
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


First Comes Love... Then Denial


​Resolutions #1



​

BLURB

First comes love then comes... Nope. Nope. Nope. 

If you ask Candice Delaney love is for the foolish. She had learned years ago that she wasn’t meant to have love in her life. No matter the form it came in. For this reason, she’s lived life in the moment and never committed to finding Mr. Right. What’s the point when you can have your cake and eat it too?

Zane Hanson is on top of the world. He’s bringing home seven figures a year and has employees to work around the clock for him. Because of these employees, he can kick his feet up and let someone else run the show, while he soaks up some sun on his yacht. Life is good... Until he throws a New Year’s Eve party and comes face to face with a beautiful, feisty blonde who he can’t stop thinking about and will stop at nothing to find again.

Will Candice be able to outrun fate’s plans or will she finally come face to face with love? 
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​Chapter One
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CANDICE

Two more hours. Two more hours. I chanted to myself and continued making my rounds throughout the New Year’s Eve party.

“Good evening,” I said sweetly, walking by a group of guests, who barely acknowledged my existence. 

Assholes, I thought to myself with the biggest fake smile plastered on my face.

“Excuse me... um...waitress,” a young bimbo called out to me as I stepped out onto the yacht’s deck. 

She was dressed in a skimpy red latex dress. It left very little to the imagination. I’m sure her mother would be proud. 

“Yes?” I asked her politely.

“I need a blanket.” Her words had me staring at her in utter disbelief. 

“A blanket?” It was hard to contain my irritation at her request. Clearly, she mistook me for a golden retriever or some other breed of dog that fetched things.

“Yes,” she slurred then looked up at the man, who had his gaze locked on mine. 

He looked like your stereotypical trust fund baby. He wore khaki shorts, a navy blue polo shirt, tan loafers, and a fancy gold watch on his wrist. His dark hair was medium-length and slicked back to perfection. 

“Donald, I’m cold,” the woman pouted, running her hand along the length of his chest. 

“You should go inside then,” the man replied to her. His eyes were still on me. Usually, when a tall, dark, and handsome man stared at me, it made my knees weak. However, this guy was different. Nothing about his good looks made me swoon. 

“Make her get me a blanket.” The bimbo stomped her foot and tugged at his arm. The man finally stopped looking at me. He glared down at the woman.

“Get off me,” he growled.

“Are you treating me like this because of this bitch!” the woman screamed, causing many heads to turn in our direction.

“I’m here to serve the guests drinks and–” My calm words were cut off when cold liquid hit my face. The smell of champagne filled the air. The bitch had thrown champagne on me. 

“Flo!” the man shouted. The woman– Flo– stood with a smug grin on her face, looking at me. 

“Oops,” she smirked. 

“Oops?” I asked, setting down the tray of drinks I had in my hand. With a handful of cocktail napkins, I wiped my face. “Oops? Oops is something you say when you accidentally step on someone’s food.” Setting the napkins down next to the tray, I took a step towards her.

“Oops is when you call the wrong number,” I continued as I took several more steps toward her. She countered my steps and soon found herself pressed against the railing.

“Get away from me!” she demanded. 

“No,” I shook my head. “I am so tired of being treated like some third-class citizen just because I don’t have a fancy yacht or mommy and daddy’s silver spoon rammed down my damn throat!”

Flo’s eyes widened and her mouth gaped open. I heard several gasps all around me, but I didn’t care. Flo’s stunt with the champagne was the icing on the cake for the already crappy evening. 

“Oops would be me shoving you over the railing.” Flo paled at my words. “Treat others with kindness. You never know who they are or what they are capable of. Understood?” 

She didn’t answer me right away.

“Understood?” I prompted and she nodded. “Good. Now, I wish you a happy New Year’s and hope you are able to find that blanket that you need.”

With that, I smiled sweetly and turned to walk away. Should have been a simple end to the altercation; however, like everything else I had a feeling it wasn’t going to go that easy. 

Out of nowhere, the bun that my hair was pulled up in was yanked back. I screamed and grasped for the hand.  The person had a death grip on me. 

“Flo!” Donald shouted as I elbowed the person standing behind me in the stomach. Flo let out an ear-piercing scream. You would have thought I was trying to kill her by the sounds of her.

“What the hell is going on?” another man’s voice boomed over the crowd’s clamoring. Flo’s hand left my hair. 

“Gage,” Flo whimpered. “This servant came at me. Everyone saw it.” 

I turned to come face to face with a weaselly-looking guy. He had a receding hairline that made his large-crooked nose and thin lips stand out. He wore almost an identical outfit to Donald, except Gage wore a red polo. 

Groupies, I muttered to myself.

“Who the hell do you think you are to attack my guests?” Gage yelled at me.

“Attack? I attacked her?” I scoffed then shook my head. “On the contrary.” 

“Thank you, Gage,” Flo smirked, putting her arm around Gage’s arm. He looked down at her, frowned, then shook her free of his arm. 

“Get off me,” he growled at her. Her mouth gaped open, but she said nothing to him. 

“You might be pretty on the eyes, but you’re here to serve us.” He might as well have slapped me in the face.

“What the hell did you just say to me?” I bawled my fists at my sides. 

“I said...You are pretty on the eyes, but you’re here to serve...” he said slowly then gestured around the crowd, “us. So, if you don’t want your sweet little ass fired, you need to stay the hell away from the guests and just stick to handing out drinks.”

The fire Flo had lit under my ass was nothing compared to what Gage had just done to me. 

“Understood, sweet cheeks?” Gage smirked then slapped my ass. 

The world around me turned red. My blood pressure was through the roof to the point I could feel my pulse in my head. 

He didn’t get a chance to say another word. I launched at him and tackled him to the ground. Several women screamed and an uproar shortly followed. 

“You son of a bitch!” I screamed at Gage while holding him by the collar and shaking him. His head hit the deck several times. 

“Someone get this crazy bitch off me!” 

“I’ll show you a crazy bitch,” I snarled then reached for the nearest item – a life preserver. 

Wasn’t my first choice, but in this situation, I didn’t care. All I cared about was teaching the bastard a lesson on keeping his hands to himself.

***
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“Ten... nine... eight...” the city’s finest chanted from their jail cells, “...seven... six... five... four... three... two... one... Happy New Year!”

The three words made me cringe. 

Happy New Year? What the hell was so happy about it? It just signified another crappy year gone and another three-hundred-sixty-five days of more crap. 

“Happy New Year's, girl!” an elderly black woman said cheerfully walking up beside me, where I stood holding onto the bars of our cell.

“Happy New Year's,” I smiled. 

I genuinely meant it for her. Just because I was in a shit mood and wasn’t looking forward to a new year didn’t mean I couldn’t wish the best for someone else.

“Did you make a New Year’s resolution?” she asked, leaning against the bars and facing me. 

A resolution? What was the point of making a resolution? A resolution would just be one more thing for me to fail at. I’d be in denial if I thought I could make a resolution and keep it. My life didn’t work that way. Nothing ever went my way.

“No. You?” 

“Same one I make every year,” she grinned.

“Every year?” I asked with my head slightly cocked. She took hold of her round belly and jiggled it, making me laugh. 

“Girl, I’m gonna lose this weight. Been saying it since nineteen-eighty. Maybe by the time I’m in the grave, I’ll have me a flat stomach and looking fly.” She winked at me. 

I found myself laughing wholeheartedly. It was the first true laugh in weeks. Or at least that’s how it felt.

“My name is Gloria. What’s yours?” she held out her hand. 

“Candice,” I smiled and shook her hand. 

“Whatcha in for?” 

“Assault with a life preserver.” 

“Come again?” Her eyebrow rose and she stared at me as though she had just seen a ghost. “A what? What’s a life preserver?”

“It’s the thing they throw out to a person who is drowning.” My words were soft and filled with embarrassment. Of all the things in the world to go to jail for.

“That little round thing,” Gloria laughed. 

“The one and only,” I groaned. 

“Honey, that isn’t nothing to be ashamed of. There are far worse things to beat a man... it was a man right?” 

“Mmhmm.” 

“Good. Bastard probably deserved it.”

I was starting to feel lucky to have been locked in the same cell with Gloria. She was full of energy and high spirits. I was pretty sure her happiness came from the alcohol she had consumed prior to being arrested. She reeked of booze. 

“What are you in for?” I asked walking over to the bench and taking a seat. Gloria sat beside me. 

“I pushed a man.” Gloria shook her head and tsked quietly.

“You’re in here for pushing a man?” It was hard to hide my disgust from her being sent to jail for pushing a man. “What man reported a woman for pushing him?”

“I know right,” she rolled her eyes.

“Gloria, you pushed the man out a window on the sixth floor!” a female bailiff said, walking up to our cell with keys in his hand. 

She was an elderly woman. Looked to be older than Gloria so perhaps late sixties or so. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail. Wire-rimmed glasses teetered on her narrow nose. The gray uniform she wore was snug against her large curves.

“Why you telling all my business, Miss Sarah?” Gloria chuckled. Miss Sarah laughed and shook her head. 

“Why you only telling half-truths, Miss Gloria?” Miss Sarah retorted.

“I was getting to the good part of my story. It’s just that you interrupted.”

The two women shared laughs as though they were lifelong friends. It amazed me considering one was an inmate and the other a guard. If they could get along civilized, why couldn’t Pea-brain and myself have gotten along? 

“We can chitchat more after I get Miss Delaney unprocessed,” Miss Sarah turned to me. I quickly stood up.

“I’m released?” I asked in disbelief. I hadn’t called anyone to have them bail me out. Sitting in jail sounded better than having my ass handed to me by my boss and being fired. 

“Yep. Some hunk of a man has come to save the damsel,” she gushed.

“Hunk of a man?” 

There wasn’t a single person in my life who I would describe as a hunk of a man.

“Oh, yes.” Miss Sarah fanned herself.

“He looks that good?” Gloria asked, standing up and walking over to the door.

“Girl, if I was just a little bit younger,” Miss Sarah said with a wink. 

“Ooo. Candice, you’ve been holding out on me,” Gloria laughed, looking back at me over her shoulder. I shrugged then walked over to the door. 

“I honestly don’t know who he is,” I sighed. 

“Well, he is handsome, dressed to impress, and waiting for you, my dear.” Miss Sarah unlocked the door. “He also got that knucklehead to drop the charges.”

“Really?” My voice was damn near a shriek, but I couldn’t help it. Some mystery man had gotten me out of the frying pan. 

“Yes, ma’am. This way.”

She opened the door and gestured for me to step out. Before I could even take a step, Gloria wrapped her arms around me, sending me into full panic. 

“It was so nice to meet you, darling,” she said, patting my back. 

The panic feeling left me and I allowed myself to soak up the warm hug. I patted Gloria’s back. 

“It was nice meeting you, too, Miss Gloria,” I smiled then pulled out of her arms and stepped out of the cell. Miss Sarah shut and locked the cell before escorting me down the hallway past the other cells, where other female inmates stared at me.

“If he doesn’t treat you right, just shove him out a window!” Gloria shouted behind us as Miss Sarah and I stepped through the door leading to booking. 

“That damn woman,” Miss Sarah chuckled, shaking her head.

Thirty minutes later, I was out-processed with all my belongings, walking into the police station lobby a free woman. 

“Miss Delaney?” a smooth husky voice said as I closed the door behind me. 

I turned and found myself standing in front of and staring at a man who could only be described as panty-dropping gorgeous.

He towered over my five-foot-eight self. He stared down at me with dark, mysterious eyes, which made his almond-colored skin stand out. He looked to be of Asian descent. He reminded me of the sexy guy, who played Storm Shadow off of G.I. Joe. The man was perfection with a capital P.

Happy New Year to me.
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​Chapter Two
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ZANE

“Damn,” I whispered to myself as the beautiful blonde turned around and faced me.

She wore black pants, and a white button-up shirt with her hair pulled up in a messy bun that women liked to wear. Her skin was fair-colored and her cheeks rosy. She had the perfect body. I had never been into skinny women so seeing her filling out her uniform with her curves made me suck in a sharp breath.

When Donald had called me to tell me the mishap on board Gage’s yacht, I hadn’t cared. I had been busy lounging around my house, avoiding people. Holidays always sucked. However, Donald’s recap of the event made me want to meet the woman who had beaten my brother with a life preserver.
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