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Sheryl Williams...all I ever wanted was to feel as if I belonged.

I used to matter until something happened to me during school. It almost destroyed me. Everything and everyone I believed in, failed me when I need them most. 

I had no choice but to leave, so I moved to New York without giving anyone an explanation. It was better not to say anything. I didn't want them to be ashamed of me. 

I missed the closeness we once had, but that was when John was alive. So when I learned that everything I was told was a big mistake, I had to return for my big brother's sake. 

Some things never change. Maybe I'd do something to make everyone happier, and disappear forever. But then Marcus happened.

Marcus Townsend...John's back from the dead, and I couldn't be happier. 

I looked up to John. I adored his mother, and his parents always treated me as if I was part of the family. I spent lots of time at their home. Other than his brother Michael, I got along great with them all. 

But things changed when his youngest sister, Sheryl, started high school. Her fiancé, Dalton Freeman was a jackass. I didn't appreciate the way he treated her. 

I was relieved when she broke up with the jerk. But after a huge fight with her father, she unexpectedly left for New York. I knew something was troubling her then. 

I was surprised to see her again after John contacted her. I was also stunned at my reaction toward her. Was it too late to offer her my help, and even more important, how did she feel about me? 
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This book is dedicated to all of those who have been the victims of violent crimes. Rape is life changing, and if you have been a victim, get help. Do what you can and put the offenders in prison where they belong... 

Here is the number to call if you know of someone who has been raped, abused or might have suffered from incest. Make the call...

1-800-656-HOPE  www.rainn.org

Or call 

1-800-799-SAFE  www.thehotline.org



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Acknowwledgement:

[image: ]




Lori Papke wrote an incredible poem, and allowed me to use it in the story. You can find it in Chapter 13.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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John

"Michael, I want you to know that I've always loved you, brother. I'm sorry you got screwed by Tiffany Chen, and if it makes you feel any better, I got screwed by both her and her father. Can you forgive me, so we can start fresh? If there's one thing, I learned from all of this is, to love one another, forgive and forget. Life's too short to hold on to grudges. Okay, that's more than one thing, but it's true." 

I waited for Michael to stand so I could embrace him. He did, and I stuck my arms out to pull him close. He punched me in the face, hard. 

"Now I forgive you, John." 
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SHERYL

Things around here will never change. 

Nobody cared if I was here or not. Mother had embraced me, but I knew that was only for show. 

Now I was trapped in the guest bathroom with Marcus. I'd always cared about Marcus but in a brotherly sort of way. 

"Sheryl, you should have said something to me. I could have helped. I can't believe how much you've..."

"If you say, grown-up, I might barf. I think the word you're looking for is been abused. I'm a mess, Marcus, and you know it." I continued to fiddle with my hair in the mirror. 

Marcus stepped behind me, and I felt his hand on my thigh. I said nothing to stop him, but I should have. His hand slid down the side of my leg, he bunched the material in his hand. I felt his palm sear the back of my thigh, and then he inched it upward. 

"Marcus, stop, I'm not into men, and–" The door opened, and John's new love interest walked into the bathroom. 

She seemed genuinely shocked to find Marcus and me in there together. She couldn't be that naive, could she? 

"You two...Lock the door for heaven's sake; there are kids outside!" I guess she was. 

John was lucky to find someone who wasn't as worldly as I was. "She's right, Marcus. You shouldn't be in here. Now John's hot little piece will tell him where she found us, and I really don't want to explain. What are you trying to prove." I pushed Marcus away and then attempted to pull my dress down. 

"Prove? Sheryl, I don't believe that you're strictly into women. I heard the catch in your throat when my hand lifted your skirt. If I'm trying to prove anything, it's that when given the right tools for the job, which I have, you could join the real world again? 

"You have grown up quite a bit from the last time I saw you." Marcus turned around and focused on the door to give me time to get my act together. 

"You don't have to worry about Angela. She's only got eyes for John. I'm sure she's forgotten about us already. But we should have locked the door. If we had, we wouldn't be having this discussion now." He turned back around to face me. 

"Yes, I have grown up, and I should have known better." Why was I so sensitive around him?

He arched his brows at me. "Known better about what?" 

"Everything. You saw how they all behaved toward me. Not one of them seemed thrilled to see me except for the two little girls. At least their opinion of me hasn't been poisoned, yet." I slipped past him to straighten my hair and fix my makeup in the mirror. 

"Sheryl," I watched him in the mirror. He stopped behind me, and his hands landed on both sides of my hips. He rested his chin on my shoulder and stared at my reflection above the vanity. "come back to my place tonight. We can finish what we started here." He ran his tongue along my neck, below my ear, then he briefly kissed my neck. 

God help me, I felt something for him, and I knew how much he wanted me. 

I was ready to surrender when the bathroom door opened again. This time, Mark, Angela's editor walked in. It was almost comical. He backed out of the room and looked at the door. Was he searching for the sign that said men's room? 

"I'm so sorry, is there another bathroom I can use?" 

I glanced at Marcus; his expression suggested he was still waiting for an answer from me. "We're finished here. Marcus was helping me with my neckless; the clasp was broken. 

"It was good to see you again, Marcus." I turned around and walked past both men. 

I hurried up the stairs to crash in the room I used whenever I visited. I hadn't been here as much as I should have been. I was afraid to come home after my father's accident. We'd said terrible things to each other just before I left for New York, and that's why I'd decided to stay there for good. 

I opened the door to my on-suite, rushed inside, and kicked my shoes off. I glanced around to see if anything had changed since the last time I stayed here. 

My mother had designed the entire house. She used a garden theme when she decorated my room. It had pale avocado walls, with a thin pinstripe in muted pink, that was the color of the comforter on the queen bed. 

My mother must have sent Henry up to prepare my room, once I walked in the front door. He'd filled a vase with fresh pink roses, carnations, and Peruvian lilies, and they sat on the bedside table. My favorite flower had always been lilies. 

I walked over to smell the bouquet and lingered there for just a moment. Exquisite.

I pulled off my dress as I hurried through the door to the bathroom. My focus was a hot shower. I stepped into the steaming spray and let the water cascade over me. I wanted to feel clean and reached for the loofah brush and began scrubbing my skin. I let the scalding water engulf me, hoping it would wash my sins down the drain. I had no clue when the tears started. 

I remained under the shower, and as I stood there, I thought I heard knocking on my bedroom door. Whatever it was they wanted would wait until the morning.
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MARCUS

"Marcus, what did Johnathon say happened exactly?" I saw fear in Mark's eyes, and I felt the anxiety in the room. Mark paced back and forth across the living room floor as he listened to me.

"John called from Angela's cellphone. He was on his way to the police station when he called me. John didn't go into too many details; just said he'd explain later. 

"He also asked if we would make sure the gate stays secured and requested we all remain here to watch you and Johnny, Kat. All he said was that he pulled off to the side of the road to talk to Angela. Someone must have been watching for him to leave." John's mother apologized to Angela earlier and was glad that had taken place when it did. 

Christ, no one had said anything to Johnny yet. 

"John didn't see anyone drive up, nor did he see who opened the car door. When he woke, he had a knot on his head, and Angela was missing." I finished talking, and watched the group. 

Mark had been tired earlier in the evening, but he sure looked fired up now. He suddenly stopped and stared straight at me, "I'm sorry folks, but I've got to find John and get more details about Angela. What police station was he going to, Marcus?" 

"I think he was going to the closest one in Bellevue. I'd offer to go with you, but I want to do as he asked and stay here with the others." I looked directly at Kat. "I know how much having John bring Angela here tonight meant to Johnny. It's up to you, Kat, but I think it’s best that we let him rest tonight. We can tell him everything in the morning." 

John's brother, Michael, snapped back at me. "Why tell him at all? You saw how much John being back home has helped him heal. I don't want to see him take a step backward. You know how determined John is. I think we should wait for a few days before we tell him anything. Let him get his strength back. Who knows, Angela could be found by then." 

Evelyn left the couch where she’d been sitting with her two girls. They were cuddled together on her lap, and they were asleep. Tony scooted over and took her place, so they could continue their nap. 

"Father's stronger than you think he is, Michael." Evelyn braced herself on the floor in front of her brother. "It will be worse if we don't say anything to him now. You saw how fond he is of Angela. Heaven forbid if something was to happen to her, and he didn't hear about it until afterward. You know how well that went with Jonathon." 

While they continued their heated discussion, I slipped out of the room and went upstairs to find Sheryl. This gave me a good excuse to check on her and to tell her what happened to John and Angela. 

I knocked on the door and listened; I heard nothing.  
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EVELYN

"Mark, please call me if you hear anything. Give Jonathon our love and let him know we’ll stay here with Mom and Dad. Thank you so much for coming tonight. It was wonderful to meet the man who helped get Jonathon back on his feet." I gave him a quick hug. He seemed very anxious to leave. I was glad Jonathin had his support. 

"Good night, Mark. Please watch to make sure the gate closes behind you before you drive away." 

"You bet, Evelyn. I'll call if I hear anything, or I'll make sure John does." I shut the door behind him, and then turned back around to see Marcus coming down the stairs. 

"Marcus, did you speak with Sherry? I haven't had a chance to welcome her home, yet. She looked exhausted earlier."  My sister and I had never been very close. She was always in trouble growing up. I was lucky that I’d moved out with Tony before she put my parents through all that crap. 

"Sheryl must be sleeping; there was no answer when I knocked." He glanced around the room. "I don’t see Mark. Did he leave already? I wanted him to pass a message on to John for me." 

"He could still be outside. If you want to try and catch him... I did tell him to call as soon as he heard something." I was relieved to learn that Marcus was still loyal to Jonathon. 

"Who do you think did this, Marcus? I thought everyone responsible for Johnathon's mess was locked up. Jonathon seemed so sure of it." 

"I don't know the details; I heard the same things that you did. As far as I know, everyone who was involved in the sham was captured. But it makes me wonder..." 
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JOHN

"I'm sorry Mr. Williams, we have nothing to go on. You didn't see them coming, and you saw nothing when Angela was abducted? We'll put out an alert on the Television, and hope someone in the area saw something. A BOLO was sent to all the agencies in Seattle." 

His assurances did nothing to calm me. I was frantic, and at any moment expected to be thrown out of the station. "Could you call Detective Brown? Just a few days ago, he helped me stop several ex-associates who should be on their way to prison." The idea of Valentine having Angela again was painful. 

"I want to be sure they aren't the ones who have her... They were heavily involved in human trafficking and such." 

"We've already left a message for him, Mr. Williams. There's not much you can do here. I suggest you go home, and we'll call if we hear anything at all." The officer turned around and went back to his desk. 

"Can I leave this number with you; in case you hear back from your sergeant." I wasn't leaving without more promises. Maybe someone had seen me at the news conference and had taken Angela to use in exchange for ransom. My mind was still going over the different scenarios. "I've got other numbers you can call just in case..." 

"We have all the phone numbers that we need. I promise you that we will call." He shook his head at me and sat back down. 

The door behind me blew open, and Mark hurried into the small room. "What happened John? How many of them were there? Do you know if they hurt Angela?" He was as worried as I was. 

"I'm sorry, Mark." Now I had to tell him that it was my fault she was gone. I hadn't protected her and now someone had her? "Honestly, I didn't see them coming. All my attention was focused on Angela. I'd just asked her to marry me." 

Mark looked confused. "You did what?" 

"I pulled off to the side of the road. I was trying to persuade her that marrying me would be best for us both. All of a sudden, the door was yanked open behind me, and I felt a sharp pain in the back of my head. When I woke, Angela was missing. Mark, I've failed her already." I sat on the wooden bench near the front door of the police station, and scrubbed my hands over my face, again for the umpteenth time. 

I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked up at Mark. "John, it seems as if they're not in a hurry to find our girl. Tell you what. I'll follow you back to where she was abducted, and we'll start looking for her." 

Thank god, this man loved Angela as much as I did. "I covered his hand. "You're right, Mark." I stood up and yelled at the man doing his best to ignore me. "Call if you hear anything at all." He nodded and went back to his paperwork. 

"Mark, can you think of anyone you could call who might be able to help us? You must have more connections." We left the building and headed toward my car. 

"John, I know you're anxious, and I am as well. We need to go somewhere and think this through. Would you come back with me to the newspaper building? I have resources there, like the police database. That might be useful. Perhaps we can comb through everything Angela found again. Maybe we'll find a clue that'll point us in the right direction." 

Every minute Angela was missing meant more chance of her never being returned home to us, but Mark was right. We had to do something. "Mark, I've got to go back and search the area we were in. Maybe I've missed something. While I'm doing that, perhaps you go to her office and look through her work? Look into her back cases, see if there's someone who might have been upset over a story she'd written. If you find anything at all, call me." 

I reached my car and thought of something else. I hurried back over to him and got down on my haunches, in front of him. "Mark, you're her grandfather, and you knew her grandparents. After the truth came out about her their death, could there be someone they knew who might have been angry enough to want retribution against Angela?" 

"John, I hadn't thought about taking this that direction; you might have something there. I've got the key to Donald's estate with me. I'd planned on turning them over to Angela, but I'd completely forgotten about them." He clambered out of his car and reached into his pocket; then he pulled out a pair of keys. "Yes, they're here. John, you might be onto something. I'll make the drive there and search through Don's papers. I know where he kept his most important ones." 

Mark climbed into his car. "Good luck John, I'll let you know what I find, and you do the same." He closed the door. I ran to my vehicle, and I followed him out of the parking lot. I stayed close behind him until we both turned in opposite directions. 

I drove to the spot where I'd last seen Angela, then pulled the flashlight from the glove box. "Hang on, Angel. God, keep her safe until I can find her!" I started the search next to where I'd parked my car earlier. I remember I chose this particular spot so we wouldn't be disturbed. I tried to remember if I'd seen any traffic drive past us before stopping here. 

There were a few more tire tracks now. I searched the ground for the ones nearest my car. I knew which ones they were because of the footprints nearby. Then it hit me. The car must have been a limo; the tires were spread further apart. 

It also looked like there was more than one set of high heel prints in the dirt. One set was Angela's, so that meant a woman was involved with her capture. 

At least she'd walked to the other car on her own. That was encouraging.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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Sheryl

I woke to someone pounding on my door. "For God's sake, go away. I'm sleeping." I rolled over and tried to snuggle deeper under the covers. 

"Sheryl, it's Marcus. Please open the door." If I didn't answer; maybe he'd take the hint and leave. 

Then he beat on it much louder. "Sheryl, I've something I need to tell you. Please open the door. I can't talk to you like this. It involves Johnathon." 

Now what? “I thought everything was right in John's world again.” I croaked.

"Sheryl, if I have to get your mother up here so you open the door, I will." 

That did it; there was no way I wanted to see my mom this early in the morning. "You're an ass, Marcus, give me a minute." I took something after I'd gotten out of the shower last night to help me sleep. It was a habit that wasn't going well. I'd have to wean myself off the pills, somehow... but not during this trip. 

I crawled out of bed and searched the closet for something to put on. "I should have brought more clothes with me." 

"Sheryl, hurry up."

"Give me a freaking break, Marcus. I'm coming." Now I needed to pee, and I was sure I looked like the living dead. Maybe that would scare him away from me. I was trouble. Poor Marcus didn't need my kind of bad news. 

I put on the red robe that my father had given to me just before I moved to New York. It was almost too small when I'd first worn it. I was surprised at how much looser it was now. 

I threw open the door, to see a haggard-looking Marcus. "I'm glad I'm not the only one who looks like crap. come in here and shut the door behind you. I've got to go pee." I grabbed my cell phone from the dresser and hurried into the bathroom with it. I heard the bedroom door close before I shut the one behind me. 

I checked the messages on the phone and cringed. I didn't want to read her text yet. I set the phone down. I finished using the bathroom, and then quickly rinsed my hands and face. Other than my hair explosion, I didn't look too bad. I pulled the robe tighter around me and returned to the adjoining room. 

I was surprised to see Marcus standing next to the window and not lounging on the bed. 

I sat down on the chair and pulled my feet underneath the robe. I needed a pedicure, and I was vain enough to hide my feet. "What's up? I could have used more sleep." He didn't turn around right away, and I didn't know whether I should be worried, or flattered. 

"It's okay; I'm decent enough, now. What did you need to say about my brother, Jonathon?"

He turned around to look at me, and I knew instantly whatever it was, wasn't good. "Angela was taken from him last night." 

"What did you say?" I hadn't expected to hear anything like that. 

"Jonathon was taking Angela home after he left here last night. They were parked off to the side of the road somewhere. Evidently, someone knocked John unconscious and took Angela from the car." 

"Oh, my God, oh my God. Marcus, is he okay? Did they find Angela?" Why was I sitting here having a pity party when the one person who never judged me was going through his own kind of nightmare? 

"This happened last night. Why didn't someone tell me about it then?"

"I tried to. I knocked on your door, but you didn't answer. I figured you must have needed the sleep. We all hoped the police would have found Angela by now and brought her back home." 

Oh crap. That was the knocking I'd heard while I was in the shower feeling sorry for myself. "Where's Jonathon now? Do the police know what's going on?" I needed to get dressed so I could be with my brother. As soon as Marcus gave me more answers, I'd get dressed. 

"He's still looking for her, and I believe that Mark's helping him. We weren't told everything last night about those two. Mark's Angela's, grandfather. He hasn't told her yet. He may have some connections that could help find her. 

"I'm waiting to hear back from Jonathon. He asked that we stay put and keep an eye on your parents. He's worried someone could be targeting the whole family in retribution for what happened on the weekend." 

"Marcus, I've got to get dressed. I can't stay here... Jonathon could use my help. I know he could. Besides, if I'm stuck here with my mother, I'm not sure what will happen. 

"She hates me you know." I opened the dresser drawers and pulled out a pair of panties, and I looked for more to put on. The clothes I brought with me, were still packed in my suitcase. They wouldn't be appropriate for this group, but I didn't have a lot to choose from. 

"Why would she hate you, Sheryl? She's your mother for God's sake. I'm positive she could use your support about now, and your sister Evelyn asked me about you last night." 

"It's a long story, Marcus. Trust me; she hates me. My parents both do. 

"Now, if you'll excuse me. I must get dressed." 
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MARCUS

I spun around to leave but remembered something else her mother asked me to tell her. I turned my head in time to see her shed the robe. She'd lost a lot of weight since the last time I'd seen her. Sheryl used to run around the pool in her bikini with her fiancé chasing after her many times. 

She'd intrigued me even then. 

"Sheryl, have you been ill?" 

"I thought you left." Her back was toward me. She bent over to pull her panties up, and I saw the outline of her backbones clearly through her pale skin. She was much thinner, everywhere. Even the ass that was so shapely before, had lost most of its roundness. 

Her breasts seemed larger, as she bent to put on her bra. Perhaps that was only an illusion because the rest of her was so slim. 

I walked up behind her and helped her fasten the hooks. Then I grabbed the sides of her upper arms, and whispered, "Sheryl, what's happened to make you lose so much weight? You used to be so..." I tried to think of the words to say without sounding insulting. 

"You can say it, Marcus. I was fat before. I'm not anymore. Modeling fixed that problem fast."

I released her arms. Before she could pull away from me to finish dressing, I wrapped them around the front of her. "Sheryl, you can talk to me you know. I care about you very much. I told you that before you went to New York. Please speak to me. I want to help. You must know how much I care about you." I couldn't help it. I kissed the spot beneath her ear, and then I started nipping her skin softly down the side of her neck until I felt her shudder. 

"I told you last night that I want to finish what we started, and I still do. Sheryl, if I can make you tremble like you are now, then I know we have a chance. You aren't as unaffected by me as you claim to be." 

She pulled away from me. "Marcus, you're Jonathon's friend, not mine. We don't have time to discuss whatever this is right now. Jonathon needs my help, and you need to stay here with my parents."

She stepped away from me and then turned around to face me. Her hand went protectively up in front of her. "Please, don't push me right now!"

I took her wrist. She still didn't have a shirt on, and my eyes were drawn to her full breasts, as they spilled out of her lacey bra. I felt the same thrill that watching her always brought me. But this wasn't the time nor the place for us. 

I wanted her more than I ever did before. She was beautiful before she left, but now she was breathtaking now. She'd grown up and blossomed. But now there was an almost haunted look in violet eyes. I needed to know what happened to put that there. 

"Sheryl, I'll let you finish getting dressed, and not because I want to. If everything were all right in our world, I'd tear those things off you now, and make love to you like I've wanted to–for way too many years. I care about you very much; please remember that. 

"I'll let you go, but will you promise me something? Will you talk to me about what happened to you in New York? I might be able to help, you never know." 

"Marcus, I can't promise you a damn thing right now. Christ, you're making this difficult."

She huffed and then stared at me. "Okay, we can talk, I promise. I'm just not ready to tell you everything, yet. There are still some things that I can't tell anyone. 

"Now please go so I can finish getting dressed."

I took her fingers, and squeezed them, before bringing her hand up to my lips. I kissed her knuckles. "That's all I need from you now. Sheryl, thank you for trusting me. I'll let your family know you'll be right down."

I closed her bedroom door. Why on earth had I said those things to her now? I was always fond of her, she was a lovely girl. But I'd done nothing about my feelings because she was engaged to someone else. 

Which brought me to Dalton. Just before she moved to New York, she and Dalton broke off their engagement. I never heard why. Did anyone here know the reason? 
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SHERYL

I drew in a deep, shaky breath, before releasing it slowly. I wished I trusted Marcus enough to tell him what was going on in my life. But the only one who I could believe in right now was Jonathon, and he was in the middle of his own crisis. Mine would have to wait. 

I hurried into the bathroom and ran a brush through my hair then twirled it up into a knot on the top of my head and secured it with a large clip. I studied myself in the mirror before I went down the stairs to face my family.

Marcus was right. I had lost a lot of weight. I knew the pills were one of the reasons, but it was my other issues that caused most of the weight loss. Those were the things I couldn't share with anyone. Not even Jonathon.

I rechecked my phone; I hadn't heard anything from Sammy which was either good news or could be terribly bad news. I hoped she would accept that our relationship was over, and let me go. But I wouldn't know for sure until I returned to New York. 

It would be nice if I didn't have to go back. Jonathon was here, maybe he'd help me find work. Perhaps my parents would forgive me for hurting them, and maybe the tooth fairy was real. 

There was nothing here for me except my brother, John. 

What about Marcus? 

The words to one of my favorite Disney songs came to mind. Fairy tales do come true, it can happen to you when you're young at heart.

Too much had happened to me since I last listened to those words on my stereo. 

It was time for me to go downstairs and face reality. The real world wasn't kind, and I was no longer the innocent little girl waiting for a prince charming to come along on his white horse and ride off with me into the sunset. 

Marcus's image popped into my head as I walked down the stairs. He wasn't Jonathon, but I believed he was on my side. 
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Chapter 3
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Michael

"Sheryl, so you've decided to join the living. Have a bad night, did you?" My little sister didn't look so hot this morning. So why did I still insist on teasing her?

Why couldn't I let the past stay in the past and try to be kind to her? 

"Good morning to you too, Michael. What? You don't have Jonathon to punch, so you're attacking me instead?" 

"Touché, little sister. Jonathon and I understand one another. You, on the other hand; I don't know anything about you. Why don't you tell us what you've been up to since you moved to New York? I hear the runway is a long hard walk to take unless you're willing to use a crutch to help you along the way. What crutches are you into nowadays?" I kept egging her on. 
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