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~Caitlin ~

Finally!

The wheels of the aeroplane screech along the tarmac of LAX International Airport. 

I let out a sigh of relief.

Over the plane intercom, the captain says, “It's just after two. The temperature is ten degrees Celsius. Warmer than London.”

A soft chuckle echoed around the plane as he continued, “Thank you for flying with us. Enjoy the rest of your journey.”

The flight from London is just too long. So long that I’m close to climbing the walls of the plane. They need to open the bloody door - and soon.

I glance out the window to calm my nerves; it’s only a few more minutes before leaving this bloody plane. After a few seconds, I’m less agitated and not so frustrated.

I have things to do. Things to sort. 

The urgency to see him is burning hot inside me. I’m so desperate to see him. To apologise. My lousy behaviour before his brother’s engagement. It’s been plaguing my mind since that awful night.

I worry my lips as I wait patiently with the rest of my fellow passengers.

Flying for more than ten hours has taken its toll on me, and reliving Sunday is even worse, especially without much sleep. 

Sitting in the lounge at Heathrow Airport, I wondered how Jaron managed his travel schedule, which involved frequent back-and-forth trips. 

I pull out my phone, turn off the aeroplane mode and view the directions to his brother’s home in the Hills. Jake had said it was only a short drive from the Airport.

For his sake, I hope so because I don’t know what to do if he turns me away.

I mutter worriedly, “Please see me, Jaron.”

I should’ve apologised at the engagement party. I’m such a coward.

My only excuse is that he seemed so preoccupied that I didn’t force the issue. 

I bow my head. I should’ve forced the issue.

“Please,” I whisper.

I frown. I’m even more perplexed as to why he disappeared. I mean, he didn’t even say goodbye.

It doesn’t excuse me, though. I should have apologised at the engagement, and I cannot live on ifs and maybes.

With my small luggage, I departed the plane with the rest of the passengers. I quickly make my way to customs security. Thankfully, I only brought one piece of hand luggage containing enough clothes for a week. I mean, t-shirts and jeans mainly, and fearing the worst kind of rejection, I need a quick getaway. I have a plan B – a three-week holiday in the US, as I’m unsure how he would respond to seeing me outside his front door.

After leaving behind the cold, grey February of London, I was hoping for warmer climes. It’s bright, but the sun is deceiving. I tiredly make my way to the cab service parked outside the terminus. I want to get to him so much that I can’t enjoy the bright and sunny afternoon as I get inside my cab.

“So where are you going, lady?”

I give him the address and notice his reaction as I remove my jacket.

“Okay. What?”

He gets the car in traffic when he mutters with a grin, “Nothing.”

He gives me a rundown of all the local attractions on our journey. My attention isn’t really on him, but I make the appropriate comments as I’m distracted by my thoughts.

We travel from the motorway and join the afternoon local traffic, with sentries of tall palm trees lining the street. The cab driver occasionally informs me of the homes of stars along our route to Jaron’s home.

Most are hidden behind tall hedges and gates, but you can almost make out their homes between the shrubs.

My eyes follow, but I’m not listening. I don’t think he notices that I’m not paying attention. I just want to get to Jaron, and to be honest, I really don’t have time for small conversations. He soon gives up, and we continue our journey in silence.

Are we there yet? 

The scenery around me changes. I pull out my phone and watch our progress on Google Maps.

I glance at the meter. This is going to cost me a small ransom. It’s not that I don’t have the money, because I do. Still, it’s bloody expensive.

I keep remembering my conversation with Jake.

“Don’t worry. Jaron will be very surprised and extremely pleased to see you. It was that statement that kept me sane throughout this entire journey.

I worry that maybe he’s being too kind. The uncertainty grips me. Jaron will be pissed no doubt. Will he welcome me? Lord, I hope so!

As the cab driver drives up the winding road, taking us further up the hill, I can’t help but admire the magnificent homes and views. It was more exclusive than the ones the cab driver had shown me earlier.

It’s all breathtaking.

The further up we go, the fewer the homes, and like the homes down the hill, they are mostly hidden behind overlong hedges or tall walls with large gates obscuring the view. 

He finally parks his vehicle in front of a large black iron-clad security gate.

“This is where I drop you off, Ma’am.”

I look about me with apprehension.

“What? Here!”

He nods, and I take a deep breath at the impressive gate. It screams wealth and power. Quite overwhelming. I take a long breath and sigh slowly.

I hadn’t expected a security gate.

Shit! I’m so naïve, expecting this to be so easy.

I pay the driver with a handsome tip; With luggage in hand, I open the door and make my way to the gate. I look about me for a panel to find the intercom. I press the buzzer.

Here goes.

“Yes?”

“Hi,” I say nervously. “I’m Cait. Jaron isn’t expecting me, but...” I trail off quietly.

“Caitlin, wait there.” A slow drawl penetrates through the intercom.

I let out a yawn, feeling tired. It’s as if jetlag is creeping up on me. How did the person on the other side of the intercom know my name? 

To my amazement, the large black wrought iron gate opens, and I move through the gap, going further into the grounds. Over my shoulder, I see it closing slowly behind me. 

Ahead of me, I notice an overflowing double-round fountain. As I walk slowly up the driveway, my legs tremble underneath me. I’m getting closer, and my heart wants to escape the confines of my ribcage. 

I turn the corner of the long driveway and meet a tall man with dark, wavy brown hair. Sunglasses cover his eyes as they rest comfortably on his long nose, and his full lips turn into a broad smile, greeting me with such enthusiasm that all nervousness leaves me. From head to toe, he’s a total...

WOW.

His strong, angular jaw reminds me of one of my favourite actors from growing up, the kind of detective movies I used to watch with her father. He’s almost as tall as Jaron and lacks that triple jaw-dropping good looks, but he's still a handsome man. As he slowly approaches, I take a long breath – and breathe.

Who is he?

He reaches out his hand with a large grin on his face. “Hi Caitlin, I’m David. It’s great to meet you finally. Jake left a message that you are arriving today.” 

David was the voice on the intercom. And Jake called. Overwhelmed with emotions, I raise a hand to my chest. David takes my suitcase, and I follow him wearily up the driveway.

As I follow him, he mutters, “I’ve heard so much about you.”

I silently thanked Jake for being so thoughtful. I let out a sigh. “I hope they are all good.” I smile weakly at him, unsure if it’s all been good news. Then I ask rapidly, “Is Jaron here?”

My heart stills quietly at the shake of his head as David answers, “He should be on his way from Malibu.” He should be here shortly, though.”

Disappointment rips across my heart. He’s not here. I look up at the house before me. It’s a large two-storey villa, a Spanish-style hacienda with well-manicured lawns and pathways surrounding it. Full of colour and texture. It’s so welcoming, and beyond the house is a garden begging to be explored and wandered through, with hidden, elusive pathways full of plants that thrive in this warm climate.

If he gives me a chance...to explain. In my misery, I hope to have the opportunity to explore his wonderful home.

I let out a sigh. All of that depends on Jaron.

As we make our way to the grey, small steps, I reflect on how I got here. This wasn’t how we were. I got us here. It’s all on me, and I must take ownership of that.

There are so many reasons why I want to make things right with Jaron.

But I need him here to do that. 

Every damn thing depends on Jaron!
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~Jaron ~

Months earlier...

It’s a beautiful sunny late afternoon in St John’s Wood—Picturesque and warm along Hamilton Terrace in the London Borough of Westminster. A stone's throw away from the world-famous cricket grounds, Lord’s. 

If that kind of sport rocks your boat. In ways, it’s similar to baseball to varying degrees.

It’s warmer than expected for late September. It’s as if summer wants to linger, and as always, this time of the month is full of colour, informing Londoners that autumn is nearing. 

But it’s evident and feels like summer wants to linger a little longer, even though the colours of browns, yellows, oranges and rustic reds are visible. The sentinels of trees that line the road are blowing gently in the wind; it makes this part of London one of the most beautiful spots to visit. It’s a spot I want to keep to myself; it’s peaceful and beautiful, as calmness washes over me. For now, it’s a peace that’s a long time coming.

Enjoying my favourite time of year, I take in a deep breath. 

It reminds me of my other favourite city, New York: vibrant, colourful, busy, and stimulating - a hub for diverse cultures. Yet tucked away in these busy cities are small pockets of leafy suburbia - corner coffee shops, fresh-baked goods, and a sense of a quiet, village-like ambience.

St John’s Wood is one of London’s most sought-after postcodes with its elegant Regency buildings and an established cosmopolitan atmosphere. A short distance by road or underground to London’s West End and City, yet it's set apart by its unique architectural heritage and history, as well as the 400 acres of neighbouring Regent’s Park and Primrose Hill.

Over the past few years, I’ve been spending the majority of my time in Los Angeles, which is warm, sunny, and full of beautiful beaches. However, it’s not London or New York, where the seasons change are noticeable. I do like the hustle and bustle of a vibrant city, but the stillness that part of London offers me, I hadn’t realised I missed it until now.

Nonetheless, LA serves its purpose; it’s incredibly close to the industry that I love and the people who work within it. Even if it can be done remotely, it's sometimes best to do it in person.

“Too many things on the go,” I mutter warily. 

Maybe this feeling of tiredness and despondency has finally caught up with me and is taking its toll. 

It’s a problem I need to address and fast! My career is excellent and busy. I’d be stupid to miss the opportunities that have been given. It would be a grave mistake to overlook them. Burnout is just around the corner, as I’ve agreed to take on so many projects.

As they are at varying stages of production, I’d carry them on until they were finished. Being with Jake always provides clarity, and my brother’s relationship with Mandy has made me look closer at my own life. 

Seeing Jake today with his new fiancée made me realise why I’ve been unsettled for some time.

“Tell me about it. You need to chill out a little,” Jake responds. “Stay here a while.” Jake turns to face me briefly and continues quickly, “I know the press here can be intrusive, but...”

I sighed tiredly. “I know.” I smile. “I might take you up on it.” 

I might just do that. Perhaps I need some distance from the grind I’ve been in over the past few years. A change of scenery may do me a world of good.

I look at him briefly and pause a thought; I’m always amazed when I look at Jake; it’s like looking in the mirror - identical twins, that’s what we are. 

At times in our early years, I didn’t feel that way. But our bond is strong, so strong that we always seem to know what the other is thinking or feeling. It is uncanny. Even the distance of an ocean couldn’t stop that. 

Being twins, we’re of the same build and same height. Similar features with slight facial differences. It is the differences that make it fun when other people find out who’s who.

It’s a good game we play... sometimes.

It’s only apparent to those close to us or who have known us for a long time. It’s been known on occasion even to fool them.

We swapped our names and played tricks on school teachers, ex-girlfriends and girls when we were growing up. We got away with it most of the time, but when our little trick backfired and we got found out, there was always hell to pay—a trip to the headmaster’s office.

A small smile touches my face. Harmless fun.

Jake always knew how to lighten my mood, especially when I’m with him. Even though we speak constantly, sometimes it can be weeks apart, but nothing compares to when we are together. He always knows what’s going on with me. I suppose it’s that extra special bond we have as twins. 

I’ve been so busy these past few years, and there aren’t enough hours to relax and just be, to enjoy life, take stock and breathe.

That’s the difficulty, if I’m not on a film set, I’d be either in the studio writing a new score or a new album. It’s a go-go with promotional tours of his films or music that always follow; sometimes they wear me out, like this one. 

I try to remember the last time I wasn’t working. As I ponder, I frown - it’s been a while. 

The last time I was relaxed was writing lyrics on the beach at a friend’s house in Santa Barbara. And that was months ago.

Shit!

I rub my tired blue eyes and grimace. 

Mandy.

It was awful. I was bloody awful.

Shit! SHIT! 

I glare at Jake surreptitiously and wince at how I treated her.  It’s uncalled for!

It’s how I’d usually deal with someone important to my brother. I mean, his potential wife. I can tell he’s in love with her, just by how he speaks about her, and she loves him back. They should be together; seeing them together feels right that they should be. 

A low groan escaped me. I’m such a dick! 

God, I hope I haven’t ruined my relationship with my future sister-in-law.

Another frown furrows my brow as I remember my behaviour over lunch. To put it mildly, and say it hadn’t gone well is a mild understatement. 

I look at my shirt and gaze at the stain. It serves me bloody right! Who can blame her for throwing wine over my face? And good wine at that. Who can blame her after the insults I hurled at her? 

I shouldn't chuckle, but Jake’s face was a picture, and the look on Jake’s face stopped that. Jake did the right thing and left my ass. Stained shirt and all, he followed Mandy out the door. But before Jake had left his chair, Mandy was already out the door. 

Jake glared at me, scowling. “Not cool, Jaron.”

The waiter provided him with a clean napkin. Ignoring the stares and low chatter about me, I wipe my face and burst out laughing. It was short-lived, though, as Jake returned with a stern look. Jake sat down looking miserable, and I’m silently thankful that no one had the chance to pull out their phones to take pictures of my embarrassment, and before I knew it, it would be all over TMZ.

His face said it all, though. It’s a slap on the face that my apology wasn’t welcomed. His silent treatment always did get to me. He has a way of glaring that stops you in your tracks.

Oh shit! Fuck it.

I’m such an ass!

Trying to ruin my brother's love life. Such a jerk move.

Fuck this shit!

I’m so tired of apologising for the last hour. And this is the last one. 

I mutter and sigh, “Okay, dude. I’m sorry, but I’m not going to keep apologising.” 

“You are such a jerk, Jaron.”

“Yeah. I am.” I agree with a smirk.

Jake gives me a sharp glance with a begrudging small smile.

“It’s no laughing matter, Jay.”

I know, and he’s right. Maybe it’s too soon.

It’s not that I’m jealous of his relationship with Mandy – a woman who wants him, just for him. She is not the kind who wants fifteen minutes of fame, but it’s something he can give her. 

I know plenty of those kinds of people.

And I’ve had enough of those, too. 

But Mandy isn’t like that.

I’m not going to tell him this shit. No matter how envious I am, it’s a stupid thing to do. 

But in my defence, she needs to gain a backbone about it. Most of those in the industry as all smiles but behind your back they’re such bitches who will stab you in the back. 

Most but not all. Thankfully.

What Jake has is special. If only another woman like her were in the world, I could be just as content and happy. I haven’t met anyone who can make me feel the way Jake feels for Mandy. 

I mean to have someone to love you unconditionally who is not a family member. Now, that’s pretty awesome.

“I’m sorry Jake,” I tell him solemnly. I turn into Hamilton Terrace and add, “You are a very lucky man to have someone like her.”

“I know,” Jake smiles and then rolls his blue eyes. “I know why you did it, Jay. And it’s fucking stupid thing to do.”

I purse my lips as he’s right. I’m also glad that I’m forgiven. I briefly look at the red stain on my shirt. 

“You love her, don’t you,” I query.

“Yeah. I would marry her in a heartbeat if she would let me.” A half smile creeps up his face.

His whole face lights up. Wow. My baby brother is in love.

“I haven’t given her the ring yet, as I wanted you to meet her.” A soft chuckle leaves him. “And I do want to marry her. I am sure she would want to be done properly. You know, on bended knees and who am I to disagree? You have to be there right? At my wedding, I mean.”

“I would not miss it for the world, little brother. Just tell me when, and I’ll be there.” I grin and then pause for a moment, “But you must give her that ring, don’t wait. Cement that relationship, Jake.”

With my eyes on the road, at some point down the road, in the distance, someone catches my attention. For a brief glimpse, all I can do is stare at her.

She is the most beautiful creature to have walked this earth. She’s absolutely beautiful!

My heart quickens and all of a sudden the heat in my body rises and my cock goes hard. 

Fuck!

And she’s oblivious to me. Again.

In a blink, she disappeared quickly from my view and into one of the houses near Jake’s home. 

I’ve seen her before and even then missed her; it was about a month ago when I last saw her and...

“Jaron!”

Jake sternly shouts my name, and his hand on the wheel brings me back to the task at hand – driving his car. 

SHIT!

I slam the brakes as a young boy with unruly black curly hair, no more than ten years of age, runs in front of the car chasing after his football. Wheels screech to a stop as the young boy stops like a rabbit in the headlights. After a second, the boy waves as if nothing had happened and carries on chasing after his rolling ball.

I kick myself for not concentrating and for nearly killing a child. 

“Damn, that was close,” Jake mutters.

I mutter, “He came out of nowhere. Scared the shit out of me.”

I let out a sigh of relief. I glance at Jake and give him a wobbly smile.

I look around us to see if this wonderful creature is still around, but she’s nowhere to be seen. A sudden loss comes over me. 

I desperately want to see her again. I can’t keep catching glimpses of her. Or maybe more drastic measures are needed, like maybe moving to the UK!

Nah. Too drastic.

I manoeuvre the silver Mercedes into an empty parking space a few doors from Jake’s home. We both come out of the sleek car and stand face to face. I lean forward, sitting with my elbows on the roof of the car, resting my chin in my palms.

I give him a slow sigh. “I am sorry about lunch; I'll make it up to you both tonight.”

“I think it needs to be something extra special.” Jake chuckles. “Although I think she’d be happy with an apology.”

I pull a worrying look and tell Jake, “Hmmm. I hope you can patch things up.”

“We’ll be fine. Don’t worry, it’ll work out.” Jake frowns for a second. 

He sounds confident and I hope I haven’t fucked things up for him. 

An idea comes to mind as a smile touches my face. 

Jake has the Webbers’ tenacity; he’ll wear her down.

A sudden feeling of jealousy sweeps over me again, but I push it out of the way to the furthest points in my mind - out of a thought, out of mind, for I don’t need these feelings right now. 

Maybe it’s that twin bonding thing.

“Are you okay?” Jake asks me wryly.

I nod. “Yeah. I’m good bro.”

Unfortunately, I don’t have someone like Mandy. And the search for eternal love gets that little bit further from me. Sometimes, it feels like I’m looking for a needle in a haystack.

“Good. You’ll find your person,” he smirks.

Not if I’m working constantly.

“My brother, the optimist,” I tell him with a chuckle.

“You are forever the pessimist. Anyway, one of us has to be optimistic in this world, dear brother.”

I laugh out loud at his brother’s accusation. With a small smile, I reply, “I think you’ll find I am a realist, nothing to do with cynicism or pessimism.”

Jake rolls his eyes at me, and a side grin touches his face. Whatever, Jay.”

Grinning, I move to the pavement to where Jake is standing. We hug briefly, and as we pull apart, he’s instantly on his mobile.

I watch him make his way to his house, and when he disappears, I slide back inside the car and check for any messages on my phone.

Tiredness creeps in along with the feeling of loneliness—another empty hotel room to look forward to. A low groan empties into the car, and I rest my head against the headrest. I lower my lids, and the hum of traffic in the distance is almost therapeutically calming.

God. I must be tired.

It’s so quiet here.

A sigh leaves me. This is the life I’ve built; it’s a bed I must lie in. Living like this since my teens, why now do I suddenly feel I’m missing out on something or losing something extraordinary? 

My work rules my life, and the women I meet are rarely genuine and have hidden agendas. That’s not the way to live. 

Not my brother’s girlfriend. They are usually after me for one thing or another - I could be someone who introduces them to the best contact in the music or film industry, or provides them with that five minutes of fame. Some connections are mutual.

On those rare occasions, some become true friends.

Jake is a very lucky man indeed. My brother has found the balance between his job, fame and home life. While me. Well, I’m still trying to find that balance.

Maybe it is time for a break from this madness, time to slow down the carousel.

“Too much going on to do that right now,” I mutter to no one.

I’ve always felt that fame doesn’t allow me to meet the kind of women I want to meet, even though it gives me the freedom to be creative and be thoroughly paid for it. The women are too scared to deal with all the shit that comes with dating someone like me or they want it too much.

Can there be a balance for me? 

Jake has found it; can I?

My mind went back to the fantastic creature from earlier. It feels like we’re passing ships. Maybe I’m reading too much into this, even though she is beautiful.

I need a closer look.

Sleek, short blonde hair reminded him of a golden velvet cap covering her head. I bet it would look great all gelled up with a faux-hawk. Petite delectable body, and from a distance, she had large doe eyes. What colour is it? I need to see her again.

I shuffle in my seat. Just thinking about her gives me a hard-on.

“Get a fucking grip, Jaron.”

I roll my eyes. I’m going crazy talking to myself.

I worry my lips.

Since I last saw her, she hasn’t been that far from my mind.

Fuck! I’m fantasising about an illusion of someone I want her to be. A ghost. Yet this ghost has intrigued me more than some of the most beautiful women I know.

I open my eyes. I’ll never see her again.

A slow sigh escapes me. 

Unless I knock on every single door on the street. What a silly idea.

I rub my face and glare into the rearview mirror. Tired, Cornflower blue eyes glare back at me. “Maybe Jakie is right.”

I start the car, slowly move the gear from park to drive, and join the local traffic as I try to keep my mind on anything but the petite nymph that has me all hot and bothered.

If I avoid the press like Jake, maybe I’ll get some quiet time here.
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~Caitlin~

Mandy’s pacing makes me crazy...dizzy that I almost want to scream. The room is an excellent large size with all the comforts of any home; with this home, it’s more than some in subtle, muted, warm and welcoming colours. My friend’s pacing from left to right is like watching a tennis match without a game. Her steps are uneven and abrupt, making the room seem smaller than it is. 

She’s still furious and in a defiant mood.

Who can blame her?

From what she has told me, I too would’ve been pissed.

Livid.

It’s been a long while since I’ve seen her this angry. So long that I can’t remember. Her agitation is more than evident as she peruses purposely around the living room. Usually, she’s of a sweet, even-tempered disposition, to the brink of being too calm and soothing. Calming is what I have said about my friend since university.

Mandy Hastings is pissed.

Pissed as hell!

A slow smile touches my face. My sunshine girl is showing her backbone. Got to love her. 

I’m sure they’ll work things out once she calms down and Jake apologises. And his wretched brother, too!

Jaron Webber.

The ring of the phone echoes in the room; after a moment, my phone buzzes beside me, but her cold stare stops me from answering.

Well, almost.

I picked up the phone and checked the screen for the caller ID.

It’s Jake.

With the phone in hand, I reach out to her.

She glares at me and then at the phone. She shakes her head and frantically rakes her fingers through her thick, raven, shoulder-length hair. Her hair is a golden halo that shines in the light. It’s a heady mixture against her. 

I watch her with shaken hands, caressing her hair from her oval face. Her dark brown eyes are set in a frown as her well-shaped brow contracts, making all aware that she is trying to control her anger and tears. Her long nose and even-shaped mouth give her face a beautiful appearance. Her medium slender frame and height only make people flock to her until they realise that her inner beauty matches her appearance.

"I can’t believe he said that to me! How dare he say I am only after Jake's money? How dare he say that!" She snaps furiously. 

She continued with the same anger, “I don’t care who he is or how famous he is; he had no right to speak to me like that!” Her chest heaves heavily, and her breathing is shallow.

"You are making me dizzy, Sweetie," I say softly. "Please sit down and tell me all about it."

I need my friend to move on from her anger; she has been at it for hours. But I know she needs to work through it. 

She has been angry since lunch. I let out a low sigh.

Mandy slumped heavily into the large armchair, only to get up again.

"Mandy! Please sit down, you are making me nervous!” I cry abruptly, “You will wear out the new carpet."

Mandy pauses for a moment. Green eyes glare into brown eyes. After a moment, Mandy sits down, and with her head bowed, she sobs.

I stand, but I am unsure if she needs another hug. I’m going to ball my eyes too if she keeps this going.

Gruffly, she mutters,  "I’m so angry, Cait. How can Jaron think that all I want is his brother's money? That is so shallow."

And my friend is not shallow. She’s the best person I’ve known.

Kind, sweet, loyal, honourable, and always doing the right thing. She’s sunshine and rainbows.

Mandy was all excited about lunch and meeting her future brother-in-law. Giddy was excited and had worked herself into nervous energy all morning. I’ve been wondering all afternoon what has happened to get my friend all upset.

"Then tell me about it," I encourage.

She sighs.

"Well, you know I had this lunch with Jake this afternoon. I was apprehensive about meeting his older twin for the first time. Well, we sat down, ordered wine, and waited for the starter to arrive.” She lets out a slow breath and briefly closes her eyes. She continues rapidly, “We started talking about the wedding.”

A tear falls from her eyes, and her lips quiver as she continues, "And-And that’s when he laid it into me and told me that I am after Jake's money. I tried to laugh it off, but he persisted. His brother's nasty words took Jake aback, but he... he just-”

Mandy looks at me with tear-filled eyes, and with such venom, she adds, "He just sat there...all quiet." She fidgets her fingers together as she says her words tripping over themselves, "He didn’t even defend me! Before Jaron could say any more, I let him have a piece of my mind and walked out on them." 

Mandy looks up at me with a guilty smirk and adds slowly, "I threw wine in his face and told him that I did not want to see him again."

I move from my chair and give Mandy a tight hug. “Well done, you for standing up for yourself.” Cheekily I add, teasing her friend as I give her a half-crooked smile, “You threw wine over Jake?”

Mandy’s eyes and mouth are open wide. I chuckle as I let the image of Mandy throwing wine at Jake or, even better, his brother, play over in my mind like a meme.

“No!” She yelps at me. “At his brother.” 

I laugh out loud; I stop swiftly when Mandy looks away, brushing away the tears. The meme is funny, but this is her future with Jake’s family. And that is no laughing matter.

"Are you sure it is what you want?"

"How can a man who professes to love me leave me to be chewed by his brother and then spat back out as if I mean nothing to him,” her voice rising at each word. 

As if unable to contain herself anymore, and like rain, her tears fall freely. 

She adds, “He didn't even defend me."

I can see where her anger lies now. And who can blame her? It’s not at the brother she’s angry at,  it’s at Jake.

"I thought he loved me," her voice trembles as she harshly wipes the tears away. 

The house phone rings again, and Mandy's head springs upward. 

"If that is Jake, I am not here."

We both know it is him. He’s been trying to get through for a while now. I tilt my head to the side.

As Mandy rises, I stand too; I bring her into my body and hug her briefly. I reach out to answer the phone and instantly recognise Jake’s voice. 

“Hi. Jake,” I greet him with a bored, disappointed voice. 

I want him to know that what is going on is not great. He has upset and angered my friend. He has hurt her, but I feel for him because I know he loves her very much. This is something they need to work out; it’s their argument.

“Is Mandy there?”

He sounds desperate and almost lost. He requested to speak to Mandy. 

I pause longer than I should, but reply, "No. She’s not here." 

“I know she’s there, as is her car, and I can see her through the window.”

Busted and taken aback, I pass the phone to Mandy.

Mandy shakes her head furiously. Silently whispering, "I am not here."

I hate this game.

They need to sort out this shit!

I tell him, "Jake, she won't answer the phone." 

“Okay.”

I hear the clip of the phone and gaze at it absently. After a few seconds, replace the phone in its cradle. 

"He’s outside," I tell Mandy.

"Why didn't you insist that I am not here?"

I am not going to start playing that game. This is their problem to sort out. Never come between a couple because they’ll turn on you – my psychology tutor once told the class about the human psyche. And for some reason, this stayed with me.

"Because you wouldn’t answer your mobile. He can see us from the window. Anyway, he’s outside the house now." 

I’m trying so hard not to lose my temper, and feeling like the middle person is frustrating. I add, "And I believe your car is parked beside mine."

Shame faced, Mandy turns and sits down again. “Argh!”

Just then, we hear the key in the keyhole. We suddenly turn to each other. For a brief moment, we’re both undecided. As the door opens, Mandy speedily runs towards the door, and as I follow her, I jab my shoulder against the jamb of the door. Mandy turns the corner sharply at the staircase, her fingers gripping the bannister, and athletically she takes two steps at a time to avoid Jake. 

From beyond the hall, Jake calls out, “Mandy!” 

All six-four feet of his wide frame quickly dashed by me as he muttered hurriedly, “Hello.”

He passes the living room and takes the staircase. His long legs take two stairs at a time, eventually leading him to their bedroom. 

“Hello, Jake,” I reply, and my response follows after him.

I return to the living room and sit on the large yellow sofa. I let out a sigh as I let the drama of the afternoon go. I have always believed that Mandy and Jake deserve each other. They’re two beautiful people. They are well-matched. For all his success, Jake has managed to stay earthbound and sensible.

Unlike his infuriating brother, it seems. I suppose the higher they rise, the further away they are from being earthbound. And Jaron is a mega A-Lister. For decades, his films and music have had box-office success. He’s a rare talent who commands both industries.

Regardless of his talent, his infuriating brother is trying his best to disturb their happy nest.

“Insufferable man!”

Begrudgingly, an instant dislike of Jake’s twin brother. 

Jaron Webber.

I don’t care how famous he is. A wave of intense emotion invades my equilibrium. I always thought devoid of such intense emotions, and the thought had become more intense, especially since my twenty-eighth birthday. Although I haven’t physically met Jaron, pictures of him show that he looks almost the same as Jake. At a swift glance, the two brothers can be mistaken for identical, but at closer inspection, it’s noticeable that they are not.

Jake’s boyish good looks, light brown hair cut short crop hair, and lighter streaks as if the sun had caressed and kissed it. The straight nose and solid square chiselled jaw made his gorgeous face lean. His warm, laughing, summer blue eyes twinkle, and the laughter lines surrounding them soften the harsh, angular lines. His thin lips had the cutest smile that could melt any woman into a mush. It’s no wonder women respond to him that way, added to his celebrity status as an established actor in the theatre and on TV. They swarm him like bees to honey.

Jaron is all of that but on steroids. Women run to him and want to devour him...unfiltered. His charisma is so evident on TV.

Jake and Jaron were from a well-known boy band when they were seventeen. A successful boy band that competed with N’Sync, One Direction's popularity. They had been together for ten years, making their artwork for themselves, but when the group became so successful worldwide, it became too much, and the group split up. Like most boy bands, the band members had gone their separate ways. Only the brothers stayed in the spotlight in their respective acting and solo music careers.

Jaron’s career went nuclear! There is a higher demand for his films, solo albums, and film scores, to the point of screaming girls. His career escalated to the higher echelons, but when compared to his younger brother, Jake’s career is successful with mild celebrity status. 

With their success comes fabricated stories. Clickbait stories about Jake and Jaron upset Mandy and me when Jake told them the truth behind the headlines. Since the band's break-up, Jaron has lived Stateside, mainly in New York or Los Angeles, and Jake has moved to London and stayed.
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