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  Preface



Dear Readers,




During the pandemic, I became involved in writing for The Shop Series books. A group of authors each wrote their own stories revolving around a particular type of shop or what might be found in that particular shop. There was a donut shop series, a coffee shop series, a cupcake shop series, and more. The books are not connected by anything more than the series title, so all the books are separate and standalone.




I decided to give my books a fresh edit, along with some new added material, and release them as 3 volumes at a much reduced price. Each volume contains 3 Shop Series books.




I hope you enjoy Volume 3 of this very special fun and flirty 3 volume set.






I

FOR THE LOVE OF POMEGRANATE


The Liquor Shop Series




Jorie Beckett has never celebrated Christmas.

Now, after returning home after living in Spain, she looks forward to starting over.

Even if that means celebrating the holiday.

She doesn’t expect to run into her high school sweetheart, Kyle, at a Christmas Market where she sells pomegranate gin.

Will Jorie’s first Christmas be a memorable disaster?










  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




Let me be truthful here—I despise Christmas carols.

Those fingernails on the chalkboard songs brought out once a year for my annoyance. Maybe it’s just me, everyone else seems to glow during the holidays.

Perhaps I should join some type of support group.

“Hello, my name is Jorie, I’m twenty-three years old, and I’ve never celebrated Christmas.”

Or any other holiday for that matter.

Yes, it’s shocking, I know.

But you’ve got to understand my family.

My mother was an iconoclast.

A fancy word for a person who attacks or ignores long-held traditions or religious beliefs.

I was the nine-year-old whose teacher put a chair in the empty hall outside the classroom, where I sat alone and in pain, while the other kids sang Christmas carols, exchanged little gifts, performed the Nativity for their loved ones, or enjoyed a great party before the heading into the long break leading into the new year.

When I was in high school, mercifully, I was allowed to retreat to the library, where I stared for three years at the same two foot tall aluminum tree that sat perched on the librarian’s desk.

And yes, I was tormented relentlessly by my fellow classmates for something I had no control over.

So you may ask, why after escaping my mother’s clutches the day I turned eighteen, do I still not celebrate holidays?

Because after so many years, I can’t say I miss what I never had.

I simply don’t care any longer.

Years ago, when my peers returned to school after the new year with the latest electronic gadgets, or that two hundred dollars a pair of new kicks, damn right I was jealous.

But with a bit of maturity, comes the wisdom that all I really missed out on was some expensive toys and shoes.

Now I find myself this Saturday morning at Christmas central—better known as the Farmers Christmas Market at the McLaren Center.

I’ve been setting up a here the last few Saturday mornings, selling homemade pomegranate gin, gourmet marshmallows and tea cakes.

You might wonder how someone like myself came to begin manufacturing pomegranate gin.

It wasn’t some hobby-of-the-month, or the new in-thing.

It came about because of an accidental order of fruit.

I like exotic fruit.

Pomegranates, papayas, dragon fruit, lychees.

You get the idea.

Well, have you ever ordered what you thought was one bunch of bananas, only to have a single banana arrive? Or worse, you ordered eight bananas and to your horror you received eight bunches of bananas?

And when you received those eight bunches of bananas that can’t be returned to a store, you vowed you would make use of every banana. There would be truckloads of banana bread and muffins to treat the neighborhood and work colleagues. You would make banana smoothies morning, noon, and at night.

But in the end, if you used one bunch of bananas that was it.

Sad, but true.

Anyway, I ordered five pomegranates, and neglected to look at my total before I checked out the order on the website.

Two days later, the courier delivered five huge crates of pomegranates.

Yes, five crates!

Well, I had to do something with all that fruit.

I remembered my mother’s little gin habit.

Actually, it wasn’t so little.

She was a full blown alcoholic for many years. It didn’t end until she crashed her car, got a DUI, and lost her driver’s license for a year.

She thought no one knew.

Everyone knew.

She would purchase copious amounts of vodka and gin, which she would mix with orange or grapefruit juice, whichever was available.

For some reason unknown to me, she bought a distiller and taught herself how to make her own booze.

I knew the distiller was somewhere in the basement, so I dug it out, cleaned it up, visited a few internet sites, and made my own pomegranate gin that I now sell at the market and to one of the local bars.

These days, I put in a regular order in for cases of pomegranates and gallons of juice.

I also make my own pomegranate marshmallows, and homemade pomegranate jam.

I have a fledgling little online business I call Sweet Puffs, and lately, I find myself in need of quick extra cash for some desperately needed home repairs.

I’ve met three great girls here at the market.

Whoever gets here first snags us the best tables.

As usual, I’m the last to arrive, and luckily the table Krista saved for me is still available.

The morning is not my friend, and I really, really shouldn’t have stayed so late at that party yesterday.

Annie and Everly are already set up for the day and help me hang my Sweet Puffs banner. I then hurriedly, empty boxes of hand-cut gourmet marshmallows. In addition to pomegranate, this week’s flavors are vanilla, mocha, pumpkin pie, and lemon meringue. I also lay out a variety of tea cakes, jars of jelly, and a few bottles of pomegranate gin, along with a handful of business cards in a crystal candy dish for online Christmas orders.

Finally, when I’m set up, I take a moment to look around the hall.

It’s an explosion of Christmas.

Fairy lights wrapped around support beams and poles.

Christmas trees, holly berries, and mistletoe overload.

The hall has a smell of warm apple cider that I know will soon disintegrate into the sour smell of sweat, from too many bodies pressed together, all looking for that last-minute handmade gift for their loved ones, friends, and business associates.

Did I mention I don’t celebrate Christmas?

The morning foot traffic is brisk.

The pumpkin pie marshmallows are a big hit.

The gin sells out immediately.

I barely have time to look up from counting change. When I do, I get the shock of my twenty-three years here on this earth.

Across the way, and down a few tables, at the Koykendall Artisan Sausage table, a familiar face is staring at me.

If his blue eyes could shoot daggers, I’d be a dead woman.

A faintness comes over my brain, temporarily freezing me. I almost give too much change to the woman buying vanilla marshmallow pops.

“Enjoy the marshmallow pops.” I force a sugary sweet smile and tuck a business card into the pink box.

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I always knew returning back to Seattle, to my old neighborhood, might result in my bumping into Kyle Koykendall.

I just didn’t expect it to be today.

Maybe if I just ignore him…

Too late.

He’s making purposeful strides towards my table.

It’s just my usual bad luck I have no customers at this moment.

What do you say to someone more than five years after what you thought was the love of your life, disintegrates into nothingness, and you never understood why?

Now we’re eye to eye.

Well, not really eye to eye.

Kyle is well over a foot taller than I am.

If anything, he looks taller than he did those years ago, if that’s possible.

Placing both of his hands on my table, he leans in close but says nothing.

Yet his eyes tell the story.

Dark blue and stormy.

“Kyle…Wow…”

That is all I manage to get passed my suddenly dry lips.

“Yeah, wow, Jorie,” he replies.

Three little words, but his tone is positively sardonic. I’m now conscious my heart is beating double-time in my chest.

“It’s been a long time, Kyle.”

I mentally smack my forehead with my palm.

After more than five years, can’t I think of something better to say like maybe, go back to the hell where you came from?

“Do you mean since you stomped on my fucking heart, and never looked back?”

I’m now completely stunned.

What was he talking about?

I can’t speak, I must speak.

He reaches for a slice of lemon meringue marshmallow from my sample tray and pops it into his mouth.

Is he waiting for a reply?

“I see you’ve mutilated your face,” he comments.

My face burns, I bet I’m positively scarlet.

I never thought of my lip, nose, and eyebrow piercings as mutilating my face.

I still cannot speak.

I want to burst into tears, I want to run.

All I can do is stand mutely, and stare.

From the corner of my eye, I see Krista approaching.

Bless her.

“Jorie, is everything okay? You look like you’re going to faint.”

She shoots Kyle an evil look.

“I…I’m fine,” I manage to say.

Without a word, Kyle grabs a business card from the candy dish and stalks away.

Krista leads me to a fold-out chair and pushes down my shoulders until I sit.

“You’re positively shaking. What did he say to you?”

“I…I…it’s nothing, really. I’m fine.”

“Shall I look for a policeman?”

She turned and squinted at the sign on his table.

“His name is Koy…kendall.”

I chuckled a little at the common mispronunciation.

But it wasn’t a happy chuckle.

“It’s Koy-ken-dall. I know him.”

“But I thought you were new to the city?”

“I actually grew up here, but I have been out of the country since I was eighteen. I only came back after my mother passed away.”

I really, really don’t want to get into this with Krista, or any of the other girls.

I was hoping to start fresh.

With new friends who didn’t know me…or my past.

Now that’s shot to hell.

“You better get back to your table. You’re going to lose business… or half of your merchandise is going to get up and walk away.”

“If you’re sure…”

I force a smile, and an air of confidence I don’t feel. As a matter of fact, I’m quaking inside. “I’m sure. Thanks for stopping over.”

I sell two tea cakes to an older woman before I have the courage to look over at Kyle once again. He’s still staring at me. He has my business card now, with all of my information on it.

This is far, far from over.

I just know it.




***




I jump every time I hear a noise, thinking Kyle is outside my house.

My house.

The dilapidated old two-story I grew up in.

My mother disinherited me when I fled the convent school she sentenced me to and ran off to Spain, where I was sure all of my dreams would come true.

My brother, Bobby, who is married, a successful attorney, and six years older than me, coaxed me back home with the promise of the deed to the house.

It wasn’t a hard sell though, I’d become disenchanted with Spain and my stagnating life there.

Bobby was the first to endure our mother’s iconoclasm.

She was trial-running the act when he was a kid.

By the time I got to school age, she perfected it.

Somehow though, Bobby managed to balance her craziness and thrive.

His being a boy may have helped.

Kids weren’t so quick to pick on him.

Need I say, he was viewed as quite the rebel.

I, on, the other hand, was the easy target of bullies.

Upon returning, I was stunned at the condition of the house.

Before my mother’s death, she lived with her sister, and the family home became a rental.

From a beautiful, immaculately kept home, the endless parade of families coming and going, reducing the house to a shell of its former self.

The wallpaper is faded and peeling.

The roof leaks, the plumbing is shot, and the heating system has maybe one more winter in it.

If I’m lucky.

But it’s mine, sans the deed, which Bobby still has not relinquished.

I’m determined to restore the house to its once former glory.

Between my fledgling little online bakery, my part-time hours at the library coordinating children’s events, and the money I managed to save while in Spain, finances are still tight.

The money I make from the Christmas market will certainly help.

I need to get out.

The walls are closing in on me, and the ticking of the clock on the mantle is driving me buggy.

Maybe Paulina is up for a drink.

She and I share a secret shame—we both are uneducated mongrels.

We met on the first day of GED classes at the library.

I’m twenty-three and don’t have a high school diploma. I was months away from one at the convent school, but the day I turned eighteen, I walked out of the stifling, cloistered environment, and never looked back.

Only now that I’m a bit older, do I see the errors of my youth.

I punch in Paulina’s number and wait.

She answers on the third ring.

“Are you up for a drink? I need one—baaaad.”

“Tough day at the market?” she asks.

“The worst. Too much Christmas.”

I don’t mention Kyle.

That can wait until later when I have a few glasses of red in me.

“Okay, Scroogey. I’ll see you at Shooters around nine-ish.”

I hang up, and head for the shower.

That’s where the guilt kicks in.

I shouldn’t be spending my meager savings on cab rides, and bottles of bad wine.

But after seeing my first love, and hearing the cutting words come from his mouth, and the look of what might be hate in his blue eyes, I need a drink and Paulina’s sympathetic ear.

As I put on my makeup, I look at my reflection in the mirror and touch the gold hoop that pierces my bottom lip.

Had I truly mutilated my face as Kyle said?

I love my look, and now I’m letting a familiar stranger second guess me.

I give my hair a final pat and apply blood-red lipstick.

It’s called Pomegranate Punch.

I’ve also been experimenting with crafting my own lipsticks and lip-glosses.

I stand at my bedroom window and wait for the cab.

Something catches my eye among all the blinking Christmas lights and Santa Claus displays that adorn my neighbor’s lawns.

A mid-size sedan is parked across the street.

In the shadow of the street light, I see someone is in the driver’s seat.

It’s too dark to make out any features.

Imagination, I assure myself, as a cab coasts to a stop in front of my house.

The neighbors have guests, that’s it.

After all, it’s Christmas, supposedly a time for family and friends, blah, blah, blah.

Even Bobby celebrates Christmas now.

I guess it’s just me.

I grab my faux fur jacket and clutch, and hurry down the stairs, my black stilettos doing a number on the hardwood. I purposely avoid looking at the sedan as I slide into the backseat of the dark cab.

At Shooters, I step inside and scan the Saturday night crowd looking for Paulina.

I spot her in the corner, drink in one hand, dancing with some fool.

Shooters is nothing more than a dark hovel with cold beer, and wine that takes the skin off the roof of your mouth. I don’t sell my pomegranate gin here.

It’s not a craft gin kind of crowd.

Instead of Christmas carols, dance music pumps from the sound system.

The owners have draped the bar and nailed tinsel to the walls that looks older than me.

A sign behind the bar offers cranberry vodka shots.

That’s the extent of Christmas at Shooters.

That does me just fine.

I take a seat at the bar and shimmy out of my jacket.

There’s yet another new bartender. The turnover of staff at Shooters seems weekly.

I order a glass of red, and put down a ten-dollar bill.

I survey the crowd.

Same tired old people as the last time I was here.

Finally, Paulina pulls up next to me.

“I see you’re having a good time,” I comment.

She gives her new friend a little wave from across the room.

“Maybe, ask me in another hour or two.”

I’d been hoping for a sympathetic ear, but that wasn’t happening tonight.

Paulina turns to me.

“So…you sounded kind of weird on the phone, what happened today?”

I wasn’t so sure now I wanted to get into anything about Kyle.

Maybe we could do coffee and a chat after our GED session later in the upcoming week.

“It was nothing,” I shrug. “Saw someone from my past today. It wasn’t pleasant,”

I take a sip of the house red, and feel the usual burn.

“If it was nothing, you wouldn’t mention it,” she prods.

I toy with the wet cocktail napkin on the bar.

“Someone from a long time ago…someone I once loved very much,” I admit.

“So…dish! Is it that sizzling hot geriatric from Spain?” She says eagerly.

I’m taken aback for a moment.

“Kris? He’s forty—not a geriatric. Besides, what do you know about him?”

I really don’t want to discuss my longtime lover.

“I Googled him. He is gorgeous. All that long curly black hair, and that tan, tan skin! You had it all with him—a rich older guy who will likely die before you, and leave you everything. A villa near the beach, showered with fancy clothes and jewelry. Never had to work. I don’t know why you ever left. Maybe you can send this guy an email and introduce me.”

I didn’t want to tell her that sometimes material goods can’t sustain a relationship.

I’m not so much in the mood to dish anymore.

As a matter of fact, I just want to go home, and crawl into bed. I pat the top of her hand.

“You know what, Paulina? I’m not feeling so well. I think I’m going to head home.” I

touch my fingertips to my temple where the beginnings of a headache are taking hold.

She opens her handbag.

“Do you want a Percocet?”

From across the bar, her new friend is motioning to her.

“No, no, I just need some sleep. I’ll see you at the library. Besides, I think someone is going to dance again. Go, have fun!”

I hop off the bar stool, my clutch, and coat under my arm.

The place is heaving now, and I thread my way through the crowd.

Just as I have the exit in sight, a hand clamps down on my wrist.

I whirl around to see a familiar face.

I don’t know his name, only his scraggly red beard, toxic cologne, and seedy reputation.

A guy who makes his living milking disability with phony ailments, and fathering numerous children he doesn’t support.

He holds up a sprig of mistletoe and leans in close until I can smell stale whiskey on his breath.

“Hey, sweet thing, Merry Christmas,” he leers at me, his slimy-looking lips zeroing in on my lips.

I jerk away, but he holds tight to my wrist.

“Let go, you repulsive maggot!”

He lets go of my wrist and pats my ass. Before I can make a break for the exit, he seizes my wrist again.

“Hey baby, why won’t you be nice?”

Again, his lips are coming at me, his tongue sticking out.

I’d had enough of having my ass grabbed, or tits groped, when I worked as a cocktail waitress in the tourist town of Calella, in Spain.

I sink my open palm into his chest.

“Get your fucking hands off me!”

Still, he holds tight.

Just as I prepare to deliver a well-placed knee to his sack, a large body, clad in a leather jacket steps in between, and pushes the jerk off of me.

“Keep your fucking hands to yourself!”

I know that voice.

I take two wobbling steps backward, catch my footing, and dart for the door without looking back.

The cool night air blasts my face as I scan the darkened street for a cab.

“Jorie, wait!”

I stand alone on the sidewalk, as an arm wraps around my waist. I tense, but then close my eyes and relax and the familiar touch I haven’t felt for so many years.

“Kyle, please…stop following me.”

“Then stop running.”

I turn into his embrace and lock eyes with him.

“Why are you here? Please, just leave me alone.”

“Did that jerkwad hurt you back there?”

“I don’t need you to protect me anymore.”

His finger touched the ring in my lip.

“You’re positively shaking. I think beneath the tough exterior, you’re still that same, scared little girl.”

What he doesn’t understand is I’m shaking from being in his presence.

After his blistering attitude at the market, why wouldn’t I be afraid he was now stalking me?

A cab slows down at the sidewalk and jumps onto the curb, and I see my chance to escape.

I wiggle out of his embrace and sprint in heels to the cab. I open the door, and slide into the back seat, closing Kyle out.

“Just go!” I tell the cabbie.

He hits the gas and leaves Kyle on the sidewalk in a cloud of exhaust.

I half expect Kyle to be waiting at my front door when I get home.

He’s not.

I drop a few bills through the window for the driver.

I have my house keys at the ready. As the cab pulls away, I take a second to look around.

The mysterious sedan that was parked across the street earlier, is gone.

The street is quiet and dark, except for a few houses with their Christmas lights still on.

I relax a little as I slide the key into the lock, and turn it until the lock snaps open.

Once inside, I secure the door.

What a night.

What a complete disaster, I think as I kick my heels off.

I’m going upstairs to wash my face, get undressed, and into bed to forget this day.

Only I know it’s not over. Kyle will be back.

I know it.

I know him.

He’s not going to let this rest.

I drop my black dress onto the bathroom floor and wash the makeup from my face. I’m about to unhook my bra when there is an insistent knocking coming from downstairs.

It’s Kyle. It has to be.

Do I just stay upstairs and ignore the knock, or do I confront him once and for all?

I know if I stay upstairs, he’ll just come back again…and again.

I grab my robe from the hook on the back of the bathroom door, slip it over my shoulders, and tie it loosely around my waist as I make my way down the stairs in the dark.

I turn on a lamp and look through the peephole in the door, but I can’t really see anything.

Cautiously, I open the door just enough to peep out, all the while I’m prepared to slam it shut on any intruder…or Kyle.

When I see him in the darkness, with only the light behind him from the streetlamp, I’m filled with conflicting emotions.

Here is the man I was once loved…or so I thought, as a teenager.

Then he became the man who left me to languish in a convent school, after promising to always love and protect me.

Now, I don’t know who this man is any longer.

I open the door a bit wider.

“Kyle, are you stalking me now?”

“I just want to see it, and then if you want, I’ll leave.”

My heart flip-flops.

I know what ‘it’ is.

Our secret symbol of the love we once shared.

I feel my resistance drop a notch.

“Get in here.”

I allow him to pass into my home, and I close the door.

As soon as I turn back, his arms are around me, his lips on mine.

I can’t think straight.

Should I push him away, or pull him closer?

I just want to forget the past, and meld into him.

I close my eyes and revel in the feeling of his lips on my neck, the feeling of his warm breath on my skin.

His hands open my robe and slide it from my shoulders, the silky material replaced by his lips.

He kisses a trail between my breasts, and down my stomach.

He sinks to his knees.

His fingers lower my panties just enough to place a kiss on my hip, and then subtly he parts my thighs to find what he’s looking for.

It’s silly really, and pretty stupid when I think about it.

A tiny heart on my inner thigh.

Kyle tattooed himself with a needle, thread, and a bottle of India ink from the craft store.

If my mother would have known about it, she would have cut it out herself.

“I can’t believe you still have it,” he mumbles against the skin of my thigh.

I’d thought about removing it, that was for sure.

I even saw a cosmetic surgeon in Spain.

A crude, homemade heart tattoo wasn’t exactly what I want a new lover to find when he explores my body for the first time.

Yet, I could never bring myself to have it erased.

“It’s a permanent part of me,” I manage to say, but his tongue, hot and wet, is on the skin of my inner thigh.

When he gets up from his knees, I wonder if he’s going to leave now. Instead, his lips descend upon mine once again.

His fingers work to unhook my bra, and it falls away to the floor.

“Upstairs…now!” I say.

We make it halfway up the stairs, a trail of clothing left behind us. I‘m half reclined on the hardwood steps, naked, with my back and legs at seemingly impossible angles.

I don’t care, just as long as he’s inside me…soon.

I don’t have to wait.

I can feel him at the entrance of my waiting wetness.

His blue eyes focus on mine as he lurches forward and enters me.

An unbridled half-scream escapes my mouth.

I’m stuck—I can barely hold on to my own awkward position, as he begins to move inside me. Slowly at first. He covers my mouth with his, his tongue finding mine, and we begin our own intimate dance that matches what is going on with our entwined bodies.

I run my hands along his broad back, his hips, his ass, familiarizing myself once more with his body.

Just as my orgasm seems seconds away, he pulls out of me, it’s the oddest thing I’ve ever felt…and the most frustrating.

He grabs my hand and pulls me to my feet, and we somehow manage to stagger into my bed.

Once again, he’s inside me.

Now he’s teasing me.

Pulling out to the tip and holding on until I squirm and beg before he delivers a mind-blowing thrust, I see thousands of twinkling white stars scattered in my vision.

His mouth seeks out my nipple, teasing it with his tongue and teeth, as I match him thrust for thrust. I feel his breathing start to change, to increase into pants.

He’s going to reach his own climax very soon, so I close my eyes, arch my back, and give in and allow wave after wave of my own pleasure to wash over me.

When the last tremors pass, I open my eyes to Kyle’s blue eyes staring down at me with a ferocious intenseness within them.

Something has changed, even the atmosphere seems off.

Is this regret in his eyes…or something else?

“So…have I really mutilated my face?”

I ask, trying to lighten the moment.

His fingers touch the gold hoop in my lip, in my nose.

“You’re beautiful. Still the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.”

I feel like I should be overjoyed at his words, but I can’t shake the feeling something’s not right.

He rolls off of me and gathers me into his arms.

His lips against the skin of my cheek, where they remain for what seems like a very long time.

After a few minutes, his breathing evens out, and he is snoring softly.

It’s all so familiar again, minus the stairs, but without the sneaking around and expecting to be caught by my mother.

Thankfully in all the madness, I didn’t need to worry about birth control since I’m safely on the pill.

I can’t sleep.

I lay awake for what seems like hours, trying to figure out why.

Nothing concrete comes to mind.

Eventually, sleep takes over, and I drift off in Kyle’s arms.




***




The sun is just peeking under the blinds when I awake to an insistent pounding coming from downstairs. I roll on my side to see the bed next to me empty.

Kyle is gone, but he has left a note on the pillow.

Forget-Me-Not….We’re now even.

Forget-Me-Not.

It was how we always signed our love notes.

Now, he’s using it against me.

He left the note right in my line of sight, so it would be the first thing I see when I wake up.

Even in my drowsy state, the shock of his words causes a weird shiver to pass over me. I was correct last night—something wasn’t right with Kyle.

Now I know it.

Was he just going through the motions of lovemaking while planning some kind of twisted revenge, to…what? Hurt me? Punish me?

Apparently so.

His note says it all.

Revenge sex.

Hump-and-dump.

I get out of bed and mechanically reach for my robe, and somehow manage to get into it.

Like a zombie, I march down the stairs and throw open the front door.

“Listen, Jorie, I made a stupid mistake…”

Before he can continue, I ball up the note and hit him square in the chest with it.

I don’t want to hear his weak excuses.

“Jorie, please…”

I raise my hand, and his voice falters.

“I never want to see you, or hear from you again…ever. If you pass me on the street, look through me like I’m any other stranger, because that is how I will look at you. Don’t follow me, don’t call me, don’t show up at the library when I’m working. If you do, I will get my brother involved, and Bobby is a very, very good attorney.”

“I’m sorry, Jorie. I just keep remembering how you left all those years ago. To hear you were living it up at some Swiss boarding school, skiing, and speaking fluent French…”

I’m truly puzzled by the nonsense he’s spouting.

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“Your mother bragged to anyone who would listen how she sent you off to some fancy boarding school for girls, in Switzerland.”

I let out a caustic laugh at the idiocy of it all.

“And you believed what you heard? My mother? Who ripped us apart! I wasn’t at some Swiss boarding school! I was at St. Agnes Convent School thirty minutes from here! Locked down! I was on the strictest discipline. No television, no phone calls, no internet, no mail! They forced me to take a pregnancy test because my mother was oh-so-sure you got me pregnant! I couldn’t escape until I was eighteen! You never came for me! Forget-Me-Not? You sure forgot me, Kyle!”

I can almost see the gears of his mind working behind his eyes, trying to process what I just told him.

From the corner of my eye, I see my neighbor opening his car door.

“Okay there, Jorie?” he calls out.

“Just fine, Max. Thanks!”

I cross my arms over my robe and deliberately lower my voice.

“You know, Kyle, when I was in your arms last night, I thought I could forgive you. But you’re not worth my forgiveness.”

And that’s all he will get.

If he didn’t know the truth back then, he sure knows it now.

With that, I slam the door in his face.
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