride in one day. I figured since I was currently unemployed I might as well help out at the farm.
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  The tension in the truck was palpable. Jamieson had remained his quiet self and it was putting me on edge.


  “Do you remember where it is?” I asked him as we drove down the highway toward the farm.


  “Yes,” was his only reply.


  “Did your business trip go okay?” I asked out of anxiousness.


  Again all he said was, “Yes.”


  “Where did you go exactly?” I continued my nervous small talk.


  “Italy.”


  “Oh nice! I have always wanted to go. Is it as gorgeous as everyone says it is?” I couldn’t seem to stop my nervous babbling.


  “I suppose,” is all he offered in return.


  He clearly didn’t want anything to do with me or this conversation which hurt my feelings for some unknown reason. It wasn’t that I really needed Jamieson’s attention, but I found it confusing considering he practically demanded I move in with him.


  I crossed my arms over my chest defensively and turned to watch the rolling pasture land out the window.


  We rode in complete silence for a long time until Jamieson broke it. “I’m sorry.”


  “It’s fine,” I said still pissed off.


  “No it’s not. I’m just having a hard time adjusting to you being around.”


  Now I was more than pissed I was offended. Screw him. It was not my idea to move in with him. I can damn well just go to my sisters if that’s how he felt. “I’m sorry. I told you I didn’t want to move in. I can be out by the end of the week.”


  Jamieson slowed the truck pulling it over to the side of the highway. “That’s not what I meant.”


  “It doesn’t matter, this was a bad idea. I can move in with my sister no big deal. I will just come by and get my stuff later,” I tried to seem indifferent to his rudeness.


  “Damn it Jenna that is not what I want!” He yelled slamming his fist into the steering wheel. What the hell?


  “Uh, okay then what is your problem, because I’m completely confused. You barely talk to me and you act pissed off all the time. So enlighten me, what is the problem if it’s not me?” I was exasperated with his hot and cold attitude.


  Jamieson took a steadying breath and looked over at me with a pained expression. “I want you, Jenna.”


  “Jamieson—” I started but was immediately cut off.


  “I know you don’t understand because I have made such a mess of everything but I’m still a man, Jenna. Can’t you see that it is hard for me to have you so close but not be able to have you the way I want? It’s torture for me.”


  “I…I didn’t realize I guess. I’m sorry,” I said breathlessly at his bold confession.


  “It is not your fault, it’s mine,” he protested, sounding defeated.


  “Maybe it is best that I just go to my sister’s,” I tried to offer him some relief.


  “No. I want you to stay with me. It’s my issue to work out and I promise you I will.” He gave me a half smile of reassurance.


  “Okay.” I didn’t really know what else to say, I was more than a little confused by his outburst. I needed time to think about it.


  Before he dropped me off at the farm he asked me when I would need a ride home. I told him I would just have my sister or Lukas drive me but he insisted on coming back for me in the afternoon. I was pretty sure he had to work then but I didn’t want to have another argument with him so I just let it go.
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  “Good Jens, now when you come around this next set of oxers I want you to really urge him forward. Make him climb,” Jacks relayed to me from the middle of the massive outdoor arena.


  I was high atop a young dark bay gelding named Harold. I was rusty but it wasn’t completely tragic. I was slowly regaining my senses and balance.


  I steered the tall gelding down the long line of fences and we effortlessly cleared them all. I leaned forward patting his neck, slowing him to a walk.


  “Nice work. You get along well with him,” she said smiling up at me.


  “Thanks. I think I had forgotten how much fun that is.” I told her and unsnapped my helmet.


  “You made it look fun,” Jacks smiled at me, holding her growing belly.


  I dismounted and led Harold toward the exit. Jacks walked slowly beside me.


  “I can’t believe you’re going to have another one soon.” I said pointing to her protruding stomach.


  “I know,” she said wide-eyed.


  “Well you do make a good broodmare.” I joked.


  “Thanks a lot!” She playfully pushed my shoulder as we exited the arena.


  Jacks and I both were startled by a car door. I hadn’t noticed anyone pull in while I was riding, I had been so focused.


  “Oh look it’s your husband,” Jacks teased.


  I just gave her a “you’re not funny look.”


  Jamieson walked toward us looking so sexy it hurt to even look directly at him. He was completely out of place in the barn with his trim navy suit on.


  “Jacqueline.” he greeted my sister.


  “Jamieson,” my sister returned with a hint of snark to her voice. She continued on into the barn and left me on my own to deal with my husband.


  “You ready to go?” he asked as he pet Harold’s nose.


  “Yes I just need to put him away real quick. I will just be a minute if you want to wait in the truck.” I suggested.


  “Are you trying to get rid of me, Jenna?” he asked quickly.


  “No, it’s just you’re not really in barn attire,” I told him plainly.


  “Clothes can be easily cleaned,” he said before we started walking into the barn.


  I put Harold in the cross-ties and began unsaddling him. Jamieson stood close by watching me.


  “Here, Jenna let me.” Grayson, Jacks’ new assistant offered from behind me.


  “Oh you don’t have to do that.”


  “It’s no problem.” He flashed me his bright white smile that complimented his porcelain skin and dirty brown hair.


  I stepped aside and let Grayson untack Harold. I patted the big gelding and told him what a good boy he was today.


  “That was some impressive riding out there,” Grayson complimented me.


  “Thanks, but I think it was mostly all him. I was just a passenger,” I told him sheepishly.


  “I doubt that,” Grayson said before disappearing to the tack room with the saddle he had pulled off Harold.


  Jamieson cleared his throat reminding me that he was standing right behind me and was likely ready to leave.


  “See you tomorrow guys,” I shouted down the barn aisle and turned to follow Jamieson toward his truck.


  Jamieson opened the door for me and I climbed up inside the cab. When we pulled out onto the main highway he finally spoke to me.


  “You looked like you really enjoyed yourself today.”


  “Yeah, I forgot how much I enjoy spending time at the barn riding with my sister.”


  “Why did you give it up?” I could tell he was genuinely curious.


  “I don’t know. I went off to college and started pursing other things I guess.”


  “Why didn’t you start riding again once you moved back to Alabama though?” he continued to press the issue but I wasn’t sure I wanted to tell him.


  “I was just too busy,” I offered, hoping he would buy it.


  “I don’t think you would have been too busy to do something you clearly love that much.” he looked at me giving me a knowing glare.


  “I just had other things I had to focus on,” I tried again.


  “He didn’t like it, did he?” Jamieson had always been able to see through me so clearly.


  I didn’t respond, instead I just looked forward down the long stretch of highway counting down the minutes until I could get out of the truck.


  “Asshole,” Jamieson muttered under his breath.


  I sucked in a breath and then let it out. “He said it was a silly hobby. He thought it was a waste of time and money. I don’t really know why I allowed him to keep me from it. Looking at it now I am ashamed at how I compromised myself.”


  “I couldn’t imagine keeping you from something you love. You lit up today. I haven’t seen you that way in long time Jenna. It was nice.”


  “Thanks.” I didn’t really know what to say to that but Jamieson was right. If you really love someone you don’t keep them from what truly makes them happy. It was just another glaringly obvious sign that Cain never did love me.
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  After we arrived home, I ate dinner and retreated to my bedroom to shower; I was filthy from the barn. When I stepped out of the shower I heard a light knock on my door. Still draped in my towel I cracked the door open. Jamieson’s heated eyes met mine and I shuddered under his stare.


  “Careful Jenna, my resolve is not that strong.” he warned in dark tone.


  “I…umm…what did you need?” I was shaken seeing the deep hunger in his eyes.


  “What time will you need a ride to the farm tomorrow?” he asked simply.


  “Oh I usually go mid-morning but I can see if someone else can take me.”


  “I will be here to pick you up at ten, does that work?”


  “Yeah, sure.” I wasn’t certain why he was insisting on driving me, but I didn’t protest either. He could just offer to loan me one of his cars but there was no way I was going to ask, so I just went along with it.


  “I will see you in the morning. Sleep well, Jenna.” he said before turning to walk down the hallway toward his room.


  I stood as still as a statute, still confused at what just happened. I watched him open both doors to his palatial room and turn to close them, but before he did he glanced up at me flashing a very sexy grin letting me know that our sexual tension was far from over. What in the hell had I gotten myself into now? And how in the hell was I going to sleep after that?


  


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY


  


  


  November 23, 2011


  I had successfully completed my first year of law school and was almost done with my second semester of my second year. School was even harder than I had imagined. I knew it would consume my life and push me to my absolute limits, but I hadn’t realized it would change me so profoundly. Some people crack in that type of high pressure situations, I however flourished. By the end of my first year I was in the top of my class and interning at a fast-paced law firm in downtown Nashville.


  When I left for law school in July of last year I was still broken. I was functioning but I wasn’t truly myself. It took me finding myself again to fully appreciate how much of me had let Jamieson have. I also now realized how lucky I was to have regained those broken pieces of myself. School had brought back my confidence; it gave me an outlet and a priority to focus on. I wouldn’t say that I was completely over Jamieson Wellington, but I would say that I now knew I would never give my control away again.


  “What do you think, Jenna?” Olivia asked me from across our corner table at Ted’s. It was Thanksgiving Eve. Audrey and I had come home for the week long break.


  “Think about what?” I asked confused.


  “The hottie in the corner?” Livy said pointing toward a dark haired man sitting at the end of the bar by himself. He was talking to the lone female bartender who was covered in tattoos.


  “I think if he’s interested in her, he would hardly be interested in us.” Audrey huffed beside us.


  Audrey was also excelling at school. She and I had discovered very early on that we made an excellent study group of two. Our first semester we had tried to study in the law library like all the other first year students, but we quickly learned that was an epic mistake. Neither one of us had been prepared for the level of petty drama that would take place at school. The library was the epi center for it all. Our apartment quickly became our safe haven. It was the only place we would study, since it was imperative to do so every day. Law school was kind of like the Hunger Games, if you could survive the daily reaping of being called on by volunteering as tribute, then you were more likely to survive because it was on your terms not the professors. This was a strategy that had been working well for Audrey and I so we studied our asses off every day to stay one step ahead.


  “Maybe I should get a tattoo,” Olivia mused.


  “Really?” Audrey questioned her.


  I faintly listened to my friends battle over what was more unique having a tattoo or not having one as I studied the guy across the bar. There was something very familiar about him but I was too far away and his back was too me. The way he held himself reminded me of someone, but who evaded me. It really annoyed me.


  “Do you guys want another round?” I asked the girls.


  “You bet your ass we do. Tomorrow is Thanksgiving and I have to spend it with my step-monster and my Dad so I will be downing as much alcohol as humanly possible.” Livy said handing me their empty glasses to take to the bar.


  I headed over to the female bartender and the hot mystery guy.


  “And don’t make a move on the hottie at the bar I called dibs!” Livy yelled across the bar to me which was incredibly embarrassing.


  I knew the guy had heard and when I looked in his direction his eyes met mine and I knew instantly who the dark stranger was.


  “Hello Jenna,” he said as I approached.


  “Hello Ethan,” I greeted him coolly.


  “I thought you moved to Nashville.”


  “I did. I’m just home for Thanksgiving,” I explained.


  “Oh, you here with your friends?” he asked turning around to look at Audrey and Olivia. They were of course watching mouths hanging open in astonishment.


  “Yes,” I offered nothing more.


  “What can I get you honey?” The beautiful bartender asked me.


  “Three more mojitos please,” I told her with a smile.


  “No problem.” She went to work on our drinks.


  I could feel Ethan staring, analyzing me.


  “What?” I asked him, slightly unnerved by his scrutiny.


  “Nothing.” He continued to sip his drink.


  I tried to ignore him and willed the bartender to hurry up.


  “Have you talked to him?” he asked into the distance separating us.


  I knew who he was referring to but I didn’t want to think about him. I was in a good place now; I was moving on, I didn’t want to get pulled back under again.


  “No,” I said sternly.


  “What a fucking moron,” he muttered under his breath.


  I don’t know why it ticked me off that he was calling his brother a moron, I mean he was a moron for what he had done and then some, but I didn’t really think Ethan had a right be such a harsh critic.


  “That’s a little like the pot calling the kettle black, don’t you think?” I said with grit to my voice.


  “Touché, I see someone has enlightened you about me.” He mused.


  “Yes, you could say I have had a complete enlightenment about the Wellington brothers.” I bit back at him.


  He laughed a cold almost evil laugh at my hostility. “He really did a number on you, didn’t he?”


  That was it, I was pissed now. “You know what Ethan; you’re a dick and an asshole. My sister warned me about your family. She told me not to get involved with your brother and I didn’t listen. She was right, you’re toxic and so is your brother.”


  I watched as his face changed into regret at my words.


  “How is she?” he asked somberly.


  I felt bad instantly, even though Ethan was a complete jackass I could tell he was still tormented by the past. “She is good, really good. She has a daughter now.”


  “I’m glad for her.”


  “Here you go, sweetheart.” The bartender handed me three drinks.


  “Thanks, keep the tab open,” I said handing her my debit card.


  I was just about to turn and walk back to my table when Ethan spoke up again. “You know, he’s coming back. He can’t keep up this charade much longer.”


  I didn’t really know what he was referring to but I guessed he meant Jamieson was going to be coming back from London. “It doesn’t matter.”


  “If only that were true, Jenna,” He slyly smiled.


  “It is true. None of it mattered and it certainly doesn’t matter now.” I told him defiantly.


  “Maybe not but I know my little brother and when he sets his mind to something—nothing will stop him.”


  “What he did was inexcusable. There is no coming back from that Ethan,” I said softly.


  “He will try, Jenna. Lord knows he will try, so you best get prepared for that,” Ethan warned.


  “I really doubt he will, but thanks for the heads up.” I shrugged at him.


  Ethan studied my face and then his face lit up in a sexy smile. “You look so much like her, do you know that, Jenna?”


  “Yes I do. Jacqueline and I share a lot of traits,” I continued to smile at him.


  “Have a good night, Ethan.” I said as I turned and started toward my friends.


  “Jenna…” he called out, forcing me to pause and look back at him.


  “I really did love her. You know that right?” Ethan said desperately almost like a he was pleading for his life.


  I nodded my head in acknowledgement. “I know that and so does she.”


  I smiled at him one last time and walked away.


  My heart broke for Ethan a little bit; as much as he had screwed things up with Jacks, I could see he was devastated even now. It made me wonder if Jamieson felt the same way and what my reaction would be if he was ever to be so candid about his feelings. I immediately dismissed that thought when I remembered I had walked in on Jamieson engaged in a threesome. He hadn’t just cheated on me, he made me look like an absolute fool and I refused to play that part again. I had learned my lesson. I was done and if Jamieson Wellington decided he was dumb enough to come back into my life a second time, I would not be so naïve this time around.
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  Audrey, Livy and I stayed at the bar until it closed. We laughed and chatted about school. Olivia had told us all about her job at the advertising firm. She loved it and had already been promoted. I knew she was going to be extremely successful, there wasn’t a doubt in my mind that girl was going to rule that firm one day. Audrey and I quizzed her for details on what her dating life had been like since we left for Vanderbilt, but Livy was like a steel trap not giving us any real information. All she would tell us is that she had been seeing someone on and off. I was very curious about the mystery guy but I knew Livy would tell us only when she was ready.


  I had outed Audrey to Livy about dating a new guy at school, his name was Brad. He was a total preppy frat guy but Audrey seemed to like him okay. He was in med school and was equally as busy so they had only gone out on a few dates. She seemed excited about him and I was happy for her, but I couldn’t help but compare Brad to Derrick. As much as Derrick could get on my nerves I could tell there had been something between them. I also knew for a fact they still talked all the time. Audrey doesn’t always tell me because she thinks that it reminds me of Jamieson. I haven’t told her that I knew they talk often, I just let her think it’s a secret. I can always tell when she has talked to him as she gets giddy and smiley for hours after. I had a sinking suspicion that Brad couldn’t do that and only Derrick could, which scared me. Derrick was a playboy and quite frankly a bit of a douche. I worried Audrey may just be setting herself up for the ultimate fall.


  When we left the bar, we turned down the side alley to get to the main street to hail a cab. It was cold and all three of us were bundled up and huddled together as we walked behind the bar. We were almost to the main street when the back door of the bar flew open clattering against the brick wall startling us. All three of us watched shocked as the tattooed bartender and Ethan stumbled against the doorframe completely making out. I felt like a voyeur watching as Ethan pushed the dark haired girl against the brick and hungrily devoured her lips. We all stood open-mouthed as he slid his hands down her torso and under her shirt. I shivered watching him take what he wanted from her.


  “Get a room!” Livy shouted at them and we continued to walk past them.


  Ethan titled his head just enough to look at us while he was still kissing the bartender. His eyes locked with mine and I saw a devilish grin spread across the side of his mouth as he moved down to bite the girl’s neck. And to think this was the guy who was just confessing his love for my sister and now he was practically fucking the bartender in the alley. What a prick!


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


  


  


  Jamieson continued to drive me to the barn while my car was in the shop. He would come home mid-morning from work drive me to the barn, and then return in the afternoon to pick me up. Things between us definitely had become more comfortable. We easily chatted to and from the barn, mainly about riding and how my job search was going. I had gone on two interviews already this week but unfortunately had not received any call backs. I was convinced now more than ever that Cain and his family had something to do with it. I had made stellar grades in law school, graduating in the top of my class. It made no sense that I was being shut-out of every job out there. I was starting to consider looking for something other than an attorney position. It was either that or think about moving. As much as it would pain me to do it, I was getting desperate. The time was counting down on the ninety day requirement before I could secure a divorce and I wanted to be living back on my own with a secure job by then.


  I considered how the next two months were going to go while I urged Leo the big gray gelding over the next set of three rail jumps. When we made it over the last jump, I felt Leo shift underneath me not sure about his landing. I tried to adjust to where he was going to land but I overcompensated and went over the side of the saddle landing hard on my right shoulder and leg.


  “Shit! Jenna!” I heard Jacks scream from across the pen.


  I had the wind knocked out of me so I couldn’t respond. I wanted to call out and tell her I was okay. It looked worse than it had been.


  “I’ll grab Leo.” Grayson said hoping down from his mare and chasing after the loose horse.


  “I’m alright,” I choked out as Jacks knelt down beside me.


  “Can you stand?” She questioned.


  “I think so.” I said taking her hand to help steady myself. I rose to my feet slowly and felt the shooting pain in my right ankle. “Shit, that hurts.”


  “Let’s get you back to the barn,” she said propping me up by the waist as we hobbled back to the barn.
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  Jamieson found me sitting in a chair with an ice pack Grayson had found for me. I had texted him to let him know I would be ready whenever, but I left out the reason why. I hadn’t meant for him to drop everything and come to pick me up, I was just merely letting him know that whenever he was ready to come get me, I would be able to leave.


  “What happened?” he asked as soon as he spotted me nursing my hurt ankle.


  “I took a spill off the side of Leo,” I explained nonchalantly.


  “Is it broken?” He kneeled in front of the chair, examining my leg.


  Jacks rolled her eyes at me from down the aisle at Jamieson’s overprotective reaction. Falling off your horse was a common occurrence in jumping. Sometimes you overshot the jump and missed, sometimes you went over the jump and your horse forgot to follow and sometimes you didn’t plan your landing exactly right, like I had done. The unspoken but common rule was if you weren’t going to the hospital then you needed to get back on. I’d had my fair share of spills and this one didn’t even rank on the list of bad ones.


  “It is fine, it’s just tender. I will wrap it and stay off it for a bit and it will be alright. Probably just a sprain,” I reassured him.


  He looked back at me, unconvinced.


  “Jacks, do you need my help with anything else today?” I shouted down the barn aisle to her.


  “Nope you can take your fragile butt home,” she kidded.


  “Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow.” I slowly rose out of the chair.


  Jamieson scrutinized me as I tried to hobble on one leg—ever so slowly.


  “’Bye Grayson!” I called back toward the tack room where he had been.


  “Take care, Jenna. Call if you need anything.” He stuck his head out the door and waved.


  Jamieson grumbled something low and then I’m pretty sure said a cuss word or two before swooping over and picking me up.


  “What the hell Jamieson?” I demanded trying to push out of his hold.


  “You can’t walk and if you strain it worse, it’s only going to take that much longer to heal,” he said clutching me to his chest.


  “This is embarrassing,” I grumbled knowing full well Jacks and Grayson were watching the ridiculous scene play out between us.


  Jamieson walked me to the truck and lifted me up into the cab effortlessly. When he got in the other side, I thanked him for his help. He didn’t reply just smiled gently at me.


  “How did it happen?” He asked quizzically.


  “I was being stupid and not paying attention. I had just finished the course and was coming down my last set of three rails but I got distracted. I didn’t think about my landing. Leo went in one direction and I went in another.”


  “What distracted you?” He asked.


  His question caught me off guard. “Uh, what?”


  “I asked what distracted you.” Shit what do I tell him?


  “I was just thinking about stuff not about the ride.” I hoped that would appease him.


  “It must have been pretty important to make you lose your focus that much,” he mused, cocking an eyebrow.


  “I guess.”


  “Do you think we should have your ankle looked at?” he asked.


  “No I’ll be fine I just need to rest it.”


  “Okay but if it’s not better by tomorrow morning I think you should be seen by a doctor.” he said sternly.


  “Okay,” I agreed just so he would drop it.


  We pulled up to the house. It was early afternoon and the guys were all at work. Jamieson and I were all alone and for some reason that sent a bolt of excitement through my veins.


  “Don’t get out, let me help you,” he told me.


  I complied and waited for him to come to my side of the truck. It was high and I knew I would need his help easing down onto my one good leg.


  Jamieson however, had other plans. When he swung open the door, he gently placed his hands underneath my legs; lifting me easily against his chest. I tried again to protest but quickly gave up the fight knowing it would do no good.


  Jamieson carried me into the house and up the stairs to my room. When we reached the top of the stairs, I thought he would put me down but he didn’t. He continued on into my large room and into the on-suite bathroom. He lightly set me on my feet but didn’t leave.


  “I figured you would want to shower,” he said looking at my once white breaches and my pink polo shirt that was now covered in dirt.


  “Yeah, I could use one,” I said studying myself in the mirror. Even my hair had chunks of dirt in it and I could see the outline of a faint bruise above my right eye. I was a hot mess.


  Jamieson cleared his throat nervously. “Do you need help?”


  I guess I could have completely scoffed at his suggestion but I knew it wasn’t coming from a place of lust, well not all of it. He was genuinely concerned for me.


  “No I’ll be alright,” I replied.


  “Okay, just yell if you need something.” He looked me in the eye once more before closing the door behind him.


  I stripped down and turned the water on extra hot to soothe my aching muscles.
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  I slowly climbed down the stairs after my shower. I had thrown on my favorite University of Tennessee shirt and a pair of white Victoria Secret sleep shorts. I left my hair towel dried not wanting to take the time to blow dry it. I was hungry and needed to eat something so I could get a few Tylenol in my system to help with the swelling in my ankle.


  When I reached the bottom floor I heard the T.V. on which was odd. I couldn’t imagine Jamieson still being here; surely he had gone back to work.


  I had been wrong. He was in the kitchen dressed in his favorite sweatpants and white V-neck t-shirt. Jamieson Wellington made even casual clothes look sophisticated. I stood in the doorway admiring him for several seconds.


  “What are you doing down here? I was just going to bring you some lunch,” he said not even looking up from his cooking.


  “Smells good, what are you making?” I asked curiously.


  “Grilled chicken Caesar wraps,” he announced confidently.


  “Delicious.” I said slowly wondering over to take a seat in front of him at the bar.


  “They’re almost ready.”


  “Great,” I watched Jamieson meticulously rolled the wrap together.


  When he was done, he handed me one and then put the other on a plate next to mine. He took a seat next to me and we quietly ate lunch together like it was the most normal thing in the world.


  When I was finished, I attempted to hobble over toward the dishwasher with my plate but Jamieson stopped me taking it from my hands. “I’ll do that.”


  “Thanks,” I said a bit sheepishly at my own inability to do simple things. I wandered slowly into the main living room that held the large flat screen T.V. and comfy gray couch. I threw myself down into the fluffiness. The television was already on CNBC. Jamieson must have been watching it while I was showering.


  I heard the dishwasher start and then Jamieson emerged from the kitchen tossing himself down next to me on the couch.


  “Don’t you have to go back to work?” I asked confused.


  “Nope, I took the afternoon off,” he relaxed back with his hands behind his head. That was odd. The Jamieson I remembered worked insane hours. He would never just take time off in the middle of the day like this.


  “You did?” I was still confused.


  “I thought it was best I hang around and keep an eye on you,” he informed me, casually handing me the remote.


  I furrowed my brow but didn’t respond. I took the remote and searched for some mindless afternoon talk show to preoccupy my brain. I quickly found Maury so I tossed the remote onto the edge of the couch.


  “Really?” he asked giving me a questioning look.


  “What?” I demanded.


  “Maury Povich?” He feigned disgust.


  “Hey it’s a good show. Don’t act like paternity test results aren’t entertaining.”


  “I’m beginning to think your taste in crappy T.V. shows is a family trait,” he mused.


  He was referring to the first time he had met my family and how they were all sucked-in to this horrible reality show when we walked in the door.


  I scowled at him and then focused on the show. Maury was just about to reveal whether or not this guy who had allegedly gotten two sisters pregnant was the father of both the kids.


  “What do you think the odds are that this guy is the dad of the brother cousins?” Jamieson asked.


  “Hmm…tough one. The kids both have his nose but I don’t trust the younger sister, she seems like a liar. I think he isn’t the Dad,” I said seriously considering the options.


  “You want to bet me?” he asked smiling slyly.


  “Okay…what are we betting?” I asked curiously.


  “If I win we go on a date.”


  I was shocked at his suggestion. “Jamieson…I…I don’t know.”


  “Nope you already agreed to it,” he said.


  “Fine, what do I win if I’m right?” I asked a bit miffed I had been baited into such a bet.


  “Whatever you want,”


  “I don’t know what I want,” I thought out loud.


  Jamieson said something under his breath but remained unwavering. “I’ll let you think about it.”


  “Okay,” I agreed and focused back on the show for the big reveal.


  Maury ripped open the envelope and read the results. The guy was the dad of the brother cousins. Fuck!


  “Seriously?” I yelled at the T.V.


  Jamieson chuckled next to me. I had walked right into that one and he knew it.
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  We watched television together for the next few hours. At some point I fell asleep on the couch. When I woke up it was to Jamieson quietly carrying me up the stairs to my room. I remained still against his body not wanting him to know I was awake. I relished in his gentle touch. It brought back the memories of how things had been between us all those years ago, the deep craving I had for him.


  Jamieson brought me into my room once again and lightly laid me on the bed. I don’t know why I did it but for whatever reason I snapped my eyes open the minute my head hit the pillow showing him I was very much awake.


  Jamieson didn’t act surprised instead he just stayed still letting his eyes communicate with mine. He was questioning me and himself. He was torn, I could see that clearly.


  I cast my eyes away breaking our connection in an effort to ease his decision. I should have known better though, Jamieson Wellington has never let me help him in any decision.


  He closed the tiny distance between us letting his lips crash onto mine. It was a desperate kiss, not gentle or sweet but it awoke something in me. I pushed forward meeting his hungry lips. Jamieson in turn threaded his hands through my still damp hair latching me to him. I opened my lips slightly and Jamieson’s tongue demanded its way inside. He lightly bit my lip in appreciation.


  I had forgotten how strong our pull was to each other. Our bodies communicated in a way I had never experienced with anyone else. It was easy to lose control with him and let him take whatever he wanted, but I knew that would only complicate matters.


  I lightly slid back toward the headboard, trying to pump the brakes on an already out of control situation. “Jamieson…”


  He wouldn’t look at me. He only looked at the yellow and gray duvet cover on my bed. “I’m sorry, Jenna.”


  “It’s okay; I just don’t think we should complicate things,” I said.


  His eyes locked onto mine. “Aren’t they already complicated?”


  He was right; things couldn’t possibly get any more complicated. “Yes but you know this will end badly and I can’t take that again.”


  “You don’t know that, but if that’s what you want I will respect it,” he snapped and jumped up from the edge of my bed storming out of the room, slamming the door behind him. Great, we are back to him acting like a pissy teenage girl again.


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


  


  


  October 30, 2012…


  “Where are you going?” Audrey shouted from the couch. She was taking a much needed study break and was binge watching some UK show that seemed very similar to Laguna Beach.


  “I’m meeting that con law study group again,” I said, grabbing my backpack full of books by the door of our apartment.


  “Uh huh,” she said smiling at me.


  “What?” I asked, confused at her insinuation.


  “Nothing, I just know that a certain smarty pants hottie happens to be in that group. Are you sure that isn’t the reason you are going? You do hate study groups,” she prodded.


  “No, it has nothing to do with it. I could give a shit less that Cain Stratford is in the group. You know I don’t have time for guys right now,” I snapped back at her.


  “Uh huh…sure,” she laughed as I slammed the door behind me.


  I wasn’t really upset with Audrey; I was more upset with myself. I did hate study groups. The truth was that I loathed studying in groups of people. In law school, I found them to be full of people who either wasted excessive amounts of time gossiping or spent the entire time arguing their point just so they could hear themselves talk. I preferred to study on my own or with Audrey. But when Cain Stratford jogged up to me after class a few weeks ago and asked me to join his group for some reason I agreed. I didn’t really want to go but I also didn’t want to disappoint Cain, he was just so charming and sweet. Audrey hadn’t been lying when she said he was hot. Cain Stratford was by far the best looking guy at Vanderbilt. He had messy dirty blonde hair and wicked green eyes that could convince me of practically anything. He also had a set of killer dimples that he didn’t hesitate to flash when he was really pouring on his southern charm.


  As I walked to the law library on campus, I wondered why Cain really invited me to join his study group. My name had been called in con law the day he asked me to join and I did well. Our constitutional law professor was notoriously difficult. He was a large Greek man that thought nothing of belittling one of us for a wrong answer. I had witnessed many crying exits from his class and therefore I, like everyone else, lived in fear. Cain had probably invited me because so far I had faired pretty well in class.


  “Jenna!” Cain called out from the corner of the small study room.


  “Hi,” I greeted him and the rest of the group shyly.


  “Come sit next to me. I saved you a seat,” he said offering me the empty chair.


  I made my way over to Cain and settled in.


  “Alright guys, tonight we are going to tackle the dreaded substantive due process,” Cain announced to a clamor of groans as people flipped open their text books.


  I listened for nearly an hour as the group debated and struggled with the concepts as they tried to form an outline to study from. I didn’t share with them that I had already passed this point in my outline. I remained quiet and continued to listen to the painful discussion.


  “I just don’t understand any of it,” Staci Crane whined from the other side of Cain.


  There was something about Staci that I just couldn’t stand. Perhaps it was the fact that she seemed to whore herself out just to get good outlines or that she insisted on wearing low cut tops everyday to showcase her huge boobs.


  “It’s really not that difficult,” I said out loud, annoyed.


  The group looked at me in complete shock. I hadn’t meant to say it but I just couldn’t handle her whining any longer.


  “Well maybe you could explain it to us then. It might be nice if you actually contributed to the group,” Staci bit back, clearly pissed at my jab.


  I huffed out a breath and grabbed a piece of blank paper from my notebook. “Okay look, you are making it harder than it really is. You have to just parse through the language of the cases. Once you do, you will see there is three levels of scrutiny the court can apply; rational basis, intermediate scrutiny or strict scrutiny. Give me your text book,” I told Staci as the others watched what I was about to do.


  Staci handed me her text book and I flipped through it highlighting a few key sentences. “Those are your levels of scrutiny and the test that accompanies them.” I said giving the book back to her.


  “Okay but how do I know when to apply them?” she asked a little less hostile.


  “You have to first ask yourself if you have a fundamental right at risk, if you do then apply strict scrutiny. If it’s not a fundamental right then most likely apply rational basis, unless it is a law involving abortion then apply intermediate scrutiny. It’s basically a flow chart,” I said finishing the drawing I was making on my paper.


  I flipped my paper around and passed it to the middle of the table and everyone quickly began to copy it.


  I grabbed my stuff and began cramming it into my bag. I’d had enough. Tonight had reminded me study groups were definitely not for me. I’m sure they all thought I was a bitch, but I could care less, I was done listening to Staci Crane whine and flirt with all the guys in the group. I had wasted my time and I wouldn’t be making that mistake again. I left the small room and walked along the stacks of books toward the main exit.


  “Jenna wait up!” Cain called from down the hall of the library. He was met with dozens of angry glares from our fellow students quietly reading.


  I slowed down just enough for Cain to catch up to me.


  “That was really impressive back there.” He smiled at me.


  “Thanks,” I muttered and continued to walk.


  “You really get that stuff don’t you?” he asked.


  “Yeah I guess,” I told him nonchalantly.


  “I hope you keep coming to study group.” He smiled, showing me his million dollar dimples.


  “I...uh…I don’t think study groups are my thing.” I told him.


  “Oh, well damn,” he looked let down and it surprised me.


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Me too. I was really enjoying having you in the group,” he gave me a sweet smile.


  “Yeah sorry it’s just not for me,” I tried again.


  “I can see that. It’s just that I like hanging out with you,” Cain said, staring at me with a beautiful smile plastered on his face.


  I didn’t know what to say to that so I just tried to ignore it.


  “Jenna, do you think I could take you out sometime?” he asked boldly.


  There were a lot of things I thought Cain might say to me, but asking me out was definitely not one of them. I wasn’t completely oblivious to his charms and he definitely was attractive. I considered how I was going to respond when I heard a voice in the back of my mind say, “What the hell, Jenna. Take a chance, its time.”


  “Uh, sure.”


  “Really?” he asked again.


  “Yeah sure,” I repeated.


  “Are you going to the Halloween party the Second Amendment Club is putting on tomorrow?” he asked me curiously.


  “I hadn’t really thought about it.” I told him honestly. I didn’t really party in school. I found it best to stay out of the mix.


  “Well, would you go with me?”


  “Okay,” I agreed, smiling back at him.


  “Great I’ll text you the details tonight.”


  “Alright,” I told him.


  “I’m really looking forward to it Jenna.” He turned and headed back toward the private study room in the back of the library. What in the heck had I just agreed to?
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  “You look great, girl!” Audrey said as she helped me with my name tag.


  Audrey was also going to the Halloween party and she was bringing Brad, the med student she had been seeing lately. Audrey was dressed up in scrubs to match her date, she of course opted to wear just an oversized top with no bottoms. She added a cute belt too it making it the most adorable scrub dress I have ever seen. I had decided to be a school girl. It was a last minute choice from the local Halloween store, the selection was slim and it was one of the last outfits they had left. It of course was slutty as hell. The short plaid skirt and thigh high stockings were surely going to grab a few stares from my fellow male classmates.


  “Do you think I’m making a mistake?” I asked Audrey at the entrance to the party.


  “No. Why would you ask that?” she asked me, concern written all over her face.


  “I don’t know. It’s just last time…I’m not sure I’m ready to date someone,” I told her embarrassed of my feelings.


  “Jenna, it’s time you moved on—”


  I tried to cut her off but she lifted her hand up stopping me.


  “I know you think you have moved on, but you haven’t. It has been over two years and you have thrown yourself into school to avoid your feelings. I know he hurt you. I get that, but don’t you think it’s time you at least try to let yourself have some fun?”


  Audrey was right. It was past time to get over Jamieson. I wanted to be happy and maybe Cain could help make that a reality.


  “You’re right,” I told her with a small smile.


  “I just want you be happy, Jenna and I know living in the past isn’t going to get you there. And I can almost guarantee Jamieson isn’t sitting around pining for you. He has surely moved on, so why not do the same thing?” she said giving me an encouraging smile.


  “I know. I think I’m just scared,” I admitted.


  “Well you have good reason to be. You’re going on a date with the most eligible bachelor in all of law school,” she kidded.


  “Not helping, Audrey,” I scolded her.


  “Come on, we need to go find our hot dates,” she said wrapping her arm around me leading me into the busy bar filled with law students.


  Audrey had been right; I did need to let myself have some fun. Audrey and I danced our faces off. Brad and Cain seemed to get along great and I could tell they could easily be friends. Cain and I also danced. I must admit he had some excellent moves which was a huge turn-on. I hadn’t expected to have those types of feelings so early on. I knew I was attracted to him; I would have to be completely blind not to be. Cain was full of charisma; he was the life of the party. It seemed like everyone liked him and I knew he was smart. In class he always seemed to have the right answer. He was also sweet and that was incredibly reassuring to me. Cain had all the qualities that I was looking for and more. He was perfect, but for some reason at the exact moment he kissed me on the dance floor I didn’t think of all of that. In that flawless moment his name darted across my mind, ruining my happy moment. Would I ever forget him? Would I ever not think of him or would he forever steal my happiness?


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


  


  


  I stayed in my room the rest of the afternoon and evening. I didn’t want to see Jamieson after our awkward encounter and truthfully I didn’t trust myself around him. The way he had kissed me had reminded me just how much I had missed him. I didn’t want to let myself fall for him again, I had done that once before and I couldn’t imagine the pain it would bring if I let it happen again.


  I was glad it was a new day. My ankle still hurt so I had called my sister to let her know I couldn’t ride yet. I planned on spending the day sending out resumes. I was at my absolute wits end with my shut-out in the legal community in Huntsville, last night I decided to go ahead and begin and applying other places. It didn’t mean I had to take the job but at least I would have options, unlike my current circumstances.


  I padded across my bedroom floor in my pajamas. I was dying of hunger since I skipped dinner, I needed food and stat. I opened my bedroom door to head downstairs when I heard voices coming from Jamieson’s room. I stopped instantly in my doorway trying to listen. I couldn’t hear so I walked across the hall toward his room but as I was doing so the double doors of his bedroom flew open and Jamieson emerged and he wasn’t alone.


  “Trinity, I said stop,” he told her, swatting her hand away.


  “It hasn’t been that long you know,” Trinity purred, winking at him.


  I gasped and both of their heads turned in my direction. I pushed my back against the wall hoping like hell I would literally just become a part of it.


  “What the fuck is she doing here?” Trinity demanded.


  “She is staying with me, which is none of your business,” he snapped back at her with a warning look.


  Finally my wits came back to me and I hobbled as quickly as I could back to my bedroom and shut myself inside.


  As my door clicked tight in the frame, I let out a breath I knew I had been holding in since I overheard voices in Jamieson’s room. My lungs hurt and it was hard for me to truly catch my breath. Tears began to prick my eyes. I was upset even though I wasn’t sure I had a right to be. Jamieson could do whatever he wanted. I had made it clear yesterday that I didn’t want anything from him, but it still gutted me to see him with her. She had been the reason he had left me in the first place. Even though I couldn’t blame Trinity for Jamieson breaking up with me, I still felt jealous of her.


  It wasn’t long before a soft knock sounded at my door. “Jenna…can we talk?”


  I didn’t want to talk to him. I didn’t have a good explanation for my reaction and more than that, I didn’t think I could look him in the face after knowing he had shared his bed with Trinity last night.


  “There’s nothing to talk about, Jamieson. I’m sorry I interrupted.” I hoped he would accept that and go away.


  “Please just talk to me,” he pleaded from the other side of the door.


  “It’s fine, I’m fine.” I said and my voice cracked giving me away.


  Jamieson didn’t ask this time he opened the door and found me sitting on the edge of his large guest bed.


  “Jenna, please don’t cry.” He pulled me against his chest.


  I continued to sob. It was all too much. Living in his house, being so close to him constantly and now seeing him with Trinity, I couldn’t take it.


  “I knew this was a bad idea,” I choked out.


  “No it wasn’t.” He held me gently.


  “Yes it was. This is just too much, I can’t do it,” I told him through the tears.


  “I’m sorry,” he repeated.


  “It still hurts you know, even if we aren’t together it still hurts.”


  “I know that,” he agreed.


  “I know it shouldn’t, I know I pushed you away yesterday, but it guts me to see you with someone else, and I know that I have no claim to you, not now,” I said trying to regain my control.


  Jamieson stopped rocking me and looked at me perplexed. “Jenna just what is it that you think you saw?”


  “I…I saw Trinity coming out of your room after she stayed the night.” Now I was confused.


  Jamieson laughed lightly and tucked me against his chest rocking me again.


  “What?” I demanded pushing back against him, trying to free myself.


  Jamieson released me and I stood crossing my arms over my chest in a defensive move.


  Jamieson merely smiled back at me. “Trinity did not stay the night in my room.”


  “She didn’t? Then what was she doing in there?” I questioned.


  “She had to come by to pick up some contracts I was working on here in my office yesterday; she has to sign them as the representative of her parent’s company. I thought they were in my study but then I realized I had put the on the nightstand in my room. She followed me in there. I was just escorting her out when you saw us,” he smiled and stood up into my space.


  “Oh,” is all I could muster in response.


  “And you’re wrong, Jenna,” he said in a dark bruiting tone.


  “About what?” I demanded still defensive.


  “About having a claim to me. You have every right to lay a claim to me, because I have already claimed you,” he stepped forward and crushed his lips to mine.


  My head spun in dizziness as his lips explored mine. I devoured every taste and feel of him. I had missed him so much. This was the Jamieson I had pined for all those months. This was the man I had fallen for all those years ago.


  Jamieson pushed me down onto the bed. I willingly went and he pinned me down cradling my head between his huge arms as he hovered above me.


  “God I have missed you, baby,” his voice was muffled as he kissed down my neck.


  I groaned in appreciation and reached up, pulling at his white t-shirt. Jamieson yanked it over his head giving me complete access to his body. I ran my hands up and down his back as he made a trail of kisses down my chest. He came to the bottom of my pajama top and lifted it up.


  He must have seen the slight hesitation in my eyes because he stopped. “I’m sorry, I should slow down.”


  I closed my eyes as the realization hit me of what we were so close to doing. “What are we doing?”


  “Jenna, look at me.” Jamieson said softly brushing the hair away from my face.


  I opened my eyes and looked into his gorgeous navy eyes. They had always been my weakness.


  “I want you—” I tried to cut him off but he stopped me by placing one of his delicious long fingers over my lips. “I want you, but I know that a lot has happened between us and I have broken your trust. I get that, but I want you to know I will do anything to repair that. I don’t care how long it takes, I am not going anywhere. You are the one I want and I will do whatever it takes to get you back.”


  I blinked in disbelief at how much Jamieson was willing to confess to me. In the past he had always been closed off, leaving me guessing about his true intentions but now he was different. I wasn’t quite sure how I felt, but I also knew that I could no longer deny that I wanted him as much as he wanted me. I was yet again at a crossroads and had to make a decision that I knew could destroy me completely if I choose wrong.


  I swallowed hard and went with my gut instinct even if my head was screaming at me that I was a dumbass. “Okay.”


  A huge grin spread across his lips and he once again lavished me with kisses. I could get lost in his kisses. There was something hypnotic about them. I closed my eyes and let him devour me. I could feel my cold resolve towards him melting away with each greedy kiss and it scared the hell out of me. I was wading back into deep-end of the heartbreak pool and I knew it, but I couldn’t help but let the current drag me under.
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  We were taking things slow. Ever since that searing hot kiss, we would make-out anytime we were alone. Somehow, Jamieson managed to always keep things tame. Two days later we went on a date. It was perfect. Jamieson took me to my favorite restaurant downtown. Afterwards he had asked me if I wanted to join our friends at Gossips later and I readily agreed.


  “What the fuck do you mean you made out with Jamieson?” Olivia demanded as we waited in line for another round of drinks.


  “Just what I said,” I told her and a very wide-eyed Audrey.


  “I don’t understand. You hate him. I mean I know he is your husband but you hate him. Don’t you?” Livy asked.


  “It’s complicated.”


  “Yeah that is an understatement. I don’t get this. I didn’t get it when you moved into his house and now I really don’t get you hooking up with him.” Livy was clearly frustrated with my choices. I knew she would see it all as a mistake. I couldn’t blame her for that, but I also knew that when it all blew up in my face she would be there with a shoulder to cry on.


  “I get it,” Audrey offered softly.


  “You do?” Livy questioned her.


  “Yes, she loves him. She has always loved him. I could see it even when you were with Cain. There was that part of you that always belonged to Jamieson and no matter what you did you couldn’t change that fact,” Audrey said smiling softly at me.


  I knew what Audrey was saying was the truth but it was truth I hadn’t fully admitted to myself, but now that it was out in the open, there was no denying it.


  “Thank you Audrey,” I said hugging her. It was comforting to know she wasn’t judging me.


  “Is that true Jenna? Do you love him?” Livy asked softly now.


  “I don’t think I ever really stopped,” I said shrugging my shoulders and giving her a half smile.


  “Well hell, does that mean I have to be nice to him now?” she laughed.


  “No, I think we should make him work for it,” I told her.


  “Oh good, looks like the fun is coming this way.” Olivia pointed towards the door.


  I watched as Derrick, Julian and Jamieson made their way through the crowd toward us.


  “What are you ladies smiling and laughing about over here?” Julian asked.


  “Oh we are just discussing how Jamieson and Jenna are back together,” Olivia blurted out.


  “Really? Is that true JW?” Derrick turned to Jamieson.


  Jamieson was however intently watching me and I was lost in his eyes. He closed the distance separating us and kissed me in front of all our friends.


  I heard them laughing and cheering us on but I was consumed by Jamieson. I ignored everything else but him.


  Finally, he pulled away from me letting me catch my breath. He however didn’t let me go he held me tightly against him. Our friends watched in utter amazement.


  “Wow. Alright, I think that calls for a round of shots.” Julian laughed.


  Derrick smiled and patted Jamieson on the back. Clearly they were encouraging our reunion.


  Julian handed us each shot glasses full of tequila. “To Mr. and Mrs. Wellington.”


  I smiled up at Jamieson, but I watched as something dark flashed across his face quickly before he tossed back his shot.


  “Alright it’s time to dance and that stage is calling my name.” Olivia shouted as she grabbed Audrey dragging her to the dance floor. I was relieved my ankle was still bothering me so I could sit this one out. It gave me that much needed moment to analyze my feelings and the darkness I saw in Jamieson’s face just now. Had I missed something? I thought this is what he wanted?


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


  


  


  May 18, 2013…


  “I can’t believe we just graduated!” Audrey squealed hugging me in the middle of the huge Vanderbilt auditorium.


  We had done it. Audrey and I had managed to navigate three years of absolute hell and we came out the other side as law school graduates. It was my single biggest achievement and I couldn’t have been more thrilled.


  “I know!” I exclaimed, hugging her back.


  “Over here, you smart bitches!” Olivia called out as she made her way through the thick crowd of graduates.


  As soon as she reached us, Audrey and I tugged her into our huge hug.


  “We did it!” Audrey grinned, pulling away from us.


  “I know. It doesn’t seem real,” I told her smiling at my two best friends.


  Our families were also there. My parents, Jacks, Lukas and Libby all came to watch me reach my crowning achievement thus far. They sat with Audrey’s parents and brother. They were planning to take us out to a fancy dinner to celebrate. I’m sure my Mother and Audrey’s mom planned something beautiful and over the top. I couldn’t wait.


  “Are we meeting everyone there?” Olivia asked as we headed to the doors of the exit.


  “Yeah I told them we would just meet them at the restaurant after Audrey and I change. You coming with us?” I asked Livy.


  “Of course.”


  It took us over a half an hour to finally get home. I was worried we were going to be late so I quickly ran to my bedroom to put on my dress I had picked out. I was in my bedroom when I heard the doorbell ring. I didn’t think much of it. I figured it was just one of our family members who got confused and showed up at our apartment instead of going to the restaurant.


  “Jenna, you need to come out here,” Liv yelled from the living room.


  “Okay just give me a second.” I shouted back as I tugged my teal ombre dress on and zipped it.


  When I joined my friends in the front room I was totally confused. There was a hulky dude in a suit holding something and talking to my friends.


  “Uh what’s going on?” I questioned them.


  “Seems you have a secure delivery, whatever that means,” Liv said giving me a look of complete confusion.


  “Uh, okay. Who is it from?” I asked the beefy guy in the suit.


  “Are you Jenna Middleton?” he demanded.


  “Yes,” I replied.


  “Can you show me some ID please?”


  “Okay…” I grabbed my clutch from the counter and flashed him my ID. “What is this about?”


  “Here you go, Ms. Middleton,” he handed me a large wrapped box.


  “Jenna?” Audrey questioned me like I knew what the heck was going on.


  I shrugged my shoulders at her letting her I had no clue what this was about. I opened the box and inside sat a smaller black velvet box.


  “Open it, Jenna.” Livy peered inside the box.


  I slowly opened the lid and to my complete shock there was a beautiful round diamond pendent. It was simple yet completely elegant.


  “Whoa, who the hell is that from?” Livy demanded.


  “I have no idea,” I said pulling it out of the box looking at it quizzically.


  “It’s beautiful, you should wear it tonight.” Audrey lightly touched the beautiful stone.


  “There is also this Ms. Middleton,” The delivery man said handing me a sealed envelope and then left.


  I opened the envelope quickly and left me in utter shock. I read the card slowly twice before handing it silently to my friends.


  Jenna,


  Congratulations on accomplishing your goal. This is a huge achievement and should be celebrated. Please accept this diamond pendent as a graduation gift. I miss you.


  Always Yours,


  Jamieson Wellington


  


  I didn’t think about it. Not even for a second. I ran to the door and yelled at the delivery guy who was almost to the bottom of the stairs of our apartment complex.


  “Hey I don’t want this,” I yelled at him.


  “He said you would say that.” The big guy chuckled and kept walking.


  “No seriously, you have to come take it back. I don’t want it,” I told him.


  The delivery guy stopped and let out a deep breath. “He said he won’t pay me if you don’t accept it.”


  “Well how much is he paying you? Maybe I can pay you to take it back.” I was desperate.


  “Are you going to pay me ten grand?” he asked with a cocked eyebrow.


  “He paid you ten grand to deliver that to me?” I screeched out in disbelief.


  “Yes, and I could really use the money. I have a sick kid.” The delivery guy slumped his shoulders slightly.


  “Did he tell you say that too?” I wasn’t sure I believed this guy’s story.


  The delivery guy walked up the stairs so he was once again at my door. He took out his phone and held it up so I could see the screen. It was a picture of young bald boy hooked up to machines.


  “He is sick, but is doing better,” he said with a half-smile looking at his child. “The money will really help us.”


  Classic Jamieson, he refused to fight fair. “Alright. I will hang on to it until I can give it back to him in person.”


  “Thank you,” he said giving me a smile and began walking down the stairs again. “I don’t know what the guy did but at least he’s trying to make it right.”


  “Yeah a little too late,” I laughed sarcastically.


  “Well for what it’s worth he sounded like he was pretty desperate,” he shrugged and then disappeared into the parking lot.


  I went back into the apartment with my head spinning. I had no idea why he would do something like this. He broke up with me, he cheated on me, and he’s the one who didn’t want me, right?


  “What the hell, Jenna?” Olivia demanded upon seeing me reemerge. She thought I had been talking to him or maybe even seeing him again.


  “I don’t know. I haven’t talked to him in over two years. I don’t know why he would do something like this,” I squeaked out in barely a whisper.


  “Maybe he’s trying to make amends,” Audrey offered optimistically.


  “Or maybe he is just trying to fuck with your head again. What a miserable prick,” Olivia huffed.


  “I have no clue but it doesn’t really matter does it? It doesn’t change anything really. I will return it to him when I get a chance. I definitely won’t be keeping it,” I said defiantly.


  “Good,” Livy agreed. “Now can we please get a move on? I’m starving.”


  “Yeah just let me grab my purse,” I left it next to the now opened box and on it sat the card. I read it over one more time still perplexed by its exact meaning. What could have possibly brought this about? What had changed?
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  “Congrats Jen Jen!” Cain hugged me and kissing me tenderly.


  Cain was the only person that called me that, I wasn’t exactly fond of the nickname but it didn’t totally annoy me either. Livy hated it. She said it sounded like something he would name a small dog like a Shitzu or something. I could tell Liv wasn’t a huge fan of Cain’s but I also knew she would never come out and say that because she loved me that much. If I was happy, she was willing to overlook it.


  “You too,” I smiled up at him.


  Cain had joined us at the restaurant later after he had said goodbye to his family. I got to meet them and I must admit it was slightly overwhelming. His mother was very formal. I should have expected as much since she is one of the top trial lawyers in the country, but still I was a bit taken aback by her lack of warmth. Cain’s father was easier to read. He was your typical southern father strict yet approachable. I liked him. He too was a lawyer and I could see he conducted himself with much less formality than his wife. I also got to meet Cain’s sister, Ellen. She was tall, skinny, blonde, stunningly gorgeous and a complete bitch. I could tell she didn’t think I was worthy of her brother and had no problem letting me know it. Cain tried to shrug it off but it had upset me. I tried to not let her ruin our celebration but in all honesty, it had slightly.


  I was glad to finally be alone with Cain in the privacy of his apartment. I wanted to relax and not think for a while. I knew tomorrow I would have to wake up and finish packing. Audrey and I were moving back to Huntsville in two days. I had secured an apartment of my very own in downtown. Audrey had decided to live with Livy until she found a job. Liv had offered for me to live with them as well, but I was looking forward to having my own space.


  “Have you thought more about what I asked you the other day?” Cain asked pulling back to look into my eyes.


  “Yes, but I still think I will keep my apartment,” I said turning him down yet again.


  Cain was also moving to Huntsville. He would be working at one of his family’s firms in town. He had asked me to move in with him, but I wasn’t ready to do that. It just didn’t seem right so I politely declined. I felt bad for telling him no but in truth I wasn’t ready for that level of commitment. I liked how things were going and I wanted to keep things the same.


  “I hope that doesn’t mean you won’t ever move in with me,” he said frowning.


  “No it doesn’t mean I will never move in, it just means not now,” I countered.


  He handed me my glass of wine and grabbed his as well. “Maybe when I ask you to marry me you will agree.”


  I nearly spit my wine out that I was sipping. Damn, him. He always liked to catch me off-guard with comments like that. “Marry you?” I shot him a questioning look.


  He moved closer to me again. “Yes Jenna, one day I am going to ask you to marry me and you are going to say yes, making me the happiest man on the planet.”


  “I am?” I squeaked out.


  “Yes. I love you, Jenna Middleton,” he said kissing me lightly. He leaned his forehead against mine staring deep into my eyes. “Don’t you love me?”


  “Yes of course I do,” I said closing my eyes tightly.


  I wanted to love Cain Stratford. I truly wanted nothing more; but for some inexplicable reason all I could hear in that moment was Jamieson’s voice in my head telling me he missed me. I knew before then of course that he had ruined me. I knew the first time Cain and I had sex. The entire time I compared him to Jamieson. I knew it wasn’t fair but I couldn’t help it, Jamieson had left his mark on me. My only hope now was to just try to ignore it and move on. I tried my best not to crave what was gone but I feared I always would.


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


  


  


  “You ready to go?” Jamieson asked watching our friends dance on the stage at Gossips.


  “Yes,” I told him eagerly.


  He held out his hand and I took it, threading my fingers with his. We walked hand in hand through the crowd of tightly packed people. I didn’t see her coming but I felt Jamieson stiffen beside me.


  “I’m sorry,” he whispered.


  I didn’t understand what he was apologizing for until I looked up and saw a very pissed of Trinity storming towards us.


  “Really Jamieson? Really? You have to be fucking kidding me right now,” she spat out.


  “What do you want, Trinity?” he asked in a cold tone.


  “How could you do this?” she demanded refusing to answer his question.


  “Do what Trinity?” he growled.


  “This! Her!” she screeched and pointed at me.


  “Trinity…” he said her name in frustration, tucking me behind him.


  “Are you sleeping with her? Please tell me you’re not,” she yelled back at him.


  Jamieson sighed, exasperated with her.


  “I could only be so fucking lucky,” he told her simply and began walking again pulling me with him.


  We made it to the parking lot and I didn’t say a word. I didn’t really know how to feel after seeing Trinity’s reaction to us being together.


  “I’m sorry,” he said again opening the door to his truck for me.


  “It’s okay.” I gave him a grim half smile.


  He shut the door and climbed in the driver side starting the truck. “It’s not okay, Jenna. I have screwed everything up so badly.”


  I felt bad for him. I knew I really had no reason to. He had created all of this. He was the reason why Trinity had the feelings she did and he the reason I had been literally broken in two for the past five years. But regardless my heart sank for him.


  “It’s going to be okay,” I said covering his hand with mine.


  He briefly looked down at our joined hands while driving and let out a steadying breath. “I don’t deserve your understanding or sympathy.”


  “I know that.” I gave him a small smile.


  He gave me the tiniest of smiles back and continued to drive us home.


  It didn’t take long before the rest of our friends made their noisy entrance. I had retreated to my bedroom to change into my pajamas and I assumed Jamieson had gone to his room as well. I could tell he needed some space after what happened at the bar. He needed to think and frankly, so did I.


  “Jenna, get down here and party with us!” Livy called from downstairs.


  I obliged and joined my friends in the kitchen. To my surprise, Jamieson was also downstairs. He was sitting on the counter watching Julian chase Olivia around the kitchen with a tequila bottle that had a giant worm in it.


  “Stop chasing me asshole or I refuse to be your date to your parents wedding,” Olivia shrieked as she ran in front of me.


  “Fine,” he said and stopped chasing her.


  “What day are we leaving?” Derrick asked leaning against the counter, one arm draped over Audrey’s shoulders.


  “We leave on the 25th I think that is a Tuesday,” Julian answered back.


  “Where are you guys going?” I asked confused looking around the group at a total loss as to what they were discussing.


  “You haven’t asked her yet?” Julian smacked Jamieson’s arm.


  “Uh…I was going to do it tonight,” Jamieson spoke up.


  “Ask me what? What are you guys talking about?” I demanded.


  “My parents are getting married…or I guess remarried. Anyways, the wedding is next month at their house in Santo Domingo and this jackass right here was supposed to invite you as his date,” Julian said nonchalantly.


  “Oh.” Clearly Jamieson had decided to not ask me.


  “We are all going,” Audrey explained excitedly. “Derrick asked me to be his date and Julian is taking Livy obviously.”


  “Fun,” is all I could muster. I was jealous. I wanted to go to the Dominican Republic with all my friends, but obviously Jamieson didn’t want to take me for some reason.


  I looked at Jamieson but he didn’t look at me, instead he just stared at the kitchen floor. I could feel emotions welling up inside of me threatening to break loose.


  “Well I hope you guys have fun. I’m tired so I’m going to head to bed,” I told them, turning and making a hasty exit.


  “Nice going, dickwad!” I heard Livy say to Jamieson as I took the stairs two at a time.


  I made it to my room and shut myself inside. I felt stupid. I should have known better than to think things could go back to how they were. It was never going to be like that again and I needed to accept that fact.


  There was a gentle knock at my door a few minutes later. I knew Livy and Audrey would follow me and try to comfort me.


  “It’s open,” I told them.


  But who entered my room wasn’t Audrey or Olivia. It was him. He stood by the doorway silently watching me.


  “What do you want, Jamieson?” I glared at him.


  “I did it again, didn’t I?” he asked quietly.


  “Did what?” I sniffed trying to keep my tears back.


  “I hurt you again,” he said.


  “I just was caught off guard is all,” I tried to make excuses for my emotions.


  “Jenna…” he said coming closer to my bed. “I was going to ask you tonight. I was going to do it after we left the bar but when we ran into Trinity it just didn’t seem like the right time. Then Julian just blurted everything out. That wasn’t how I had planned it,” he explained.


  “It’s alright. You don’t have to explain anything.”


  “Yes I do.” He moved to stand next to me. “I want nothing more than for you to be my date to the wedding.”


  He reached his hand out cupping me cheek.


  “You do?” I asked.


  “Yes of course,” he replied gently. “I’m sorry you were upset this evening. That is not how I pictured this going.”


  “It’s alright, I had a good time for the most part,” I told him.


  “Well for what it’s worth I had an amazing time. Thank you for agreeing to go on a date with me,” he said still holding me gently.


  I blushed under his intense stare.


  “Jamieson…” I pleaded but to no avail. He lips met mine and I easily submitted to his greedy kisses.


  I got lost in his kisses. Our magical connection kicked in and I was consumed by the need that came over my body. We kissed like we were starved of each other and in many ways I guess that was true.


  “Come to my room with me, baby.” He pulled back whispering in my ear.


  “I can’t. You know I can’t,” I told him honestly. Just the mere thought of the dark bedroom sent ice water coursing through my veins.


  “Please, come with me,” he tried again.


  “Not in that room, Jamieson, anywhere but that room,” I pleaded again clawing at his shoulders begging for more kisses.


  “Please, I have a surprise for you,” he nipped at my bottom lip. A surprise?


  “Fine, but I am coming right back to my room after you show me whatever it is you’re going to show me.”


  He lightly chuckled cocking an eyebrow at me, “Okay.”


  He grasped my hand, pulling me from the bed and leading me down the hallway to the grand double doors of his bedroom. I sucked in a breath preparing for the memories to flood me once he opened the doors. But to my surprise when he opened the doors I couldn’t even recognize the room I once knew.


  “What did you do?” I gasped taking in the room before me.


  His bedroom had always been dark and sexy. His massive black bed and matching dark furniture had now been replaced with all crisp white and cream pieces. Even the bedspread was bright whites and grays.


  “I made a few changes,” he said walking into the massive room. “What do you think?”


  “It’s beautiful,” I was dumbfounded.


  “I did it for you, Jenna.” He turned to face me. “I don’t want you to be haunted by the memories of this room any longer.”


  “I don’t know what to say, Jamieson.” I was in complete shock. He had done all of this just to make me feel more at ease and I must say it worked. The stunning bright room was heavenly. It no longer reminded me of the bad memories that surrounded me and Jamieson.


  “Say that you will stay the night with me, Jenna,” he said boldly.


  My head snapped around to look at him but what I saw there I was unprepared for. His eyes were heavy and full of need.


  “I…uh…I don’t know.” I fidgeted nervously.


  He closed the distance between us and drew me to him. “Please, Jenna I just need to be near you tonight.”


  “Okay,” I conceded before I could really think it over.


  “Thank you,” he said kissing my forehead.


  He released me and I climbed into the massive white fluffy bed. Jamieson walked around to the other side of the bed and removed his shirt and sweats leaving only his boxers on.


  “Okay, I didn’t agree to that.” I tried not to stare at his gorgeous body.


  “You didn’t have to. It’s just part of the deal.” He grinned at me as he climbed in the bed, pulling me close.


  I sunk back against him breathing in his intoxicating cologne. He clutched me closer draping his large arm around me.


  “I have missed you, baby,” he whispered into the crook of my neck driving me mad.


  “Mmmm…hmmm…” I wiggled my butt closer to him. My resolve was starting to crack and I knew this time I would let it break completely.


  I let out a hungry sigh showing my desire for him.


  “Fuck it,” He growled flipping me on my back and crouching over me. “I’m done pretending. I need you now, Jenna.”


  “Then take me,” I gave him the permission he was desperately seeking.


  That is all it took and he ripped open my button-up pajama top exposing my bare chest. He didn’t move immediately he just stared at me for a few seconds, watching me. Then he lightly ran his hand down over my bare breasts making me shudder.


  “God you are beautiful, Jenna.” He bent down to kiss my breasts.


  I moaned in appreciation and pushed forward allowing him better access. Jamieson took his time though kissing and caressing, making me want more. I had missed this. Jamieson had always been able to drive me completely mad.


  I began to try to shimmy out of my pajama bottoms when Jamieson reached down yanking them off in one swift movement. I wasn’t wearing panties so I was completely bare.


  Jamieson’s eyes went heavy with hunger and he moved lower down my body. He slipped a hand in between my legs urging them apart. I complied granting him the access he desired. I felt his hot mouth roam over my navel and I tensed in anticipation of where he was headed. He moved my thighs gently apart and settled in between my legs. I felt like I was on the edge of losing it but I knew I hadn’t even come close to that precipice yet.


  Jamieson kissed my thighs lightly as he gently ran a finger down my hot center. I moaned in response to his touch. He merely grinned at me before driving his tongue deep into me.


  I writhed in pleasure as Jamieson was unrelenting in his pursuit of my pleasure. It didn’t take long and I came for him. I thought maybe that would satisfy him slightly but it didn’t. He stalked up my body like he was hunting prey.


  “You have no idea how much I have missed that, baby.”


  “I want you, Jamieson.” I blurted out. I wanted Jamieson and I wanted him right that instant.


  He reached inside the drawer of the bedside table next to me and I knew he was grabbing a condom. He pulled down his boxers and rolled the condom in place. I watched mesmerized by his nakedness.


  “Are you sure Jenna, because this is your last chance to run.” He balanced his weight above me on one arm.


  “Yes,” I said closing my eyes tightly.


  He cupped my chin with his free hand. “You have to look at me, baby. That is the only way.”


  I opened my eyes slowly to be met with his navy eyes intently waiting for me. I watched as something flashed in them and he thrust forward into me. I gasped in shock at his shocking intrusion but he quickly began moving us in rhythm making me forget any initial pain.


  He set a slow lazy pace at first, gradually thrusting deep inside of me. I wanted more and let him know by clawing my nails down his back. The thing I had always loved about sex with Jamieson was that he didn’t hold back. He pushed me to my limits and then demanded more. But for some reason he was holding back.


  “Jamieson please…” I pleaded nipping his shoulder playfully.


  He replied by grabbing both my arms and pulling them above my head pinning me there.


  “Is this what you want? Is this what you crave?” he growled in my ear thrusting hard deep into me.


  “Yessss. Oh God, yes!” I moaned.


  Jamieson groaned in appreciation pounding into me over and over until I lost it. I came hard underneath him and he followed collapsing on top of me.


  I wrapped my arms tightly around him holding him close.


  “I missed you,” I whispered into the darkness of the room.


  “I missed you more,” he said and I could tell he was smiling.


  After a long while he tucked me back in against his side. I could tell he was starting to drift off to sleep so I mustered the courage to say one last thing to him while our emotions were still raw and hanging in darkness.


  “Please don’t hurt me, Jamieson. I can’t take it, not again.” My voice was barely a whisper and I was unsure I even truly said it out loud until he reached over and brushed my long blonde hair away from my cheek.


  “I will do my best, Jenna, I will do my best.”


  It wasn’t exactly the promise I was hoping for, but at least he knew I was scared of being hurt again. I was taking a huge risk and I knew it. I wasn’t naïve in that fact. I was offering up my heart yet again on silver platter. My only hope is that he had changed enough to not repeat the past.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


  


  


  July 4, 2013…


  “Yes, I’ll be there at 6:30,” I told Cain over the phone as I waited in line at Starbucks for my iced coffee.


  His parents were having a huge Fourth of July party in Mobile so I was driving down to join him. They had a gorgeous house on the water and I’m sure it would have a fantastic view of the fireworks show. I was a bit bummed I wouldn’t be celebrating with Audrey and Livy. Audrey had recently broken up with Brad, the med school guy. The long distance thing wasn’t really working for them and Brad was exceedingly busy at school. At first Audrey seemed devastated, but now I was pretty sure she was bouncing back just fine. The girls were going to the fireworks show on the Tennessee River which I was sure would be super fun. I was a bit jealous. I was happy to spend time with Cain, but I wasn’t thrilled at spending the weekend with his family, especially his sister.


  “Jenna?” I heard my name and turned around to see who was calling me.


  As soon as I scanned the coffee shop I immediately saw who had said my name. A grinning Ethan Wellington smiled mischievously back at me.


  “Hi Ethan,” I greeted him, leaving my spot in line and walking over to his table.


  “Long time no -see,” he commented, still smiling at me. “You living here now?”


  “Yes I moved back a couple of months ago.”


  He however lost focus on our conversation and stared passed me. I turned expecting to see a long legged blonde or something similar he was tracking, but much to my surprise the person Ethan had been watching was most definitely not a girl, it was his brother.


  “Jamieson,” I said in half question, half statement.


  “Hello Jenna,” he greeted me quietly as he approached.


  Ethan watched us intently and smiled slyly. “Well this reunion has been lovely but I think I will be taking my leave now. James, I’ll be in the car when you’re ready.”


  “What are you doing here?” I demanded.


  “I live here,” he offered simply.


  “But I thought you moved to London.” I was still confused.


  “I did but I moved back a little over a year ago.”


  “Oh,” is all I could say in return. I was in shock that he was actually sitting in this coffee shop talking to me. It had been so long since I had last seen him. It was surreal now being near him.


  “I hear you’re living here again too,” he said lightly not looking at me directly.


  “Yes, I moved back after graduation.” The minute the word graduation hit my lips I remembered his gift, the diamond pendent. I had tried to mail it to him but it was returned.


  “Congratulations by the way.” He stared at me coldly.


  “I got your gift.”


  This caught his attention and he finally looked at me again. “Good.”


  “I can’t accept it,” I told stoically.


  “You already have.”


  His response pissed me off. “I tried to send it back but it was returned.”


  “I know that.” What a dick.


  “Well then you know I don’t want it.”


  “So don’t keep it,” he suggested.


  “Give me your address and I will mail it to you.”


  “I don’t want it back, Jenna, it was a gift to you. Do what you would like with it.”


  “Fine,” I spat at him turning to leave.


  “Jenna…” he called after me.


  “What?” I spun back around.


  “I hope you’re happy,” he said with honesty in his eyes.


  “And if I’m not?” I don’t really know why I said that to him. It wasn’t as if I was unhappy, it was more that I didn’t understand why he would care either way.


  He took a deep breath and stood up clutching my arm tightly. “Then I promise you I will do everything in my power to make sure you will be.”


  I scanned his face looking for answers to why he would say something like that, but he gave nothing away. I shrugged out of grasp and glared at him.


  “Yeah right, like you care.” I stormed out forgetting my coffee.
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  “What do you mean you saw Jamieson?” Audrey exclaimed.


  “I saw him at the coffee shop near my house this morning,” I repeated into the phone as I drove to the coast.


  “Oh no. What did you do? Did you talk to him?” she inquired.


  “Yeah. I saw his brother, Ethan first and thought he was alone so I walked over to his table to talk to him. Out of nowhere, Jamieson showed up. It was so bad Audrey. I’m so upset right now,” I confessed to her.


  “It’s going to be okay. We just need to talk it out,” she reassured me.


  “Okay.”


  “So what did he say?”


  “He was just being his nonchalant self. Apparently he moved back to Huntsville a while ago. I told him I tried to send back the necklace he gave me for graduation and he said he knew. I told him I would give it to him but he refused it. He said for me to just do whatever I wanted with it.”


  “Oh geez, he’s living here now? That is definitely trouble.”


  “Audrey! You are supposed to be helping me not giving me more anxiety,” I scolded her.


  “Sorry! Okay, well how did you feel when you saw him? Were you disgusted?”


  I thought about it for a minute before answering her. “I wasn’t disgusted. I thought I would be if I saw him again. I thought I would be so angry but I wasn’t. I was upset for sure, but I mainly just felt confused.”


  “What were you confused about?” Audrey asked digging deeper into my feelings.


  I hesitated. I didn’t want to totally confess to her but I knew Audrey wouldn’t judge me, she would just listen. Just one of the many reasons I loved her so much.


  “I was confused because seeing him I was excited. When I saw him I felt all of those old feelings instantly but then I remembered what he had done, how bad he hurt me,” I confessed.


  “Did they go away when you remembered he broke your heart?”


  “No my excitement to see him just turned to disappointment, but I still felt something for him even though I didn’t want to.”


  “Oh Jenna…” Audrey sighed.


  “I don’t want to have feelings for him. I know I should hate him. I know he broke my heart. I know I can never trust him again. Plus I’m happy with Cain. Cain is what I need. He’s sweet and we make sense, way more sense than Jamieson and I ever did.”


  “Jenna, if Cain isn’t the one, don’t try to force him to be.”


  “I know, Audrey and I promise you I won’t force anything. I do love Cain though. He treats me well and he’s what I need. I would be lucky if he was the one,” I assured her.


  “Alright, just remember I support you no matter what.”


  “Thanks friend. I need to let you go, I’m almost to Cain’s,” I said before we said our final goodbyes.


  I needed to just digest everything that had happened earlier. I switched the radio on and rocked out to the cool ramblings of the Arkells.
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  “I’m so glad you are here, sweetheart.” Cain clutched me close to him on the dock.


  I had made it to Mobile in record time and spent the day enjoying a BBQ at his parents’ house. Most of the guests at the party were his parents’ friends with only a few of Cain’s fraternity brothers and a few friends of his sisters friends.


  “I’m glad to be here.” I smiled at him.


  It was dark and we were waiting for the big fireworks show to start any minute. Most of the party was scattered on the lawn and back patio. Cain and I walked down to the dock to have some privacy.


  “You look beautiful tonight,” he whispered into my ear just as the fireworks show began over the water.


  I watched intently as the bright lights streamed across the sky in intricate patterns. I was mesmerized watching the beauty above me.


  “I have a question to ask you, Jenna,” Cain said beside me clearing his throat.


  I looked over at him and he was down on one knee next to me. My heart dropped into the pit of my stomach and then began to race out of my chest.


  “Jenna Estelle Middleton, will you marry me?” Holy shit I can’t believe he’s proposing?


  I stood completely still. I tried to get my brain to process what was happening but it couldn’t. I knew I wanted to be a wife. I wanted to share my life with someone and commit to that person forever. And I knew Cain loved me and I loved him. So I did what I thought made sense.


  “Yes!” I exclaimed hugging him tightly and at that exact moment Jamieson Wellington’s face flashed before my eyes. I should have realized then that even my subconscious was trying to tell me what a monumental mistake I was about to make.


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


  


  


  “Jamieson stop!” I squealed trying to duck away from his grasp. “I need to finish my makeup.”


  “Fine,” he grumbled and left the huge master bath to enter his walk-in closet.


  Since the night of our date weeks ago I have stayed in his room every night. Things had quickly gone from taking it slow to hot and heavy in one night. I tried at first to back away and put some distance between us, but Jamieson refused to let that happen. He was relentless until my barriers completely fell away. I guess I could lie and say that I was upset about that fact, but the truth was I wasn’t. Jamieson and I had found our way back to each other and we were blissfully happy.


  “What are your plans today? Are you riding?” he inquired.


  I still hadn’t found a job yet; instead I decided to help my sister more permanently at the farm until the baby was born. I was disappointed I was still completely shut out of my career, but on the other hand I was really enjoying riding full time. I knew I wouldn’t be doing it forever but for the time being it was just what I needed.


  “No I have today off, but I did agree to Sunday dinner at my sisters.” I told him.


  “Do you want me to go with you?” he asked peeking his head around the corner of the bathroom.


  “No I think it’s best if we ease my family into this.”


  I did want to bring Jamieson with me, but the problem was that I wasn’t sure how his presence would be received by my family yet. They knew I was living with him of course and I had recently told them that we were working on our relationship, but I hadn’t exactly come out and said we were together again. I planned on talking to them about that tonight.


  “You know I can handle your family, Jenna. It’s my mess to clean up. I wish you would at least give me the opportunity to try to fix things.”


  “I know just let me prepare them first, okay?”


  “Alright,” he replied glumly and went back to the massive walk-in closet.


  I instantly felt bad about hurting his feelings. I wasn’t trying to hurt him, I just needed more time before I brought him around my family again.


  I followed him into the walk-in closet.


  “I’m sorry,” I apologized wrapping my arms around him from behind.


  He patted my arms on his chest with his own. “Nothing to be sorry for baby. This is just more fall-out from my mistakes.”


  I leaned my forehead gently against his back hugging him tightly to me.


  “Can I take you somewhere today?” He asked in an upbeat tone clearly trying to change the mood.


  “Where?” I asked curiously.


  “It’s a surprise. I have something I want to show you.” He spun me around to face him.


  I was only in my bra and panties and I could tell he appreciated my choice of outfit for the morning. His eyes were hooded with lust. I leaned forward to kiss him and he met my lips with a frenzy.


  We kissed for a few minutes before he broke free from my hold. “Go get dressed. Wear something somewhat warm; we will be taking the Ducati.” He said swatting me on the butt for encouragement.


  I yipped in response and ran to my room to change my clothes. I was excited to find out what Jamieson wanted to show me.
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  “We’re almost there,” he yelled over the roar of his sleek Ducati’s engine.


  Jamieson revved the engine once again as we raced down the highway. I loved riding on the back of his motorcycle clutching tightly to him, it made my adrenaline pump excitedly.


  We turned off the highway and down a couple of old country roads before we pulled onto a long driveway lined by large dogwood trees on either side. There was a massive gate in the distance I could see that was propped open slightly.


  Jamieson maneuvered the bike expertly through the gate and we pulled up to a massive barn. There was a small cottage just to the right of the barn.


  I pulled off my helmet as Jamieson dismounted the bike.


  “Where are we?” I questioned him.


  “Come on. I will show you.” He held out his hand for me.


  He rolled open the massive wood doors of the sleek modern barn. He flipped on a switch illuminating the interior. There was a beautiful carved wood bar in the corner and a cluster of round wooden tables. In the back there was row after row of huge wooden barrels lining the walls.


  “Welcome to Wellington Winery.” He smiled brightly.


  “Oh wow.” I breathed, walking around the barn taking it all in. The barn was huge and beautiful. It had stamped concrete floors and beautiful Mason jar light fixtures throughout.


  “This is great, Jamieson.”


  “Thank you. Would you like to see the rest of it?”


  “Of course I do.” I smiled brightly at him.


  “Come on then,” he said holding out his hand to me once again.


  He led me out back to the rows of grapes. They stretched for as far as the eye could see.


  “How many acres?” I asked.


  “Eighty so far,” He explained proudly.


  “How long have you been working on this?”


  “Two years. We also have a vineyard in Italy. That is why I traveled there recently. I was checking up on the crop for this year.” He informed me.


  “I’m sure the addition of wine will only strengthen the Wellington whiskey brand,” I told him.


  “Oh this is separate project. Ethan and I purchased the vineyard and this property ourselves.”


  “What did Uncle Phillip have to say about that?” I wondered out loud.


  “Let’s just say he is not happy about our recent acquisitions,” he said dryly.


  “I can only imagine, but everything is okay with the company isn’t it?”


  “Yes, Wellington Whiskey is stronger than ever. But I decided a few years ago I needed to have something of my own, that I created and that I controlled.”


  “Well I think it is great and I’m sure it will be a huge success.”


  “Thank you, that means a lot.” He returned my smile. “Do you want to see the cottage now?”


  “Sure,” I told him and we lazily walked toward the small white cottage.


  It was quaint but it had a beautiful wrap around porch that held an exquisite white wood porch swing. It was rustic yet chic at the same time.


  “We are planning on turning this into a cafe for visitors.” He opened the door to the small house, motioning for me to head inside.


  I followed him inside and took in my surroundings. There was something special about the space; it had a cozy and comforting feel to it. The walls still hung old black and white photographs. I walked over to examine them.


  “It was an estate sale. The farmer passed away and had no remaining heirs so the property was sold with all the contents left in the barn and house. We remodeled the barn obviously but we haven’t started in here yet,” he explained.


  “I think you should keep some of this stuff in here. It would make a great country atmosphere while paying tribute to the original owner,” I said examining each picture before me.


  “Ethan said the same thing.” He shot me a grin.


  “I can envision it perfectly.”


  “We are planning to remove the walls and restructure into a restaurant. There are two back bedrooms and one small bath.” He led the way to the back of the house.


  I followed him into the first room which was tiny and housed only a small wooden desk. The second room was slightly bigger and it still contained a wrought iron bed with a colorful quilt.


  I ran my hand over the bed imagining the farmer’s wife knitting it herself. “This is beautiful.”


  “Sure is.”


  I looked up to find him staring at me intently. He had been watching me as I examined the space. He stepped closer to me, taking me in his arms.


  “Thank you for coming with me today,” he spoke softly.


  “Thank you for bringing me here.”


  “I can’t wait for our trip to Santo Domingo. I’m really looking forward to some alone time on the beach with you.” He smiled.


  “You are huh? Well I haven’t exactly agreed to be your date yet,” I kidded him.


  “Like you have a choice,” he smashed his lips to mine.


  I moaned as he kissed me deeply. Since our date night our appetites for each other had been insatiable. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other.


  “Bend over, baby.” Jamieson drawled in my ear, tipping me forward to hang onto the foot of the iron bed.


  “Jamieson I don’t think…” I gasped as he unbuttoned my jeans slipping them down my hips along with my panties.


  “I can’t wait Jenna. I need you,” he growled.


  I released my hands at an attempt to turn around and face him but he stopped me. “Hands on the bed, sweetheart. This is going to be fast and not gentle at all.”


  His words sent bolts of excitement low through my belly. I replaced my hands on the bed in anticipation of what was in store for me.


  I heard Jamieson unzip his pants and the thud as they hit the floor. He hadn’t even really touched me and I was in a total frenzy. I was sure the second he did, I would come apart.


  I felt him come up behind me. He ran one hand down my hair and settled on the base of neck.


  “Hold on tight, Jenna.” He slammed inside me.


  “Ahh!” I screamed at the impact.


  Jamieson pulled back and pushed forward again into me, this time quicker. He set the pace and I now believed what he told me. This was Jamieson undone; this was the man I remembered all those years ago that could completely own me.


  He slammed into me several more times before I screamed as I found my release. Jamieson pulled back unrelenting and slammed into me one last time and then quickly pulled out, his cum shooting on my back.


  I had never had a man do that before but I can’t say that it bothered me. There was something incredibly carnal about having him spread his seed on my bare skin.


  Jamieson steadied me indicating for me not to move while he grabbed something to clean me up with. He then helped me pull my jeans back in place. When he was done, he pulled me upright and spun me around to face him.


  He didn’t say anything at first he just stared at me intently brushing the hair from my forehead.


  “I love you Jenna,” he spoke quietly barely above a whisper. “I have loved you for a very long time.”


  I closed my eyes as I felt tears prick my eyes. These were the words I had waited over five years to hear. This is what I had wanted all this time. My tears were not out of frustration but of relief. I was so incredibly relieved he had finally told me how he felt.


  “I love you too, Jamieson.” I told him back opening my eyes to find his.


  He wiped a lone tear from my cheek with his thumb. “I should have told you back then. I should have said it the moment I knew. I wish I could go back in time and do it over.”


  “It’s alright,” I said halting his regrets. “You’ve told me now and we’re together. That’s all that matters.”


  I watched as something caught his eye and his gaze traveled to my neck. “You kept it?”


  He asked lightly touching the round diamond around my neck.


  “Yes.” I told him.


  “I knew it would look beautiful on you.”


  “Thank you for giving it to me.”


  He smiled at me making my stomach dip in appreciation. He could turn me own so easily and I’m sure he was well aware of that fact.


  “Shall we go?” he asked threading his fingers through mine.


  “Alright,” I gazed at him intently.
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  Jamieson pulled his motorcycle up to my sister’s house an hour later. I had planned on going home to get my own car but I was running short on time after our trip to the winery so he insisted on dropping me off instead.


  I hopped off the bike removing my helmet and handing it to him. He removed his own helmet and stood pulling me close to him. He kissed me so tenderly it almost made me dizzy.


  “Call me if you need a ride home.”


  “I’m sure someone will give me ride home but if they can’t I will call you.”


  “Tell your parents hello from me,” he said kissing me one more time before releasing me.


  He started the bike as I ran up the stairs to my sisters beautiful country home. I waved just before I opened the door. When I spun around to walk through it I almost ran smack into my sister.


  “Oh! Hi there, Jacks. Sorry I’m a little late,” I greeted her.


  “I hope you know what you’re doing, Jenna, because it looks to me like you are playing with absolute fire there,” she warned watching Jamieson leave.


  I knew Jacks had my best interest at heart but I wish she would back off just a bit. I knew she didn’t get her happily ever with Ethan but that didn’t mean I couldn’t have mine, or did it?


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


  


  


  January 16, 2015…


  I was drunk. I knew that. I also knew I was well past the point of caring what I said to him. I needed to know why he was in Vegas crashing my Bachelorette party. I needed to know what he wanted and I was hell bent on getting it out of him.


  “I’m going to ask you again, Jamieson, why the fuck are you here right now?” I said staring him down from across our private VIP table.


  “I think you know the answer to that question,” he replied smugly sipping his whiskey.


  “No I don’t! I have no clue why you showed up here so please enlighten me,” I demanded.


  He set his drink down on the small white table in front of us leaning forward. “Fine, but not here.”


  “I’m not leaving with you,” I folded my arms over my chest in defiance.


  “Then I guess you will never know.” He picked up his glass again and leaned back into his seat.


  “Ahhh…why are you like this? Fine, let’s go,” I burst out in frustration and stood up, indicating I was ready.


  Jamieson stood in return.


  “After the bride-to-be,” he said motioning toward the exit.


  I stomped off in my heels. I could feel him following close behind me.


  “Where are we going?” I whined following him to the bank of elevators.


  He ushered me inside one and then turned to grin at me. “My suite.”


  “Oh hell no!” I yelled, trying to hit the open door button but he blocked my way.


  “You said you wanted to know why I am here. I will tell you, but I don’t want to be disturbed.”


  “Fine,” I grumbled and folded my arms over my chest.


  When the elevator stopped on the top floor, we walked to the end of the hall. I shouldn’t have been surprised to see it was an opulent corner suite.


  When he opened the door, I headed to the couch in the center of the large room and plopped down. I had walked a long way in my heels and all of my alcohol consumption was finally catching up to me.


  “Here drink this.” He handed me a glass of water.


  “Thank you.”


  Jamieson poured himself another drink before sitting down on the couch next to me.


  “Alright spill it. Why are you here?” I was sick of his avoidance tactics I wanted to know why he was basically stalking me in Vegas.


  “It’s simple really. I made you a promise a while ago and this is me fulfilling that promise,” he said sipping his drink.


  “Uhh…okay none of that explains anything so try again.” I clutched my forehead in confusion.


  “What part was confusing?” He was being purposefully obtuse.


  “Uh, all of it. What promise are you talking about?” I demanded.


  Jamieson sighed letting out a deep breath. “The one I made you in the coffee shop over a year ago.”


  I racked my brain trying to think what he promised me but my brain was too foggy to recall anything. “I don’t remember.”


  He sighed again, this time I could tell it was in frustration. “Are you happy, Jenna?”


  “Don’t change the subject, just answer my question,” I argued.


  “I am. Just answer mine,” he growled.


  “Fine! Yes I am happy. I’m engaged to a great guy and we are getting married.” I bit back at him.


  “Do you love him?”


  “Of course I do,” I volunteered quickly.


  Jamieson didn’t say anything for a minute he just looked at me quizzically.


  “What?” I asked.


  “Do you really believe that?” He asked sharply.


  “Um excuse me but who are you to judge my relationship? You’re an asshole.” I bit back.


  “That may be true, but that doesn’t change the fact that you are lying to yourself right now,” he said, cocking his eyebrow at me.


  “Whatever, this was a huge waste of my time.” I stood up to leave but Jamieson grabbed my arm stopping me.


  “I’m sorry, please don’t go,” He pleaded, closing his eyes for a half a second. I could see he was silently chastising his own behavior.


  Against my better judgment I sat down again and waited for him to say something that made some sense.


  “That day at the coffee shop, I asked if you were happy. You didn’t say yes, you just asked what I would do about it. I knew before I even asked you the question you weren’t. You were pretending to be but you weren’t—”


  “Jamieson…” I said his name at an attempt to protest but I couldn’t find the rest of the words to tell him he was wrong. I wanted to tell him I was happy again but I just couldn’t.


  “I know, Jenna. You’ve forgotten how connected we are, but I haven’t. I promised you that day that I would make sure you would be happy and I meant it. That’s what I’m doing here; I am keeping that promise to you.”


  “It’s complicated,” I told him.


  “I’m sure it is, but Jenna, it doesn’t have to be.” He gave me a small smile and covered my hand that rested between us with one of his own.


  His touch ignited something in me and I immediately pulled back from him. “We can’t Jamieson, too much has happened. Things are different now.”


  He tilted his head looking at the ground for a minute before turning to stare deep into my eyes. “I know too much has happened and I realize it was my fault. I know that, but I also know you don’t love this guy.”


  “That’s not true I love Cain,” I replied defensively.


  “No you don’t. You couldn’t possibly love him, because you still love me. I see it in your eyes, Jenna. You can’t deny it.”


  I felt my face flush under his intense scrutiny. “I won’t deny I still have feelings for you, Jamieson but I am going to marry Cain. You and I had our chance and you unfortunately blew it,” I told him and I felt the tears begin to slide down my cheeks.


  Jamieson eyes went round with concern and he gently cupped my face wiping my tears. “I will fix this, Jenna, just give me the chance to do so. I love you. I always have.”


  I pulled out of his grasp and stood up. “I just can’t, I’m sorry.”


  I barely made it to the door of his suite. I was so dizzy. My emotions were overwhelming me. I needed some fresh air so I could think and clear my head. I couldn’t love Jamieson. I couldn’t possibly love him again or was it that I had never really stopped?


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


  


  


  It was the night before we were to leave for the Dominican Republic. Julian’s father had insisted on sending his private jet for us to travel in. I was all packed and ready to go. I couldn’t wait to get to the beach. Julian had informed us that we would be staying at his parent’s mansion on the water. We would be leaving first thing in the morning. Our friends had decided to go out, but Jamieson and I opted for quiet evening alone at home. We watched a movie and cuddled. It was absolutely perfect.


  It had been a few weeks since the day at the winery when Jamieson told me he loved me. That day changed something in me. I was hopeful, truly hopeful about my life ahead. I no longer was living just day to day I was beginning to picture my life years in advance and in all of my premonitions, Jamieson was right by my side. I was in love with him and I couldn’t imagine my life without him.


  This moment was significant and I wasn’t even sure Jamieson realized it. Today was the day that marked the passing of our ninety days being married; we could now get a divorce if we wanted to. I knew my answer to that question, but I still wasn’t sure what his answer would be. He had not mentioned anything of our marriage since we had begun spending so much time together.


  I decided today was the day to address it head on. After I got dressed this morning I opened up the red velvet Cartier box he had given me all those months ago. I slipped the stunning three stoned ring on my left hand with the matching wedding band and waited for the perfect moment to tell Jamieson I wanted very much to continue to be his wife, if he would have me.


  Jamieson was laid lazily next to me on the couch, lightly brushing my arm. He trailed his hand up and down. Just the simplest touch from him sent shivers dancing across my body. I felt my cheeks flush from the contact. I lifted my hand to brush my hair away from my face. The light must have hit the gorgeous diamonds just right because Jamieson snatched my hand instantly seeing it.


  “You’re wearing your ring?” He sat up next to me.


  “Uh, yeah I decided to wear it today. I hope that is okay,” I told him nervously.


  Jamieson didn’t say anything he just continued to hold my hand staring at the ring. I decided I should tell him why I was wearing it.


  “Do you know what today is?” I asked him curiously.


  His face snapped up to look at me. “No.”


  “We have officially been married ninety days,” I announced with a hint of a smile.


  “Jenna we need to talk—”


  “No let me finish, Jamieson. I don’t want to get a divorce. I want to work on this. I love you and I know you love me. I want to be your wife.”


  I watched as he realized what I was indicating and his face changed instantly into a frown. Maybe I had read this all wrong, maybe Jamieson didn’t want to be married.


  “James! You need to get out here we have uh…a situation!” Derrick yelled from the front door.


  It was late and our friends were finally coming home from their night out. Jamieson jumped off the couch from behind me heading toward the door ending our chat abruptly.


  I stayed in place for a minute stunned at what just happened, but I heard shouting outside so I followed after Jamieson.


  “What the hell is she doing here?” Jamieson growled at the group of our friends who were standing in the driveway staring at Trinity who had just pulled up in her sleek black BMW.


  “I don’t know. She followed behind us through the gates. I couldn’t get them closed quick enough. I’m sorry bro,” Julian apologized.


  “Damn it,” Jamieson grumbled as he walked toward Trinity who was emerging from her car.


  I followed after Jamieson wanting to hear what Trinity had to say for herself this time.


  “What are you doing here, Trinity?” he demanded.


  “Well hello to you too honey,” she purred.


  “What the fuck do you want?”


  Jamieson was so agitated. I came up beside him and laced my hand in his to show my support.


  “It’s alright Jamieson; nothing she says can hurt us,” I told him reassuringly.


  “Don’t you think it’s time you two gave up this little charade? I mean it must have been exhausting pretending for this entire time,” she spat.


  “Jamieson and I aren’t pretending, Trinity. We love each other.” I clutched Jamieson’s hand tighter.


  Trinity paused for a moment looking at Jamieson. I watched as something silent passed between them and I froze.


  “She doesn’t know, does she?” Trinity asked with a grin.


  “Don’t you fucking dare, Trinity,” Jamieson warned.


  “She has a right to know, James.”


  “What are you talking about? Jamieson?” I turned to him searching for some answer in his face but I found nothing.


  “Oh he won’t tell you. He’s too much a coward but I will. You two are not married. There was never a Vegas wedding. He made the whole thing up just to break up your engagement,” she smiled with delight.


  My head was spinning. How could this be true? I had a ring it was on my finger and I had a dress, didn’t I?


  I ran into the house and past the shouts of my best friends who were trying desperately to catch up to me. I ran up the stairs to his bedroom taking them two at a time. I was in the walk-in closet tearing through it when they finally caught up to me.


  “Jenna hon, what are you doing?” Livy asked hesitantly.


  “It has to be in here,” I rambled.


  “What are you looking for?” Audrey asked.


  “The dress. My wedding dress. I know it’s in here someplace.”


  Livy approached me in the closet. She put her hand on my shoulder gently. “Hon you’re losing it. Stop for a minute and come out her to talk to us.”


  “No! It is in here!” I jerked away from here searching a new section of the closet.


  I heard someone else enter the room. “Can we have some privacy?”


  I watched as my two friends said nothing to Jamieson and walked out of the bedroom clicking the doors shut behind them.


  “Jenna…”


  “Don’t Jamieson! Don’t! Just show me my dress. I need to know it’s not a lie,” I screamed at him.


  He closed his eyes for a half a second. “There’s no dress, baby.”


  My legs gave way underneath me. I fell to the ground crying and pounding my fist on the ground.


  “Why Jamieson? Why did you do it this time? Was there just too much left of me the last time? Did you just have to ruin me completely?” I shouted at him.


  He crouched down next to me. “No baby, no I swear it was nothing like that.”


  “What, do I have some rich uncle that has left me millions that I don’t know about? Is that it? Do you need money again and I am just another one of your fucking schemes?” The anger was swelling inside of me.


  “No, just let me explain,” he pleaded.


  “Fine, explain now!”


  He took a deep breath. “I promised you I would make sure you were happy…”


  “Which was a total fucking lie! Could you just get to the part where you tell me why you made me think we were married for three fucking months!” I snapped at him.


  “He was cheating on you,” he blurted out.


  “Who? Cain?” I was beyond confused now.


  “Yes, Cain. I hired a private investigator about a year ago to look into him and discovered what he was truly like. I couldn’t let you marry him Jenna. A life with him would have destroyed you,” he was panicking now.


  “You hired a private investigator to follow my boyfriend around?” I asked trying to get his words to sink-in and make sense.


  “Yes, I made the decision after that day at the coffee shop. I could tell he wasn’t making you happy and I wanted to find out why.” He hung his head, staring at the carpet between us.


  “So you discovered Cain was cheating on me and you what? Decided to get me blacked out wasted to convince me we had a quickie wedding in Vegas? Why? None of this makes sense!” I stood up pacing back and forth out of frustration.


  “No, that’s not how it happened. Things just got out of hand and I panicked. I was losing you and I knew it.”


  “But the bell boy came to the room after you left and said he had my wedding dress cleaned and shipped here.” I spoke steadily remembering the details of that morning.


  Jamieson hung his head lower and I knew this was going to be the real confession of his sins. “I paid the bell boy to do that. There was no wedding dress because there was no wedding.”


  I stopped pacing and looked at him with anger.


  “But the ring?” I questioned.


  “I slipped it on you while you were passed out.”


  “Why?” I whispered barely above a whisper.


  “Because I couldn’t lose you, not again. It was the only guaranteed way to end your engagement to him. I knew he would finally show his true colors if he thought your reputation was stained.” Holy fucking shit.


  I said nothing. I watched him struggle with his truth. I let him squirm under my intense stare. I didn’t shed a single tear. I saw now what was truly before me; a liar, a coward and a master manipulator.


  “Well I must thank you then for staining my reputation and saving me yet again from another doomed marriage.” And with that I slipped the rings he had given me off my finger and dropped them on the ground in front of him. I grabbed my already packed bags that were waiting to go on our magical tropical vacation and I left his room of lies.


  I tossed my bags into my car and was about to get in when Audrey and Livy came flying out the house.


  “Let me drive you,” Livy said grabbing my keys from me and pushing me toward the passenger side.


  I didn’t have the energy to fight her so I did what she said. Audrey hopped in the backseat. As soon as Livy pulled out of the giant gates of the mansion I let my forehead lean against the window and I closed my eyes letting the tears flow freely.


  Livy reached over and grabbed my hand squeezing it tightly. Audrey also wrapped her arms around me and the seat. Thank God I had them; I would need them now more than ever. I was not just broken this time, no this time I was completely obliterated.


  


  CHAPTER THIRY


  


  


  I was still unsure how I exactly was talked into going on this adventure but I was now somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean on my way to the Dominican Republic with my friends. Last night after I learned that Jamieson was yet again lying to me, I did the only thing I could think of, I ran like hell. Audrey and Livy drove me to my sisters and stayed there with me overnight. Jacks woke up when we got there. She made us tea and grilled cheese sandwiches all while listening to the horrible truth I had just discovered. She of course cried with me while I cried. She claimed it was because she was so pregnant but I knew better, she hurt because I hurt that’s just what sisters do, we feel each other’s pain.


  Olivia talked to Julian several times though the night and somewhere close to three in the morning everyone decided the perfect thing for me would be to go with the group and get away for a few days. Julian had assured me that Jamieson would not be coming along, so after several minutes of convincing I conceded.


  I stared out the window watching the blue ocean below listening to my music on my smart phone. The rest of the group talked excitedly about the trip and all the fun things they wanted to do. I felt bad I couldn’t share in their happiness, but I was still trying to figure out everything that happened last night. I felt numb thinking about how I had happily confessed I wanted to be Jamieson’s wife minutes before I learned the devastating truth that everything was a big fat lie. I felt stupid and humiliated.


  I knew Derrick and Julian felt bad about the actions of their friend but I also knew he was their friend first so I thought it best to not discuss anything in front of them. Livy and Audrey agreed that was probably best as well. However, both of my friends had drilled the two guys as to whether or not they knew the truth and they both said they hadn’t, which gave me some comfort. Audrey had let it slip earlier when we were on our way to the airport that according to Derrick, Jamieson left the house shortly after I did and never returned. He probably went to stay at Trinity’s, those two assholes deserved each other.
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  “Welcome!” Julian’s mom said hugging each of us.


  “Yes welcome, Isobel and I are so pleased all of you could come to help us share in our special day.” Julian’s handsome father, Havier said. We all excitedly chatted with Julian’s parents for a few minutes before Julian interrupted to give us a tour of the beautiful home we would be staying in. It was massive, fourteen bedrooms in all, a home theater, a gym, two infinite pools along with tennis and basketball court.


  “I’ll show you guys your rooms,” Julian announced, leading the way through the massive ocean side villa.


  We followed Julian outside onto the terrace and down the spiral stone staircase that hung above the ocean.


  “There are stairs inside as well but I thought you guys might like to see how close to the ocean we are.” Julian smiled as we walked down the stairs.


  We got to the first landing and Julian told Livy to put her bags in a massive room that had sliding glass doors that were open letting the ocean breeze whip through. We continued a few more stairs down and Julian showed Derrick and Audrey to their room. I caught that as interesting because I hadn’t realized those two were at the point of sharing a room, just goes to show how much I was paying attention to my friends. I made a mental note to ask Audrey later what was happening between them.


  The group wondered around the stunning room. It had its own hot tub on the patio overlooking the ocean and that seemed to excite everyone.


  “I’ll show Jenna to her room real quick and I’ll be right back,” Julian told the rest of our friends as they explored more of the room.


  I followed Julian quietly down another set of stairs to a massive landing. I could see the beach was a just a few stairs away. It was beautiful, white sand nestled in between cliffs on either side. It was incredible.


  “Here we are,” Julian said opening the sliding doors to the patio. This room also had an entire wall of glass doors that could be moved to either side to open the room to the outside.


  “Thanks Julian.” I smiled at him.


  “I’m sorry it is kind of far away. Originally I thought it was best to put you guys in the most private room…” He realized his mistake and didn’t finish his thought.


  “It’s perfect, thank you,” I said trying to erase any awkwardness.


  “I know you don’t want to hear this, but he’s a mess, Jenna. He knows he screwed everything up. He gets it. Maybe you guys could talk,” He suggested trying to plead the case for his friend.


  I couldn’t really get mad at him for trying to take up for his friend but it still didn’t change the fact that Jamieson was a liar.


  “I can’t Julian. I just can’t, not anymore,” I told him solemnly.


  “I know, I just thought I would try.” He shot me a sideways smile.


  I shook my head letting him know I understood and then he turned leaving me alone in my oversized romantic room.
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  “Isn’t this gorgeous?” Audrey said hanging over the huge sail boats rails.


  “Please don’t fall overboard,” I told her.


  “I won’t. I promise.” She said continuing to hang over the side, staring at the bright teal water below.


  I had to admit it was breathtaking. I was glad I had decided to come on the trip with my friends. I had been here only few days but the sunshine was doing my soul good. The first day the girls and I sun bathed most of the day on the beach. I could feel my body soaking up the vitamin D, renewing my energy. Yesterday we explored downtown and the girls made the most of shopping. Today Isobel and Havier took us out sailing on their incredible sail boat. It was really more like a yacht with the option to be a sail boat but we were currently utilizing its sailboat capabilities.


  “I’m going to go sit up the bow and watch for dolphins,” I told Audrey, walking the long pathway to the front of the huge boat.


  I passed the guys who were drinking at the huge bar in the middle part of the main deck. They all smiled and waved at me as I headed toward the bow. I was doing a pretty good job of putting on a brave face with my friends, but I still preferred to be alone.


  I sat on the white cushions on the bow crossed legged watching in delight as a school of dolphins tracked alongside our boat.


  “They are cute, no?” Havier sat down beside me.


  “They sure are,” I smiled at him warmly. I liked Julian’s father. I could tell he was a sweet man. I also could see where Julian got his handsome features from.


  Havier sat next to me enjoying the dolphins for a long time without saying a word. But after some time he finally broke our silence.


  “I know heartache, my dear, and I can see you are shouldering a heavy burden,” he spoke softly.


  I sighed in acknowledgement. “I gave him a second chance and he made me look like a fool.”


  Havier turned to study me. “I don’t know if Julian has explained to you why Isobel and I are getting married again, but let’s just say I thank God every day for second and third chances.”


  I shook my head indicating I didn’t know what he was referring to.


  “We were married for twenty-two years and I cheated on her. She of course found out and divorced me. I deserved that and more. I got caught up in myself and I lost track of what really mattered.”


  “So what happened?” I was genuinely curious now.


  “Well I married the young woman I was having an affair with. I thought she was young and would reinvigorate me. But that wasn’t the case. I quickly realized we were in different spots in our life, so of course that marriage declined rapidly. I knew I had made a mistake. Isobel and I had been together since we were teenagers and I missed her. I set my mind to winning her back.”


  “And you did?” I asked in shock.


  “Yes I did, and it took a long time to convince her to even talk to me without screaming but eventually we did talk and we slowly became friends again. Now two years later I am about to marry my soulmate for the second time in my life and it’s only because she found it in her heart to forgive me even when she had no reason to.” He smiled lightly.


  “That’s a pretty amazing story. I am glad you found a way to work it out, but for me I think there is no hope,” I said giving him a sideways smile.


  “Uh but that is where you’re wrong, my dear, there is always hope.” He stood up and patted me shoulder in encouragement.


  I continued to sit watching the dolphins thinking about what Havier had told me. I wished I had it in me to forgive Jamieson, but I just didn’t trust that he wouldn’t lie to me again. Sometimes the hardest thing in life is accepting the truth about a person.


  “How you doing?” Derrick asked breaking me out of my private reflection.


  “Okay,” I answered, giving him my best fake smile.


  “I know you don’t want to talk about it and I get that, so I’m just going to make this short.” He leaned against the railing facing me. “He’s a mess. He’s miserable and I’m worried about him. I think you should try to at least hear him out.”


  “Derrick, I appreciate you looking out for your friend, but no. I can’t put myself through it again.”


  “Alight, but just ask yourself this…why would he go to such lengths to make sure you didn’t marry that Cain guy?”


  “Because he is an asshole,” I snapped back.


  “Or is it because he loves you so much he fought for you tooth and nail. He may not have fought fair but doesn’t it say something for the guy that he went to such extremes to protect you from making the biggest mistake of your life?” Derrick didn’t wait for me to answer; he just turned and headed back down the pathway.


  Derrick hadn’t said anything to me I hadn’t already considered, but that still didn’t erase the fact that he had lied to me for months. He could have come clean as soon as the engagement with Cain and I was broken. He kept the lie going for months but for the life of me I couldn’t figure out why. Was Jamieson hiding something else that I had yet to discover?


  


  CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


  


  


  I sat on the dark beach alone watching the waves crash onto the shore. I had done this every night since I had been there. I had trouble falling asleep in the huge suite alone. I found that the sounds of the ocean put me at ease. Tonight the moon illuminated the beach perfectly giving me the perfect view to watch the magnificent splendor of the ocean.


  I caught myself wondering what Jamieson was doing at that exact moment and where he might be. It was hard not talking to him. He had tried calling me several times but I ignored him every time. I wasn’t sure if my resolve was strong enough to talk to him yet. I needed to give myself time to build up those walls again. I needed carefully crafted barriers. I had done it before, I just needed time to do it again.


  I pulled my legs tightly against my chest and leaned my head on top of them. I knew it was well past midnight and I should probably try to sleep before the big day tomorrow. I was just about to stand up when I heard something behind me. The hairs on the back of my neck stood straight up. I mustered up enough courage to slowly turn around toward the sound and when I did, I wished so much that the ocean would swallow me up whole.


  “Hello Jenna,” he said shoving his hands in the pockets of his jeans.


  “What are you doing here Jamieson?” I demanded.


  “I had to see you. I need to try to explain things.” He looked exhausted. His face hung low and his eyes looked like he had been up for days.


  “There is nothing to explain,” I huffed, standing and stalking past him up the small path to my room.


  He followed me of course. I flung open the door to my room and went inside trying to close the door on him but he wedged his foot in the frame, stopping me. He grabbed hold of my arm forcing me to turn and face him.


  “Would you just stop for a minute and talk to me?” he pleaded.


  “No! No! No! You don’t get to walk in here and demand that I talk to you now. It’s done. I finally accept what I should have a long time ago. You are not worth my love.”


  He looked as if I slapped him. “Jenna…please just hear me out.”


  My phone rang halting my thoughts for a split second. I ignored it and turned to face him. “NO! What is there to say? How can you really make this right? You made me believe we were married for months! Who does that?”


  My phone rang again. This time I looked at it. Jacks’ bright smiling face lit up my screen. She should be in bed, it was late. Shit! I hope it’s not the baby, it is too early!


  “Hello?” I picked up the phone and held up my hand to Jamieson indicating for him to be quiet.


  I couldn’t understand what she was saying she was upset and crying.


  “Jacks, slow down you aren’t making any sense. Is it the baby?” I asked nervously.


  “No, it’s Lukas. He’s…he’s dead, Jenna. He was in car crash and he died,” she explained and then began crying uncontrollably again.


  The sound she made when she cried I had never heard before, it was like a trapped scared animal. I slid against the wall and down to the ground before I fell over.


  “I’m coming. I’ll be there soon,” I told her.


  “I need you, Jens. I have to go,” she choked out the words and abruptly hung up.


  The tears flooded and ran down my face instantly. It didn’t seem real, Lukas couldn’t be dead he and Jacks were going to have a baby soon. And what about Libby? Oh God Libby.


  “Jenna what’s wrong, talk to me?” Jamieson pulled me back from my thoughts. He crouched in front of me.


  “I have to go. I need to go now,” I said standing in front of him.


  “Talk to me, Jenna. What happened? What did Jacks say?” he demanded taking ahold of my shoulders lightly forcing me to look at him.


  “Lukas died. He was in a bad car accident and he didn’t make it. I need to go.” I heard myself say the words but they didn’t seem real. The tears came steady now.


  “Oh baby, I’m so sorry. Let’s get you home,” he whispered and pulled me to him cradling my head against his chest.
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  “You will take the jet. I will call and have it ready immediately.” Havier told me.


  I sat on the couch in the grand living room of the villa. Isobel sat next to me holding my hand and letting me cry against her. Audrey and Livy sat on the other side of me clutching my free hand. Jamieson paced nervously in front of me making calls. Julian and Derrick helped gather my things and load them in the car waiting outside to take me to the airport.


  I had talked to my parents and they had reassured me that they were with Jacks. My Mom had indicated that Jacks was still in shock and didn’t quite understand everything yet. I just wanted to get there as soon as I could. My sister needed me and I was in fucking Santo Domingo. I had never felt so helpless in all of my life.


  “We’re going with you,” Livy said, standing up as the boys passed in front of us with my bags.


  “No. I will take her,” Jamieson spoke in a low, dark tone.


  Livy looked at me for approval to tear him to shreds. “It’s alright Liv. You should stay with Julian. There’s nothing you and Audrey can do. I just need to be with my family right now.”


  “If that’s what you want,” she conceded, sitting back down glaring at Jamieson.


  “Okay everything is ready,” Jamieson said holding out his hand to me.


  I contemplated not accepting it but in that moment I really needed someone to lean on. I reached up and took his hand. He helped me to my feet and everyone hugged me goodbye. Jamieson slipped his arm around me as we walked to the waiting car. He opened the door for me and we climbed in. He tucked me close to his side as soon as we sat down.


  “I’m so sorry, baby. I’m so fucking sorry,” he whispered against my forehead.


  I wasn’t sure if he was talking about lying to me for three months or about losing my brother-in-law, but it didn’t matter. I was too tired to fight with him and his strong arms gave me comfort. I settled in next to him and closed my eyes praying this had all been a bad dream.
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  We arrived at my sister’s home four hours later. They were the longest four hours of my life but I was just so relieved to finally be there. I raced up the stairs to of the front porch and I knew Jamieson was following me. He had insisted on driving me to the farm. I told him I could just catch a cab or have one of my parent’s meet me, but he refused.


  I opened the front door of my sister’s house and proceeded inside. My Mother meet me in the in the hallway and I ran to her, pulling her in for a hug. She wrapped her comforting arms around me and spoke softly against my hair. “We have to be brave for Jacks now, darling. She needs us.”


  I nodded my head in agreement and pulled out of her hug wiping my tears away. “Where is she?”


  “She’s in her room. The doctors want her to rest as much as possible. They are trying to limit the stress on the baby.”


  “Can I go see her?” I asked timidly.


  “Yes of course, dear.” She gave me a small smile.


  I knew Jamieson was still behind me. He had followed me into the house. I turned away from my mother and walked towards him.


  “Thank you for bringing me home,” I told him quietly.


  “You’re welcome.” He brushed a stray strand of hair out of my face.


  “I’m going to go check in on Jacks,” I said at an attempt to let him know he was free to leave now.


  “Good, I’m sure she will be glad to see you. I’ll be here when you’re done.”


  “Jamieson—” I attempted but he immediately cut me off.


  “I’m not leaving you, Jenna, not now.”


  I didn’t want to argue with him so I just told him okay.


  “Jamieson, why don’t you come help us entertain Libby.” My Mother spoke up from down the hallway. She had clearly been listening to our little exchange.


  “I’ll be right there, Georgiana,” he said peering around me to flash my Mother a comforting smile.


  “You don’t need to stay,” I tried again.


  “Yes I do, now go check on your sister.” His tone left no room for argument as he turned and walked into the living room.


  I took a deep breath and walked down the dark hallway to my sister’s bedroom.


  “Jacks?” I whispered cracking the door slowly open.


  She was lying on her side on the bed staring out the large window of the master bedroom. I watched as the large dogwood trees danced in the breeze.


  “Jacks, can I come in?” I asked.


  “Sure,” she answered unmoving.


  I made my way around to the side of the large king bed and perched on the side next to her. She didn’t look at me; she just continued to stare out the window at the trees.


  “Can I get you anything?” I asked her not sure what I should say or do. I had never seen my sister like this. She was totally zoned out.


  “No,” she responded slowly.


  “Do you want me to let you sleep?” I wasn’t sure my presence was really helping her.


  She didn’t respond so I decided it was best to just sit with her. We sat there together in silence for a long time.


  “What am I going to do, Jenna? How am I going to do this alone?” she finally asked.


  “Oh Jacks, you’re not alone, honey. You have Mom, Dad and me. We will be here for you,” I tried to reassure her.


  “I can’t do this on my own. I’m not strong enough. What am I going to do without him?” she said barely above a whisper and then I saw the tears run down her cheek.


  I leaned over hugging her to me. “You are not alone. I am here Jacks, I will always be here. I love you.”


  Jacks didn’t say anything more to me. She finally fell asleep while I sat next to her. When I was convinced she wouldn’t wake up for a while, I finally left her room.


  When I closed the door to the bedroom I heard Libby’s soft giggles coming down the hall and my heart broke in two. My beautiful niece had no clue she had just lost her Daddy. I couldn’t even fathom how painful it was going to be to have to tell her.


  I made my way toward the living room. When I got there, I saw Libby sitting at her play table in the corner and Jamieson next to her in a very small wooden chair.


  “Do you want to come to my tea party on Sunday?” I heard Libby ask him.


  “Yes I do,” he answered giving her a huge smile.


  “Hey Libs!” I said faking my happiness.


  “Aunt Enna!” she yelled and ran over to give me a huge hug.


  “Where did my parents go?” I asked Jamieson.


  Jamieson looked at me with concern. “They went to make arrangements. I told them I would stay with Libby and you.”


  “Okay. I’m going to go make some coffee. Would you like some?” I asked him.


  “Sure,” he said standing up to follow me to the kitchen.


  “Enna can I watch cartoons?” Libby asked yanking on my jeans.


  “You bet,” I told her, grabbing the remote and clicking it on for her. “We will be in the kitchen Libs.”


  “Okay,” she said and took a seat on the couch watching her favorite show about princess’ and ponies.


  I headed toward the kitchen and Jamieson joined me.


  “How are you holding up?” he asked, analyzing me.


  “Not good.” I told him honestly, choking back my tears.


  “Is she awake?”


  “No, she finally fell asleep.” I leaned against the kitchen counter out of exhaustion.


  “How is she doing?”


  “She’s devastated. She just keeps saying she can’t do this alone.” I stared passed him reliving my conversation with Jacks.


  I didn’t notice Jamieson move closer to me but he had. He held out his arms and I conceded, willingly going into his warm embrace. He softly whispered soothing words running his fingers through my blonde hair.


  “I’m so scared for her, Jamieson. I’m just so damn scared for her. She’s pregnant and her husband just died. How is she going to survive this?”


  “She will, baby. Your sister is strong like you are. She will get through this; she will just need our help,” he cooed as he held me to him.


  I hadn’t missed the fact that he included himself in helping my sister, which I was thankful for but also knew, was unrealistic. Things between him and I were still very much broken but right now I needed his comfort and strength to replenish me. I knew our time would come and I would have to admit that to him, but for right now I just ignored my nagging broken heart. Perhaps if I ignored it long enough it would just go away all on its own.


  


  CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


  


  


  An entire month passed and things had slowly started taking on a new normal. I moved in with Jacks and Libby to help out. I also started working full time at the farm to take over for my sister while she grieved the loss of her husband. The funeral was gut-wrenchingly hard. I was glad at least that was behind us. After that Jacks started coming out of her room more and interacting with others. This week she took Libby to school for the first time since the accident. She even came down to the barn today and watched me ride. She was making slow but steady progress and I couldn’t be more relieved.


  My parents come by daily to check-in on us. My Mom makes it a point to take Libby for special outings a lot which has helped keep her mind off things. We also had one other consistent visitor. Jamieson has come out to the farm every day since the day we returned. I have tried my damndest to push him away but he refuses to go. Secretly I was glad he was around. Many times at night after Libby was asleep and Jacks had gone to her room I would confide in him about how difficult it had been. He would listen to me vent and cry always offering his support in any way he could. Other days, I would be cold to him—resentful at my need to have him around. It was on those days he would play and laugh with Libby giving me my complete space.


  Jamieson knew what a tight-rope I was walking with my feelings regarding him and he was smart enough to allow me to work through them on my own time, but I knew that time was getting more limited by the day. I could tell lately he was growing impatient with me. I suspected there were things that he wanted to say but stopped himself given the situation.


  “Come watch me, Aunt Enna!” Libby hollered from on top her pony pulling me back to reality.


  “Okay, I’m watching,” I told her hanging over the three-panel fence of the outdoor arena.


  “Alright I’m going to jump now!” She shouted as she kicked her pony into a trot.


  I watched as she took the chubby white pony over a set of three low oxers.


  “Awesome job, Libs!” I yelled to her.


  “She certainly takes after her Mother and Aunt.”


  I snapped my head around stunned to see Jamieson leaning against the fence with me.


  “She does,” I beamed with pride.


  “There is no stopping her now,”


  “There definitely isn’t.” I agreed.


  We continued to watch Libby jump another set of low jumps.


  “Jenna, can we talk?” he asked cautiously.


  “Uh, yeah what’s up?” I knew he was asking for a more serious talk but I was hoping I could just ignore that fact.


  “Will you walk with me?” he said pulling away from the fence.


  “Yeah just let me make sure Grayson can watch Libby.”


  Grayson was just coming out to ride another horse so I jumped down from the fence to ask him.


  “No problem. I have a few more to ride today so I will keep an eye on her. Not that she needs it,” he said smiling at her.


  “Thanks Grayson,” I told him and walked toward Jamieson.


  Jamieson led the way past the barns toward the large back field.


  “What do you want to talk about?” I asked finally.


  He stopped walking so I did the same. “I think it is time we talk about what happened, Jenna.”


  “Alright.” I knew this day was coming and now I dreaded it was here, pretending was so much easier.


  “I need to explain fully what happened in Vegas. I need you to understand,” he said intensely.


  “Jamieson…” I didn’t really know what to say to try to stop him so I just let his name hang in the air.


  “No Jenna. We need to discuss this. I need you to hear me out,” he protested.


  “Okay,” I said softy.


  “You know that I came to Vegas to see you and to stop you from marrying Cain. But I don’t think you really understand why.” He sighed and paced in front of me running his hands through his hair. “When I found out that he was cheating on you, I knew I had to stop you from marrying him. At first I told myself I was just going to tell you what I knew and let you decide what to do from there. I convinced myself it was the least I could do for betraying you all those years ago. I thought maybe then I would be able feel less guilty about the things I had done to hurt you. But when I saw you…I knew. I knew that things weren’t over between us. I could tell you still had feelings for me. So instead of telling you that night in my hotel room that Cain was cheating on you, I tried another tactic, I confessed my feelings for you and I prayed you would choose me. But you didn’t. You left, or tried to leave the suite but you got sick. You drank so much that night, which was also partly my fault. I should have tried to slow you down.”


  He paused looking at me for reassurance but my face gave nothing away. I didn’t know what to think about what he was saying. It didn’t really change the fact he had lied and betrayed me yet again.


  “But I still don’t understand why you then lied to me about being married? Why did I wake up with two huge diamond rings on my finger? And whose were they? Trinity’s? ” When everything first came out that night I hadn’t had the presence of mind to really think about why Jamieson had an engagement ring and wedding band but as time wore on, I had wondered if they were in fact the ones he had bought for Trinity.


  “No! God, no. They were yours,” he snapped back quickly startling me.


  I watched him intensely as his face went from defensive to shameful. “I had bought them in Aspen when I took you there to meet my family for Christmas. I was going to ask you to marry me then, but like a coward I let Uncle Phillip persuade me not to.”


  “You were going to propose?” I asked astonished.


  He watched me carefully. “Yes, Jenna I was. I loved you so much and I wanted nothing more than to take you as my wife.”


  “Did you tell me this that night in Vegas? Did you show me the rings or something?” I was still confused as to how I ended up wearing them.


  “No. After you passed out I stayed awake worried you might get sick again. I sat next to you for hours just thinking. I knew it was going to be the last time I would see you.” He looked at me intently. His eyes looked weary from so much pain. “While you slept I slipped your engagement ring off and slid the rings I bought you in its place. I told myself I just had to see you wearing them, even if it was just once and you knew nothing of it.”


  He was ashamed by his actions that much was clear. He stopped looking at me and hung his head. “I fell asleep before I could switch the rings back. And when you woke up I was in the shower. I had decided that morning I was going to tell you about Cain and let you go on your way, but it all went to hell when you started jumping to conclusions about what happened the night before. But as I realized you didn’t remember anything about the night I saw an opportunity and like a selfish prick, I took it.”


  “Why didn’t you just tell me what Cain was doing? Why did you have to lie?” I demanded stepping into his space forcing him to look at me again.


  “Because I was worried he would convince you to stay with him. One thing I learned from the private investigator I hired to follow that bastard was he was cunning. He seemed to have favors all over the state and I was worried he would manipulate you into staying with him. So when you started freaking out thinking we had slept together, it hit me…if Cain thought your reputation was tarnished he may finally show his true colors. So I went with it. I noticed you were still wearing the rings, so I pointed them out to you knowing full well what you would deduce from them. I made you think we were married, Jenna. I lied to you, I manipulated you and I betrayed you because I couldn’t let you marry that asshole.”


  My head spun from everything Jamieson was telling me. I watched in the distance as the high grass in the field blew in the wind like a majestic ocean wave. I tried to remember something from that night but still there was nothing. “How do I know you are telling me the truth now? You have a habit of lying to me.”


  He let out a deep sigh before answering me. “I have lied to you, Jenna. I have been a selfish prick in more ways than one, but I swear to you it’s the truth. I know that means very little but it’s all I have to offer.”


  “How could I ever trust you again?” I asked him barely above a whisper. “You know the first time you broke my heart, you let your uncle convince you that I was just a mere distraction to his master plan. This time you broke my heart because you didn’t trust that I would make the right decision if I knew the truth. How do I know you won’t hurt me like that again?”


  Jamieson closed the distance between us and grabbed onto my shoulders staring deep into my eyes. “Listen to me, Jenna. I know I have made so many mistakes, but I promise you I will make it up to you. I should have been honest with you about Cain and let you make your own decision. I was an asshole and I chose instead to manipulate you. But I won’t apologize for breaking up your engagement. And yes, I screwed up all those years ago. I let my Uncle force me into making a horrible choice, but I learned from that mistake too. I learned that I can’t live without you. I don’t want to live without you and I will do whatever it takes to win you back.”


  “You will?” I eyed him suspiciously.


  “Yes, I will.” His words were simple, fierce.


  “Alright,” I said barely above a whisper. I wasn’t totally sure what I was agreeing to, but I also knew that I couldn’t bear the thought of giving him up. In the last month I had come to rely on Jamieson more than I ever have in my life. If I had learned anything from watching Jacks struggle with the loss of her husband, it was to not waste time. I knew I needed him and it was clear he needed me as well.


  He pulled me against him and kissed me gently. I let his lips caress mine lazily relishing in his touch.


  “I love you, Jenna Middleton,” he whispered into my ear.


  “I know you do and I love you too, Jamieson Wellington,” I said back to him before pulling his lips back to mine.


  


  EPILOGUE


  


  


  Four months later…


  “He looks so much like Lukas,” I told my sister as I held her beautiful baby boy. Luke Harrison was born healthy and happy just over a week ago. He had his father’s distinct German features and his Mother’s porcelain skin. He was perfect.


  “I know,” Jacks replied smiling at her baby boy as I held him nestled in my arms.


  “Babe, do you want to hold him for a bit?” I asked Jamieson who was intently watching me from across the living room of the Jack’s farm house.


  “Sure.”


  I stood up and walked over to where he was sitting. But as I passed in front of the window I noticed an unfamiliar car coming down the long gravel drive toward the house. “Who is that?” I asked.


  Jamieson turned to look out the window behind him. “Oh shit.”


  “You said a bad word, James!” Libby called out from near the T.V.


  “Who is it?” Jacks asked standing up to walk towards the window. Her face instantly said she recognized the car as well.


  “I will handle it,” Jamieson assured her as he headed to the front door.


  “What is going on? Who’s coming?” I demanded, still holding baby Luke.


  Jacks didn’t have time to answer before I saw who emerged from the sleek black SUV.


  “It’s Ethan,” Jacks said barely above a whisper.


  I watched as Jamieson met his brother at the porch. Jamieson didn’t let him past him. He stood blocking his path. I could see Ethan was not pleased by this.


  “What does he want?” I wondered aloud.


  “Me,” she gasped.


  “Are you going to talk to him?”


  “No. Please just get rid of him,” she said taking Luke from my arms and retreating to the back of the house. I knew she was going to her room. Some days she still spent all day alone in there.


  I went out on the front porch to see if Jamieson needed my help in handing his brother.


  “I need to see her, James,” he pleaded.


  “Look Ethan, I know you want to see her, but it’s not a good time. She isn’t ready.” Jamieson told him.


  “But she needs me, James. I know she does,” he tried again.


  “I’m sorry, Ethan, she doesn’t want to see you,” he told his brother sympathetically.


  “Aunt Enna, who’s that?” Libby asked coming out onto the front porch with me.


  Ethan must have heard her because he stopped talking to Jamieson and looked past him at the small little girl beside me. He watched her intently for a moment and then backed away from Jamieson.


  “Please just tell her I was here,” he said before getting in his car and leaving.


  Jamieson watched as his brother drove down the long gravel drive before he joined me and Libby on the porch.


  “What was that all about?” I asked him curiously.


  “I have no idea but I have the distinct idea it is only the beginning,” he warned, leading us all back inside.
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  “Where are we going?” I demanded while I sat anxiously in the passenger seat of his big Dodge truck.


  “You will see.” He shot me a wide grin.


  A few minutes later we pulled up to the winery. He parked the car in front of the small white cottage.


  “What are we doing here?”


  “I want to show you something,” he told me as he helped me out of the truck.


  We walked up the stairs to the little cottage and Jamieson opened the door. Once inside, I could see why he had brought me here. The cottage had been totally remodeled. It was exactly how I had envisioned it. It was a complete open space now with small wooden tables scattered through-out. I could see the kitchen now held the place where the bedrooms use to be.


  “Oh Jamieson, this is perfect. It turned out so great,” I told him walking around the space.


  It was amazing. The small cottage had been transformed into a perfectly chic country café. The walls still hung many of the original pictures of the farmer and his family. Jamieson had even taken the quilt from the bed and had it hung on the far wall as tapestry.


  I was engrossed with the space. I went from corner to corner examining it all. Jamieson stayed near the front door watching me with a smile. I could see he was proud of what he had accomplished.


  “I’m glad you like it.”


  “Like it? I love it!” I exclaimed.


  He laughed and walked over to where I was looking at some pictures that hung near the kitchen.


  “Jenna…I need to ask you something,” he said in a serious tone.


  His change in emotion caught my attention and I turned to look at him worried at what he had to say. But when I turned around he was kneeling on one knee.


  I sucked in a sharp breath of air as it dawned on me what he was doing.


  “Marry me, Jenna.” He held up a small red Cartier box.


  “Yes,” I said instantly and he jumped up picking me off the ground, twirling me in his arms.


  “I love you, baby.” He said with a huge sexy grin.


  “I love you too, but can I please see my ring now.” I teased him.


  He obliged and handed me the red box. I opened relieved to see the stunning ring I found on my finger months ago. I was mesmerized once again by its beauty.


  “I wasn’t sure if you would want a different ring because of what happened,” He said with a hint of insecurity.


  I pulled back to look at him. “No, I love this ring. You bought it for me before all the bad things happened between us. It’s perfect. I don’t want a different one.”


  “Okay, good.” He smiled back at me.


  “Thank you for bringing me here today. I am so proud of all the things you have accomplished although I am surprised you had any time since I have been keeping you from work lately. I’m afraid I have been distracting you.”


  I watched as Jamieson’s eyes went from warm and sweet to needy and predatory. “Baby, if you’re a distraction, you are the loveliest one of them all.”


  “I am?” I asked coyly before I tore off in the other direction knowing full well he would chase me and I would be the happiest woman on the planet when he caught me. Jamieson Wellington was it for me. He was my other half and there was no escaping him now.
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