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            THE MOMENT I GOT MY BEST FRIEND’S EX PREGNANT…

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I wasn’t even sorry.

        She was forbidden fruit,

        And I wanted a taste.

      

        

      
        Let’s clear the bro-code air…He’s a d*ck.

        A serial cheater who loves to manipulate,

        And I’m not the kind of man that would mess around with a taken woman.

      

        

      
        But when she shows up on my doorstep tear-stained and single…I can’t hold back.

        One minute she’s crying in my arms,

        And the next she’s moaning in my bed.

      

        

      
        If any man deserves a price on his balls,

        It’s me…I get it.

      

        

      
        I should have walked away from this situation years ago.

        Back when my best friend turned into the a$$-hole he is today.

      

        

      
        My dumb a$$ thought I was being a good friend,

        By protecting her from his secrets.

      

        

      
        But the truth is, I was falling for her.

        And now he’ll do anything to get her back.

      

        

      
        Her ex wants a fight…

        He better hold on because I’m about to bring the f*cking war,

        to protect her and our unborn baby.
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      The day is warm and sunny as I step out of my car, briefcase in hand. I quickly glance at my watch to see that it’s going on eight a.m. I push myself to go a little quicker before I’m late. Even though I know I’m barely making it on time, I can’t help but enjoy the warmth of the day. The heat is making the potted plants in front of the office smell even sweeter than normal. So sweet, in fact, that I can almost taste them. A slight breeze blows from over the lake. The breeze from the water makes the air naturally cooler by several degrees, and it feels good kissing my warm skin. I love being outdoors – hiking, fishing, and playing sports – so having to work on a beautiful day like today nearly kills me.

      Luckily for me, I’m the in-house lawyer here at Windsor, which means that if there’s nothing on my desk, I have no work to do. I’m not much of a hopeful man, but I mentally cross my fingers in hopes of my desk being clear when I walk into my office.

      Just as I’m entering the building, my phone chimes in my pocket, and I pull it out to see the text message on the screen.

      Nick: Hey, man. I’m back in town. Party tonight. You in?

      I shake my head and slide it back into my pocket without replying. Nick has been my best friend since college. However, lately, he’s turned into a real dick. He’s always had that better-than-you, I-was-born-with-a-silver-spoon attitude, but this last year, it’s only gotten worse with the job he landed on Wall Street. He spends weeks at a time in New York, leaving his loyal girlfriend here while he works. And from the stories he’s told me, most of his non-working time is spent with women, booze, and drugs.

      His girlfriend, Danielle, works here at Windsor, and I see her nearly every day. While we're on a friendly basis, I wouldn’t consider us friends, which means I can’t spill a word of what Nick tells me about his time away from her. And God knows I wish I could. While Danielle and I aren’t exactly friends, we’ve hung out with Nick on several occasions. She’s beautiful and funny, smart and sweet. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t attracted to her. But my loyalty lies with Nick, even if I don’t like the person he’s becoming.

      Instead of causing unnecessary stress by thinking about my situation with Nick and Danielle, I push it all away as I step onto the elevator. I hit the button for the fourth floor and keep my eyes pointed at the doors so I can get off the moment they open. Taking a deep breath to release my frustrations, I get a whiff of a familiar perfume—sweet vanilla and lavender—and I turn my head to see Danielle behind me.

      I offer up a polite smile. “How are you?”

      She smiles as her eyes fall to the floor, hidden beneath her long, dark lashes. Her cheeks turn the slightest shade of pink before her eyes return to mine. “Good. And yourself?”

      I nod once. “A lot better if I could be outside right now.”

      “I hear ya. It would be a good day to spend outside,” she agrees, nodding her head, making her loose blonde curls bounce.

      Being alone in the elevator with her causes my heart to pound and my nerves to skyrocket. I slide my right hand into my pocket. “I got a text from Nick a bit ago. He’s back in town?”

      She presses her plump pink lips together and shrugs. “No idea. I haven’t heard from him for three days now. I guess I’ll find out when I go home and walk into another one of his epic parties.” She rolls her dark brown eyes. Danielle is one of those people who is always upbeat. She goes out of her way to make someone’s day, and it kills me to see her treated so poorly.

      The elevator doors open. “Well, see ya,” I say awkwardly, stepping through. I turn back in time to see her lift her hand and wave goodbye between the closing doors.

      Having that conversation pisses me off. Nick just got home, and he’s already setting up a party? Meanwhile, his girlfriend of the past six years doesn’t even know he’s home. And imagine getting off work and going home to find a party raging on in your penthouse apartment. No time to chill after work, no peace and quiet. Just loud, drunk people tearing up your house. For the life of me, I can’t figure out why in the hell she’s still with him.

      Like most days, walking through the doors of my office is my opportunity to leave everything behind me. I flip on the light switch on and move to the windows to open the blinds. The bright city greets me and makes me long to be out there instead of in here. With the office now fully lit up, I turn to look at my desk.

      Every day when I leave the office, I clear my desk completely. I hate knowing I left work piling up. I have a tendency not to rest until everything is done, and I’m a bit of a neat freak. I can’t go to sleep with a dish in my sink, and I can’t leave work until all the files are cleared. When I look down and find two files, a smile form. It won’t take long, and soon, I’ll be back outside where my heart and soul crave to be.

      I sit at my desk and start up the computer. I go through my morning routine of checking messages and returning calls and emails. Finally, when everything else is out of the way, I pull the files closer so I can see what I’m working with. The first file is nothing but the start-up paperwork for a new employee. This is easy. All I have to do is pull up the saved contract that Windsor uses for all its employees, fill in the blanks, and hit print. It only takes me ten minutes to have the entire thing filled out and printed. I place the contract into the file and set it aside. Opening the next file, I find that an employee is suing the company based on wrongful termination. I scoff and shake my head. So many have tried to do this, and so many have failed. With me as the lawyer, nobody stands a chance. My contracts are ironclad. It’s not my fault if the employee doesn’t read the fine print or ask to have it explained to them.

      I email the lawyer representing the client and attach a copy of the contract that was signed, highlighting the section about wrongful termination. I send the email and push away from my desk. In a way, I love this job. It pays well, and I’m on salary, so it doesn’t matter if I work forty hours a week or if I work two. Bennet knows I’m the best lawyer he could possibly have, and as long as things are good, there’s no need for me to be sitting here.

      I shut down the computer and gather my things, including the file I finished. Before heading out for the day, I swing by Bennet’s office. His secretary is sitting outside, and she greets me with a kind smile like she always does.

      “Good morning, Mr. Finlay. How are you this morning?”

      I offer up a smile and nod. “Very well. Is Bennet around?”

      “Of course. One moment,” she replies, picking up her phone and speaking so low into it that I can’t even hear her. She hangs up moments later. “Let me show you in,” she says, standing and moving toward the door.

      She opens one of the double doors, and I follow her in.

      “Hey, Levi. What’s up?” Bennet asks, standing up and buttoning his jacket.

      I walk over and shake his hand. “Good. How’s everything going?” I ask as he motions for me to have a seat across from his desk.

      “Perfect as always,” he says, sitting back down.

      “Here’s the contract for the new employee that was on my desk this morning. I also handled a wrongful termination, but there’s nothing to worry about there.” I hand him the file.

      He takes it and places it on his desk. “I know I never have anything to worry about with you having my back.”

      I laugh as I lean forward, preparing to stand. “Well, if that’s it, I’m going to take off for the day. The weather is way too nice to spend it sitting in a stuffy office.”

      We both stand, and he walks me back to the door. “I hear ya. I think I’m about to do the same. Maddie has been driving me crazy about buying a side-by-side to ride around our property. I think I’ll surprise her today.”

      I laugh and shake his hand. “You got yourself a good woman. I’d spoil her every chance I got.”

      He nods. “Oh, I do,” he agrees as he pulls open the door.

      “See you tomorrow, Ben,” I say, walking out with a wave.

      When I finally make it back outside, I take a deep breath, enjoying the feeling of the sunshine on my face, the slight breeze on my skin, and the smell of the floral roses out front. I can’t help but look around me as I walk toward the parking lot. It seems like everyone is out enjoying this beautiful day. Everyone is walking or riding bikes around the city. There are joggers running up and down the sidewalks, tourists shopping, and students parked in front of every bookstore and coffee shop with their books open in front of them.

      When I see Danielle sitting at the side of a fountain, I debate even going over. She hasn’t noticed me yet, her nose stuck in a book. Her long blonde hair is curled and blowing in the breeze. She’s completely tuned out the world around her as she reads and snacks on what looks to be carrot sticks. She looks like she doesn’t have a care in the world, and in a way, I envy that about her.

      I tell myself that I shouldn’t involve myself in their business more than I already have, but my feet seem to have a mind of their own. The next thing I know, I’m standing directly in front of her.

      “Taking a break already?” I ask, sitting down next to her..

      When she hears my voice, she jumps out of her trance. Her hand flies up to cover her heart as a soft giggle escapes her lips. “God, you scared me,” she breathes out.

      I can’t hold back my laugh. “Yeah, you seemed pretty checked out.”

      She closes her book and places it on her lap. “I have an hour before my next meeting starts, and I couldn’t waste it sitting in there.” Her eyes flash over to the office before landing back on mine. “Carrot stick?” she asks, holding up a small, plastic container.

      “Thanks.” I reach over and grab one. I take a bite and take my time chewing it, at a loss for words. I want to ask more about Nick, but I tell myself not to. It’s none of my business how they handle their relationship, nor is it my business how she allows him to treat her. I wish I could just tell her, though. Keeping these secrets eats at me every time she looks at me.

      “I talked to Nick,” she states, voice void of emotion.

      “Yeah?” I ask, popping what’s left of my carrot into my mouth, hoping to avoid this conversation.

      She nods. “Yeah, he is back in town. And as I expected, he’s planning a party.” She smiles, but I can tell it’s forced.

      I nod, not sure what to say. “And…how do you feel about that?”

      She lets out a long, drawn-out breath. “To be honest, a little annoyed. I mean, he’s been gone for three weeks, and the first thing he does when he gets home is throw a party? He used to be so different. If he had to leave, he’d come back to me, and we’d spend all our time together. We’d go out for dinner; he’d buy tickets so we could go to see plays or concerts or movies. But now, I just feel like he’s taking me for granted.”

      I let out a deep breath. “I’m sorry, Danielle. I really don’t know what to say. Nick, he’s been my best friend since college, but recently, he’s not the same guy he used to be.”

      She nods her head again as she pulls her knees to her chest. “I know. He’s changing.”

      I bite my bottom lip. I guess it wouldn’t be wrong to say the same thing to her that I’d say to him if the situation were reversed, would it? “I guess the only question you have to ask yourself is, are you changing with him? Do you see yourself being with this new version of him?”

      She looks up and gives me a weak smile. “I ask myself that every single day, Levi.”
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        * * *

      

      It’s going on seven when I walk back into my apartment from the hike I took. My shorts are wet from sweat, and my t-shirt is hanging around my neck like a towel. My hair is a sopping mess, a mixture of sweat and the water I poured over my head to cool down. I drop my wallet, phone, and keys onto the entryway table as I head for the shower.

      I toss all my dirty clothes into the hamper as I step into the shower. The hot water feels amazing on my tired muscles, and I let myself soak a little longer than necessary just because I have nothing else to do. When I step out, I pull on a clean pair of shorts and head in the direction of the kitchen to find something for dinner.

      Opening the fridge, I don’t find much of anything, but there is a salad I ordered with my dinner last night that I didn’t eat. I pull out the plastic container and the packet of vegan dressing. I place everything on the counter as I mix everything up, then head to the couch with my salad and a bottle of water.

      The moment I turn the TV on, I hear my phone going off. I quickly take a bite of my salad before setting it down and retrieving my phone.

      “Hello?” I ask, not noticing that it’s Nick until the word escapes my mouth. Fuck, I wish I would’ve checked the caller I.D. before answering.

      “Hey, man. Where the fuck you at?” he asks, a loud party echoing in the background.

      “I’m at home. I just got in and took a shower. Sitting down to eat now.”

      “So, you’re coming to my party?” He says it in the form of a question, but he’s not asking. Few people know the difference when it comes to Nick.

      My hand raises and runs through my hair as I flop back down onto the couch. “I don’t know. I’m pretty tired.”

      “What the fuck? We haven’t hung out in ages. Get your ass over here. Plus, I need someone to sit with Danielle. She’s all pissy and needs someone to talk to.”

      “Why don’t you talk to her? She is your girlfriend,” I point out.

      “I’ve tried, but she’s too angry at me. I need you to work your magic and make her see the light.”

      “I can’t tonight. I have an early morning,” I try.

      “Bullshit. Get over here, or I’m going to tell the story of how you got hammered in college and woke up the next morning butt-ass naked and wearing a wig.” He laughs loud and hard.

      My eyes roll. “You act like that’s never happened to you.” I smile just from remembering the incident. That was the only time I’ve ever allowed myself to get black-out drunk.

      “Oh, it happened alright, but I have a girlfriend who admits to doing it to me. Who did it to you?”

      “Probably you,” I say around a laugh.

      Talking with Nick right now, hearing about our old times, it makes me think of him as how he used to be, not the big-shot Wall Street accountant he is now—the guy who thinks his job makes him more important than anyone else.

      “So, you coming or what?”

      “We’ll see,” I say, hanging up the phone so he can’t argue any further.

      I drop my phone onto the couch next to me and pick up my salad to resume eating. As I flip through the channels on the TV, my mind drifts off to Danielle and how she’s probably sitting alone out on the dark patio right now with a glass of wine and a book. I bet she’s trying her hardest to escape this world. A part of me feels bad that Nick treats her the way he does, but another part of me is pissed off at her for allowing it. I mean, doesn’t she see the things he does? Doesn’t she see that he’d rather throw a party than have a romantic date night with her? How does she ignore everything he does and still see the good in him?

      Annoyance pumps through my chest at an alarming rate, and I can no longer stomach any food. I get up, toss the salad in the trash, and head for my room to throw on some clothes. I’m going to this party, and I’m going to talk to Danielle. I’m going to talk to Nick too and find out what in the hell is going on with him lately. I wouldn’t be surprised if he kicks my ass for putting my nose where it doesn’t belong, and I can’t say I’d blame him if he does. Maybe it’s what I need to get this shit off my mind.

      I pull up to Nick and Danielle’s apartment building twenty minutes later. I pay to park in the garage, so I don’t have to worry about my car being out on the street. I get in the elevator and hit the floor their penthouse is on. When the elevator opens, the party hits me full force; smoke, loud music, and the smell of alcohol all flood my senses and make me regret coming.
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      When I leave work, I go straight home to find Nick playing a game of pool and drinking with a few of his buddies. I slam the door closed behind me—announcing my presence—and drop all my things onto the entryway table. I walk through the foyer and lean against the doorjamb to the game room.

      Nick is bent over the pool table, taking a shot. When he makes it, he stands and looks in my direction.

      “Hey, babe,” he says around a smile as he walks over to me. He leans in and brushes my lips with his. This isn’t the kind of kiss I’d expect from being apart for three weeks. This kiss is like a grandma kissing her beloved grandchild. “Are you ready for a party?”

      I cross my arms over my chest when he turns and walks away, back to the pool table. “No, I was hoping we could go out for a quiet dinner alone. You know, like we used to.”

      He laughs. “A quiet dinner?” His face scrunches, but even that isn’t enough to stop him from playing his precious pool game. I see at least two hundred bucks on the edge of the table. I don’t know why I’m surprised that they’re gambling on this game. I know Nick and money, and he’s not going to let anything keep him from winning, even if it is such a small amount in his eyes. “A party sounds like much more fun, don’t it, guys?” he asks, lining up his next shot.

      “Hell yeah, it does,” one guy says while the others cheer him on.

      I shake my head and walk away without another word. There’s no talking to him in this situation. In front of his friends, he’s always right. When there is money involved, it always comes before me, and when he’s drinking, there’s no point. Just give up because he never backs down.

      I go directly to the kitchen and pour a glass of wine. I don’t usually drink after work—I usually save my glass of wine for dinner—but I figure, in this case, I might as well get a buzz going in order to save myself a headache later when I’m sober and having to deal with everyone drunk and trashing my house, which I’ve spent so much time and money decorating.

      I take my glass of wine to the bedroom and close the door behind me. I set it on the dresser while I start pulling off my work clothes. I’m completely bare when the bedroom door opens and Nick walks in. His eyes double in size when he sees me standing completely naked.

      “There you are,” he says, pulling me against him, his lips landing on mine as he walks me backward.

      My eyes flutter closed, finally happy to get the attention I’ve been craving. His strong hands feel their way around my body, but all too soon, I hear him lowering the zipper on his pants. Our kiss is broken, and the next thing I know, I’m being flipped around and bent over in front of him. Without a word or a soft touch, he slides into me from behind.

      I suck in a huge breath when he pumps into me. Behind me, all I hear is his grunts and heavy breathing. It’s only minutes before he’s finishing with a loud groan. Apparently, he didn’t notice that I didn’t come.

      “Thanks, babe,” he says, smacking me on the ass when he pulls out and readjusts himself into his pants. “I’ve missed you.” He offers me a quick kiss, then he pulls away and leaves the room.

      Tears burn my eyes, but I refuse to let them fall. I guess this is nobody’s fault but my own. I’m the one who allowed him to treat me this way. And for the life of me, I can’t figure out why. It wasn’t always this way, though. He’s gotten lost over the years and turned into someone I don’t even know anymore. I think it’s time we had a serious talk about our relationship to find out where we’re going and how to treat me right.

      I pick up my glass of wine and take it with me when I go into the bathroom to shower. I take more time than usual to shower, shave, fix my hair, and do my makeup. Hours later, I step out of the bedroom dressed in a tight party dress, makeup, and perfect hair. The apartment is already beginning to fill up, and Nick finds me.

      “There she is. Come over here and meet some of the friends I work with,” he says around a smile as he holds his arm out for me.

      I walk to his side, and he places his hand on my hip. “Danielle, this is Jordan, James, Peter, and Will. They work on Wall Street with me.” He says it with a smile as if nobody here knows he works on Wall Street, and it’s something that needs to be common knowledge at this point. The way his hand is resting on my hip is possessive, almost like he’s marking his territory.

      “It’s nice to meet you all,” I say, offering up a polite smile.

      They all jump to shake my hand, offer a friendly word, or downright check out my body. I turn to look back at Nick, and he’s smiling proudly. The whole situation makes me sick.

      “If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to get myself a drink.” I slide between two of the men, walking away.

      I hear them start talking about me, laughing, and telling Nick how hot I am. I shake my head as I feel my skin crawl. What a bunch of jerks. They think they’re some kind of big shots. Like they can reach out and take whatever tickles their fancy—people included. Now it’s easy to see why Nick has changed so much and why I don’t like the person he’s transforming into.

      I walk into the kitchen and pour myself another glass of wine. The music starts blasting from the speakers, and when I walk back out into the living room, I see even more guests filing in. People are smoking cigarettes, cigars, and pipes. They’re passing around flasks, full of God knows what, and I catch a glimpse of a tiny baggie that holds two white pills.

      I roll my eyes and head out onto the patio. I place my glass on the concrete divider and lean against it as I look out over the darkening city. The sun is going down and causing the sky to become a mixture of blue, purple, orange, and yellow. Birds are flying high in the sky, and a slight breeze picks up, cooling my skin that’s burning with anger.

      Deep in my heart, I know I will never be truly happy until I leave Nick, but that’s such a big step. I wouldn’t even know what to say to him. And where would I go? This is his place. I’d end up having to find my own apartment, which isn’t bad, but I don’t have a ton of money stashed away either. I have some, but not enough to last long if I have to pay a deposit, first month’s rent, and basically start my life over again. Nothing in this apartment is mine other than my clothes. I admit, I picked out all the furniture and decorative items, but everything was bought with Nick’s money. He’s always insisted on spoiling me.

      If I were a different kind of woman, it’d be easy for me to stay and deal with his bullshit just for the money and insurance alone. But I’m not that woman. I won’t sacrifice my overall happiness for material things. I want to be in love, and I want the person I love to love me back. Why is that so much to ask for?

      I hear the door open behind me, the loud party filtering out for only a second before the door is pulled closed again.

      “There you are,” Nick says, wrapping his arms around me from behind.

      I look down, and in his hand is one of those small baggies with two pills in it.

      “Want to have some fun with me?” he asks.

      I spin around and look up at him with anger and confusion written all over my face. I’ve never been one to dabble in drugs, and last I knew, neither was he.

      “What’s gotten into you, Nick?”

      He seems taken aback. “What do you mean?” he asks, his face pinched. He’s clearly offended.

      “When did this become you?” I motion toward him, the drugs, and the party.

      “I work my ass off, Danielle. I’m just trying to have a good time,” he spits out.

      I shake my head as I wrap my arms around myself. “No, you’ve been changing for a year now, and to be honest, I don’t like the person you’re becoming. I mean, before, you actually seemed to care for me. We’d go out on dates. We’d kiss, laugh, and make love.”

      “We still do those things?” he argues, holding his arms out at his sides. One hand is holding the drugs; the other is holding a scotch glass.

      “No, we don’t. We haven’t gone on a date in ages. And you bending me over and fucking me until you come is not making love. And when did you start using drugs?” I feel my eyes double in size and blaze with anger.

      He scoffs. “It’s just some Molly. It’s no big deal.”

      “Look, you go back inside and enjoy your party, but tomorrow, we’re sitting down and having a long talk about what it is we’re doing. I refuse to live my life with a stranger.” I turn my back to him, casting my eyes to the beautiful sunset.

      “Danielle,” he breathes out, but I don’t turn around. Eventually, I hear the door open and close, leaving me in silence once again.

      It takes me about an hour before I’m ready to head back into the house, but I can’t avoid it any longer. I have to use the bathroom, and if I’m going to be stuck on this patio any longer, I’m going to need a bottle of wine and a book.

      I slip into the apartment and head straight for my bedroom door. I twist the knob, but it’s locked, not allowing me inside. Nick must have locked it so nobody could go into our room. God forbid someone find his locked safe full of cash. I turn on my heels and go to the smaller bathroom down the hall. When I walk out, I get a fresh bottle of wine from the kitchen and my book that’s been knocked to the floor before retreating to the patio. The sun has fully gone down now, and there’s a chill in the air. I feel myself shiver but decide to curl myself up into a ball on the lounge chair. No way am I going back in there any time soon.

      I pour myself another glass of wine and open my book, reading from the light that shines out of the apartment window. I don’t know how long I’ve been reading, but I’m halfway through my book when the door slides open. I let out a deep sigh, thinking Nick is back to bother me some more. When I look up, I’m surprised to find Levi. His dark hair is styled to perfection in a respectable gentleman’s cut—short on the sides and back and longer on the top. He has a dark five o’clock shadow growing on his angular jaw that makes him look dark and sexy.

      He offers up a small smile before closing the door and sitting in the empty chair next to me.

      “I didn’t think you were coming,” I say, closing my book and taking a sip of wine.

      “I wasn’t planning on it.” He rests his elbows on his knees.

      “Then, why did you?”

      He nods toward the apartment. “Nick called. He said you two got into a fight. Thought I’d come by and check on you. You been out here long?”

      I nod. “Since the party started.” I rub my hand up and down my arm, hoping to warm it up so that the goosebumps go away. At this point, my whole body is numb.

      “Here, take my coat. You’re looking a little cold.” He shrugs out of his jacket and hands it to me.

      I take it without argument. “Thank you.” I pull the jacket on and zip it up, pulling my legs up under it as well. “I’m freezing, but I didn’t want to go back in there.

      He nods, his cool blue eyes focusing on mine. “It’s probably for the best. Things are getting a little crazy in there.”

      “What’s that mean?” I ask, starting to worry.

      “Oh, you know. Typical party stuff. What are you reading?” He stretches his neck like he’s trying to see the cover of the book.

      I turn it over so he can read it for himself.

      “Any good?”

      I shrug. “It’s an escape. I’d rather be anywhere but here.”

      “So, are you going to tell me what the fight was about, or do we need to have more idle chitchat?”

      I laugh at his bluntness. “It was about everything,” I breathe out. “About the person he’s turning into and how I don’t like it. He offered me drugs, Levi.”

      He nods. “That doesn’t surprise me. He’s changing, that’s for sure.”

      “I don’t know what else to do. I told him to enjoy his party tonight, but tomorrow, we’re having a serious talk about the future of this relationship. Maybe if I put myself out there, he’ll see he’s about to lose me. I’m hoping things will go back to the way they used to be.”
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      She wants things to go back to how they used to be? Does she not know that Nick has always been a douche bag? He’s always cheated on her, but I guess she doesn’t know about that, and I can’t be the one to tell her.

      “Do you really think he’ll change, though? It seems to me like he’s having the time of his life.”

      She bites her lower lip. “That’s what I’m afraid of. I mean, what if he picks this new life over me?”

      “Would it really be that bad?” I ask, feeling like I’m crossing a line.

      “I have nothing, Levi. I don’t have much money saved. I don’t have a place to stay. Hell, I don’t have anything but clothes. How can I start over with nothing?” she asks, and I can see that cool exterior of hers start to crack. She looks sad and broken. Just looking at her like this breaks my heart. She’s too good to be treated this way.

      I take a deep breath and slowly release it. “Dani, I know we’re not close, but I wouldn’t let you be homeless. I have a spare room you can use until you can get back on your feet. If you decide to, that is,” I add on. I don’t want to convince her to leave Nick, but I don’t want her to have an excuse to stay and be treated like shit either.

      I stand up. “I’m going to go tell Nick, goodbye, and head home.”

      “Wait, your jacket,” she says, about to take off my coat.

      I hold up my hand. “Keep it. I think you’ll need it more than me tonight.”

      I open the door and step back into the loud apartment. I walk through the living room, looking for Nick. Just as I decide to say fuck it, the bedroom door opens, and he comes out with a half-naked woman behind him. I grab his arm and pull him into the quiet office.

      “What the fuck are you doing?” I ask him, shutting the door behind us.

      “Hey, man. I’m glad you showed up.” He’s smiling wide. His eyes are red and bloodshot. It’s easy to tell he’s three sheets to the wind.

      “You’re fucking other women now in the bed you share with Danielle while she’s home?” I hold my arms up at my sides.

      He waves his hand through the air, dismissing my thoughts. “What’s it matter? She’s not going anywhere. Where’s she going to go?” His mouth is hanging open, but the corners are lifted into a grin.

      I shake my head. “You’re seriously turning into an asshole, man.”

      I go to step past him, but he places his hand on my chest. “Look, I’m sorry. Okay? I’m just…my head is all fucked up right now.”

      “What’s going on?” I ask, sliding my hands into my pockets.
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