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Chapter 1—Knox
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January 17, 2015

Kayla looked beautiful. Every guy helping us complete the quickie ceremony at the courthouse was sizing her up.

She was a spectacular looking young woman. She had on a white dress that had a silk feel sheer to it that made it glisten in the light. She carried a small bouquet of flowers she'd brought herself to add to the effect.  

The dress hugged her perfect tall bikini model body like it was painted on. But she didn't look slutty. She was such a natural beauty. She won the all time looks lottery and she also worked at it.  She looked like she should have been on the cover of one of those bride magazines. She was a true angel.

Looking good was important to her. It got her attention where ever she want. It opened doors and got her access. 

When she came walking into the front annex and undid her body length wool coat, my heart skipped a beat. I couldn't control it if I wanted to. And I did want to.

“In another life,” I muttered to myself. “I'd be all over that.”

Jewel wasn't answering any of my texts and I was basically not giving a fuck. Her back and forth shit routine wasn't going to stop me from carrying out my plans.

I knew she'd be back eventually. That's where my confidence was at.  Doing what I knew to be my destiny and life's passion rather than following the plan laid out by my rich prick dad, had me feeling all powerful.

It didn't hurt my confidence that I was going to be a millionaire in liquid cash in the matter of hours.

Jewel wouldn't be able to resist me or what I had to offer. The woman I spent full days making wild love with wasn't in love with some other guy.  No way.

One thing I knew is when a woman was in love, she didn't need to say it. I was an expert. I'd had my way with many who fell for me fast. 

But Jewel was the best of the best. She was the least needy by far. But even  she was eating out of my hand by the end of our time together at my mom's. I didn't feel any need to send her a bunch of worried texts or explain what I was doing with Kayla.

I was in charge. Jewel only wanted me.

When the Justice of the Peace read his lines, I was grateful for Kayla being so mature. She understood what it meant and why we were doing it. I'd have my documents, she'd have her money. I'd file for the divorce the beginning of the next week. She didn't bring anyone with her. That comforted me that maybe she had gone and blabbed to her parents or friends.

––––––––
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Kayla stared into my eyes and I looked past hers to the wood wall and the jury box inside the empty courtroom.  We held our hands to together out in front of us. 

I'd suggested it.

I was ultra-paranoid about everything appearing on the up and up. I even put on the most expensive suit I had. Whatever it took to not have witnesses come back later on and screw with me getting my new-found fortune.

The passion in Kayla's kiss at the end was like it was during one of our late night romps. My eyes went wide with surprise. It frightened me immediately, but I made sure I followed through all the way to sell it.

We walked out hand in hand. Two old lady courthouse employees gave us a round of applause.

I felt nothing except relief that it had gone off with no hitches.

I was rich and life was ready to take off for me. Take off on overdrive.
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“OK, we'll meet at Branson's office on Monday?”

I said after walking Kayla to her car.

“Sure,”  she said. “You want to go have coffee or something? They have a really good peppermint mocha at this place around the block.”

“Peppermint was so last month,” I said, trying to keep the mood light. 

I wanted to let her down easy. I knew from her kiss she was having a hard time separating reality from the fantasy.

“I understand,” she said

“Huh?”

I didn't hear her response. I was already checking my texts and had all but tuned her out. 

“She'll break your heart you know?” she said.

“Kayla, I appreciate you doing this. I really do,” I said. “But it's my business. I am so sorry if I hurt you with what happened. We just didn't work. But you are a valued friend.”

“Is that what we'll always be?” 

“I am sorry but yes. I am in love with your sister and I have been since the first moment I saw her. I fought it and then I decided to stop fighting,” I said. “I never wanted to hurt you though. You have to understand that.”

“I do,” she said, smiling with unbelievable composure for someone who was not getting what I knew she most wanted.

She put her hands on my shoulders then rubbed my neck with her leather glove covered hands.

“I am here for you and will continue to be,”  she said. “And maybe you'll actually value that when she hurts you again.”

There was a confidence and certainty in her tone that sent a brief chill down my spine.

Despite my explosive level of confidence, I still didn't know how I'd react if Jewel ended up doing what  Kayla predicted.

A cold wind whipped from the harbor.  I lowered my head and fastened my double breasted overcoat for the walk back to my rental car.  

After Kayla's warning, I had an urgent need to talk to Jewel and explain what was happening. I knew what I'd done wouldn't remain secret for long.
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Chapter 2—Julie
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January 20, 2013
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Saturday was a whirlwind. My mom was running around gathering up a cake and food plus whatever else she could dream up to make my parent's house into a suitable place for a wedding.

I just wanted it all done.

The more time I had to reconsider, the more likely it would have been that Knox crept back into my mind and heart.

The euphoria from a couple days earlier when Matt had broken the California news to me was wearing off. The actual reality of the choices I had made started to overwhelm, rather than excite me. 

Where I felt a need for excitement in my life, thoughts of Knox always followed.

After no more than forty five minutes, all the planning and detailing with my mom had me needing a nice fat joint.  I'd been punting off doing wedding prep since Matt proposed a month ago.

She'd been doing all the work. 

But when the wedding got moved up six months, I was forced into action.

But I fought it like a girl who didn't really want to be married, but did want to live California

“You aren't going to have  party favors for the guests?” Mom asked.

“Mom, it's only close family and besides isn't feeding them enough? Jeez, I just don't get weddings. Hi I am getting married. So I will tell you what to buy me,” I griped. “So we're clear for the last time, I don't want people giving anything to me and Matt. He makes great money.”

“I get it Julie. You've said it many times today. Why don't you just let me handle it and take it off your plate.”

That's how my Saturday, the day before my wedding, was going. 

I wasn't going to argue though. I had the wedding dress already handled. I was wearing a two piece business suit, and I was going to sub in a conservative dark skirt for the pants. Total spent: zero dollars and zero cents.

With mom taking charge, my only duty for Saturday was to get stoned.

I sneaked up into my old room and gently closed the door behind me. I pulled the plastic bag out of my satchel bag I'd brought to “planning hell”. That was what I called it when speaking to Matt that morning.

He always told me how much he liked my “spunk” when I'd bitch about everything.

I knew he was full of it. He always played by the rules and it probably pissed him off that I was complaining about an event that he was excited about.

In fact, I know it pissed him off. But he didn't have the stones to tell me to behave.

As I baked through to the end burnt end of my first roach, I started to get some clarity in my thinking about all the craziness that was about to go down.

In the places in my mind I was only able to go when I was drunk or high, Matt was a wimp who would do or say anything to keep me happy. Even if he wasn't making me happy.

Then I thought of Knox. He went and proposed to my sister right after we pledged our undying love to each other.

I wasn't stupid. I knew there was something going on that was pure oddball.

But the shock of it all, plus the Kayla factor, tipped me toward giving up on the whole Knox fantasy.

That's why I jumped into Matt's lap and at the chance to be his wife. No more fucking weird craziness and hoping I would stay important to Knox. 

And of course I wanted that life in California. I needed the treat weather, tons of things to do, and thousands of miles between myself and all the bad memories.

But there was that other part. That reality of being committed forever to Matt had less luster each hour closer we got to the one o'clock ceremony.

I missed Knox' touch. I couldn't deny it.  But otherwise, he held nothing for me. His unstable bad boy ways would have eventually wrecked my life.

With all that sorted out, I fell into deep pot-aided sleep. I was no longer feeling any fear about everything that was about to happen.
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I woke up feeling ill.

The buzz had worn off and my thinking had totally changed again.

No way. I couldn't do it. Not until I saw Knox again and let him explain everything. There was
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