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Piper

Hitting send on the email in front of me, I send off the contract for our new clients to sign and send back to us that makes it official that we are their Realty Agents.

Making sure it says it went through, I shut down my computer before grabbing my purse and heading towards Mrs. Stewart’s office.

“Hey, if you don’t need anything else, I’m going to head out. I’m supposed to be at the lawyer's office shortly.” I announce, drawing her eyes to me.

“Of course dear. Go, take care of business.” She says with a gentle smile.

“I wish it was something we could have handled.”

“It would have been nice to have the commission but it would have been looked at as a conflict of interest if they decide later on they paid too much or something. That’s likely to be on your exam.” She points out. “It’s at eight in the morning right?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Don’t second guess yourself. You’ve got this! Let me know how it went when you come back on Monday morning.”

“I will.” I answer, looking down at my watch. “I best go, I don’t want to be late.”

She waves in my direction as I turn walking to the door and out into the bright sun. The heat outside is scorching this time of year in Savannah Tennessee.

It’s always been home for me but ever since my mom passed away I’ve felt as though I am missing something.

Ben, my boyfriend of almost three years isn’t exactly someone I can talk to about how I’ve been feeling.

Our relationship is another thing I’ve been second guessing lately. My mom told me multiple times over the last few years that she honestly didn’t believe that he was right for me.

I thought she was just being a mom because no one was good enough for her daughter. Now that she’s gone though, I’ve been noticing things that she tried to bring my attention to while she was alive.

Even during her funeral he didn’t stand by me, giving me a shoulder to cry on. Sure, he was there but he didn’t want me to get my makeup on his suit jacket.

When I mentioned it to him later, he accused me of just wanting to start a fight because I was feeling sorry for myself.

How the hell do you tell someone who just lost their only parent that they were just feeling bad for themselves? Besides, isn’t it my right to feel that way at that moment?

It doesn’t take me long to get to the lawyers office and sign the papers for the sale of my mom’s house.

Handing over the keys to the new owners, I barely hold back the tears that threaten to leak from my eyes.

Once I’m back outside, the heat of the day dries my tears instantly. I briefly think about going to Ben’s office to see him but I know he wouldn’t want to be disturbed so I go to my car and head home.

It doesn’t take too long to get to the townhouse that I share with Ben. We each contribute half to all the expenses to live here.

Although I could have afforded this place on my own, Ben thought it was time that we step up our relationship to living together.

My mom had a fit over the entire thing, demanding that I make sure everything was put in writing about what we each pay every month. I know she was just trying to look out for me which is why I did as she said.

My mom went through her fair share of bad relationships while I was growing up. I used to dry her tears after they’d hurt her in various ways like taking all of her money then throwing us out into the street.

Letting myself in the door, I set my purse and keys on the table by the door. I’m almost to the kitchen when I hear voices and my brows draw down in confusion.

Ben should be at work but maybe he came home early. I try to not let it sting that he doesn’t really communicate with me as to what he’s doing.

Plastering a smile on my face, I walk to our bedroom door and start to push It open but I gasp at the scene in front of me.

Ben is naked, standing next to our bed with his secretary in front of him on her stomach with her ass tilted up to him. I stare, dumbfounded as he slams into her over and over again, neither of them noticing me at the door.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I scream, slamming the door open even further.

They both jump, scrambling to grab clothes.

“Oh, fuck, babe. Let me explain.” Ben begins but I cut him off.

“Explain? There is absolutely nothing you can say right now to explain the fact you just had your cock in your secretary on our bed!”

“It was just a stupid mistake.” Ben says but his secretary looks at him sharply which tells me this has happened way more than once.

“Save it. I’m going out and I’ll come back in an hour to get my shit. Do not be here when I come back. Either of you!”

“Piper! You can’t just leave, you need me!” Ben says and I narrow my eyes at him.

“Like hell I do! You and I are over. I want my half of the deposit back!” I say as I turn around, heading straight back out the door. Grabbing my purse and keys as I pass the table.

I’m so damn mad right now and not just at Ben or his secretary. I’m pissed at myself for not seeing all the signs that obviously were right in front of me.

Rome

I roll my head to relieve the tension in my shoulders as I wipe down the top of the bar, cleaning up from the last group to leave tonight.

I love this job and the time passes quickly during peak hours. It’s hard on the body though to work the late shift that closes the bar.

I’m just glad I have a day off tomorrow. I’m looking forward to an early run on the beach followed by a day of just sitting around on my veranda watching the waves. That’s the exciting life I live these days.

Grabbing the money from my tip jar, I count it quickly before sticking it in my pocket. That’s when I remember all the numbers women gave me tonight. Pulling them out, I don’t even look at them before tossing them in the trash.

“Seriously, man? You throw those away every single night. Don’t you ever call any of them?” Finn, one of the servers asks from the other side of the bar.

“No. I don’t.” I answer, finishing up my cleaning.

“You do like girls right? I mean. If you don’t that’s cool too but you could at least share the numbers you get every night.” Rolling my eyes, I look at him like he’s crazy.

“That would be a breach in some unwritten code or something. They gave me the number, not you. Besides, I’ve seen you in action. You get plenty on your own.”

“Yes, I do.” He grins like the Cheshire cat.

“Don’t you ever get tired of the revolving door of women?” I ask, tying up the garbage in the can.

“Nope! I’m too young for all that happily ever after shit.” He chuckles.

“Dude, you’re like thirty.”

“Yeah. So I have at least ten years left to play the field in my estimation.”

“Whatever, man.” I laugh at him, grabbing the bag from the can. “I’m done for the night. I’ll see you in a few days.”

“Have fun on your day off...doing nothing.” He yells as I continue out the door.

I like my privacy, my solitude. Would it be nice to share with someone? Sure it would but I don’t want an endless line of faces in front of me until I find the one I want.

That’s one thing I learned a long time ago from my mother. Don’t play with a woman unless you mean it. Otherwise you could wind up saddling her with a kid for the rest of her life that you might not want.

I’d want my child though even if I didn’t continue to want it’s mother. I’d never be able to do to my child what my own father did to me. That's to pretend that I never existed.

Throwing the bag in the dumpster beside the building, I walk over to my car, start it up and drive the six miles to my beach house over in Perdido Key. I was lucky about a year after moving here when it came up for sale.

The older couple wanted to move back up North to be closer to their kids. The house needed all kinds of work so I got a great deal on it and within another year I had it completely remodeled.

Most of the homes around me are rented out during the summer to vacationers from all over the world. My favorite neighbors came along a couple of summers ago.

The nice older couple made it their mission to make sure that I ate every day. I didn’t mind either. Mrs. Fitz could seriously cook. I still get cards and letters from them every single month.

Pulling up to my house, the outside light comes on automatically. I installed it during the remodel so that I wouldn’t have to leave the outside light on all the time until I came in to cut it off. It saves not only on the electric bill but is also less bothersome to my neighbors.

I hear the patter of claws on the floor as soon as I walk in the door and see Mocha, my pit-bull, coming to make sure of who is coming into the house.

“It’s just me.” I announce, shutting the door behind me.

I swear she snorts before walking back in the other direction as though I disturbed her sleep. Walking into the kitchen behind her, I watch as she walks over to her place by the back door to lay down.

“Don’t lay over there and go back to sleep. You need to go out first. We don’t want any more accidents in the middle of the night.” I tell her but she just looks at me until I grab her leash then she turns into a completely different dog by jumping around in circles until I attach it to her collar.

It doesn’t take her long to do her business and I clean it up, throwing it in the outside trash can. Once we are back inside, she goes back to being lazy once again.

Opening my fridge, I see only one option which is a sandwich and I fix it quickly, grabbing a bottle of water out of the door as well.

Going to my room, I set everything on my bedside table and go in my closet in search of my computer, wanting to check up on my stocks which I’ve not done lately. As I reach for it on the top shelf, I see the photo album my mom gave me years ago on her deathbed.

Grabbing it as well, I go get comfortable on my bed. Opening up the album as I take a bite of sandwich I look through all the younger pictures of me with my mom.

She was so beautiful on the outside and inside. It still hurts that cancer took her from me while she was still so young.

The last picture I come to is one I have looked at many times. It’s a picture of my father. The only one my mom had. In the picture with him are two younger boys identical to each other.

Mom made me swear to never contact them. At first she would never tell me why but one day just before she passed, she told me what she knew.

It’s an odd feeling to find out your father was in the Italian Mafia. She told me stories of how he would take whatever he wanted and that included her although she says for a while she loved it. She knew he was already married but she was young, not realizing how serious it all was.

By the time she was pregnant with me, she knew only bad things could come into my life if he was allowed to stay in it. Not that he wanted to anyway.

He sent her a check along with a goodbye note that also demanded that she get rid of it. Get rid of me.

She didn’t obviously, as here I am. She was so scared he’d find out that I was alive and come take me away, or worse, kill me.

Her fear seeped into me as well though after researching his name. My search stalled though as if he just disappeared so I finally a few weeks ago hired an investigator to see what he could find out.

Yesterday, I received a letter from him with his findings. He was able to find that my Father passed away not long after I was born and his brother now controlled the family holdings from his base in New Orleans.

The two boys he still hasn’t found much on but did say he thought he seen them at a party in New Orleans not long ago. It appeared that one of them was celebrating their anniversary.

He’s stumped, though, about not being able to find anything even on that marriage. It’s like it doesn’t exist.

We are dealing with the Mafia though so it certainly is no surprise. They could easily use a hacker to keep their entire lives on the down low.

Another surprise though, was that he was able to get the contact information for my supposed Uncle Tony which he included in his letter.

I’ve called the number a few times and every time someone answers, I hang up unable to get the words out.

Besides, what do you say anyway? Hi, I’m your long lost nephew you didn’t know anything about? Yeah, no. Maybe I’ll eventually get up the nerve. For now everything needs to stay in this album.

It’s not like they know about me anyway so waiting a while longer isn’t going to hurt a thing. I’m happy with my life the way it is although it does get lonely not having anyone.

I’ll be alright. I have to be because I promised my mama that I would be.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




Piper

“I still can’t believe he did you that way. That’s so fucked up.” Bianca says from the other side of the table.

I shrug as I look around the restaurant hoping to not run into any of Ben’s friends while out for lunch with the girls.

“So where are you staying if you’ve left the house?” Rose asks, bringing my attention back to our table.

“She’s been sleeping on my couch since the day it happened.” Faye answers before I do.

“I won’t be there long. I promise, it’s just taking a few extra days to find something that isn’t rat or bug infested.” I shiver when I remember the last one I visited yesterday.

“Oh, nonsense. You can stay however long you need to.” She smiles but I still feel bad that I need to rely on my friend for a place to stay.

“What she needs is a long holiday to not only forget about Ben but to celebrate getting her real estate license.” Rose says.

“We all should go!” Bianca says quickly with wide excited eyes.

“What? We can’t all go.” Faye argues.

“Oh yes we can! We all have vacation time saved up.” Rose injects with a grin.

“All four of us are single at the same time.” Bianca shakes her head dramatically. “They better look out!” We all giggle.

“A vacation sounds nice right about now, I have to admit.” I chuckle the more I think about it.

“Where would we go?” Faye asks, looking a little more interested.

“The beach!” We all say at the exact same time making us laugh hysterically.

“The earliest I could possibly take off would be later next week. What about all of you?” Faye asks a few minutes later after looking at her schedule on her phone.

After everyone looks at their phones, it seems they all could leave next week but I don’t want to wait that long. I want out of here as soon as possible.

Ben has been ringing my phone off the hook for the last couple of days as well as putting his friends up to doing so. Why the hell is he making this so hard anyway? He’s the asshole who cheated on our relationship.
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