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About This Book

Nyx's truth.

Bridget's truth.

The facts.

Too bad Nyx is anything but over Bridget.

Too bad Bridget is anything but over Nyx.

Too bad Bridget is pregnant.

Too bad Nyx doesn’t know if he’s the dad.

Too bad their rented apartment in NYC is signed for.

Too bad that conclusions are usually skewed, and don’t always equate to the truth. Sometimes there is gray.

Sometimes there is a f!ck of a lot of gray!

And LOVE?

Love, loves swimming in the gray.

| rockstar romance | alpha male | childhood friends | first love | interracial couple | uni | all kinds of messy | foster kids | dual narrators | second-chance romance |

This is a stand alone novel, with strong language, and mature subject matter. Approximately 41,500 words.


Some people come into our lives, leave fingerprints on our hearts, and we are never the same.

– Anonymous

Part One | Nyx

the end

 

Before I go forward with my story, let me introduce myself.

My name is Nyx Riley Valentine, and eight years ago, I thought I lost the love of my life.

My life started off pretty fucking shitty (who doesn't have a stain or two on their back-story?).

I never met my biological birth-mom, and I got to know my dad for a few years before schizophrenia took over.

When I was eight years old, my dad left one night, and never came back. Several years later, my social worker, Morgan, told me the actual fucking story, not the chintzy 'he went with the angels, and won't be coming back,' bullshit.

My dad went to the beach one night, and drowned. Whether he did it deliberately or not, I'll likely never know.

That's when I started bouncing around foster homes. I was the problem kid no one wanted. I accepted that, I embraced it, and I carried on with less innocence about the world than other kids my age.

A few years later, I met Bridget, and she represents some of the best and worst fucking times in my life. I love her. I've hated her. I wouldn't be the man I am today without her. And yes, I'm damn proud of who the fuck I've become. I'm not fucking perfect, and wouldn't want to be. Never will be.

What you’re about to read, is about my life. It’s about love, loss, healing, forgiveness, and coming full-circle.

Somewhere between hating and loving, there is forgiveness. A two-way street I didn’t even know I was on at the time.

Life is messy, and beats to a rhythm all its own.

To Happily-Ever-Afters,

Nyx


chapter 1

bleed me to the floor

I usually call Bridget when me and my band cut out early on a show, but I wanted to surprise her tonight – I wanted to make it fucking official. Bridget is stuck with me now, or will be, when she says yes.

After hours of waiting in Bridget’s room, I hear Bridget come into the house. I close Bridget’s bedroom door, and walk down the hall dressed in my dark jeans and a navy tee. I walk towards the kitchen barefoot, not following through with what I had planned for us, a few hours ago.

The lights in the house are already on, as Bridget takes off her shoes, and drops her long, cotton bag on the couch, by the window in her living-room. Bridget is wearing a sweater and jeans, and has mascara smudged under her eyes. She’s coming home disheveled, and way later than usual. Four in the morning late, when she has work in a few hours.

Bridget walks into her little kitchen, and I walk after her, as she pours herself a glass of water from the glass, water-filter in her fridge, with her back facing me. Her colored, blonde hair stretches down her back, but it’s a mess of knots, which isn’t usual for Bridget.

Bridget’s house-phone, from the living-room by the couch, starts ringing, so I walk over to it, when Bridget doesn’t move to answer it, to see who’s calling.

Who’s calling at this hour?

The call-display screen on the phone shows Wyatt’s number. Wyatt is a mutual, high school friend, that Bridget and I both had in high school, and have hung out with from time to time, since high school. But why is he calling Bridget at this hour? At Bridget’s foster-famlies summer-house.

I wasn’t supposed to be here tonight, it was supposed to be a surprise – Bridget was supposed to be alone here, to enjoy the rest of summer, and take a breather, before we start back at school in the Fall, in New York, NYC.

I walk over to the large, windowless, kitchen frame, that looks out on the living-room, and look at Bridget, still not facing me.

'What’s going on, Bridget?' I’m feeling eerie about Bridget’s silence.

'I’m going home for a few days, because I need time to figure some things out.'

Bridget and I have been together what seems forever, so the slight shaking in Bridget’s voice doesn’t go unnoticed. I know she’s upset about something.

'What things?' I ask, walking into the kitchen, and waiting for Bridget to turn around and face me, but she doesn’t.

I cross my arms over my chest, over my navy tee, not liking where my thoughts are heading, and not knowing the direction of what Bridget is about to tell me.

'We’re not together anymore, Nyx,' she says, without a single crack in her voice, telling me she must mean what she’s saying.

She’s hugging her body now, still not looking at me.

'Is this about Wyatt?' I know Wyatt’s had a thing for Bridget, since high school, but –

When the phone rings again, I walk back into the living-room to answer Bridget’s phone. 'What happened last night? Did anything happen with you and me? You didn’t say anything when you left – I know we were drunk – I was on some stuff – I woke up and you were gone,' I hear Wyatt say, on the other end of the line.

I hang up the phone, and try to stay calm, as I ask Bridget, 'What the fuck is going on?' I walk back into the kitchen at a quick clip, shoving my hands into the front pocket of my jeans, trying to stay level.

'You need to leave, Nyx!' Bridget says, holding the kitchen counter-top with her fingers, turning her fingers a little purple, but she still doesn’t turn around to face me.

'Either you tell me what the fuck is going on, or I go beat it out of Wyatt. He wants to know what happened between the two of you tonight, and so do I!'

'I was with Wyatt. Now get out!' Bridget points one of her fingers to the front door, still not giving me eye-contact, and still not turning around to face me.

How am I the bad guy in this?

'What are we talking, Bridget?'

'We had sex, and I need time away from you. Now leave!'

'Bridget, you’re telling me you got with my friend – our friend?' Somehow, I don’t believe that – I know Bridget, and this isn’t something she would do to me, after everything we’ve been through together.

'I regret ever going over there last night, and talking with him about you, the miscarriage...you weren’t there – you’re never here, and I was drinking and I...I’ll see you in New York, Nyx. I can’t yell about this with you, not right now.'

'You’re ending it like this? Almost ten years, and that’s how this goes? We’re not talking about why?' I ask louder than I should. I hardly ever raise my voice with Bridget.

'Yes, I am. It’s better for you that way.'

Better for me! Tonight was supposed to start – it doesn’t even matter.

Bridget walks past me, to the bathroom down the hallway, shuts the bathroom door, and locks it behind her.

Something crashes on the other side of the bathroom door, and I hear Bridget start to cry.

I should knock. I should wipe Bridget’s tears away, but I feel so far gone off the deep, with what she just confessed. I’m not sure I won’t scream more words, words that I won’t be able to take back.

I can’t stomach it. Bridget cheating on me?

I never would have guessed that about Bridget, not in a million years!

Did she sleep with Wyatt more than once?

Do I want to know the answer to that question?

No!

This coming school year, in about a month, is going to be one of the worst years yet, and it won’t be because of bank accounts and finals, it will be, because, for the first time in my life, Bridget will be in my space, and I won’t want her there.

I don’t want Bridget anywhere near me! Not right now.

We always said we’d tell each other the truth, about everything.

I leave the spare key to Bridget’s foster-parents’ summer-house on the couch, and yell out, ‘I’m leaving my key on the couch.’ I’ve had the key for years now, but not anymore.

I don’t want to fight for us to be together. Cheating is my limit. I wouldn’t do that shit to Bridget, and I expect the same in return.

I put my socks and chucks on at the front door, and walk out of the house, pissed beyond belief.

My heart was left in Bridget’s room tonight, rose petals and all. She’ll see them, and she’ll have the rest of summer to deal with it. I'd had plans tonight, stupid fucking official, 'Will you marry me?' plans – fuck do I feel like a moron now, and I'm scared shitless of starting over...I hadn't seen this coming.

I should throw the ring away, that I got Bridget, that’s currently in my jeans pocket. I don’t need it anymore.

I’m going to Ash’s place in New York City. I need a friend right now...I’m going to forget all about Bridget, for the rest of summer – there’s no point lying. Everyone will know, I’m never forgetting Bridget.

I’m not getting over Bridget!

She was my first everything, since high school.

I question if I was Bridget’s first anything.

How much has she lied to me?


chapter 2

nyc + broken dreams

I shove my key into the door lock of my apartment, in New York City, NYC – our apartment door. I drop my bags on the floor, and kick the door shut with my sneakered foot, the same roughed up chucks I’ve been wearing since I was sixteen years old. I lock and bolt the apartment door.

Truth be told, I’m wearing yesterday's shirt and pants. I’ve got clean clothes, but it was quick access this morning, when I put my clothes back on. I’d been at Ash’s place last night, and this morning, and most of August.

I’d bolted from Ash’s place (his parents’ ritzy, payed for apartment), this morning, when I’d seen Ash under the covers, with some girl in his living-room. He’d thought I’d been sleeping, and I’d overstayed my welcome this summer, anyway. Ash’s parents were not home, this morning. His parents are not home most days in NYC. I don’t even know if Ash’s parent love him.

Anyway, it’s morning, and sunlight is filtering in through the kitchen window – I feel her staring me down, without even looking.

Since we were sixteen fucking years old, it was her and I against the world, together, in a relationship. Before then, it was always something more innocent, and without a label. We had each other through everything, and now, what do we have?

A bunch of fucking lies!

I'm not a complete asshole, and I'm sure as shit no fucking saint, but what I am, is a man that got his guts handed to him on a golden platter. I'm one of billions with a massacred heart (the reason for my heart getting shot to hell, isn't unique), but that doesn't make the poison of it go down any smoother.

Throughout August, my resolve, my exit, my release? I watched me and Bridget go at it, on our sex tape (yes, she knows it exists), in Ash’s guest-room, low-lit and alone. I jacked off fucking hard, quiet, so that I'd never want Bridget again. Fat chance of that happening, but a guy can dream.

I've been inside Bridget for the last seven years straight...it's going to be a miracle to get passed her, emotionally, and move on. Trust went out the window, and rocketed to space Thursday, the day this all went down, in August.

There's something about planning a future with someone, thinking you're on the same page, and then drum roll: lie, after lie, after lie, comes out of such a dirty set of lips. Lips that have been to town and back, on every last inch of my body. Wish I could have stopped thinking about Bridget, these past few weeks, but every fucking thing reminds me of her.

And now, I’m here, with Bridget, in the same apartment as me, us both going to uni together, again. At least our classes are separate. She wants to be a teacher, in early education, and I want to be a child psychologist, or artist of some sort ...or maybe something else...I’m deciding.

I’m still young, but I feel old and jaded some days.

'Nyx?' Her voice comes out hesitant, but truth, she broke my fucking heart, and I’m not about to make the her and I of things come easy for her. I won’t coddle her. I want her to burn inside, like I’ve been doing the last month.

It’s twisted, but it’s my truth, and I won’t hide from it. I’ve never been much of a liar, even when I was a kid, getting called mulatto this, and foster kid that.

I kick my chucks off at the front-door mat, and take a few steps into the kitchen. Our NYC apartment is small, and it’s the reason I haven’t been looking forward to starting uni this week.

I open the fridge door, and intentionally avoid looking at her, because I know how these interactions go. Someone always ends up on their back.

One look, and I’m attached again – not looking...I’m still attached.

I can’t do it again.

I shouldn’t want to do it again!

I shouldn’t want to be with Bridget – she should be dead to me, but she never will be. My heart tells me so, every day.

'Hungry?' I ask, already fishing out the ingredients for waffles: flour, berries, oil, a bottle of water, and honey, placing them on the kitchen counter. I think about making them with eggs, but I’m trying vegan this week, so Bridget can deal with vegan this morning, aka ten ante meridiem.

'Nyx?' Her voice rings up more forcefully this time. 'We need to talk about this. About you and I.' Her voice is usually harmony in my ears, but now, I’m constantly calculating what she’s hiding between her words.

I whisk up the batter, in a bowl from the cupboard, and a fork from the drawer, drop berries into the mix, and turn on the waffle-iron.

'Bridget, babe, I don’t need to do shit. I think we about covered it days ago, when we were hurling insults at each other over the phone, when I was drunk…now I need time to figure things out.'

I pour batter into the waffle-iron, fisting the handle a little too tight.

'You fucked some guy, our mutual friend, who’s nowhere to be found, might I add, and you were kissing up on another guy when I came by our apartment, the other night. Some wannabe emo-ass, that had drawn on tattoos, that were smudged, for fuck’s sake. You want fucking posers in your bed?'

Don’t be an asshole, Nyx. Don’t be an asshole...yelling won’t solve anything.

'I told you, he kissed me. I was emotional. I was about to push him off of me, before you slammed him into the wall, and threw him out in the hallway.' Bridget starts laughing lightly, and I can’t keep a hardened-face.

I look over at Bridget, with a hint of a grin on my lips, and see her blue eyes looking straight at me. She’s always liked my darker side, like when I was an angry hooligan dealing drugs in high school. Now, I pull that side out of me on very rare occasions, and that guy on Bridget’s mouth, only got a taste of my wrath the other day.

Jealousy over other guys being around Bridget, has only gotten worse latelysumme, and we’re not even together anymore.

Bridget is so fucking beautiful, inside too, despite what she’s done. Like drop my heart and fuck me over, and I’ll still love her, beautiful. I have issues.

Bridget’s smile is guarded right now, and doesn’t fully light up the delicate features on her naturally tanned face, but a smile is something I’ll take over the yelling match I had with her days ago.

Bridget’s about the only girl I know, that is okay not hiding behind makeup, like today, and she’s back to rocking her naturally black hair, that reaches just above her shoulders. She has thick, dark, model-worthy eyebrows, that are partially hidden by bangs, and her eyes – there are none out there quite like hers. Fact! Most days her eyes are a shade of light-blue, other days they’re all the colors in the fucking rainbow, dusting a backdrop of deep-blue.

'You think it’s funny, that I practically beat the shit out of a guy who kissed you? Think what I’ll do to Wyatt, for putting his dick inside of you. And will he even claim responsibility for that, if it’s his?' I swish my fingers around in the air, in the general direction of Bridget’s belly.

‘That’ is not the best way to address the belly issue, but it’s what I’ve got.

Bridget missed her punctual period days ago, but she’s still not ready to do the pregnancy test, or get blood-work done to confirm things...me drinking the other night was a one off...me and Bridget were on either ends of the city. Drinking is not my thing, and usually isn’t Bridget’s thing.

Something passes over Bridget’s entire body. Panic? Fear? Psych student, me, doing an evaluation, crosses through my mind, as I watch Bridget.

I’ll likely know if the kid is mine when it’s born. My skin color is on the darker side. Wyatt’s skin color is not, and neither is Bridget’s.

My dad was of African heritage, and my mother was some shade of Euro-white, because my skin isn’t pitch black like my dad, it’s much lighter. My dad showed me a few pictures of my mom, when I was a kid, before he died. My mom looked pretty, young, but tired, in those pictures.

I’m somewhere between black and white, not quite fitting in on either side, and kids growing up around me liked to point it out. They wanted me to choose sides at times.

How can I do that, when I’m black and white?

I can’t choose.

I’m both, and I’m proud of being both.

Growing up in a predominately white community was...interesting, but not altogether bad...just different.

I’m proud of my heritage, but my least favorite part of being black and white, is not being black enough for some black communities, and not being white enough for some white communities.

Racism doesn’t just bleed through to one skin color, and I didn’t choose what I am, in the color department, as far as I know. I’m just here, trying to figure shit out, like everybody else.

On the other hand, racism isn’t hiding around every corner, like some like to say, but there is racism against ever race, and every color. No race is special, and no race can hide from racism, and the pitfalls that come with it. We just have to deal the best we can, when it comes our way.

My mind’s going off on a tangent.

'Why did you have to fuck him? I’ll never get it, no matter how many times you tell me the reason.'

'You don’t need to be so vulgar about it, Nyx. I already told you...he’ll have nothing to do with the baby, if I’m having a baby, even if it’s his,' she says, sitting down on one of two chairs in front of our kitchen counter.

I really want to drop Bridget and I so bad, because of what she did…but...this potential baby might be mine, and like hell I won’t be around to take care of it, if it is mine.

I’ll be around even if it isn’t mine, because ever kid needs a mom and a dad, that truly loves them. If Wyatt’s out, I’ll step in, if Bridget wants that.

Wyatt isn’t something Bridget wants to talk about, and Wyatt himself has gone AWOL, and hasn’t returned a single one of my irate and threatening calls to him. Go figure.

It’s fucking hell, that I keep thinking with my heart, instead of my brain. My mind has been trying to make excuses for why Bridget did what she did.

I finish up the waffles, drizzle them with syrup, and put them on plates. I get some cutlery from the drawer, and take the plates and cutlery to the table in the kitchen, and set them down. I sit on the other chair, beside Bridget.

Bridget’s got my old, high school, long-sleeved band shirt on, and it’s barely covering one of my favorite places on her. She doesn’t see me looking, but she casually opens her legs wider, as she cuts into her stack of waffles, and takes a big bite. The shirt’s hem rides up, and I can’t help but notice, she’s not wearing anything underneath.

Shit! I look to my plate of waffles, before I have Bridget bent over the kitchen bar, thoroughly fucked.

'Be glad I’m being polite about this at all – he’s really going to be bowing out on responsibilities, if the baby’s a thing, and it’s his? He’s such a fucking asshole, just to be clear. And I don’t give a shit about his reasons.' I shove a sugary, sweet bite of waffle into my mouth, waiting for Bridget’s response.

'I don’t want it to be his,' she says quietly.

The first time Bridget had told me she was likely pregnant, was a couple months ago, just before summer. I was equal parts scared, and equal parts excited. 
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