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Sullivan Estate—Weston

Jack Sullivan sits in brooding silence, nursing a glass of old Scotch whiskey. The house is quiet, for the servants have gone to bed. Jack had tried to sleep, but indigestion had prevented it. He regretted overeating since leaving his son’s house but figured that Christmas only came once a year. Some bicarbonate of soda had helped, but Jack was still unable to sleep. And deep down, he knows that his restlessness has nothing to do with his fatty meal.

“But if you do, I’ll involve the courts and the press. So, go ahead, old man. Give it your best shot.” Malcolm’s words return to him as he sits in his leather armchair. Jack scowls as he considers how much his youngest son has changed over the last few months. He was no longer the pliable, easily intimidated young man he’d once been; no, he was confident now, proud even. And that bothers Jack a great deal. She’s to blame. That Irish bitch is to blame. She’s made him believe in himself and think he’s better than he is. Jack had been confident that Maggie would have accepted his offer, that her love of money would have made it impossible to refuse. And yet, she had refused. Was she being sincere? Was it possible that she did love Malcolm? I don’t give a flying fuck if she does, he reflects with a deepening scowl. He took the woman I loved from me, and now that ungrateful son of a bitch thinks he’s going to treat me like this over a goddamn woman? Nobody treats Jack Sullivan this way...

Jack’s dark musings are interrupted by an email alert on his phone. With an impatient sigh, he pulls it from his pocket and opens his email app. An email from earlier that he’d left unread caught his attention. It was from Deborah Rogers. “Happy Holidays, Jack. Things are in motion. I’ll keep you posted. See you tomorrow night. I’ll wear that little number you like so much.” It was signed with a winky emoji. Jack rolls his eyes, unimpressed with Deborah’s efforts of late. Malcolm and Maggie were still together, after all. I should have known that bitch would fuck this up somehow. Jack deletes the message and moves on to the next one. It was a generic Christmas message from the local branch of the construction workers’ union. Jack frowns as he scans the names, for he’d always resented the union. If he’d had his way, unions would be outlawed; they cost him precious money. He was about to delete the email when he stopped cold. A name on the list catches his eye, and he enlarges it to ensure he sees it correctly. But there’s no mistake—the name is William O’Toole. Is he a relative? O’Toole was a common enough Irish name in a city where there were a lot of Irish. But if he was related to Maggie...

Jack’s scowl deepened as he leaned back in his chair, the glow of his phone’s screen illuminating his hardened features. That Irish girl—Maggie—she’d ruined everything. Worse, she’d made Malcolm believe he could stand against him. Jack clenched his glass of whiskey, his knuckles whitening. He wouldn’t let them get away with it.

Somewhere in the estate’s quiet, a clock chimed midnight, the sound hollow and distant. Jack smirked, setting his glass down. He had time to unravel their little fantasy of happiness and remind his son where true power lay.

Miles away, Maggie laughed as her younger brothers bickered over an Xbox controller. The warmth of the Sullivan apartment stood in stark contrast to Jack’s cold estate, the sound of family filling every corner. She glanced toward Malcolm, who leaned against the kitchen doorway, watching her with a small, contented smile. For a moment, everything felt perfect—simple, even. Maggie had no idea how far Jack’s reach could extend or how quickly it could shatter the peace they had found.
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Maggie

Will and the twins have brought over my things and stayed for a visit. It makes me smile to see how they are getting closer to Malcolm. I’m sure my father isn’t happy that they’re here and like Malcolm, but I’m past caring what he thinks.

“So, who won?” I ask as Will and Malcolm join me on the pool deck.

“Why didn’t you warn me your brother was a pool shark?” Malcolm asks as he sits down in a chair beside me.

“Runs in the family, I think,” I smile, looking up at Will.

“So, Malcolm tells me you two are off on vacation tomorrow,” Will says. “That sounds great.”

“I can’t wait,” I tell him. “Sandy beaches, warm sunshine... it looks like paradise.”

Will nods. “Just getting away from all this bloody snow will be nice.”

“It will,” I agree. “I’m going upstairs to get dinner ready.”

“Okay, sweetheart,” Malcolm replies. “You want some help?”

“Not yet. You can set the table when you come up with the lads.”

My brothers stay quite late playing on Malcolm’s Xbox. It’s midnight when Will finally decides to leave, despite Quinn and Aidan’s begging.

“You two have a great time in St. Lucia,” Will says as he hugs me. “You deserve it after all you’ve been through lately, lass.”

I smile. “Thanks, Will.”

Will shakes hands with Malcolm as I say goodbye to the twins.

Malcolm and I are up late unpacking my things and packing for our trip. I’m a little embarrassed by how little summer clothing I have, but I decide that as long as I have a bathing suit and a pair of sandals, I’ll make do with what I have.

“I can’t believe that tomorrow, at this time, we’ll be in St. Lucia,” I say as Malcolm and I lay in the dark together.

“Believe it,” he yawns.

“Just think,” I say, turning to him in the dark. “No exams, no studying, no parents, no snow...”

“No clothes.”

I laugh. “I didn’t realize it was that kind of resort,” I say as he pulls me closer to nuzzle my neck.

“It isn’t,” he says, running his hands up under my oversized tee shirt. “Just the room we’re staying in. No clothes allowed. Ever.”

“No? None at all?”

“Nope,” he says, moving down in the bed so that he can kiss my abdomen. “Total nudity.”

“I think I can handle that,” I sigh.

“I’ve got something else you can handle,” he whispers, rolling me onto my back.

Malcolm

Maggie looks out the plane window as we get closer to the ground. Each time the plane drops a few meters, her excitement grows. She’d never had a vacation before, not a real one, and as the beautiful white beaches and blue ocean water come into view, she gasps in amazement.

“It’s so beautiful!” she grabs my arm in excitement. “Look at how green it is!”

I smile, her excitement warming my heart. The things I’ve always taken for granted are new experiences for her. I’m seeing things through her eyes now, and that fucking rocks.

It isn’t long before we regret wearing jeans. The heat is stifling as we board a taxi at the airport. The drive to the resort is long, made longer because of the single-lane roads that predominate on the island. Even with the windows open, the heat is brutal.

Maggie rests her head on my shoulder, and I turn to her. “You okay?”

“Yes. Just... hot.”

I kiss the top of her head. “Don’t worry. You’ll be able to take off all those clothes very soon.”

The luxury resort lay adjacent to the causeway on the northern tip of St. Lucia, linking the ‘mainland’ with Pigeon Island, with the Caribbean Sea on one side and the Atlantic Ocean on the other. With a private golden sandy beach, the most lavish lagoon-style swimming pool on the island, a state-of-the-art spa, and a choice of six restaurants, I wonder how we’ll ever return to Boston.

We reach our resort, and a bellboy shows us to our suite. Maggie looks around with wide eyes as the bellboy sets down our bags. After giving the kid a generous tip, I take Maggie’s hand. “Let’s look around.”

The spacious suite has antique reproductions in an English colonial plantation style. The living room features an enormous balcony overlooking the beach and Rodney Bay. Upstairs, the master bedroom’s deck faces the Caribbean Ocean and the island of Martinique in the distance.

“Well? What do you think?”

Maggie walks onto the deck and rests her hands on the railing, drinking in the breeze wafting in from the bay. “I think I’m going to like it here,” she says.

I smile and walk up behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist. “Didn’t you say you were too hot?” I ask, nibbling on her earlobe.

“Yes, I did.”

“Well, maybe we should get rid of some of these clothes.”

“Good idea,” she replies, turning around to face me. “But you must be hot too,” she adds, her hands moving to my fly.

“I am,” I say, pulling off my shirt. “Very hot.”

Maggie checks me out, her eyes moving over my body. “Yes, very hot,” she smiles as she pulls my jeans down over my hips. “You don’t mind being naked out here, do you?” Her hand is in my shorts now, and my ability to think is compromised. I shake my head, watching her as she pulls my erection from my shorts.

She strokes me gently, her eyes never leaving mine. The sensation of her cool fingers against my hot skin sends shivers up my spine despite the warm evening air.

“Your turn,” I manage to say, my voice husky with desire. I reach for the buttons on her blouse, undoing them one by one. The fabric parts to reveal her skin, the lace of her bra barely containing her. I slide the blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall forgotten to the floor.

“Someone could see us,” she whispers, but the gleam in her eyes tells me the thought excites her more than it concerns her.

“We’re miles from anyone,” I remind her, unclasping her bra with practiced ease. “Just us and the bay.”

The setting sun bathes her body in golden light as I help her step out of her jeans. She stands before me, gloriously naked, her skin glowing in the sunset. I pull her against me, feeling the press of her breasts against my chest, her nipples hardening at the contact.

“You’re beautiful,” I whisper against her neck.

She makes a small sound of pleasure as my hands explore her body, tracing the curves I’ve come to know so well yet still marvel at. My fingers find her wetness, and she gasps, her head falling back.

“Here,” she breathes, guiding me to one of the deck chairs. “Sit.”

I obey, watching as she straddles me, her thighs warm against mine. She hovers above me for a moment, teasing us both, before slowly lowering herself onto me. We both moan as our bodies join, the sensation intensified by the open air around us, the freedom of being outdoors adding a forbidden thrill to our familiar rhythm.

Maggie sets the pace, slow and deliberate, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. I grip her hips, guiding her movements, watching her face as she rides me. The last rays of sunlight catch in her hair, turning it to flame. She’s never looked more beautiful than she does right now, uninhibited and wild against the backdrop of our new beginning.

“I love you,” I whisper, unable to contain the words as she moves above me.

She opens her eyes fully, her gaze locking with mine. “Show me,” she challenges, grinding down harder.

I slide my hand between us, finding the spot that makes her breath catch. Her rhythm falters as I circle my thumb against her, watching as her expression changes, becomes more focused, more desperate. Her nails dig into my shoulders as she chases her release. I can feel her tightening around me, her thighs trembling against mine.

“Let go,” I urge, my own control slipping. “I’ve got you, baby.”

She throws her head back, a cry escaping her lips as she comes undone. The sight of her—abandoned in pleasure, silhouetted against the darkening sky—pushes me over the edge. I thrust upward, holding her firmly against me as I follow her into bliss, our bodies pulsing together as one.

Afterward, she collapses against my chest, our skin slick with sweat despite the cooling evening air. I stroke her back lazily, feeling her heartbeat gradually slow to match mine. The first stars are appearing now, pinpricks of light in the deepening blue above us.

“Still think you’re going to like it here?” I ask, pressing a kiss to her temple.

She sighs contentedly, nestling closer. “I think I’m going to love it here.”
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Maggie

Saint Lucia feels like a dream with its lush beauty and underwater wonders. Malcolm, ever the adventurer, can’t wait to dive into the clear waters. I’m a strong swimmer but have never been diving before. I can’t say no when he shows me the website with pictures of vibrant coral reefs, sponges, and the haunting beauty of sunken ships. I want to see the world through his eyes and share his passions.

We hire a boat to take us to Anse Chastenet, one of the island’s most stunning dive sites. Floating beneath the surface, surrounded by a kaleidoscope of marine life, I feel small. For the first time in ages, I’m not thinking about the past or worrying about the future.

Back on the sailboat, Malcolm’s smile is brighter than the sun. “You were awesome down there,” he says. “For someone who’s never done this, you handled yourself like a pro.”

I laugh, shaking out my wet hair. “I don’t know about that, but it’s incredible. I can see why you love it so much.”

“Here, let me help you with that,” he offers when I pull out my sunscreen. His hands are gentle as he smooths the lotion over my back and shoulders, his touch lingering long enough to send a pleasant shiver through me.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs, brushing a kiss against my ear. “You’ve got more freckles, by the way.”

I chuckle. “Gingers don’t tan—we just get more freckles.”

“Well, I love them,” he replies, his voice tender. “One of these days, I’m going to count every single one.”

Later, as we sit on the terrace of our suite, the air fragrant with wildflowers and sea spray, I watch him savor a bite of freshly caught fish. The soft glow of the setting sun casts warm tones over his face, and for a moment, I let myself imagine a lifetime of dinners like this.

“This fish is delicious,” I say, setting my fork down. “But I don’t think I can eat another bite.”

“Lightweight,” he teases, his grin playful. “There’s dessert, too.”

“I can’t have dessert if I don’t finish my dinner,” I smile.

“Says who?”

“It’s how I was raised. Old habits die hard.”

He nods thoughtfully. “I suppose so. I didn’t have that rule in my house.”

“No? I had your father pegged as a strict parent.”

“In most ways, yeah. But he had little say since I ate most of my meals with my nanny.”

I study him; his tone is casual, but there’s a shadow in his eyes. “What’s your favorite memory from childhood?”

He pauses, his fork poised over his plate. “Eating cookies in my grandmother’s kitchen,” he says after a moment. A faint smile touches his lips. “Shortbread. The Scottish kind—none better in the world.”

“They are the best,” I agree.

“She and my mom moved to Boston when my mom was a teenager,” he continues.

“Why did they leave Scotland?”

He shrugs. “I don’t remember. I’m not sure I ever knew. My father didn’t like talking about her.”

My chest tightens at the mention of his father. I can see the shift in his posture and the way he stares at his plate as if willing the conversation to end. Still, I press on, hoping to ease some of the weight he carries. “It must have been hard for him when she died.”

His eyes flick to mine, then back to his plate. “It was. It made him hate me because I was the reason for it.”

The matter-of-fact way he says it breaks my heart. “Malcolm,” I whisper, reaching across the table to touch his hand. “That’s not true. You were a baby—”

“He’s never treated me like my brothers,” he interrupts, his voice sharper now. “Not once. To him, I’ve always been the mistake that took her away.”

The pain in his voice is like a physical blow. I tighten my grip on his hand, willing him to feel my love for him and know he’s not alone.

“How did he hurt you?” I ask, my voice barely audible.

He flinches at my question, pulling his hand away. I think he won’t answer for a moment, that I’ve pushed too hard. But then he turns to me, his blue eyes filled with a raw vulnerability I’ve never seen before.

“He hit me,” he says quietly. “A lot. One of my earliest memories is of him hitting me. I think I was about three. He used to tell me I wasn’t worth the space I took up, that my brothers were better, stronger, smarter, and maybe they were. But I was the family fuck-up. The embarrassment.”

My throat tightens, tears springing to my eyes. I want to reach out, to hold him, but I don’t want to break the fragile thread of his confession.

“You asked me once why I didn’t tell him about that girl—why I didn’t go to him when I needed help,” he continues. “Now you know. He wouldn’t have cared. He wouldn’t have even looked up from his fucking newspaper.”

Tears spill down my cheeks as he speaks, my heart shattering for the little boy he’s been—the boy who learned far too young that love could be conditional.

“I’m so sorry, Malcolm,” I say finally, my voice trembling. “No child should ever feel unloved.”

He reaches for my hand, pressing a kiss to my palm. “If I ever have kids,” he says quietly, “I’ll make sure they know how much I love them. Every single day.”

“You will,” I assure him. “You’ll be an amazing father one day.”

He smiles for the first time in a long time—a genuine, unguarded smile that swells my heart. At that moment, I know we can face anything together.
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Maggie

The cobblestone streets of the marketplace bustle with activity, a vibrant mix of colors, scents, and sounds. Stalls overflow with handwoven fabrics, carved wooden trinkets, and vivid paintings. I can hardly take it all in.

“Slow down,” Malcolm laughs as I dart from one stall to the next. “You’re going to leave me in the dust.”

“You’re the one who wanted to come here,” I tease, holding up a bright turquoise scarf. “Besides, this is incredible. It’s so alive.”

He smiles, watching me with that soft, indulgent look that always makes my chest tighten. “What do you think of this?”

I turn to see him holding a delicate bracelet made of seashells and polished beads. It’s simple but beautiful, the kind of thing I never would’ve picked for myself.

“It’s lovely,” I say, brushing my fingers over it.

“Then it’s yours.” He hands a few bills to the vendor before I can protest.

“Malcolm, you don’t have to keep buying me things.”

“I know,” he says, slipping the bracelet onto my wrist. “But I want to.”

I open my mouth to argue, but the warmth in his eyes stops me. Instead, I smile and press a quick kiss to his cheek.

We wander further into the market, occasionally browsing or chatting with vendors. Malcolm buys a hand-carved chess set from a craftsman who insists on telling us its entire history while I pick out small gifts for my brother and a few friends back home.

As the sun dips lower in the sky, casting everything in a golden glow, Malcolm pulls me aside to a quiet corner where an older woman sells paintings.

“This one,” he says, pointing to a canvas of a windswept beach at sunset. The colors are vibrant yet soothing, and the scene is a perfect reminder of this trip.

“It’s beautiful,” I murmur, running my fingers along the edge of the frame.

“We’ll hang it at home,” he says. “That way, we’ll always have a piece of Saint Lucia with us.”

I look up at him, the sincerity in his voice making my throat tighten. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For this,” I gesture to the market, the painting, the bracelet on my wrist. “For everything.”

His hand finds mine, his fingers threading through mine. “You deserve all of it,” he says.

As we walk back toward the car, my heart feels full.

Malcolm

The ocean breeze carries the scent of salt and sun as I walk hand in hand with Maggie along the shore. The waves lap at our feet, their rhythm steady, matching the calm in my chest whenever I look at her—like now. God, she’s everything.

“You’re quiet,” I say, stopping by a cluster of rocks, my voice soft so I don’t break the spell of the moment.

She glances out at the horizon, her expression thoughtful. “Just... taking it all in. This place doesn’t feel real.”

“It’s real,” I say, reaching up to tuck a strand of her hair behind her ear. The way her eyes catch the light—it’s not the place that’s magical. It’s her. “But I think it’s you who makes it magical.”

She laughs, shaking her head. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Ridiculous about you,” I murmur before leaning down to kiss her. Her lips are warm and soft, and when she responds, it’s everything—tender, passionate, familiar. She leaves me breathless, every damn time.

The world fades away as I pull her closer, steadying her against the gentle pull of the tide. When we part, I rest my forehead against hers, savoring the closeness. I smile, playful now. “Come on. There’s something I want to show you.”

Later, we’re at the villa’s private pool. The moonlight shimmers on the water’s surface, turning it into liquid silver. Maggie sits at the edge, her feet trailing in the cool water, while I swim lazy laps, letting the quiet night settle around us.

“Are you going to join me, or are you just going to sit there looking gorgeous?” I call out, grinning like the idiot I probably am when I’m with her.

She rolls her eyes, but that smile—yeah, I live for that. “You’re incorrigible.”

“And you love it,” I shoot back, pulling myself out of the pool in one smooth motion. Water runs down my chest, and she tries not to stare. Tries and fails. Her blush gives her away, and it’s adorable.

I offer her my hand. “Dance with me.”

“There’s no music,” she protests, but her hand slips into mine anyway.

“We don’t need any,” I say, pulling her to her feet.

Under the moonlight, with the waves and palm trees rustling in the background, I hold her close, my hands firm on her waist. We sway together, the rest of the world melting away. “I don’t know how I got so lucky,” I murmur, my voice low and rough with everything I feel but can’t put into words.

She leans into me, resting her cheek against my shoulder. Her voice is soft, almost lost in the night. “You saved me. And I think I saved you, too.”

I tighten my arms around her, anchoring us both in this moment. For the first time in forever, everything feels right. Perfect, even. And I’m not letting it go.
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Malcolm

Our trip to the sunny South is over in the blink of an eye. It seems like we just arrived in that tropical paradise, and now we’re boarding a plane back to Boston’s cold, wintry grip.

“Goodbye palm trees, goodbye beach,” Maggie sighs, gazing wistfully out the plane window. “I’ll miss you!”

I laugh softly, reaching for her hand. “We’ll be back, don’t worry,” I tell her, lifting her hand to kiss it. “I promise.”

She lets out another sigh. “I know. I hate the thought of going back to Boston—to winter.”

“You and me both.”

She leans her head on my shoulder, her voice softer now. “It’s been so wonderful spending all this time alone with you.”

I nod and kiss the top of her head. “We’ll still be together,” I remind her.

“I know,” she says, though her voice carries a hint of sadness. “But it won’t be the same.”

I smile, hoping to cheer her up. “Just think—only four and a half more months of school, and then we’re finished.”

She tilts her head up, looking at me curiously. “I thought you were dreading graduation?”

I shrug. “A man’s entitled to change his mind, right?”

“I suppose,” she says with a small smile before resting her head on my shoulder.

I can’t help but smile to myself. If she thought her Christmas gift was something, wait until she sees what I have planned for graduation. Once I give it to her, she’ll never have to worry about anything again.

As expected, Boston greets us like a frozen snow globe when our plane descends into Logan International. The line at customs is long, packed with other travelers returning from the holidays. By the time we clear customs and wait for our bags to make their sluggish way onto the carousel, I’m feeling the weight of the late hour. It’s close to midnight when we haul our luggage into a cab.

“So, you folks have a nice trip?” the cab driver asks as he pulls into traffic.

“Sure did,” I reply, leaning back into the seat. “Kinda hated to come back to winter, you know what I mean?”

He chuckles. “Yeah, I hear ya, pal. So, you two were on your honeymoon?”

I grin. “Nah, just a little getaway.”

“Gotcha,” he says, nodding. “Just bang a left here?” he asks as we approach my building.

“Yeah, thanks.”

The clock on the stove reads 12:28 when we finally walk into the apartment. We leave the bags in the living room, too tired to unpack. Instead, we head straight to the bedroom, collapsing onto the bed without a word.

Maggie curls beside me, and I wrap an arm around her, pulling her close. Despite the exhaustion, a warmth in my chest tells me I’ll hold onto the memory of this trip for a long, long time.

Maggie

I stare out the apartment window, the snowy Boston skyline spreading out like a frozen sea. It’s such a stark contrast to the sun-drenched beaches of St. Lucia that I almost feel like the trip was a dream. The faint scent of sunscreen still clings to my skin, a lingering reminder that it was real—a slice of paradise I didn’t realize I needed so badly.

For those few days, it was just us. No exams, no stress, no lingering shadows from the past. Just Malcolm and me, wrapped in something that felt so simple, so pure, I didn’t want to let it go. But here, with the cold creeping through the windows and school about to start again, the weight of reality settles back on my shoulders.

My father’s words from Christmas still echo in my mind, sharp and painful. And then there’s the semester ahead—the final stretch before graduation, with all the pressure it brings. Can I keep proving to myself—and to Malcolm—that I belong here, in his life, in his world?

The sound of Malcolm humming breaks through my thoughts. I turn to see him unpacking groceries in the kitchen, completely at ease. His face is relaxed, and there’s a faint smile tugging at his lips. He catches me watching and raises an eyebrow.

“You okay?”

I nod, crossing the room to slip my arms around his waist. “Yes,” I say, resting my head against his chest. “Just... thinking.”

“About?” he asks, his hands settling on my back, grounding me.

“About how lucky I am.”

He presses a kiss to my temple, holding me closer. “I think I’m the lucky one.”

For a moment, the warmth of his embrace melts away the cold outside. Maybe St. Lucia isn’t as far away as it seems.
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Maggie

The remaining days of the Christmas holidays fly by; before I know it, classes are starting again. Malcolm approaches the next four months with a resolve I’ve never seen in him. He’s determined to prove his father wrong and graduate with honors. It’s incredible to see how much he’s changed. He says I’m the reason that my belief in him has made him start believing in himself. If I think he’s worth it, he figures he must be. I know his past hasn’t been easy. He’s spent most of the last four years coasting, barely putting in effort, drinking too much, and getting involved with too many women. But now, he has this fire in him; this needs to show everyone—especially his father—that he’s not the failure they’ve always said he was. It makes me love him even more.

As for me, heading back to class feels like a grind. I’ve always been a good student, but the final stretch is the hardest. “Four more months,” I tell myself over and over. “You can do this.” At least I no longer have to rely on the T or Malcolm for a ride. My new car is a lifesaver. Seeing Carrie’s face light up when I pull into the campus parking lot makes the return easier.

“So? How was your trip?” Carrie asks as we settle into physiology class. “And for the record, I’m insanely jealous that you were in St. Lucia while I was stuck in freakin’ Pittsburgh for the holidays.”

I smile, trying not to brag. “Did you talk to Dave at all over the break?”

Carrie nods eagerly. “Yeah, we Skyped almost every night. I think we’re getting together tonight. And, um... I think this could be the night.” She grins, a blush creeping into her cheeks.

“The night?” I ask, then catch on. “Ohhh. Really? So soon?”

She shrugs, smiling mischievously. “Why not? We’re really into each other. Speaking of sex, I bet you and Malcolm had some hot loving down south, didn’t you?”

I smile, my cheeks heating up.

That evening, Malcolm digs into the roast beef I made like it’s the best thing he’s ever tasted. “This is delicious,” he says between bites. “I’m gonna turn into a porker if you keep feeding me like this.”

I laugh. “I’m not holding a gun to your head.”

He grins. “Yeah, but there’s no going back to burgers and Kraft Dinner now. You’ve spoiled me.”

“Well, I figure it’s fair,” I reply. “You spoil me, so I spoil you however I can.”

He sets his fork down and looks at me. “Material things don’t matter as much as what you give me, Maggie. You’ve turned this apartment into a home. That’s something I’ve never really had before.”

My heart squeezes at his words. “That’s a beautiful thing to say.”

“It’s true,” he insists. “So, you’re coming to Maine for the game this weekend?”

“Yes,” I say. “Carrie’s hoping to come too if she can finish her paper. She and Dave have been seeing a lot of each other.”

Malcolm smirks. “Yeah, they’ve been doing much more than just seeing each other.”

“Really?” I ask, amused. “She said she was hoping that might happen. Isn’t it great that our best friends got together?”

“Pretty sweet,” he agrees.

Sighing, I push back from the table. “Well, I have a mountain of homework waiting for me, and it won’t do itself.” I start gathering the dishes.

“Hands off those dishes,” Malcolm says, standing up. “I’ll take care of it.”

I smile, leaning in to kiss him. “You’re such a sweet man. I love you.”

He chuckles. “Yeah, well, you can show me how much later,” he teases, grabbing the plates.

“Deal.”

I retreat to the bedroom and sit at my desk, ready to tackle my homework. But as soon as I open my laptop, my phone rings. Seeing my parents’ number on the screen, I hesitate before answering.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Maggie. How are you?” It’s my mum.

“I’m good,” I reply. “How are you? I haven’t heard from you since Christmas.”

“I’m good, love. Missing you, though. It’s been so long. I was hoping to see you over the holidays.”

Guilt twists in my chest at the sadness in her voice. “I’m sorry. I’m not ready to see Da yet. I’m not sure when I will be.”

Mum is silent for a moment. Then, softly, she says, “I understand, love. But you have to know your dad is very upset about all this. He knows he was wrong to say what he did.”

“Then why hasn’t he called me to say so?” I ask, my voice tight. “He has my number.”

“I suppose he thought you’d come to the Hart so he could apologize in person,” she suggests.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





