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Hold out your hands and let life grab them. Close your eyes and take that leap. Jump into life. Let it slay you.

Holly Hood, a rambling thought
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Ethan


The car stopped short just before slamming into the guardrail of the race track. And this excited Ethan more than he liked to admit. The power behind this vehicle was the kind of power he longed for. And lately he was doing a pretty good job of obtaining power with all the money he had. He liked having everything at his fingertips.

“So what do you think?” Will, his latest acquired friend asked once he climbed out from behind the wheel. “I told you this car would impress.”

Ethan shook Will’s hand and smiled. “I think it’s worth every penny.” He looked past Will to the girls sitting in the empty bleachers. The brunette smiled at him, and he took in her beauty while Will explained all of the mechanics. He didn’t care about the bells and whistles. He just wanted something fast and flashy that went over one hundred miles an hour.

“Well I will have one of my guys bring it over to your house.” He knew he was good for the money. The entire town knew he was filthy rich. The entire town was filthy rich and he couldn’t imagine a better way to live. These people were in a world of their own where anything you wanted was yours if you had the cash to back it up. You didn’t have to worry about having a bad day. Bad days could be fixed.

Will leaned against the car that was now Ethan’s and raised an eyebrow. “Her name is Summer.”

He pulled his eyes away from Will. “She’s fucking gorgeous.”

“Her father could easily make the entire town’s bank accounts look like nothing.” Will shook his head. “We’ve went to the same schools since kindergarten. I could put a good word in for you.”

Ethan stood a little taller at the thought of getting to know Summer better.

“If she didn’t already have a boyfriend,” he said, clamping a hand on his shoulder. “You didn’t think a girl like her would be on the market did you?”

He scratched the back of his neck feeling a bit like an ass for thinking that she would be available. “A guy could  pray right?”

Will pushed off the car. “I have to go. Give me a call when the funds are on the way will you?”

Ethan nodded, watching Will hop the guardrail and easily start up conversation with the girl he knew his entire life while he just stood there wishing there was anything he could say to make her notice him.

He shrugged, taking off for his car. He took the bleacher steps two at a time enjoying the way he felt now that one of the fastest cars was going to be sitting in his garage very soon.

“Hey, you’re the new guy aren’t you?” She said from behind him. He was surprised she even said anything to him.

Will was smirking when Ethan turned around. “Yeah that’s me.”

“Will says you’re from Ohio. How did you end up in Opal Bay? She crossed her arms waiting for his answer.

“I guess I always wanted to live in a beach house,” he said playing it cool.

Will cleared his throat. “Just one of the places he lives might I throw in.”

She looked at Will and then back at Ethan. “Oh is that right?” She extended her hand. Her sun kissed hair moving away from her face as soon as the wind kicked up. “I’m Summer Woodmore.”

He focused on her pouty smile and less on what was going on. “Ethan.”

“Ethan do you have a last name?”

Will interrupted again saving him from looking like an idiot. “Ethan Harper.”

She bit down on her bottom lip. And ended the way too long handshake. “Nice to meet you, Ethan Harper. Maybe we will see you again sometime.”

He watched her go down the stairs before he looked at Will. “Please shoot me and put me out of my misery.”

“It’s okay buddy. There’s not many guys that even get that far with her. You did just fine.”

He wasn’t sure if he called stumbling over his own words and clinging to her hand for dear life fine. But if Will believed he didn’t make himself look like a giant tool than he would take it. He was just happy that she even noticed him at all.
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She wasn’t the kind of girl who sat around night clubs drinking fruity drinks but she was there for a close friend. The entire floor of her company was there.

She pushed some hair behind her ear and forced a smile staring at Ruby, the bride to be with the silly tiara on her head at the end of the table.

She hated the idea of falling in love again. It literally made her feel ill after Adrian. She couldn’t believe she had fallen in love with the son of the man who was involved with her mother’s death.

And if any man thought she would ever trust again they had another thing coming. She wasn’t going to let anyone behind her wall probably ever.

“Charley raise your glass,” Reeves, her assistant and best friend ordered her. “To Ruby, may this marriage be as beautiful as you and Sage!”

Everyone cheered including Charley. When the toast was over she stood up. “I’m going to get another drink.”

Reeves nodded to engrossed in the party to really pay her much attention.

She hurried through throngs of dancing couples and strangers alike. Some of them probably didn’t even know each other and would be leaving together and that didn’t sit well with her.

That was how a girl got her heart broken. 

She let out a secret sigh of relief when she made it to the bar without being hit on. Every trip through the bar had landed her a slew of unwanted compliments about her ass and how it looked in her form fitting dress. Other men refused to give up on asking her where she had been all their lives.

“What can I get you?” The bar tender asked.

The girl who doled out her drink at a high rate of speed was gone replaced by a towering wall of muscle and tattoos. He looked more like the bouncer that should be standing guard at the front door than someone pouring drinks.

“Tropical mind eraser,” she informed him. If only it had the ability to erase her mind.

“Coming up,” he set to work grabbing numerous bottles of liquor and fruit. “What’s your name, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you here before.”

She blew out a puff of air. “That’s because you haven’t. I don’t frequent places like this.” She wiped the grit off of her hands from touching the counter.

“So you’re saying country clubs are more your scene, princess?” He smirked, putting the finishing touch on her drink.

“I’ve never been to a country club in my life thank you very much.” She eyed the black ink sneaking out from his tight t-shirt. “And let me guess, when you’re not here you are at the gym.”

“Seven days a week,” he gave her a wink. “And couple days in the tanning bed.”

She pursed her lips hating the thought that a man who spend so much time on his appearance. “Just so you know, steroids have been known to kill people.”

He purposely flexed. “Yeah but look at these guns. They would kill just about anything before it had a chance to get to me.” He raised an eyebrow daring her to say anything else. She wasn’t getting to him.

“Keep the change,” she told him sliding cash across the counter.

He touched her hand stopping her from getting away. “You never said your name, princess.”

“That’s because I didn’t want to,” she informed him.

He flung his hand towel over his shoulder studying her carefully. “That’s not very polite. I would think your mother taught you better than that.”

“My mother is dead.” She raised an eyebrow back at him watching him work on another customer. She was drunk and she didn’t care what she was saying. She just wanted to remain prickly and keep everyone away.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” he told her. “So is mine.”

For a split second her heart softened. “Well at least she isn’t here to see you wasting your life as a bartender.” 

She turned and walked away refusing to feel bad for her actions. He insulted her and she wasn’t going to back down to any man anymore.

She dropped down in her seat. Reeves looked at her. “I thought you were getting a drink?”

She hit herself in the forehead. “I did.”

“You forgot this,” the hulking bartender said setting her drink in front of her.

Reeves lit up. “She appreciates it I promise.”

“Oh I bet.” He cocked his head to the side. “And this is just a part time job. I actually was just offered a publishing deal.”

She nearly spit out her drink. “With who?”

“You’re an author?” Reeves asked. “I would have never guessed it.”

“I’ve had a crazy life, a bunch of my friends told me to write it all down and what can I say it was enough to get the attention of some agents.” He shrugged keeping his eyes on Charley.

“You never said with who,” she told him. She knew there was only one major publishing house in New York that picked up any new titles recently.

“Empire, only the biggest name around right now.” He nodded. “Now that I gave you an answer are you going to tell me your name?”

Reeves didn’t let her deny him. “It’s Charley Harper. As in the woman who calls all the shots at Empire.”

He steeped closer extending a hand. “You have got to be fucking kidding me.”

She didn’t like his tone or his use of foul language. Or the thought that he might be in shock because she was a girl in charge of a big company. As if she wasn’t capable of running a big company.

“I kid you not,” Reeves said with a big grin on his face.

She watched him take back the handshake and settle on stuffing his hand in his jean’s pocket.

“No wonder I have never saw you in here,” he shook his head as if he understood everything now.

Reeves stood up and offered his own hand. “I’m Reeves, Charli’s personal assistant and professional assistant you name it I do it for her.” They shook hands. She crossed her arms staring at the two of them.

She was sure by now he was about to give his name. And by the looks of him it probably was a ridiculous one that probably wasn’t even his own.

“Paul.”

She scoffed. “Oh right. Let me guess, but your friends call you Diesel.”

He shook his head. “Nope. Isn’t he an actor?”

Reeves rolled his eyes at her stupid antics. “And a bad one at that. And you don’t even look like the guy. Way better in my opinion.”

Charley took a long swig of her drink ignoring her best friend and the bar tender as they played nice with each other. She knew tomorrow morning she was going to have a killer headache and regret the entire night.
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“And that’s a wrap everyone!” The director shouted over the music.

Quinn sat up from beneath Axel, her costar on the film she was working on. And the word film was bordering on porn. She would have been mad if she wasn’t being paid a ton of cash for every video she landed since.

She would never do porn, but whenever she landed a role it seemed to be the young, horny, barely dressed girl that was about to be killed off or about to be walked in on by an angry wife.

“Great job you two,” Gene, the director of the latest horror flick informed the two of them. “We should be wrapping up by tomorrow.”

She watched Gene walk away before she looked over at Axel. She had never even bothered to ask him if that was his real name. But when she did a little searching on the internet she became a bit panicked seeing his handsome jawline on adult film sites.

“Come have breakfast with me,” Axel suggested standing up in nothing more than skin tight boxer briefs. He adjusted himself and arched one of his eyebrows.

“Jordan is waiting for me. We have dinner reservations.” She slipped on her on set robe and blew some hair from her eyes. She had about a pound of makeup on and out in real life she knew she would look like nothing more than a cheap slut.

“Oh I see how it is,” Axel said stretching his glorious muscles in front of the full length mirror as he slipped into his clothes. “You get to roll around with me in bed but you can’t have breakfast with me after? I feel so used.”

She ignored his obnoxiously adorable dimples and rolled her eyes. “Every day no matter what time it is you invite me to breakfast.”

“And you always shoot me down,” he slipped his baseball cap on his head. “That’s okay, I’ll get it to go and head home.”

“Axel?”

He nodded at the door. 

“Is that your real name?”

He shook his head. “My real name is Samuel. When I started working they changed it and I just went with it.”

She hoped she would never have to change her name. She was rather fond of it. She dug through her duffle bag and started putting on her own clothes. The budget was so small they didn’t even offer them dressing rooms.

She did all she could to keep the camera men from getting a peek at her ass cheeks and slipped into her violet camisole. Next was the locket, the one her mother gave her. She still wore it, but the contents was in the hands of someone she knew she could trust. And that was all thanks to her brother for figuring everything out.

Her cell phone rang on her way out of the warehouse. She couldn’t believe she was shooting cheap movies in a warehouse. For now it was the closest she would probably ever come to being a real actress and it was paying the bills.

“Charley,” she said shouldering her phone so she could dig her keys from her pocket. “What made you call?”

“Reeves refuses to leave my apartment because he says I might die in my sleep,” she slurred.

Quinn smirked. Charley drunk was becoming a lot more regular in the last six months. They all were a dysfunctional mess in their own ways after everything that happened.

“Sometimes you have to let someone take care of you,” she said. “Reeves doesn’t want to see anything bad happen to you.”

“That is never going to happen again,” she insisted. “Because I am never ever going to fall for any dumb men ever again.”

Quinn laughed, strapping herself into her car, she checked the rear view and backed out of the parking lot. “You say this now. But one day you might be willing to open up again.”

“Never.” And then Charley went silent and Quinn knew what was coming next.

“If she would have just been honest with us all...

She closed her eyes and blew out a breath. “None of that matters now, Charley. She’s dead. And there is nothing we can do about it.”

“She cheated on dad.”

“She made a mistake,” she said, just like every time her sister brought it up. “We all make mistakes.”

“And I ended up falling for her lovers son. The man they actually think killed our mother but nobody wants to believe it.”

Quinn concentrated on the road while Charley carried on about Adrian. Yes, it was true they dropped all charges against Sam, his father and blamed it all on Adrian. But nothing ever held up in court and with the kind of money his family had nothing ever would as far as Quinn was concerned.

And when she burst into tears on the other end of the line Quinn said what she always did. “He’s long gone. Far away from all of us. You are never going to see him again.”

Once she calmed her down she hung up and drove across town to Jordan’s place. Their living arrangement was short lived. And she was glad. She loved him but living with Jordan was too much for her. He was one hundred percent committed to loving her and as much as she loved that about him it was sometimes smothering.
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She checked the lock on the window for the tenth time in an hour it felt like. And pulled her robe tighter, their new house was way too big and way too noisy for her liking.

She settled beneath the covers and turned on the television. Vinnie rolled over in bed and sighed. He checked the time. “It three in the morning, Ev.”

“I know what time it is,” she insisted. “I thought I heard something.”

He sat up, and pulled her close. “This is not good for you.”

She nodded in agreement. “You’re right it’s not.”  Even in a new state she still felt unsafe. Like any minute something was going to crawl out from the woodwork and attack her.

“Security is tight in this neighbourhood,” Vinnie insisted. “I barely made it through yesterday and I live here.”

She rested her head against Vinnie chest and closed her eyes. But soon they were back open when the floors in the hallway creaked. She tensed up tightening her grip on Vinnie’s arm and held her breath.

Dougie, their boxer came into the room unaware he had given Everly a heart attack and climbed into bed with them.

She gave up her career for Georgia. She said goodbye to her band and Vinnie relocated his dance studio. She couldn’t stand staring out into a sea of strangers wondering if any of them were there to hurt her.

Once she learned what was in the locket her fear went up to a level that was just unhealthy for any human being and she barely could function. Dangerous people were after her entire family because of those god awful lockets her dead mother thought would be in better hands with her kids.

Everly handed hers over to Ethan as soon as she could and wanted nothing to do with it again. She just wanted to be left alone. She wanted to get over the death of her mother and enjoy married life with Vinnie. He was the only one she could trust. Even after the giant mess he made.

She learned about Vinnie and Quinn weeks after the attack. Quinn could no longer hold in the secret and spilled it all over a voicemail. Most people would have probably thought Everly would have left Vinnie but it was just the opposite. His messup actually strengthened them. They were able to get it all out of the table and purge every nasty feeling they had against each other and move on.

She had to keep reminding herself that people were not perfect and that they all made mistakes for a couple of weeks. But soon she really did believe it. She knew she wasn’t perfect either—and she didn’t want to be.
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CHARLEY SITUATED THE paperwork on her desk in two different piles—rejection and call backs. They were on the hunt for the next big thing and working on branching out into more genres altogether in fiction.

Reeves, her assistant and good friend, knocked on the door letting himself into her office. He shut the door behind him and smoothed the front of his shirt. “Good morning. How are you feeling after last night?”

She looked up from the papers and rolled her eyes. “You know exactly how I am feeling. You were there the entire night forcing me to stay awake and not die.”

He took a seat. “I figured we could go over your day before I start returning calls.” He looked down at his phone and back up at her. “One thing in particular that is.”

She turned her direction to the big window in her office that overlooked New York. “And what is that?”

“Paul Winters. He’s set to come in today and go over his contract with Empire.” Reeve cleared his throat. “I looked over his book and I must say I know why we made the choice we did.”

Charley sighed. She was hoping that Paul was a nightmare and not actually part of reality. She didn’t want to involve herself with any more men of any kind. And most of her clients were woman or men in their fifties. 

Paul was neither of those things. “What time is he coming?”

Reeves checked his watch and stood up. “Thirty minutes. He’s the first thing on the agenda today. You should really lose that blazer.”

She looked down at her outfit. “Reeves, please do not try and play matchmaker.”

“I would never,” he smirked, throwing a hand to show just how ridiculous she sounded. “I’m just saying the shirt underneath is way hotter.”

She shook her head waiting for him to leave her alone so she could collect her thoughts before Paul came barging in making that hard to do. She already made a fool out of herself the first time she met him. She knew just how awkward it was all going to be after last night. But there was nothing that she could do about that. She was the one who ran the entire company. She couldn’t let her personal life or her personal feelings get in the way of her job.

Five minutes before he was set to arrive someone knocked on her office door. She looked up from her work and saw Reeves.

“Mr. Winters is here to see you.” He gave her one of his knowing smirks and let Paul enter her office.

She stood just like she did with all of her clients. “Mr. Winters glad you could make it.” She told herself if she kept things informal and straight to the point there would be no time to discuss things like her drunken behaviour from the night before.

He looked around at all her awards and paintings and family photos before he took a seat. She hadn’t even told him to sit, but he did anyway. So she painted on a smile and sat too.

“Alright, shall we start,” she said letting out a soft sigh. “Let’s see.”

He sat back in his seat eyes glued to her every move and she could feel her hands start to tremble. “Why don’t we start with you telling me a little about yourself.”

This was standard procedure but with Paul, the guy from the bar it felt like she genuinely wanted to get to know him. 

He smiled offering a witty comment instead. “Aside from my bar tending job. What is it you want to know about me?”

She touched her face. “It’s not me who wants to know about you, Mr. Winter.”

“Call me Paul,” he said.

“I’d rather not. I like to keep things more impersonal.” There she had put him in his place.

“Alright.” He tilted his back. “I was born in Massachusetts. Two brothers, both older. My father died when I was ten years old.”

She didn’t say anything, she liked to let them get it all out there their own way.

“I played football in highschool and was offered a college scholarship but I turned that down,” he explained. “I thought I knew what I wanted to do in life.”

She leaned back in her chair. “And what was so important you gave up on such a big opportunity?”

He gave a half shrug. “I thought I was in love.”

She held back the eye roll and forced a nod. She wished she had paid more attention to his book because it was starting to get interesting.

“Turns out, she was sleeping with my best friend. But instead of packing up and moving back to Massachusetts I started working for some rather interesting people.” He looks at the papers on her desk. “One of the major parts of my book. I ended up going to jail for making all the wrong choices for these guys. And when I got out I was determined to make up for all the crap I had done.”
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