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Chapter One – James
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“I just don’t understand why you’re holding on to all of these properties, instead of selling them and investing your money in a property that is worth more,” James snapped for what felt like the millionth time. His mother’s motives never made sense to him, and she never confided in him her plans, which he found incredibly frustrating. “You need to learn how to better manage what Dad left you.”

She was seated across from the table from him, and in front of each of them was a small paste of creamy shrimp pasta in a white alfredo sauce. He didn’t much like pasta, but he didn’t want to question the food she had made for him.

Every time James visited his mother and her home in Courtenay, BC, he grew frustrated with her without fail. He was well aware of the fortune she was sitting on, and the endless possibilities that were awaiting the two of them if she put that fortune to use, but she never budged. He resented her for it. He had a right to that money just as much as she did. Like her, he was a Taylor.

He was a real estate agent, and he was damn good at it. He had his own office in Campbell River, and there were satisfied clients in and out of his office every day. He had already considered what he would do with his mother’s fortune, what properties he would invest in. He could more than triple the fortune if she would just give him a chance!

Instead, she heaved a big sigh and shook her head at him, as she always did. As if he were a child. “I don’t understand why you’re so fascinated with what I do with my money, James. It’s not as if I hoard it all to myself, not that it would be any of your business. I do invest. I buy you and your family nice things, and I spend it on myself. It is my money, and I wish you would stay out of it.”

“But you need to manage your assets, Mother. You need to get a will in place, trusts for your family. Dad died suddenly and unexpectedly, remember?” James pointed out, trying to scare her into compliance. At her age, anything could happen. “That can happen to any of us. You are not young anymore, Mother. You need to be responsible with yourself and with your money.”

“James.” This time, her tone was firm, and her dark eyes were full of fire. “I understand that you’re concerned about me, but I must insist you drop all conversation about money with me. I don’t ever want to have this discussion with you again. The fortune I have was mine before I met your father. I know that you are well aware of this. I was a damn good real estate agent, and you know my family was wealthy and invested well. The fact that you are trying to tell me where I should and should not invest my money is laughable. Don’t forget, James, I taught you all of your tricks.”

James gritted his teeth. His mother was right, her advice helped launch him into his real estate career, and it was because of her that he was experiencing such success. Without her, he would not have known where to start, or where to bring in clients. He supposed he did owe her for his success, but he didn’t appreciate being reminded of it.

“I know, Mom. Look, I didn’t mean for this to turn into an argument. I just wanted to get my thoughts off of my chest. It’s important to me that you know my opinion on the topic.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Yes, well you never fail to give your opinion on anything, James. Still, I would also rather not argue with you. You came to have lunch with me, so I will have no more talk of real estate.”

The purpose of James’ visit wasn’t to have lunch, that was the excuse he gave his mother. Really, he was checking up on her, scrutinizing her health. To his misfortune, she was still in very good shape, her cheeks flushed and full of life. Her body appeared strong and healthy, dimming his hope and instead igniting a spark of resentment. Why couldn’t she just croak already and give him what he deserved?

“How are Joyce and Lisa?” she asked him suddenly, her eyes softening. “I haven’t seen them in a few weeks.”

He frowned, distracted from his train of thought. “Oh, they’re fine. Happy as can be. I’ll have Joyce call you when I get back home. Maybe she and Lisa can pay you a visit.”

“I would love that. Lisa is growing up to be such a good girl, you and Joyce doing it excellent job with parenting her.”

The truth was that Joyce took care of Lisa most of the time, but James smiled and took some of the credit anyway. “I know. She’s already showing promise of being very intelligent.”

“I agree. One day she is going to be one strong, powerful woman, and I can’t wait.”

James wasn’t sure of that, but he nodded along with his mother’s words. His wife, Joyce, was a weak woman, and he was convinced she was going to poison their daughter with the same weakness. All that woman was good for was looking pretty.

His mother was regarding him with a long look. He didn’t like the look in her eye, as if she knew something he didn’t; it made him uneasy. Eventually she turned her attention back to her food and, reluctantly, he did the same.
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“Joyce?” James stood still for a moment as he closed the front door to his home, listening intently. “Hello?”

He was somewhat annoyed when he received no response. He set his briefcase down on the hall table and shrugged out of his blazer, tossing it to the side. Joyce would take care of it later. He walked through the house, ignoring the pearl white floor and the newly dusted shelves as he scanned each room. There was no sign of Joyce or his daughter Lisa, and he was growing more and more aggravated as he moved through the house, heading towards the sliding doors that led to their back deck.

When he slid them open and peered outside, he located his wife and daughter. They were a yard or so out in the garden, and from where he stood it appeared they were working on yet another birdfeeder. They must have had a dozen or so of those ugly things positioned in the garden, but it was never enough for Joyce. She always needed more flowers, or more feeders, and she had roped their young daughter into her hobby.

“Joyce!” he barked out.

Startled, she turned her head towards him, and then smiled. “Hello, sweetheart!” she called out, and Lisa turned her head, her eyes brightening with excitement

“Daddy!” she squealed, dropping what she was doing and running to him. She hopped up the steps to the deck and launched herself at him, throwing her arms around his torso. “You’re home!”

He grimaced, looking down and watching her clutch at his clothes with her filthy hands. He loved his daughter, truly he did, but at the age of seven she was such a messy young girl. It really irked him.

Joyce caught up to Lisa, standing on the tips of her toes to give James a kiss on his lips. He turned his head away at the last second, so that she caught his cheek instead. It was something he usually did when he was upset with her. “We didn’t hear you come in,” she murmured quietly, casting her head down. She knew she was in trouble. 

He wanted to berate her for not greeting him when he walked in the door as she normally did, and for not having dinner ready, but it wasn’t something he did in Lisa’s presence. He would wait until later, when they were behind closed doors. What was the point of taking care of her if she never did as he asked? 

“That’s because you were too busy playing in the dirt. I wasn’t exactly quiet when I came in.” By now Lisa had let go of him and was slipping her hand into her mother’s, her expression clueless. “What’s for dinner? I didn’t smell any food, and I didn’t see any pots.”

Joyce’s expression turned a horrified shade of pale, and he knew he was right; the stupid woman really hadn’t prepared anything to eat. “I – I’m so sorry, James. Really, the time got away from us. We were cleaning together most of the morning, and we really only meant to step outside for a few minutes. I can get something started right now, and-”

“No, no need,” he interrupted coldly. His appetite had already been ruined. “I’m not feeling very hungry anymore. Why don’t you and Lisa get washed up, and you can prepare Lisa something to eat while I do some work.” He put emphasis on their daughter’s name so that Joyce understood she would not be eating that evening because of her actions.

Wordlessly, she nodded, her hand gripping Lisa tighter as she pulled the young girl into the house. James remained outside for a few more minutes, shaking his head. 

He really couldn’t understand Joyce. James gave that woman everything, spoiling her to no end in the beginning of their marriage. When she gave birth to Lisa, his only request was that she remain home with the child and do what he asked of her.

He never put his hand to her, though sometimes he was tempted to. He had other ways of making her understand she needed to obey him.
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