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The Griesly Wife

“Lie still, my newly married wife,

Lie easy as you can,

You’re young and ill accustomed yet

To sleeping with a man.”

—John Street Manifold

Dedication

This book is dedicated to my husband, Kevin Bullock.

Ed and Lorraine Warren would be so proud of us.
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Chapter One—Augustina
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“You’re the only one asking why he wants to marry you, August. You, sweet best friend, are drop-dead gorgeous. Always have been. Not only that, but you are also intelligent, loyal, and hilarious after a few martinis. If I swung the other way, I’d date you.”

“Wendy! Stop!” I laughed as I put the glass down.

“He’s just a guy. Granted, Heath has a hot body and sexy lips and flat abs but other than that...”

I tossed a pillow at Wendy as we laughed together.

Still, the question dogged me. Why would Heath Weld want to marry me, Augustina Harper? I was no movie star. Not in any way, shape, or form. Not a supermodel, either. Although I had done some modeling as a young woman, nothing panned out.

Not that I felt unworthy of Heath. I had plenty to offer a man. Like Wendy repeatedly reminded me during this whirlwind romance, I had it all. Brains, beauty, and bravery.

Okay, I did owe an oppressive amount of student loans, which Heath neatly wiped away after a few months of dating.

I did have a degree in history. It was meant to be my fallback plan. Just in case.

God, I can’t imagine what my life would be like without Heath. The life I imagined for myself had been one set in a collegiate environment. I’d be teaching, maybe working for a museum. Not now. Being the wife of Heath Weld, the hottest guy in Hollywood, would be a full-time job. How shocked the paparazzi were to see the world’s most eligible bachelor stepping out with a Black woman. No one ever really said anything to me. Not to my face, but there were whispers. Questions. Heath didn’t care. He loved me. All of me.

But for that chance meeting at a Pensacola coffee shop with the World’s Sexiest Man, I would still be finding my way. It was genuinely like something out of a book. A romance story, only not the Hallmark kind.

My dreams had changed in a matter of weeks and my life with it. I was on this wild Heath Weld ride now, and I couldn’t get off. I hadn’t even considered it. Not once. Despite my family’s worries, and they had plenty of those. I loved my parents and understood their concerns, but as I reminded them, they would just have to trust me.

Even if they didn’t quite trust Heath Weld.

From that first cup of Decaf Delight to the most recent walk on the beach, I fell hard and fast for a man I had been watching on the screen for at least five years. He was larger than life in every way, shape, and form. Being around him both frightened and excited me. He handled the paparazzi and frantic fans with grace. It was as if he were royalty. American royalty. 

Heath was everything a red-blooded woman could want in a man. An incredible body, a deep, husky voice, a smile that could charm the panties off any living female—and quite a few males. But that was the thing.

Heath hadn’t touched me, not in a sexual way. Not once.

We’d kissed at least a hundred times during our whirlwind courtship, deeply and passionately. Each kiss was a promise of more, but Heath wanted to wait. He insisted that we postpone the consummation of our love.

“Trust me, my love. It will be so much sweeter. Let’s wait until after our wedding.”

I didn’t know how to feel about his proposal. Heath said he wanted things to be right, and while that was sweet and, in my mind, sophomoric, it didn’t feel right at all. He wanted to honor and respect me, he declared. And while that was flattering, something felt off about his denial.

There was something—a hidden thing. What was it? Was he secretly gay? 

I had only ever had two lovers, and Heath knew I was no virgin, but he insisted that we abstain. We did other things, though—things I guess you’d consider sexual. Some of his requests felt wrong, but I kept it to myself.

I did not want Wendy to suspect how strange things were between Heath and me. Why? Usually, I shared everything with Wendy, but I was afraid. Afraid to let her in on my secret. Our secret.

Days before my bachelorette party, at his request, I’d stripped for Heath. I’d been nervous about it, but he asked, and I had hoped it would lead to sex. Surely, the whole abstinence thing was a test of some sort. Just a test, right?

Instead, he touched himself. Intimately. And to make matters more uncomfortable, he insisted that I do the same. When I didn’t perform to his standards, he took over in that too, but there was no intercourse. Only instruction. He liked watching me, studying me. He said as much as he whispered in my ear as I reached my climax.

Oh, but I saw him in all his naked glory, and man...he was perfect. I could tell by his physical response that he wanted me as well, but he wasn’t giving in to his urges. I reached for him, and he denied me with a soft laugh that made me want him even more.

I was completely trapped in his seductive web. No, not trapped. I’d walked in on my own accord and never wanted to leave. I would just have to wait. Most women would think that was sweet, but I was not one of those women. I felt like a fraud when Wendy pushed me for all the juicy, intimate details and I couldn’t provide them.

“Come on, Augustina. Give me the deets. He’s a freak, isn’t he? Tell me! Oh no! Did he make you sign an NDA? Why won’t you tell me? I’ve told you everything about Lorenzo and Guy and...”

I rolled my eyes to interrupt her. “No, Wendy. He hasn’t asked me to sign anything. It’s personal. I don’t feel comfortable talking about Heath. Even with you. Forgive me?”

“Fine, but answer the question. He didn’t ask you to sign a prenup, did he?” She poured another glass of wine and offered me more. I refused with a shake of my head.

Tomorrow was my wedding day. I wanted to be sober for the whole thing. I needed to be clear-eyed. I prayed that the paparazzi could be held back, but so far, that had not been the case. They were everywhere. It was like they dropped out of trees, stepped out of the shadows. Anything for a shot of Heath and his new love interest. Yeah, that was me—the “new love interest.” Heath apologized sweetly for the inconvenience and arranged for my security team. Imagine, me having a security team. Who would have believed such a thing?

“Nope. Heath didn’t require me to do anything like that. He loves me, Wendy. Loves me. But if he asked me to sign something, I probably would because I love him too.”

She rolled her eyes playfully, sipped her wine, and stared into the fireplace. We were sitting on the floor, with bits of tulle, ribbon, and sticker paper scattered around us. The wedding would be small, but I wanted it to be special. Wendy and I had made favors to give the guests. It was a fun, silly task that took my mind off my anxiety for a little while. Not to mention a Southern tradition. I’d mentioned my idea to Heath, and he said that it was a sweet notion.

“Are you ready for this, Augustina? You two are moving so fast. I mean, let’s look at this sensibly. You’ve only known him for three months. No one is this perfect. Not even Academy Award-winning Heath Weld. I don’t know. I am happy for you. I am, but I am also your friend. You cannot tell me that everything is well, or else you’d spill the beans.”

“Would I spill the beans, as you say? You know I’m not one to kiss and tell.” I avoided making eye contact with Wendy, in case she did see the truth on my big fat lying face. “I feel like there’s a but there,” I added as I began stuffing the scraps in an empty shopping bag. Nothing like changing the subject.

Wendy studied my face and slugged down her wine. “But nothing. You know me, sugar. I’m always a Negative Nancy. Sorry. I’m happy for you, sweetie. I really am. I swear. But it’s fast. It’s your first marriage. It’s his second. I don’t know. Again, I’m Negative Nancy.”

Heath had stolen my heart, and I wanted him more than I’d ever wanted anyone. “Stop worrying. Let me enjoy this moment, Nancy. Are you staying the night? You’ve had a few drinks. I’ve got a spare room.”

“Ugh, no thanks. I’m fine. I’ve eaten more than I’ve drunk. I’ll help you clean up, and then I’m going home to crash. Tomorrow is the big day. I’ll put on my happy face. Honestly, I am happy for you. Or at least I am determined to be happy for you, Augustina.”

“Thanks, Wendy. I wouldn’t want to do this without you. You are more than a friend—you are my family. My parents confirmed that they aren’t going to make it. Dad’s not doing so well these days.” I sniffed away a tear. Dad wasn’t going to walk me down the aisle.

He could barely walk at all, much less get on a plane and fly here. Early onset Parkinson’s. The downside to being the only remaining child of older parents. But I loved them with all my heart.

“Okay, okay. No crying. I’m happy to be there. Besides, I’m hoping Spider-man will show up for the wedding. I’d like more than an autograph.” We both laughed about her strange fascination with Matt McGuinness’ version of Spidey guy. Honestly, I didn’t know who would be attending our wedding. Heath insisted on managing the guest list, and I hadn’t so much as had a peek at it.

I had no other living family, only a few friends, and of course, my best friend Wendy. Unlike most brides, I didn’t have to do anything. From the dress to the venue, Heath or his assistant, Yvette, oversaw everything. I couldn’t complain about the dress. It was to die for! A bit more daring than I would have selected but certainly a dress worthy of Vogue. It was a good thing my father couldn’t see me in it. It had a plunging back with an equally plunging neckline. I didn’t dare ask how much it cost. I didn’t want to know.

Thirty minutes later, my best friend backed out of the driveway. I was alone in the apartment, but Heath would be calling me soon. I looked forward to our nightly video chats, but I also experienced anxiety. Lately, my fiancé asked me to do things with which I wasn’t quite comfortable. Much more than taking off my top or touching myself. Or performing for him.

Most recently, he allowed a mysterious third party to watch me. I could never see the stranger, but occasionally, I could hear him. His face remained in the shadows, just off-camera. I couldn’t even hear his voice. He spoke only to Heath and gave his directions to me through my fiancé. I blushed at the memories of what I’d done already.

It was hard to say no to Heath, but this other man...it sickened me. Was this a portent of things to come? I should say no. I should go home. I knew that I should, but I wanted Heath so much and he had denied me for so long. Heath Weld was like a drug. He had a seductive way about him, at least with me. I wanted to get in my car and drive to his hotel and bang on his door and demand he make love to me. He was only a few minutes away.

But I didn’t. I wouldn’t do anything to make him unhappy. I wouldn’t do that at all.

Just one more night, and then Heath would be mine and I would be his. Forever.

Instead, a knock on the door crushed those pleasant fantasies. I was surprised to find Yvette on my doorstep. Heath’s assistant did not like me. She was petite, red-haired, and enjoyed her spray-on tans. Yvette dressed to the nines and always wore heels. No matter the occasion. No matter how inappropriate. Or at least to my mind.

“Good evening, Augustina. Heath asked me to deliver these to you and asks that you wear them tomorrow.” She smiled, but as always, the smile never reached her eyes. It was superficial, as was our relationship. I was happy with that. I didn’t care for her much either.

“For the wedding?” I asked curiously as I accepted the fancy bags stuffed with tissue.

“Yes, I believe so. He won’t be calling tonight. Last-minute details. The car will pick you up at three o’clock,” Yvette answered blankly and without compassion or care.

“Three in the afternoon? I thought we were getting married at six o’clock. I have guests coming at six. Are you sure you have the time correct?”

Yvette slid her sunglasses up to the top of her head. “I am quite sure. Give your guests a call. Same location. All they need to do is show up. Heath has it all arranged. No detail was missed, I can assure you.”

I frowned at her fake smile. “Except for the time. When should they arrive? I think that’s a detail you missed. What am I supposed to do?”

Yvette frowned as she put her glasses back over her eyes. “Other than my suggestion, I can’t say. Surely, you don’t have that many guests attending. I haven’t seen their names on the list. Make your calls, Augustina. This is Heath Weld’s wedding. They’ll come. Trust me. No matter the time.”

“Hey, this is my wedding, too. What’s going on? I don’t understand why the time changed. I spoke to Heath yesterday, and he didn’t say anything about it.”

She shrugged as she walked down the steps. She was letting me know this wasn’t her problem. It was mine. She wasn’t my assistant; she was my fiancé’s. Whatever. I’d have a few words about her after the wedding. Yes, definitely a few words.

I closed the door without bothering to offer a goodbye. She didn’t seem to expect one either. Fine with me. I locked the door and went back to the living room. She had missed a memo. Heath and I were scheduled to chat tonight. I was happy Yvette was wrong about that. She was putting her nose where it did not belong. Too far into my business.

I’d call Heath in a minute, after I opened his gifts.

I suspected it would be lingerie, but I wasn’t expecting this. A white leather-strapped ensemble. I wouldn’t even know how to wear this thing. Was this a joke?

Damn...the other bag was a pair of shoes. White stilettos.

I couldn’t find my phone fast enough. I called Heath several times, but as Yvette predicted, he didn’t answer. I tried to video call him too. Still no luck. Could she have been right after all? What was going on? Was he getting cold feet?

I decided to give up around midnight. As I folded up the bags, I found a card I’d missed earlier. This was Heath’s handwriting. I’d know it anywhere.

Wear this for me, Augustina. You’ve stolen my heart. I’ll be waiting for you. I’ll be the guy at the altar.

He signed it with an H. I sank on the bed wondering what I should do. Was this a deal-breaker? A demand? Why did I have such fear about losing Heath? This was a sexy joke. Surely, just a joke. What do I do? Wear it and keep him? Not wear it and disappoint him?

I only had one night to think about it. Just one.

I wouldn’t get any sleep tonight.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two—Augustina
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The weeks following our wedding were a blur to me. After the silent and stark ceremony, my new husband and I were whisked away by limo to the exclusive Penitent Club for a meal prepared by celebrity chef Raoul Lorita. It was all very chic, but there was no dancing, no party except a few glasses of champagne. In between courses, I blinked back tears. This was nothing like I expected. The reception was so exclusive that none of my friends attended. Only celebrities as far as the eye could see. No one was here for me.

Not even Wendy. Why?

I expected vibrant floral arrangements, not blocks of ice with candles burning inside them and blood-red orchids.

To make matters worse, the leather get-up Heath asked me to wear was not comfortable. Still, his hand gripped my waist and he smiled as he gently stroked the leather beneath my gown. He knew all along I would be obedient. No man I had ever dated had been so demanding. So specific and insistent. Despite all this, my infatuation with my heartthrob husband did not lessen.

No doubt I would come to regret this, but my desire for Heath Weld only grew stronger, more furious. I sighed as I sipped my champagne. I glanced down at my beautiful ring. So glamorous. Even the engraving inside surprised me.
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