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  Foreword



Do lies become the truth within corrupt situations? Or is it that malicious actions and scandalous deeds are justified by those who believe in their own untruths?  




Deep in the heart of the small, quiet, picturesque rural and urban towns of upstate New York lie lust, greed, jealousy, deceit, murder, and mystery among those who call themselves friends. 




In an environment of this nature, one would surely ask—who needs enemies when you have friends like these? These people do more than smile in each other’s faces while plotting behind one another’s backs. 




Bold and shameless facades, suspect behavior, shady dealings, cruel backstabbing—you name it! There is plenty of indecency to go around and no one ever knows who will turn and do what next. 




In a place filled with spontaneous attractions, insatiable appetites, selfish desires, changeable minds, and a range of unpredictability there is bound to be a hint of danger lurking around in the air. 






I

Friends And Acquaintances







  
  One

  
  
  Zosia Portman

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




Zosia Portman, a thirty-four-year-old diligent-working operations supervisor for Worthington Appliances—subsidiary of Barlow Enterprises—from the town of May Point in the County of Dardanelle, New York sat in her garden after seeing her thirteen-year-old daughter off to school this morning. 




While she picked weeds through the cracks and between the spaces of the pavers Peony walked through the entrance of the tall white fence that enveloped the spacious area of her backyard. 




Zosia nearly tipped over into the variegated rows of blooms to the side of her chair when her best friend crept upon her the way that she did. 




“Whoa!” the woman expressed, caught on unawares. “You almost had me there in the dirt.” 




A brief smile flashed across Peony’s disconcerted-looking face. 




“What are you doing here? Why aren’t you teaching class?” 




“I had an early doctor’s appointment today. Can we talk?” 




Zosia—still bent over in the curved-back chair digging and pulling up wild plants—ceased from sport with a handful of greenery snatched at their root. 




“Sure,” the woman said. She rose from the sleek, slatted white Adirondack chair. She then tossed the weeds in the plastic garbage bag and removed the gardening gloves that she wore. 




Peony, a tall deep brown complexioned woman of medium, solid build followed Zosia from the large, lush yard through the back door of the elegant, modernly designed colonial-style home that she shared with her husband Cane and their teenage daughter Oralie. 




The sliding glass doors of the backyard porch led directly into the kitchen. Peony swung her thick hips to the L-shaped banquette that adorned a corner of the room. 




The woman clothed in a soft peach-colored cardigan sweater, light-grey cropped pants, and white Ked sneakers made herself comfortable on the crema linen-like pinstripe fabric of the upholstered cushioning as she rested back in the cozy space. 




“Would you like a glass of lemonade?” Zosia asked. 




“Yes,” Peony said. The woman needed to wet her tongue. Her mouth was feeling a bit parched. 




Peony’s dark-brown eyes watched the animated woman—whose long light-blonde hair hung tied in a braid—fetch them both ice from the freezer before going into the door of the fridge. 




After Zosia poured lemonade into two tall glasses she sauntered over to the beautiful round pedestal table made of solid wood in a glossy walnut finish.  




“So, what is going on?” The warm ivory-complexioned woman with dark-brown eyes asked. 




Peony sipped her tart; sweet drink then went to respond. 




“I am pregnant,” she uttered bluntly.  




This was interesting news. Those words had caused Zosia to raise her soft-angled curved brows in surprise. She waited to allow the trail of her lemony indulgence to flow smoothly down her throat before going to speak. 




“Wow. I bet that was a big whopper for you. I know this is something you were not expecting to happen—or should I say did not want to happen.” 




Peony fingered her long curtain bangs that parted in the middle back over to the side of her face where they had fallen from and surprised Zosia again with another unexpected mention of words. 




“I reconsidered. The only thing is that I had a strong feeling the baby’s father was cheating on me for over four months. I suspected he was messing around for a while now. Then I found evidence to confirm my suspicions but of course when I confronted him, he denied it. I called him and told him about the news I found out today and he did not appear happy about it.” 




You reconsidered? Where did this come from? You said you never wanted children—And with that, Zosia decided to keep her thoughts to herself for the time being.




“You do not have to put up with that crap,” Zosia said adamantly. “Leave him. You do not need a loser in your life like that. You have been seeing him for a year and if this is how he is acting be glad that you found out when you did so that you don’t have to waste any more time with him. You deserve better. And I will stand by you and give you all the support that you need.” 




Zosia had brought a smile to Peony’s face. Zosia was the rock that she could lean on, a loyal and genuine friend to the end, someone who she could always count on and who constantly had her back. People like Zosia did not come around too often. 




While the women engrossed themselves in the moment, Cane walked in from the living room entrance of the home that led into the kitchen. He greeted Peony on his way toward the refrigerator to fetch the lunch Zosia had prepared and stored for him in a paper bag. 




“Don’t forget to pick up Oralie’s cake for the party,” Zosia said. She rose from her seat with her empty glass. She headed for the half-filled pitcher of lemonade that sat on the counter. 




Cane had his head buried in the coolness that emitted from the fridge.




“I won’t forget,” the man said as he reached for his meal that he would later heat up at work. “Just remember before I pick up the cake I have to pick up my nephew from dialysis.” 




“Oh, that’s right. I forgot about Roe. You know if I could do it I would, but I must be at the office later this afternoon and I will not be home until late.” 




Cane shut the door to the refrigerator. 




“It’s fine. I will take care of it. Don’t worry.” 




Zosia smiled then gazed into her husband’s hooded nut-brown eyes. “I love you,” she said, wrapping herself in his embrace. 




Cane had gone to hug and kiss his adoring wife before leaving out the sliding glass doors to the three-car garage out back. 




“I love you too,” Peony had heard him express back from the table where she sat.




Seeing the woman and man in their moment of intimacy made Peony wish that she had that same kind of courtship going on in her life. 




Peony felt admiration toward Zosia with a generous touch of envy that tipped the scales. 
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Thirty-three-year-old Peony Cavanaugh lived in the County of Dardanelle, New York in the Loco Hills section of town. 




Back at home she thought about the life that Zosia had with Cane and wondered if things would eventually work out with her man. First, she had to find out exactly who this other woman in his life was and what she really meant to him. 




Was this current interest of his just a fling or was she someone he would inevitably leave her for? 




Peony had never been the needy or desperate type and the least likely of women to fight over a man—especially one doing her dirty—yet something in her boyfriend spoke potential. A prospect that she further wanted to explore and not let go of. 
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Pulling up in her Toyota Corolla Sedan Ianthe Dresden could not believe the words that escaped from her mouth yesterday afternoon.  




“Yes!” 




Girl, do you realize what you said, she asked herself. 




She of all people could not believe it and Ianthe had not yet revealed her news to a soul. 




The wild child. The vivacious one who loved to play the field, the one who swore no one could tie down was about to soon tie the knot. 




The thirty-five-year-old hot strawberry blonde from Fordoche, New York near Owl Creek there in the County of Dardanelle accepted the proposal of marriage from one of her latest beaus. 




However, was this enough to keep her from running around or would she have to exchange vows before she became a completely honest woman? 


















