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"Ohhhh no, no.
I can't do that." Looking up at the work schedule Katrina Alexander
gave her head a soft shake. Her blonde ponytail swung back and
forth behind her head, like a whip lashing out in mid-air.

"Why? You doing
something that night?"

Katrina sighed
tugging at her black necktie, loosening it. There was a brief
moment of silence between them, as she tried to collect her
thoughts before turning her attention over to her closest friend
and co-worker Farrah Glover. "No, I can't. I mean... I can. But I
don't want to."

"Why? It's a
high school reunion, those are the easiest jobs. People tip bigger
than normal trying to impress everyone else and it's a buffet so
there's not much clean-up. And we get to work it together. We got
lucky baby."

With her tie
loosened she pulled it up and over her head. Crumbling the tie in
her hand she stuffed it into the front pocket of her black vest.
"Yeah, but it's for my high school."

"Oh, so you're
attending then?"

"Nope."
Grabbing at the black fabric hair-tie that was keeping her long
blonde locks secure behind her head she gave it a tug freeing her
silken strands. Flipping her head forward she shook her hair free,
as it straightened out it cascaded down her shoulders and back.

"Why?"

Katrina took a
step back and motioned towards her server uniform. "Farrah, I'm
twenty-eight years old, single and a banquet server at a hotel.
Besides, I was never all that popular in high school anyhow." She
shrugged. "The only reason I'd go to begin with would be to gloat
about how wonderful my life is and well, as you can see it leaves a
lot to be desired."

"Oh, come on.
There must be someone that you'd like to see again."

Katrina turned
and began to walk down the hallway in the direction of the car
park, Farrah hot on her heels. "Geez. I don't know."

"What about
that guy you dated?"

"Damon?"

"Yeah. Don't
you want to see what he's done with his life?"

Katrina paused
in her tracks as she was teleported back to the day he told her he
was leaving Bangor, Maine to go to school in California. The day
he'd broken her heart. He'd claimed that they'd keep in touch and
they'd find a way to move her out there as well, once he got
settled in, but there was never enough money and he became consumed
with his studies. Daily calls turned to every few days then to once
a week. After a year of trying to make a long distance relationship
work they'd thrown in the towel.

She often
wondered about him. She'd heard through the grapevine he owned a
company and moved to New York, but whether it was true or not, she
had no clue. However, she couldn’t help but wonder on whether he
was now some hotshot, while she had remained in Bangor making
nothing of her life? It would be humiliating. The last thing she
wanted was for him to find out about the mess she'd made of her
life.

Reaching the
back door of the hotel, she pulled it open while waiting for
Farrah, who was not far behind to catch up. "I would have loved to
go, but the truth is; I'm embarrassed, Farrah. What if they’ve all
made it in life, you know doctors, lawyers, professionals.”
Katrina bent her head sheepishly before uttering her next few
words. “What if they’re all successful?”

Farrah edged in
closer, patting her on the back for comfort. “Having a good job
doesn’t always make you successful or happy.”

“I know, but
it’s not just about their careers…I’m sure most of them are
probably married with wonderful kids and suburban homes; you know,
with the white picket fence. Living the American dream."

"No one lives
the American dream," Farrah interjected.

"I'd be
humiliated to tell them I'm just a server, barely getting by and
scared to answer my phone because of all the bill collectors
calling."

Farrah tisked
at her. "Oh, come on Katrina, give yourself some credit. You work
hard, making an honest living. You're beautiful. And although you
may not realize it, you do have a lot going for you."

Katrina rolled
her eyes in response.

"I'm serious.
We make an honest living and there's nothing wrong with being a
server. Listen honey, just because you're a server now, doesn't
mean you'll be a server forever."

"You know, just
last week I had to serve someone from my high school for a meeting
breakfast banquet. She's a lawyer. She looked at me with sympathy,
like I was the most pathetic thing on earth, and told me maybe one
day I'd catch a break. Then she proceeded to gush about how
wonderful her fiancé was while flashing me the gigantic rock on her
finger. And she used to be a friend of mine in high school.
Now I’d imagine that type of condescending attitude from someone I
never got along with, but a friend..."

"I'm sure
people like that are few and far between. Everyone is out of work
these days. We're lucky we even have a job that pays the
bills."

"Barely
pays the bills you mean. I swear it feels like I'm begging for an
extension on the rent more than I pay on time. I'm just sick of
this shit, you know."

Farrah
shrugged, as they approached Katrina's ancient yellow VW. "It'll
get better. Gotta have some faith honey."

"Yeah." Opening
the car door, Katrina slid in, reached across the seat and unlocked
the passenger side for Farrah.

Once they were
both in, seat belts secure, Katrina thrust the key into the
ignition.

Click.

Frowning and
getting a bad feeling in the bit of her stomach, Katrina tried the
ignition a second time.


Click.uytii

“Oh, you have
got to be fucking kidding me!” She slammed her hands on the
steering wheel in utter frustration.
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Damon stood and
extended his hand to his long time friend and doctor, Gary Van
Buren. "Thanks for coming by the office with the results Gary, I
appreciate it. I've been swamped with work." He motioned to a chair
across from his desk. "Please, have a seat."

"No worries
Damon." Sitting, Dr Van Buren pulled a file from his briefcase and
using the case as a mobile desk on his lap, opened the file.

"So... Tell me.
What's the results?"

"Well, just let
me say that the surgery wasn't for nothing..."

Damon let out a
low huff of air as he sat back in his chair. His right side
suddenly began to ache, where the incision had been made and the
lower lobectomy had been preformed. While the incision had healed,
he still felt some discomfort.

"So, I still
have it I assume."

"Yes. We didn't
get it all. I'm sorry Damon. We can still see fine specks of it in
the lymph nodes and chest."

Damon pushed
his chair back, stood and made his way over to the bar he had set
up in the corner of his office. Opening a bottle of scotch, he
poured a couple of ounces into a shot glass and chugged it down.
The liquid burned as it slid over his tongue and down his throat.
He motioned towards the bottle. "Care to join me for a drink
Doc?"

"No thanks,
Damon." Gary paused as if deciding on something. "You shouldn't be
drinking Damon."

"Doctor, I've
never smoked a cigarette. Never did any type of illegal drug. Eat
healthy and work out five times a week and still got lung cancer at
the age of twenty-nine. Pretty fucked up if you ask me. I think
having a couple shots of scotch is the least of my problems at this
point. Don't you?" Damon poured another drink and drank it down as
he waited for the verdict. "So what do we do from here?"

Gary looked
down at his files, studied them a moment and then met Damon's gaze.
"I suggest we start chemotherapy in a couple of weeks, followed by
radiation. And then go from there."

"What are my
chances?"

Gary shifted
uneasily in his chair.

"That bad,
huh?"

"You see when
we went in and did the lobectomy we thought it was a different type
of tumour. One less aggressive. We didn't realize it was small stem
cell..."

"How long Gary?
If this treatment you have planned doesn't work. How long?" Damon
made his way back to his chair. His mind was numb. He'd been
bracing himself for this news, but hearing it was still
none-the-less hard. Twenty-nine years old and he was facing death,
possibly in the near future.

"Well, without
treatment maybe a few months."

Fuck!
Damon thrust a hand through his dark hair as he sat back into his
tall-back black leather desk chair. "And with the treatment?"

"With the
treatment, we may be able to cure you. Maybe not. It's a crapshoot
to be honest, but it's a hell of a lot worse if you don't do the
treatment."

"And with the
treatment. What's the odds?"

Gary grimaced.
"About twenty percent Damon. You're young and in good health so you
have a fighting shot. I'm quite sure that it'll give you a solid
year if not cured, but a year is much better than a few
months."

One year to
live. It seemed surreal to him, like he was caught in some
nightmare and he was going to wake up at any minute and it would be
over and he could get back to his life. Though when he thought more
deeply about it the truth of the matter was that his life was
rather one-dimensional. It consisted of work, building an empire
that was worth billions and nothing else.

No wife. No
children. No family. Not even any close personal relationships. He
didn't even have someone to leave his empire too when he passed. If
he let himself ponder on those things he'd be too depressed to even
function. But he pushed those things to the back of his mind.

Damon's eyes
fell on a letter from his former high school. The letter was an
invitation to his ten year high school reunion. A soft smile
touched his lips as he thought back to his high school days. Life
was so much simpler back then. Hell, if he knew back then what he
knew now maybe he'd have changed several decisions he'd made in his
younger years.

"Damon?"

Damon lifted
his eyes and met Gary's gaze. "Alright. Set it up."

Gary made a
couple of notes in his files and thrust it back into his briefcase.
Gary's brow furrowed as he noticed the letter for the reunion.
"Your reunion coming up I see."

"Yeah. Not
going though."

"When is
it?"

"This weekend,
in Bangor. I have a meeting Friday afternoon in LA and to be honest
I'm not sure I'd be up to seeing people from my past again."

Gary leaned
forward and caught Damon's gaze. "If you'd like my opinion, I think
you should go Damon. I'm confident we can beat this, despite the
odds, but I would suggest you start reconnecting with people and
start living your life instead of continuing to consume
yourself with work. Speaking as your friend and not your doctor -
fuck work." He motioned to the lavish office. "You can't take it
with you Damon."

"Work is the
only thing keeping me sane Gary."

"I'm just
saying. Don't waste the time you have left, just in case."

"I'll think
about it."
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"I really can't
afford this Farrah."

"I'll pay."

"You can't
afford it either." Katrina examined the tight black crushed velvet
dress from all angles in the full length mirror of the clothing
boutique. The sweetheart neckline dipped low into her amble
cleavage and the tight skirt fell to mid-thigh. It was simple, but
had an air of elegance to it.

Farrah came up
behind Katrina and caught her friend's eyes in the mirror.

"Look how it
brings out your blue eyes. Add some smoky cat eye make-up and a
pair of sexy stilettos and you'll be a knockout. It won't matter
what you do for a living, or you're so broke that you can't afford
to fix your car. You'll have every man there drooling and every
woman green with envy."

"Exactly. I
can't even afford to fix my car Farrah, so does it make sense to
you for me to spend a hundred bucks on a dress?"

"Like I said;
I'll lend you the money for the dress and the car repairs. I
haven't maxed my VISA yet."

"But Damon
isn't even going to be there anyhow and he's the only person I'd be
even remotely interested in seeing."

"How do you
know he's not going to be there?"

Katrina
flushed, a guilty expression crossing her face. "I kinda snuck into
Winnie's office and checked the reservation list."

"Well, he can
always confirm at the last minute. Besides, Winnie already approved
you the night off, so you have to go or she'll be pissed that you
made her change the schedule for nothing. You know what kind of
tight-ass she is about changing the schedule."

"Yeah... I
suppose..."

A wide smile
emerged on Farrah's lips; she knew she won. "Then it's
settled."

"Alright. You
win. If you'll stop harassing me about it I'll buy the dress and
go. But I'm not promising I'll stay for the whole thing. More of a
drop in for the dance, see what's going on, and leave. No dinner.
Just the dance."
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"I'm so nervous
you wouldn't believe it." Katrina spun around and stuck her hand
out, palm down. "See." Her outstretched left hand vibrated
slightly.

Farrah laughed
and rolled her eyes. "Look. I'll be serving drinks the whole night,
so if you need back-up, I'll be here. And at least you're at work.
You can escape back here and hang with us at any time.

"I suppose."
Katrina turned back around to peer at her reflection in the mirror
of the hotel's employee bathroom. She had to admit she looked like
an entirely different person with the dramatic make-up and new
dress. And despite the nervousness, she felt good. People
say that new clothing and a little bit of pampering can do a whole
lot for a persons' self-esteem and as she stood there examining
herself, she believed it.

"Thanks for
convincing me to go. I think you're right. This might be good for
me."

Farah grinned.
"Told ya."

"Farrah, the
guests are leaving the banquet area and beginning to arrive in the
ballroom, I need you out serving the drinks and appetizers," Winnie
called, from the other side of the bathroom door.

Katrina spun
back around to face Farrah and gave her a quick hug. "Thanks."

"Anytime."

Katrina gave
herself one more look in the mirror, looking for any flaws in her
make-up, as Farrah left. None. Grabbing her velvet clutch she took
a deep breath in and slowly released it calming her nerves. After
giving herself a quick pep talk, she exited the bathroom and made
her way to the front entrance of the ballroom.

As she
approached the front entrance she immediately recognized the two
women who were manning the front door passing out name tags to
those who hadn't attended the dinner. Neither one of them had been
all that friendly to her during high school. They'd been on the
cheerleading squad and she'd been a nobody. But she supposed being
a nobody had been better than being one of the untouchables.

Keeping her
head held high and shoulders squared she approached the table. The
two women looked up and examined her, their eyes surveying every
detail of her appearance. After what felt like an eternity, they
finally met her gaze and smiled, questioning expressions on her
faces.

"Katrina
Alexander," she explained. Looking down at the list she found her
name and pointed a perfectly French manicured finger on her name.
The manicure was yet another expense she hadn't wanted to take on,
but Farrah had insisted she go all out, so she'd finally given in
and splurged. Twenty-eight years old and still giving in to peer
pressure, she was disappointed in herself.

"Ahhhh
Katrina." The first woman began to scrawl her name on a white
sticky nametag in black magic marker. "How have you been?" She gave
Katrina a smile that was so fake it made her want to roll her eyes.
She refrained, but it was hard.

She took a
second to look a little further down the list and a shiver of
anticipation shot down her spine when she saw Damon's name
pencilled in and checked off. He must have called in at the last
second. And he was here... Somewhere.

"Thank you."
Taking the tag, she pressed it onto the left side of her chest and
entered the ballroom, through an archway made of red and white
balloons.

The lights in
the ballroom were lowered and it was decorated similar to what the
gym had looked like during their senior prom, in the school colours
of red and white. A flood of memories came rushing back to her,
most of which featured Damon. They'd been inseparable during high
school, the couple voted most likely to be married and have
children before they were twenty-five.

Don't get
your hopes up. Chances are he's married with a mistress and four
children by now. Even if he doesn't, it's not like anything
other than catching up would take place anyhow.

She scanned the
ballroom, eyeing each of the tall dark-haired men trying to find
Damon. Some of the men looked slightly familiar, but many of them
she didn't recognize. After taking time to scrutinize each of the
men she found herself disappointed that unless his looks changed
drastically over the years, he wasn't one of them. Letting out a
loud sigh, Katrina made her way over to the bar and ordered a
strawberry daiquiri.

He's already
checked in so he must be around here somewhere.

"Here ya are,
Katrina. On the house. You look beautiful by the way," the tall,
sexy, mocha-skinned bartender said, passing her the daiquiri.

"Thanks
Jerome."

Jerome leaned
over the counter and gave her a smile that would normally have
women swooning over him, which is why she always rejected him. She
imagined he'd lost count of his conquests a long time ago. "So when
we going out anyway?"

"Oh, Jerome. My
guess is never."

"I'll keep
asking," he warned.

"I'll keep
saying no," she retorted laughing as she turned to leave.

"I'll have a
scotch, on the rocks."

Katrina froze;
the man's voice behind her was deep and sexy, and so familiar that
it sent a shiver down her spine. Slowly, she turned back to the bar
and there he was, in the flesh, as sexy as he had been the last day
she'd seen him, almost ten years ago. She gulped down the lump
forming in her throat as she watched him pay for his drink.

"Damon?" While
asked as a question there was no doubt it was him. Six-foot-two,
broad shoulders, dark hair and equally as dark eyes. Maybe it was
the fine cut suit that fit him perfectly, or maybe it was the air
of confidence and cockiness that he had about him now that made him
heart-stopping sexy. She didn't know, but all the feelings she'd
had for him a decade ago came crashing down on her, including the
pain and hurt of their break-up.

His eyes
immediately lit up with recognition as they caught hers.
"Katrina?"

Katrina
nodded.

Placing his
drink on the bar he closed the distance between them and pulled her
into a brief hug. Keeping her drink out of the way, she wrapped her
free arm around his neck and held tight to him. She buried her face
against his neck and his aftershave drifted to her, smelling of
woods and spices. It drew her in, and she longed to stay in his
warm embrace. But to her dismay, he ended the hug way too quickly
and stepped away picking his scotch back up and taking a long
drink.

"You look..."
Damon took a moment to survey her, and she found herself grateful
that she'd bought the new dress, including the fishnet thigh-high
stockings. "I'm speechless. You look stunning Katrina. You've
barely changed since I last saw you."

Katrina felt
her cheeks grow warm and she lowered her gaze, feeling like a
teenager again. "Thank you." After a moment, she lifted her blue
eyes and smiled. On impulse she reached out and fingered the lapels
of his suit jacket. The material was unbelievably soft under her
fingertips. "You're looking pretty good yourself. The years seem to
have been equally as kind to you."

His jaw
clenched and she thought she saw a flash of sadness and regret in
his eyes, but as quickly as it appeared, the look disappeared and a
smile touched his lips. "I've done okay."

"By the way you
used to work I would imagine you must be the big honcho at some
multi-million dollar company by now. Living the dream."

His grin
widened and he shrugged. "I've done okay."

Katrina's eyes
followed his left hand as he raised his glass to take a sip of his
scotch. No wedding ring or indication that there had been one there
recently. A rush of relief and satisfaction flowed through her.

She opened her
mouth to speak, but was interrupted by the president of their
graduating class - Kirk Miller.

"Welcome
everyone to the ten year reunion of South Haven High, class of
2003!"

Clapping and
cheers erupted from the several hundred people who were in
attendance. Katrina's eyes left the stage and Kirk to check out
Damon, while he was distracted. She stood just above his shoulder,
her 5'7 little more than six inches shorter than him. Sensing her
eyes on him, he looked down at her and gave her a wink. Her heart
fluttered and pulse raced at the gesture. She immediately shifted
her gaze back to the stage, but could still feel his eyes on
her.

Despite her
eyes being on Kirk, whatever he was saying was lost on her. Her
mind was focused on the tremors rushing through her at the feeling
of him watching her. She wondered if he had a girlfriend or woman
at home. And where was home? There was so much she wanted to know,
she silently prayed Kirk would wind up his long-winded speech soon
so she could get back to Damon. Apparently, Kirk liked to hear
himself talk just as much now as he had when they were younger.

"And now, I see
that the prom king and queen are here tonight. So let's kick off
the night with the king and queen dancing to the same song they
danced to all those years ago."

Here Without
you, by 3 Doors Down began to play and with a little coaxing
the former king and queen joined together in the center of the
dance floor. Neither one seemed overly impressed to be forced to
dance together, which made Katrina wonder what had transpired
between them to cause such a rift.

"He's gay."

"Huh?"
Katrina's brows furrowed as she tore her eyes from the couple to
meet Damon's.

"That's why
they're slightly hostile towards each other. He left her for a man
not to long after graduation. She took it hard."

Katrina's blue
eyes widened and her jaw went slack. "No way!"

Damon grinned
and nodded his confirmation. "Yes way."

People began to
pair up and join the king and queen on the dance floor.

Turning towards
her, Damon took her daiquiri from her hand and extended his hand to
her. "Will you join me Kat?"

Katrina looked
down at his outstretched hand and hesitated. Looking back up into
his dark eyes she saw the regret in them, a silent apology and
request for forgiveness. He was extending an olive branch to her,
so how could she not accept?

"Please,
Katrina."

"I'd love to,"
she responded taking his hand. His hand closed around hers,
eclipsing her small on into his larger one as he led her to the
dance floor. He led her to the side of the dance floor, away from
the other embracing couples and then pulled her into his arms.

She twirled
once, laughing softly, her blonde locks whipping around her head as
she twirled and then slipped into his arms, sliding her hands up
his chest and locking her fingers behind his neck. He immediately
pulled her close, and she found herself amazed at how familiar it
felt to be in his arms again. The years seemed to peel back and she
was transported in time ten years to when life was simple and they
were in love.
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Katrina buried
her face against his neck, as Damon pulled her closer. Her body
felt so good against him, it had been a while since he'd been with
a woman and he'd forgotten how good it felt to hold someone he
cared about so closely.

He'd thought
about her more times than he could count over the years. Whenever
he'd feel the hint of loneliness she'd appear in his mind. She'd
been so sweet and carefree. It didn't matter how crazy his ideas
had been or how impossible his dreams were, she'd always supported
him. Even when he got accepted to Stanford, she was the one to tell
him to go, even though he knew it was the last thing she'd wanted
him to do.

A rush of guilt
and regret came crashing over him, hitting him like a slug to the
stomach. "I'm sorry Kat."

She tensed in
his arms and pulled back to look him in the eye. Her brow furrowed.
"For what?"

"For leaving
you behind."

She smiled, but
the smile was weak at best. "It was for the best." She looked down
and fingered the lapel of his suit jacket. "We had different
paths..."

The song
switched up to U Got It Bad, by Usher.

"No, I was
selfish. I was young and wanted to concur the world. I didn't
realize that I already had what was most important in life. I've
never again found a love like what I had with you."

She opened her
mouth to comment and then snapped it shut. Damon cursed himself for
coming on too strong. He'd been doing a lot of self-reflection over
the past little while and despite the sense of accomplishment he
got whenever he took over a new company; the truth of the matter
was that he'd never been truly happy since he moved out of Bangor
and away from her. When he considered his life, he had four years
of pure happiness and they were all due to her.

Damon pulled
her back into his arms. He lowered his nose to her hair and took in
the scent of her shampoo - apple. "Your hair even smells the
same."

Katrina laughed
and glanced up at him. "I'm not one for change. I can't believe you
remember what shampoo I used to use."

"I remember a
lot of things, Kat."

She lowered her
gaze, a blush colouring her cheeks. "Me too. Every time I go to the
park and wind up at the lookout and I remember the night you first
told me..." Her voice trailed off and her blush deepened.

"That I loved
you," Damon finished off for her.

She nodded.

"I did Kat, but
my ambition got in the way." He caught her chin in his hand and
tilted her face up so her eyes caught him. "It was real. I don't
doubt that for an instant."

A look crossed
her face that reminded him so much of the eighteen year old young
woman he'd foolishly left that it left him winded. The music ended
and neither of them noticed until the couples around them began to
break up as the tempo increased.

With great
reluctance, Damon released his grip on Katrina and stepped back,
however, he kept her hand securely in his. "Can I make a
confession?" He asked as he led her from the dance floor.

She looked
unsure. He was overloading her, he knew this, but he needed to say
what was on his mind and in his heart. He didn't have the luxury of
time any longer.

"I'm still
trying process your apology," she admitted.

"Come with me."
He led her through the ballroom and out into the foyer.

"Where are we
going?"

"A place a
little quieter and less crowded. I rented a room here yesterday
afternoon and did a little exploring last night. I found a
beautiful little spot..."

OEBPS/cover.jpg
Bestselling Erotic Romance Author

Terry Towers

Redemptlon

An Heir For The
DBillionaive





