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Chapter 1



"He's the man of any
woman's
dream," her co-worker said, looking very jealous. "Look at you, the
best in the temp company, spoiled to death by Mr. Perfect and
looking your best."

"You sound jealous," Lauren said with a
side-eye.

Her co-worker snorted. "I'm not…Psyche! Yes,
I am."

"I'm not the best temp worker," Lauren
refuted.

"Oh, shut up. You get the sweetest
assignments and the most lucrative ones. People request you
morning, noon, and night. I wish I could get the jobs you
get
assigned."

Blushing, Lauren knew this was true.
"Dylan is a knight, isn't he?" She smiled proudly. "He does make me so
happy."

"I knew I should have waited. I
shouldn't have had my legs open like that at fourteen, and maybe
now I would have a guy like Dylan. And let's not forget the money you've saved
up. A quarter of a million dollars, Lauren? For a
wedding?"

Lauren rolled her eyes. "Not just a
wedding. Every dime since I was twelve was saved just for this
moment in my life. I wanted to be able to get married, go on the perfect
three-week honeymoon to Hawaii, come back to live in the perfect
house of my dreams, and start my perfect life without any
complications. I specifically redecorated a mansion complete with a
two-car garage filled with two brand new cars, a backyard any
botanist would be jealous of, and a pool with a sauna, library, and
even game room. In two days, I'll be Mrs. Dylan McKnight, ready to
start a new life and hopefully by next year a mother."

Jealousy was all over the co-worker's
face, but
just like everyone else, they knew Lauren deserved this. She'd
waited a long time for this opportunity and wanted everything to go
perfectly the moment she walked down the aisle.

People only knew since she was
twelve, she'd saved every penny, but only because that was when her parents let
her open up a bank account. In truth, for as long as Lauren could
remember, she saved up every dime and rolled up in the bank that
day when she was twelve with eight jars of coins and about seven
hundred dollars in bills.

What they didn't know she was
seventy-two grand in credit card debt, had taken out significant loans to buy
her dream vehicle and a brand new range rover for her husband to be
and had taken out a second mortgage on her condo her parents had
left her just to afford the down payment and closing costs for the
dream house.

Yet, Lauren felt this was necessary.

Not only was she going to have the life she
had always dreams of, but her life was going to be shared with the
man she had always imagined.

A Wealthy successful lawyer, Dylan Knight, was
a black Adonis any woman would love to have. He worked at the most
successful firm in Michigan and was getting ready to venture off in
opening up his practice with his best friend, who was also a
lawyer.

So why should she give the virginity she had
waited so long to bequeath to this man? So why shouldn't she
immediately walk into the life she had always dreamed
of.

She had waited more than long enough
to have this life, and in a couple of days, she would have
what she had
always dreamed!

"What about that best friend of
Dylan's? What's his name again? You could hook me up with him!" Rita
said anxiously.

"Tyler?" Lauren asked, full of disgust. "No!
You don't want Tyler."

"Why? Because he's white? You have
something against white men, Lauren?" Rita questioned suspiciously.
"I'm biracial, so it's not like he's out of my reach."

"No," Lauren said quickly. "I have
nothing against white men. I have everything against Tyler. He's a
prick. At every turn, he's up in Dylan's ear, trying to convince him I'm not a
virgin."

"Dylan doesn't
believe you
are?"

"Dylan says he believes me one
hundred percent without question, but he finds it amusing how Tyler
will try to sneak doubt in every once in a while, especially when I'm not
around."

Rita looked concern. "Why would Tyler doubt
you?"

"Tyler thinks all women are skanky gold diggers,
and that's why he thinks I'm all up on Dylan, but I plan on showing
him I'm coming to the table with a dowry no man would ever turn
down! Dylan's been keeping the house, cars, and even the cost of
the wedding from Tyler on purpose because he says he just wants
Tyler's mouth the drop when he sees how valuable I am."

"I'm going to make sure I'm sitting
right beside him, so I can confront him during the
wedding and
hopefully afterward. I saw him at the office party when he came
with Dylan, and that man is fine with a capital F."

Lauren only shrugged. Her eyes were
on Dylan. She loved him, and Tyler was just the annoying best
friend who always got on her nerves.

Maybe because to her face, he was
pleasant and cordial, but behind her back, he was a vengeful, jealous dick in
Lauren's opinion because of what Dylan would tell her Tyler
said.

Even when Tyler wasn't trying to
discredit her, his usual conversation was just cynical, and Lauren
didn't have the brain cells to refute him.

He was smart. Damn smart. According
to Dylan, one of the best-negotiating attorneys this side of the
Mississippi.
It was how they had managed to open up a law practice so early in
their careers. People were dying to hire Tyler, and Dylan was going
to be there to take all the other cases that wandered
in.

Dylan didn't mind having the scraps
from Tyler, because they were pretty lucrative as well.

"I'll make sure you sit right beside
him, Rita, at the reception," Lauren promised, looking at the time.
"Since I have
no male relatives alive, Dylan asked if Tyler can walk me down the
aisle. He thinks of his best friend like his brother, and he wants
Tyler to be a part of this wedding."

"Did you tell Dylan you don't like Tyler?"
Rita asked.

"I expressed my
dislike for
Tyler, but Dylan said he owes Tyler everything, and he wanted to
share this day not only me but his best friend."

"Gurl, fix your face. It looks like you just
sucked on a lemon."

Lauren cleared her upset temporarily,
but the idea of Tyler walking her down the aisle or even touching Tyler disgusted
her. "I have to tell myself this is just a small pothole in my road
to the perfect life, Rita. Dylan's going to be my husband, and I'm
going to be the happiest woman in the world." she looked at the
time again. "I'm leaving early to get over to the hotel
tonight."

"Is there anything I can do, Lauren?" Rita
asked.

"Oh no," Lauren said, honored the co-worker
wanted to help out. "The expensive wedding planner is making sure
everything is perfect. I wanted to make sure I'm rested and ready
for the long day tomorrow."

"Congrats, Lauren. Really," her
co-worker said, but there was this look of jealousy.

Lauren had learned not to allow these
looks to bother her. She was thirty-one years old, and in this day
and age, it
was difficult to believe she was still a virgin.

Practicing a chaste life was rare,
but Lauren had highly religious parents before their death. The first
twenty years of her experience, her parent's strict lifestyle and
father's dominating presence kept the neighborhood boys away from
her.

Once she got to college, she stuck to
studying and found listening to her father's commanding inner voice helped
her.

After her parents were killed in an
accident in her last year of college, she found the more
they were
gone, the more she missed their voice, especially her
father's.

When it came to men, her father, Dale
Jensen, broke
the mold. He was smart, highly resourceful, and always made sure
his "girls" were taken care of.

That's why Lauren knew she needed
to save
herself. She wanted to find a man worthy of her virginity, but also
she wanted to be able to have her pick of the scarce liter of good
men that were out there.

Her father took care of her. Although
her father had been dead, he paid her college
education off
and left her more than enough to live on for at least a couple of
decades.

Yet, with her plans for her
new life, she
had bet everything with full confidence; everything was going to
work out for the best.

The jealous looks were going to
continue until Dylan bragged to everyone he had a virgin for his
wedding night, and she could look around those envious faces and
say, "I told you so."

Getting to the honeymoon suite, she
unpacked her pure silk and handmade lace nightgown. The hair and
makeup person were going to be there in a couple of hours to do put on
her makeup.

She texted Dylan to let him know she
was at the hotel.

Her phone rings.

His deep voice came over the line giving her
the substantial rise she loved.

"Do you think I could come by
tonight and
keep you company," he asked hopefully.

Blushing, Lauren said, "You know its
bad luck for the groom to see the bride twenty-four hours before the
wedding."

"That's superstitious bull crap, and
you know it," he refuted. "We could spoon like you always
like."

For the past year, Dylan had been the
perfect gentleman, and although he couldn't even change a spare
tire, he made
up for it with roadside assistance. Lauren was infatuated with him
the moment he came over to her desk and smiled with his perfect
teeth precisely one year ago.

Now he would be her husband in
twenty-four hours, and she would have more than his
magical
kisses.

"Tyler will be bringing some papers when he
comes to you in the morning."

"Papers?" she questioned.

"It's just formality for
the wedding
and our marriage. Remember, you let me handle all the paperwork if
I let you handle everything else?"

She recalled their compromised. For
her dream wedding, she knew she needed Tyler to stay out of her
way. Shocked Dylan would agree so quickly, she had signed whatever paperwork
he put in front of her.

"Are you sure you want him to walk me down
the aisle, Dylan? I'm fine walking by myself."

"This means a lot to me having Tyler apart
of this ceremony."

She sighed, not
caring what
paperwork he sent over, but who he was allowed to be the messenger
with the paperwork.

The knock-on her hotel door signaled her
stylist had arrived. "I'll see you tomorrow."

"I love you, Lauren."

"I love you too, Dylan."

She hung up and lovingly
caressed her
phone, wishing that was his face. Kissing the screen of the phone,
she was very sure she was going to be the happiest woman in the
universe… starting tomorrow.

Lauren was going to live the life of every
woman had dreamed of.

 





Chapter 2

 


It was easy to get up the next
morning.

Dylan texted her, "Good morning, beautiful,"
increasing the joy within her.

The happiness filling every vein
through her body sent her on a dancing high all over the hotel
suite. She couldn't stop smiling when the stylist returned to get her ready
for her big day.

Dylan texted her phone again by noon to let
her know in an hour she would be his wife, and he wished time would
go faster.

Lauren agreed wholeheartedly.

Before Tyler knocked on her door, she
could almost feel his presence.

Tyler had this negative effect on anyone that
made one feel like the whole world was going to come to an end, and
everyone was going to hell in a handbasket.

He only knocked once - a very hard
decisive knock that just made her jump even though she expected it.

Taking a deep breath, she gathered her emotions
of hate and disgust while opening the door.

Tyler was just an inch taller than Dylan's
six feet, and he was thickly built. There was more brawn all around
him.

He was white or more like a
pure Russian
descent. Dylan told her Tyler's great grandparents were into the
Russian mafia, but Tyler's father had bought the family out and
worked his ass into the ground to make sure his son could go to law
school.

Tyler's father's hard work was the
only thing
she liked about Tyler.

Everything else about this man, she
hated.

"You're early," she pouted.

"You're beautiful," he complimented,
handing her two dozen blue roses wrapped with a gold ribbon. "Dylan
asked me to bring these up because he said you would lose your shit
if he showed
up with them."

She was still thrown from the
comments. "You called me beautiful?"

"Yes," he said as if he had
forgotten. "I'm shocked a woman as beautiful as you still can
declare she's virginal." He moved past her in the room and looked
around the suite. "So, this is the honeymoon layout. Dylan is going to
love this." He turned to her, looking her from head to toe slowly
as if he wanted to take her dress off.

Yet, she knew this was just Tyler's
way of making her uncomfortable, which he always did.
Compliments, strange
inquiries into her life as if he cared and those looks.

"Can we please hurry and get me to the alter
with Dylan?" she insisted.

Reaching into this tuxedo, he pulled
out a thick stack of paper. He pulled a pen from the other side.
"Are you
ready for this?"

"Just show me where to sign," she
ordered.

He pointed to several lines in the documents
and observed her sign everything he pointed out.

"You're sure about this?" He asked when she
was done.

Looking at him dead in the eye,
Lauren said,
"I love Dylan, with all my heart. I trust him, and I want to spend
my entire life with him."

"A woman who knows her heart." He sucked his
teeth. "I'm almost impressed."

"Almost?" she questioned.

"Yes, if you weren't marrying Dylan,
I'd be very impressed."

She grabbed her veil, really not
wanting to spend another second in his proximity. "I don't want to be late from
the worst decision of my life."

He walked to the door to open it wide.
"After you, Lauren."

Gathering her dress, she walked out
of the hotel room and to the elevator leaving him to close up the hotel
room and hurry up and catch up with her.

Unfortunately, he was able to catch up with
her before the elevators closed.

Going into her happy place, she tried
to stay away from him as much as she could.

Tyler didn't talk anymore to her, and
she was glad about that, until just before the doors open to the where the
alter was.

"If you don't like your first fuck, you can
always knock on my door tonight," Tyler said casually under his
breath.

Her head turned so fast; Lauren almost whipped
her veil off. "You are a horrible person, Tyler Gagarin Black, and
I plan to do whatever I can to make sure you are out of Dylan's
life."

Suddenly a dark cruelness came over
him like a storm cloud, and he grabbed her arm. She gasped at the pain as his
fingers dug into her wrist.

"Who told you my
middle
name?"

Frowning confused, she admitted, "D-Dylan
told me!"

"He told you?! He told you about my middle
name?" Now he looked confused.

"He told me everything about me?"

"Yes! OWWWWwww. You're hurting me."

It was as if he didn't realize he was
holding her arm tight and suddenly released her wrist. "He loves you
that much; he revealed a secret I told him never to say to
you?"

"Husbands and wives aren't supposed
to keep secrets from each other," she said, rubbing her wrist to get the
blood flowing again.

He snorted in doubt. "That's pretty hard to
believe since he signed a partnership deal with me this
afternoon."

Lauren knew Tyler wasn't lying for effect, but she
didn't want to let this reveal ruin her day. She closed her eyes to
return to her happy place. "Just take me to the alter," she
ordered.

He opened the door and took her arm.

The whole wedding, she was thrown
off-kilter from Tyler's words. From the lewd remark to the decision he
told her about Dylan had made without saying anything to her, she
didn't know when would be a good time to talk with her new husband
about what was going on.

The reception was a good night with
Dylan's
family. His father and mother were charming but eager to get back
on the road. They lived in their RV and traveled the country, while
his sister was a full-time student at thirty-six. She had earned
five degrees but was going for her sixth one and had no plans of
leaving school any time soon.

 


"Will you still work for the temp agency?" Angie,
Dylan's sister, asked. "Or get a full-time job?"

Lauren was always ready to answer
questions about her future. "I've set aside enough to hold off for
about a year." She didn't comment; she hadn't expected Dylan to take
a partnership, but Lauren always had a way to figure everything
out.

She did her best not to look at the end of
the table, where Tyler sat strangely quiet for once.

Dylan kissed her passionately,
and his father
proposed toasts. The first was to her parents, who weren't there
for giving them a precious new daughter who would hopefully bless
their lives with grandchildren they've always wanted.

The second was to the marriage of Dylan and
Lauren.

Dylan squeezed her hand tightly and kissed
her knuckles.

Lauren caught a side glance at Tyler, who
was squeezing his wine glass. Looking away, she kissed Dylan's
cheek.

The private band started playing
their wedding song. Dylan led her out to the dance floor
for their first
dance.

"I love you," Dylan said,
pulling her
into his arms.

"Really?" Lauren asked, looking up at him.
"Love me enough to tell me you signed a partnership deal with
Tyler?"

He stiffened. "I'm sorry, Lauren," he
apologized, kissing her forehead. "I know how you can't stand him, but it was
an opportunity of a lifetime. In our first year, with the cases I
get from him, I could make twice the amount I make with the firm I
am with now. I did it for us, Lauren. I swear I want to bring just
as much to the marriage table as you have."

Pursing her lips together, she forced a smile.
"And from now on, you'll tell me every decision you make that
concerns our marriage?"

"Yes, I promise," he said earnestly.

She believed him. She forgave him and
let the perfect night continue while ignoring Tyler, who sat in the
corner, holding that wine glass and just watching him.

An hour later, she and Dylan were adjourning
to the honeymoon suite. He paused at the door and lifted her in his
arms.

Holding her breath,
praying he
wouldn't drop her, she let him carry her inside and kick the door
close.

Wiggling until he put her down, she turned
around and held up her hair. "Unzip me," she ordered.

He obeyed and kissed her neck on her
shoulder and then her back, just before her tickle spot, and then on the other
side as he pushed the dress down to her waist and unclipped her
bra.

She turned around and let him kiss her
deeply. Her insides were tickling.

Dylan guided her to the bedroom, and
after laying her in the middle of the bed, she watched as he
undressed.

This was it!

This was going to be the moment she had waited
so long to happen.

He crawled on the bed, kissed her again, and
then her neck as he moved into position.

She remembered a lot more happening
in the romance novel, but she wasn't going to check her husband on
his progress.

"Oh, you feel so good, Lauren," he
whimpered.

Lauren frowned because she couldn't feel anything
except his weight between her thighs. Closing her eyes, she
listened to his groans and wondered when her uncontrollable moans
would come. She also wondered when she was going to feel
something.

Shouldn't she feel pressure? Pleasure? Hell, she
should feel pain!

"Oh… ooooh… Lauren! Damn! It feels
so…. Oooooh." He was trembling, sweating and gyrating so
frantically, she didn't know what to do, and then he
pounded her pelvic
three times hard, threw his head back and made the ugliest face
she'd ever seen on him or anyone else on the planet.

Spit shot out his lips and splattered over
face before he collapsed on her body.

"That was amazing," he said
breathlessly.

Lauren didn't know what had happened,
as he rolled over to his side and laid on his side of the bed.

All she could do was stare up at the
ceiling, wondering what the hell had happened.

Exactly thirty seconds later, Dylan was
lying beside her snoring!

Sitting up in bed, she looked down at him,
appalled.

What the hell?!

This was not how she was supposed to start
her perfect life!

 





Chapter 3



Lauren didn't want to face the
reality of the morning. The warm sun pressed on her eyelids, and
she wanted nothing to do with meeting the day. In truth, how would she
know what the next morning was supposed to experience? And there
was no one she could ask.

Sitting up in bed, she wanted to talk
to Dylan and make him aware that her honeymoon night was not what
she had
expected. She hadn't had time even to put on her pure lace and silk
nightgown!

He wasn't beside her, and he wasn't in the
bedroom.

Getting out of the bed, wrapping the
sheet around her body, Lauren looked around the entire bedroom to
see all the drawers' had been open, the closet door was wide open, and her
suitcase was poured out.

Panicking, she looked for her purse. The six
hundred dollars was still in her wallet, but all the contents in
her bag were all over the floor.

"Dylan!" she called out in
fear someone
had broken in the door.

Going out to the main
suite,
nothing else had been touched, and Dylan was nowhere around. She
ran to the contents of her purse and pushed the button to speed
dial, Dylan.

Her call was pushed immediately to
voicemail.

Pushing the button again, she noticed a yellow
piece of paper under the pillow she had been laying on.

Walking over to the bed, she pushed up the
pillow and pulled out the sizeable legal sheet of paper with
Dylan's handwriting.

Her heart seemed to stop as
she read over
and over again, the three words at the top of the paper.

YOU LYING WHORE!

Dylan had never cursed at her, which was why
she read the message over and over again.

Reading the next line, she gasped.

I never want to see you again.

All this time, you
had me believing you
were innocent, a virgin when all along you were probably getting
dick from anyone and anything.

Her eyes started to water, and she was
confused as to why he would write such a viciously horrible
letter.

She called Dylan again but went to
voicemail.

Remembering Tyler's room was on the
third floor, she grabbed the wrap-around dress she had worn the day
before and went to his room. Hitting on the door as hard as she
could, no one came to the door until after her fifth
time
knocking.

Tyler opened the door rubbing his eyes, and
looked a little bit confused. He was wearing only a hotel robe, and
his hair, which was usually groomed to perfection, was all over his
head as if he had just rolled out of bed.

Pushing aside how
she'd never
seen a man in disarray and how sexy Tyler looked, she forced
herself to concentrate on the matter at hand.

"Where is Dylan?" she demanded. "Why did he
leave me this letter? Why isn't he answering his phone?!"

He moved to the side and pointed
her inside
his room.

She looked down the hall apprehensively.
Lauren wasn't used to this kind of predicament. Walking into a
hotel room with a half-dressed human-made all sorts of alerts
radiate in her brain, but she desperately needed to know about
Dylan.

"Unless you want me to tell all your business
to everyone on the third floor, I think you should get in here,"
Tyler sneered.

Stiffly walking past him, she held her
breath until she was a right foot away from Tyler inside of the
room. "Is Dylan here?"

"No!" Tyler went over to his suit coat he had
been wearing and pulled out a familiar stack of papers. "According
to this prenuptial agreement, if Party A determines Party B is not
virginal, the marriage can be annulled immediately."

"What?! I am a virgin?!" she
declared.

He handed her a piece of paper. "Dylan went to
file these papers this morning before getting on a flight to
Europe."

"Our honeymoon?" she asked in shock. "Dylan
went on our two-month honeymoon without me?"

She didn't care; Tyler saw her a
wreck as tears ran down her cheek in a never-ending river coating
her cheeks like paint.

"Why, Tyler? Why?"

He looked a little disappointed in
her. "He found birth control in your purse after you went to sleep.
He came down to me and showed me. He determined you
weren't a
virgin and asked me what he should do."

"Why didn't he just wake me up?" she sobbed.
"I would have told him. I would have explained everything-"

Tyler cut her off rudely. "It doesn't
matter. His mind was already made up before he came to me. He
said you
didn't feel virginal at all."

"I am!" She cried.

"Was there, pain?" he questioned.

"No," she answered, confused.

"Was there blood?"

"No, but…"

"Then you weren't a virgin," he
determined.

Lauren was completely confused.
Right, the hymen could have torn a long time ago,
but she should have
felt some pain? Some penetration? Maybe there was something
seriously wrong with her.

Turning away to think, she tried her
best to get her thoughts together, but Tyler started talking.

"He took my sister for company,"
Tyler said, lighting a cigarette sounding very proud of himself. "He didn't
want to go alone. He was heartbroken. I couldn't have planned it
better myself."

She was half-listening to what he
was saying as
she drowned in her thoughts of what could be wrong with her and why
had things not gone as she had planned or even imagined.

Looking at him, she announced, "Women
take birth control all the time for different reasons that have
nothing to do with preventing childbirth! If he had asked or even Googled,
he could have seen women with severe cramps use birth control to
regulate their period, you stupid ass! I have a substantial period,
and it was the best way to stop the pain and to make sure I didn't'
have my period around the time of my wedding. I'd started them
about six months ago to make sure this day went fine."

Tyler didn't look like he cared one bit.
"What do you want me to do with that information?

She almost begged him. "I want you to
tell Dylan.
There's still time. He could turn around. I could meet him at the
hotel in Europe."

Tyler walked over to open the door
out of his hotel room wide. "Take those papers and get out, Lauren.
I think you've done enough. If Dylan believes what I tell
him, he'll
call you. Sit by your phone. Wait for him."

She hated Tyler Gagarin Black,
and she hated the
fact that if she didn't have a husband, she was going to be
destitute in less than a month.

 







Chapter 4

 


Lauren felt she had been holding her
breath for a whole month, while life passed her by, and when she finally
came up for air, life was worse than she realized.

Not wanting to face reality, Lauren
hid in her home for a couple of more months trying to live off what
was in there and never wanting to step outside of the door for fear of the shame
she would have to face. Most times, she just slept all day, and
when she ran out of liquor to drink, she just ate every sweet thing
she could find in the house.

By the end of the third month, she
was rationing rice and sardines. Sometimes she forced herself to eat
condiments during the day and then eating a can of spam at night
with cold water-soaked beans. The gas had been shut down early in
the third month, and she knew the water was going next.

The debt she incurred
had now doubled, and
the fantastic job she had was gone. The final straw was this
morning when some woman came by and asked when she would be moving
out of the property?

Lauren didn't know what to say, and
the woman asked, "You are Lauren, Dylan's ex-wife,
right?"

The term ex-wife seemed foreign to
Lauren and realized the word was directed at her felt like a knife being
carved in her chest.

Barely holding herself together,
Lauren nodded, and the woman handed her a card. "HI, I'm Deborah."
The ginger woman was all about a smile that took over the entire
circumference of her face, but Lauren was in no mood to return a
smile. She was about Lauren's age, but very pale and looked as if
she had a rough life, but was well dressed.

Lauren couldn't talk, the woman
was probably
managing life better than she was. After three months, she was
drowning in debt. Drowning was a safe word to use.

Almost a hundred grand in debt was
the going total, and if Lauren stayed unemployed another month, the
amount was going up about five grand every two weeks.

Deborah looked a little uncomfortable
as if Lauren was supposed to know why she was standing at the doorway
with no invite to come inside. "I take it you haven't read the
annulment contract?"

Forlorn and confused, Lauren
responded weakly, "Dylan never called."

"Right." Deborah opened a leather
binder. "In the case of your annulment, you signed all assets over to
Dylan. The house, everything inside and on the property and the
cars, while you take responsibility for the financial
terms."

"What?" She snatched the binder out
of Deborah's hands, which had a copy of the annulment Lauren had signed months
ago. "But he never called or contacted me. I thought… I thought
Tyler wouldn't file the papers…"

She didn't know what to think. Lauren
had been a
shell of a person until now, just letting life run her
over.

"I-I need to speak to Tyler," Lauren
demanded.

Deborah pulled out her phone and
began to text someone. When she was done, the phone beeped
immediately, and Deborah looked at the screen a little confused. "He can see
you in the morning? He wanted to finalize some items with you
concerning the annulment and get the keys to the house and vehicle
as soon as possible. He'd appreciate it if you could bring those
items to the meeting."

The word "finalize" cut her hard, and
she couldn't talk anymore unless she wanted this woman to see her break down in
hysterics.

Lauren handed the binder back and nodded.
"Thank you," she barely said before closing the door.

Looking around the house, she
sighed in
dread. Just as she closed the door, the power to the entire house
cut off. Sinking to the floor, Lauren felt the fear filling her
soul and put her hands over her face to stop the thoughts of
killing herself from coming.

She was fooling herself by
living in this large
house, which she couldn't afford and definitely couldn't afford the
financial terms of a divorce at this point in her life. She would
have to file bankruptcy!

With no family to fall back on, plus
all her friends and co-workers looked at her as if she were the Whore of
Babylon, she was in a boat without oars. No one returned her calls,
and there was no one to help her out.

She spent her last day in the house,
just wandering about miserably dreaming about the life she was
supposed to be having.

Imagining making dinner for Dylan in
a scantily clad house robe and then after he ate, he would gather in his arms,
carry her up the stairs and make love to her all night long. She
ran her fingers over the custom marble banister she had imported
from Italy, stared idly at the crystal chandelier she had bought in
Vienna, and the masterful works of art she had gotten at auction in
Africa.

Every nook and cranny of this home
was supposed to be filled with love and laughter by this moment,
but now, it looked as if nothing lived there.

She had become that nothing.

Raising the candle, she used to light up her way
at night, Lauren sank to her knees in the foyer and cried in
profound sorrowful misery.

****

Arriving at the private law office,
the first thing Lauren wondered if she would see Dylan? Despite what he'd done
to her, her heart still swooned.

Lauren missed him and was still
hopeful a small conversation would clear everything up. Longing to
speak with Dylan didn't make her weak in her mind. No matter
what, she
believed love would prevail, and it was worth hoping and waiting
for like she had done all her life.

Lauren wasn't stupid and lived in
reality. Her situation was dire, and if love wasn't coming to save
her, then she needed to do something desperate to save herself.

Unfortunately, she was past the brink
of being desperate. She couldn't afford to eat, let alone live. She had just
spent the last of her money on hand to catch a cab there because
she couldn't understand the bus system. In the two bags and
suitcase she carried on her person, was practically her entire
life.

As soon as she stepped off the elevator,
Deborah was at the front desk and stood to greet Lauren.

"Ms. Jensen, it's so nice to see you
again." Coming around the desk, Deborah looked at
the bags.
"Would you like me to hold your bags here while you're in the
meeting?"

Lauren didn't like how happy this woman
looked. "Is Dylan coming to the meeting?"

"No, Ms. Jensen," Deborah said
stiffly. "He's on assignment in Africa for a while with a
client."

Lauren's upset was apparent, and she
handed one bag and the suitcase to Deborah. The other bag she used as a large
purse with all her important papers and personal items inside.
After everything she had lost, she'd be a fool to trust
anyone.

Deborah didn't take offense to being given the
bags and seemed to be happy to help Lauren.

How could anyone have such a great
disposition working for Tyler Black? The man grated on everyone's
nerve? What was wrong with Deborah?

"Follow me," Deborah instructed
after grabbing some folders off her desk.

Going into a conference room, Lauren
tried not to
look disappointed as the place was empty, but obviously, she wasn't
doing an excellent job because Deborah could read her face like a
book.

"This is just a signing. Mr.
Knight doesn't need
to be present unless you have some questions, in which case, Mr.
Black can always provide answers for you as Mr. Knight's
proxy."

Lauren wanted to look at Dylan and
let him know her love was still potent for him, plus she wasn't a
liar, but she
also wanted him to know how bad of a situation her life had become.
He had to feel some type of empathy. He'd have to understand she
had signed that foolish agreement while reeling in heartbreak.
They'd been together to build love, trust, and friendship with each
other. How could he turn away from her so easy, when every second
her heart screamed for Dylan?

Saying all of this over the phone seemed
stupid.

Deborah began to layout folders on
the table and explained, "These are just receipts to show
you're
turning the keys over to the house and cars."

Lauren dug inside of her bag
and laid down
the envelope she had put all the keys inside. "The key to the
greenhouse and shed is also in there. There is also a combination
to get into the wine cellar and the two safes in the house." She
tried to hold back the tears as she wrote the combination on the
inside of the envelope.

"Thank you," Deborah said, picking up the
envelope and then pointing where Lauren needed to sign.

When Lauren finished signing, Deborah picked
up everything and said, "Wait here. I'll make copies."

Deborah exited the
conference
room, and Lauren sunk in the nearest chair and put her head down in
misery. The hard-hitting reality that she was all alone in the
world and honestly had no place to go was knocking her in the head,
and she was fighting everything inside of her not to cry, scream or
have a traumatic nervous breakdown.

Lauren didn't even know where was she going
to go once she left the law office?

The door opened, and she assumed it was
Deborah.

"Just put the copies down and give me
a moment, please," Lauren said, not bothering to look up.

"I have a meeting here in ten minutes. Giving you
a moment will cost me seven hundred dollars. I don't think you can
afford to waste my time."

Tyler Black filled the doorway with
his arms crossed, looking exceedingly displeased,
but perfectly
handsome.

Honestly, Lauren had never really been into
white guys, but for some reason, Tyler made one forget what color
he was and just concentrate on how damn sexy he looked without even
trying. His black hair matched his soulless black eyes, and his
pale white skin just exemplified how truly arrogant he was. An
intense full-bridge nose matched his chiseled chin and a thick neck
for his big head. His height was perfect for his powerful
features.

Standing up, Lauren could feel the
anxiety attack on the precipice of her soul, and seeing Tyler didn't make
her feel any better. Wiping under her quickly eyes to hide the fact
she had been crying, she tried her best to put on a brave
face.

"I'm shocked you gave up so easily,"
he said, actually sounding disappointed.

"On Dylan? No, I
haven't," she
responded proudly. "I think this is all a simple misunderstanding,
Tyler, and once he's had time to calm down, he'll see what a big
mistake he's made."

A triumphant smirk spread across his
face making the bile in her stomach turn. "I'm only doing the best
interest for my client, but I have to admit, I'm impressed with
what you've accomplished with so little. The house, the cars, the
property. I must say, Ms. Jensen, when the assets came in on the
report, I thought wrong about you."

Proudly, Lauren said, "Everything you thought
about me is wrong, Tyler, and as I said, Dylan will see he's made
the biggest mistake of his life and make it all up to me
tenfold."

He came fully into the room and
locked the door behind him. "So that's your big plan. Give him whatever he
wants when he decides to wake up and smell the coffee? Suffer now
and then reap the benefits of your loving sacrifice?" Tyler
snorted, walking closer to her but still about five feet
away.

As his usual, he was dressed impeccably down to
the pristine Italian shoes. Unlike Dylan, who didn't take
outstanding care of his expensive clothes, she could tell Tyler was
a man who took real good care of what he owned.

Still, he was a scoundrel, a
disrespectful evil man who had been bent on destroying her relationship
with Dylan from the beginning.

"I'm shocked you can admit you're wrong,
Tyler."

"Yes, I'm big enough to admit I was
wrong about you." There was something funny about what he said
because he was almost on the brink of laughter. "I take it you're never going
to admit marrying Dylan was the worst mistake you ever
made?"

Without hesitation, she said, "No, it
wasn't. This situation is all a simple misunderstanding. I love
Dylan, and he'll love me again when all of this mess is straightened
out."

"You've lost your jobs; you're destitute, you
won't be able even to afford a decent place to stay? The man has
ruined you, and you still love him? Want to be with
him?"

"Yes!" Lauren said, determinedly. The
tears of the frustration of what she lost came out because of Tyler. "You
can't understand how long I've waited for the perfect relationship.
I saved myself for Dylan, a hardworking, loving man who treated me
like a queen. Why should my love die for him suddenly?"

Tyler tightened up and looked like he wanted to
say something but pursed his lips together, looking away from her.
"You're a fool, Ms. Jensen. A stupid fool for loving
him."

Bravely, she walked up to him being
only arm's length away. "You're a jealous bastard,
Mr. Black. An
ignorant jealous bastard for helping to break us apart."

Suddenly, he grabbed her arms and
yanked her to him. "Careful, little woman. I'm a man that hasn't
even finished what I started," he sneered viciously. "If you think
you're miserable now, I can make things even worse."

Pushing away from him, startled by the rage in
those glowing black eyes, she gasped as fear took over her. There
was something dark behind those eyes, a soul filled with so much
hatred wanting to get out and destroy everything in its
path.

There was an incubus
inside Tyler Black,
and Lauren didn't want to be anywhere near him.

Tyler tossed five hundred dollars at
her feet. "I told Dylan you'd be coming today. I asked if he wanted
to give you anything for what you're signing over just as a courtesy for
being so cooperative."

Every ounce of pride in her body wanted to
step over the money and walk out, but she was too broke. Getting on
her knees, she picked up the money.

Tyler chucked. "You look good down
there. Maybe that's where you should be for your stupidity."

Looking up at him with audacity,
Lauren snarled, "You should be used to looking at women in this
position because that's probably the only way anyone wants to
give you
anything, is if you pay them."

He stepped away as
if she had bitten
him in a sensitive place.

Getting up to her feet, she questioned, "How
did you know I was destitute, Mr. Black?"

"It's not hard to find out. Don't you
think that gossipmonger of a sister spilled the beans everywhere for Dylan? But
I do have to know, how'd you get fired and blacklisted at work?
That was a stroke of genius."

Rolling her eyes, she turned away
from him, very sick and tired of seeing him smile and not liking
she noticed how good he looked when he did. "I was caught looking up
some things on the computer."

"Things? Unrelated work things?
People do that all the time. It's almost become the norm," Tyler
said, coming behind her and turning her around to make her look at
him. "What
could you possibly have been looking up to make them fire
you?"

Lauren didn't want to admit what she had
done, but she had a feeling Tyler was not a person that liked the
word, No.

"I was accused of looking up pornographic
material."

Tyler looked at her in disbelief. "What kind of
material?" he questioned on the brink of howling in
laughter.

Embarrassed, she admitted quietly, "I
was… looking up penis lengths. The supervisor came up unexpectantly
behind me and saw what I was looking at and fired me
instantly."

The howl of laughter made the room
shake, and Tyler had to grip the conference table as he doubled over
shaking.

"You're horrible," she screamed and started
to run out of the room.

Tyler caught her arm at the same time
trying to control his laughter but resorted to ugly snorting. "Wait! Wait…" He
was trying to catch his breath as he blocked the door.

Again, she snatched away from him and stepped
back. "I do hate you, Tyler Black."

"Stand in line," he said with a
chuckle. "You forget, I'm a lawyer. A damn good lawyer."

"Let me leave," Lauren demanded.
"I've amused
you enough for a lifetime."

"Yes, you did, Ms. Jensen."

Feeling overly upset, Lauren suddenly
burst in hysterical tears. "I am destitute," she cried out. "Since
losing my job, I've pushed all the money I received to pay off monthly bills.
The financial terms are killing me. And now that I've turned over
the keys to the house, I have nowhere to live." She sobbed
horribly. "I just sold my wedding dress on eBay so that I could
have some money to get over here this morning in a cab. Everything
I own is… is in two bags at the receptionist's desk, and I don't
even know where I'm sleeping tonight." It was useless to use her
sleeve any more to wipe the abundance of tears from her face
because both of her arms were drenched. Still, Lauren made a small
effort, but more tears appeared. She couldn't stop crying, and she
hated herself for showing Tyler the misery she was feeling. "I'm
going to have to file bankruptcy to get out of this mess. So, I
hope that stupid chuckle was worth the pain I'm suffering, Tyler
Black, because you can go fuck yourself."

He did sober up and sucked on his teeth,
looking disappointed she had taken his high spirit away.

Moving away from the door, he stepped
toward her closer and said, "I'm only doing what my client has
instructed."

"Shut up, because you're getting too much
pleasure out of your duties. Nothing you could say or do could make
me believe you feel anything for my situation," Lauren sneered.
"Dylan knows my number. I suggest you lose mine, and I hope to
never set eyes on you again, Tyler Black."

She moved around his big body and got out of
the door. Elated, he didn't bother to follow her; she walked the
reception desk.

Deborah stood up, looking just as
chipper as ever. "I was going to bring you the copies, but the door was
locked." She handed Lauren the copies.

Stuffing the papers in her shoulder bag,
Lauren looked back from where she had come. Tyler was not coming
out of the conference room. Why was she expecting him too?

Deborah handed Lauren her other bag
and suitcase. "Have a good day, Ms. Jensen."

Lauren took her items and left. Down in her
gut, she thought Tyler was going to follow and say something else
to her.

Foolishly, she would have forgiven
him and then turned around to ask him for help finding a decent job. Right now,
he was about the only one that would speak with her.

He knew people, and it'd be stupid to
burn bridges, plus he was closer to Dylan than anyone. If she
stayed in contact with Tyler and put up with his awfulness, maybe she could
get closer to seeing Dylan once he was back in the states and make
amends to all this mess.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 5


Cyber Monday used to be fun for
Lauren. Dylan's parents, his sister, and most of all, her list
consisted of buying gifts for Dylan, and then she would treat
herself. She used to go as far as wrapping her presents up and putting
them under her tree.

A real tree made especially for the Christmas
holiday from an out-of-town supplier in the Mountains of Colorado.
She would spend close to five hundred dollars to ship the tree in
and then spend close to a thousand to decorate the tree.

Last year, she gave Dylan
the keys to
the house and an expensive crystal bottle. Inside of the bottle was
a list of relationship goals, silly to do things she had dreamed of
for them to do in the future.

The money she had spent back then now
seemed stupid, just like her choosing not to run to her doctor and show proof
she was a virgin when she had the chance.

She could have done that, but there was a
particular principle about the matter.

If she told Dylan she was a virgin, why
couldn't he just believe her? Why did he choose to accept Tyler's
truth over hers?

Love should have prevailed. Lauren shouldn't
need any evidence to prove she was a virgin.

Yes, she was silly to believe in
love, but she had seen the goodness of love in her parents. Why couldn't she
have that? She deserved everything she had worked for, and the
perfect life was what she wanted above all else - an ideal life
with Dylan.

Why couldn't Dylan stop being an
idiot, punch Tyler in the face and call her?

As she lit another tea light to get
the chill out of the efficiency room and put it under the flower-pot,
Lauren was too cold to remember what was on the list anymore she
had given Dylan.

She loved making to-do lists, and she
hadn't made any in a long time.

Almost another month was passing, and
the hope for the life Lauren had dreamed she would be having was slowing fading
away.

Doing one day temp office jobs on
minimum wage was stressful. Without a car, getting the more
lucrative office jobs were out of her reach. She had barely learned the bus
system in Detroit and was resorting to using the iron pimps to make
sure she could get around.

The efficiency room had been a
blessing, even though a slum landlord ran it. The house she stayed
at had been
turned from a four-bedroom into separate rooms for people to stay
in and share the kitchen and bathroom.

Yet, Lauren had not been able to
afford even a room upstairs after the five hundred dollars ran out,
but the slum landlord had been gracious enough to offer the storage room next to
the laundry room in the basement.

It was always cold down there, and with the winter
months coming in Detroit, Michigan, the basement was the worse
place to live, but there was a futon, a lamp, and, most
importantly, a cheap lock on the door. She had to enter and leave
from the back, and her entry on the floor usually strewed with her
mail.

At this point, this small room was all
Lauren could afford, and she wasn't going to complain. She still
hoped for brighter times.

In one corner she had her suitcase. Two business
suits and three pairs of heels were the most expensive things in
the efficiency. Other than that, there were a couple of t-shirts,
two good pairs of jeans, underwear, one pair of flats and one pair
of gym shoes. In the bottom storage, she kept all her relevant
documents. Her other bag next to the suitcase contained her
bathroom and sundries.

To shower in her efficiency, she had
to wait until the middle of the night when no one was using the
basement. A tarp attached to a PVC pipe nailed on the ceiling hung around a
plastic bin. Lauren had to drag the hose from the sink by the
washer and place it over a hook on the PVC pipe.

These showers were never warm, but she
stayed clean.

In return for her staying there,
she was also
in charge of keeping the laundry room and the small bathroom in the
basement clean. This included sweeping the steps and making sure
the garbage was taken out.

Tonight, Lauren was reluctant to take
a shower. The basement was cold and dank. She went to the bathroom to wash up
and fill up a jug of water before retreating to her
room.

She had an electric kettle which she
could always use to make tea, heat some noodles and blend in a pack
of tuna. If she got tired of that, peanut butter and jelly
were her
go-to on expired bread.

If the slum landlord knew about the
kettle, he would blow a socket. He had ordered she wasn't allowed
to plug-in anything other than a cell phone and lamp in the
basement. Her rent barely covered the roof over her head and
the water she
used, not electricity.

Lauren looked down at the mail she had
picked up at her door when she had arrived home. A giant shoe print
was in the middle of the one letter that had bothered her the
most.

It was from the Law Offices of Black
& Knight; An eloquent name for Tyler and Dylan's law
practice.

Was this Dylan reaching out to her?
Soon after Lauren had moved in the efficiency, she had called
Deborah and updated the chipper administrative assistant on her
current address, but only specifically for Dylan - NOT TYLER!

Lauren had been putting off opening the letter
until she was locked in her room and settled for the
night.

Despite her cold fingertips, she tore open
the envelope and unfolded the letter inside.

Unfortunately, it was not from Dylan.
Tyler's
handwriting was not easy to forget. The man had a way of even
writing coldly.

Call me, TB

There was a number listed on the bottom, and
next to it was written, 'cell.'

She was not going to use her minute phone to
waste on Tyler.

The next morning, she
left for her temp
assignment extra early. Today was her last day, and all day long,
Lauren found herself stressed about finding another temp job, but
also about calling Tyler. There was a phone in the break room for
employees to use, and she utilized this, hoping Tyler answered his
phone at seven in the morning.

The deep rumbling of his morning voice
answering the phone made her eardrums tingle. Dylan used a CPAP
machine in the night and had always answered the phone out of
breath in the morning.

"You wanted me to call you," she said. "I
thought I made it clear I never wanted to see or hear from you
again."

"You probably did, but you must remember I
could give a fuck what you want, Lauren."

The deep tenor of his sensuous
morning voice caught her off guard, or maybe the way he was so familiar with
her name and not being around someone familiar with her in a very
long time was taking a toll on her spirit.

"What do you want?" she demanded
harshly.

"I wanted you to know I finalized
everything for the house and cars. I was able to sell some items that made money
legally yours. I was going to send the check, but didn't know if
that was a safe address to send it to."

"No, it's not. It's better if I pick
it up." She knew her current mail barely got to her, and the
residences of
this place couldn't be trusted, even if she didn't want to lay eyes
on Tyler.

"I'm free this afternoon to bring this to
you."

"Why you? Can't Deborah do it?"

"Unless you would like her to use her
own money to catch the bus wherever you are, then
I suggest you
swallow your disgust about me and be fine getting it from me. My
time is money. More money than you'll ever see, so you should be
grateful I'm not charging you for my delivery services."

"I don't know if it's worth seeing you," she
grumbled.

"It's too early in the
morning to
mince words with you, woman. Can you please confirm?"

"Fine, I get off my job at four," she
answered reluctantly.

"Give me the address, and I'll be there at
four pm."

She was glad this was her last day at this
job.

There was a bad feeling with Tyler knowing how
to get in touch with her so easy. All she could think about was
when he grabbed her and yanked her against his body. The dark evil
in his eyes and the fear which had slunk through her gut was still
fresh in her memory.

"Is that all?" she asked
as people were
coming into the break room, giving her the side-eye for using the
phone because she wasn't a real employee.

"That will be all until I see you."

She hung up the line getting just a
little satisfaction on disconnecting from Tyler, but also getting out of the
break room and getting on her own, out of so much public
view.

Everywhere she went, there seemed to
be people whispering about her. Someone from somewhere knew about her personal
life or her business life, and both looked upon in disgust or
pity.

Neither feeling Lauren cared for and
just wanted to be left alone. Her sleazy recruiter usually put her
in small businesses that just needed help getting together simple Excel sheets
or work on PowerPoint presentation along with some simple filing.
Nothing challenging and nothing lucrative like she used to be
assigned. The recruiter barely wanted to work with her, but Lauren
had to agree to a more significant cut to the recruiter just to get
these crappy jobs.

Most times, Lauren was working with people who
hated their job, and the only person happy to be there was the
owner who was making the most money.

Of course, she thought of ideas to
make their lives more comfortable, but she wasn't paid enough to give input
or implement those ideas, and Lauren kept them to herself in a
little journal she regularly wrote her personal and professional
thoughts.

On her lunch break, she went to the
bathroom to check out her appearance. The stress in her life had broken
off her hair and keeping her black formerly silky locks moisturized
was challenging. She found coconut oil to be useful for cooking and
keeping her scalp moist and decided keeping her hair natural was
the most affordable way. Unable to buy makeup, she kept her face
scrubbed clean with the cheap soap and used lip butter she made
from the coconut oil and any flavor she could afford at the dollar
store. This week's flavor: almond; because it was on
sale.

Approximately at a minute to four, Lauren clocked
out and went over to the office manager's desk to have her time
card signed.

"This says you worked until four pm,
but it's only 3:59, plus it took you five minutes to shut down and
pack up so I can't count that as work. You'll have to change this before I
approve it."

Lauren bit her tongue at the snapback, trying to
burst forth from her lips and took out another card to quickly
change the time to 3:50. The woman was going to be a wench over
five fricking minutes just because she was miserable at her
job.

When Lauren walked out of
the office building,
the time was 4:03 p.m., and a luxury diamond black Cadillac sedan
was parked in front of the door. The rest of her co-workers were
coming out as well, and they looked suspiciously at her as she
approached the vehicle.

Of course, Tyler didn't get out and open the
passenger door for her, so she went around to the driver's side. He
rolled the window down and looked up and down at her as the icy
wind of November whipped about her.

"You're late," he sniped.

She tried to open the door, but
he didn't
unlock the doors. "I've had a long day, Tyler," She said, holding
her coat closed from the frost whipping about her body. "And I
don't want to start mincing words with you."

He looked a bit uncomfortable at her informality,
but since he'd called her Lauren this morning, all she could think
about was his first name, plus she had used his excuse for not
talking to her long this morning.

Maybe he didn't like his words coming
back at him.

"Get in the car," he ordered, finally
popping the locks.

Suddenly the thought of his proximity made her
hesitant to get inside of the warm vehicle with Tyler. Moving
around to the driver's side, she argued stubbornly, "Why should I?
It's just a paycheck you can hand to me."

"I don't discuss business outside,"
he gritted.
"Get in the fucking car now, Lauren."

She huffed and came around on the
passenger side to get in the vehicle. The heated leather seat was
to die for enveloping her body like a burrito
wrap. Lauren
closed her eyes for just a moment to reel in luxury, missing the
vehicle she had signed away, which if her life had not been turned
upside down by Tyler Black, she would have been driving
now.

Her animosity quickly rose to the
surface on why she hated this man profoundly to the bottom of her
soul.

"What's your address? I'm taking you home," he
insisted.

"No, I'm fine," she spoke coldly. "The buses
run on time. If you hurry up and give me the check, I can get to my
stop."

"I'm not in the mood to
fight with
you today, Lauren. I've been in court all morning and won my client
over ten million dollars. Fighting with you is not worth my
time."

"Then just give me my check," she said
stubbornly.

Tyler pointed to his GPS. "Address now."

Reluctantly she
typed her
address in his car system and then sat back as he took
off.

People from the office were still standing around
watching them, and in a way, she was glad today had been her last
day. It was too pleasing watching their jealous stares and
wondering eyes.

"You're an asshole braggart, Tyler Black,"
she said.

"I was sharing my Viktor," he said.

"Liar. You're rubbing my nose in how much
money you made in your eight hours compared to the money I'll never
see in my whole lifetime."

He shrugged. "I think you're just a little
bit jealous."

"Can I just have my check, and you
can put me
out on any corner to be done with me?" she begged.

Tyler chuckled. "I also wanted to let you
know there were some personal items you left that I put in storage.
Open up the glove compartment."

She did so. There was a key taped to
a receipt from a storage place near downtown Detroit. The bill was prepaid for
a year and a half.

"Did this come out of my money?" she asked
suspiciously.

"Deborah found pictures, memory
books, and a large chest and wouldn't allow me to toss it, so she
funded the storage with an office Holiday potluck to help you out," he
explained.

Lauren bit her tongue and reminded herself
to send a thank you note to Deborah.

"How many temp jobs have you been working?"
he inquired.

Embarrassed by her rudeness, Lauren
politely answered him. "I've been doing one to two days at different
companies around Detroit. I'm worried about the holidays. A lot of
small companies shut down, and I have to wait around to make money.
I bought a minute phone and have been trying to find online work,
but getting to the library to do it and then late getting home at
night has had a minimal payoff." She bit her lip, hating herself
for just telling Tyler all her business.

Yet, she had no one else to vent too, and he
seemed to be listening honestly.

He arrived at her address and looked in disgust
at the dilapidated home. "This is where you are living?"

"It's efficiency," she said as if that
should explain everything, and then added, "With the worst slumlord
in Detroit."

"I would say so
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