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Dedication
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For anyone who has ever told a dirty lie with good intentions. We all have our dirty truths.

We all have secrets...dirty secrets.

Five years ago, Aria left everything and everyone she loved behind to start a new life. She did it for love, but when she left she had a secret. One so dirty if it ever came out, it could ruin everything.  Aria has been harboring the dirty truth, keeping it from those she claims to love the most. 

Tyler has never been one for relationships, that is until he meets Aria and decides some things are worth fighting for. He knows Aria has a secret, but secrets always have a way of coming to light.

Can their love survive, or will the dirty truth cost them everything?
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Prologue
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“This cannot be happening,” I tell myself as I stare at the one word that changes everything, positive.  “No.” I shake my head as I scream at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. “God, please no.” I look down at the test again. The word positive is practically jumping off the plastic applicator, doing a dance, and tossing confetti in my face while life laughs at me. Nope, this isn’t a dream. This is really happening. My dad will kill me. Why didn’t I listen when Faye told me to go on the pill...Brian leaves for college in two weeks. 

“Two weeks!” I stomp my foot in protest like it can change the fact. The fact that I have ruined my life. What am I going to do? I can’t tell Brian something like this, not when he is about to live his dream.

Playing college baseball has been the only thing he has talked about since we were seven. I can’t, I won’t ruin this for him. I just graduated high school; I can’t be a mom. I’ll call Faye, she will know what to do. Faye is my mother; she resides in Miami Florida. 

She has been living there since I was nine, I usually spend one week every summer with her, and the rest of the year I live with my dad in West Virginia. My parents divorced because my mom had a drinking problem and my daddy refused to live that way any longer.

“Faye, I screwed up. I screwed up bad.”

“You’re pregnant, aren’t you?” she gets straight to the point. 

“Yes,” I whisper afraid of what my future holds.

“Aria, if you love this boy, let him go. You will come live with me and we will do this together. I know I haven’t always been the mom you have deserved. Don’t you worry about Jim either; I will set your daddy straight. If you don’t want this baby, there are other options,” she says, attempting to sound sincere.

Two weeks later, I have made my decision. I know what I must do. This is one of the hardest things I have ever had to face. I have loved Brian as long as I can remember. He deserves to have his dreams come true. If I don’t end this now, I know how he will react. He will be like every other ass backwards person in this town.

He will give up his college scholarship for a job in the coalmines to support me and our baby. I can’t doom him to my daddy’s fate. Besides, the way Brian acts when he drinks scares me. I don’t want to raise a baby in an environment like that. One where the father resents the child and the mother turns into a raging alcoholic, I grew up that way. I will not bring a child into that kind of existence. 

Brian is coming over later tonight to say goodbye before he leaves for the training camp he is required to participate in. I was disappointed, but now I know it’s better that he won’t be here. He can never know that I am pregnant. His family would just think I am trying to use him as my meal ticket out of this town. The scouts say he has a real shot at going pro.

I’m not ready to be a mom and can’t bring myself to have an abortion. I just can’t do that, especially when there are people in this world who would give anything to have a baby. Adoption is my best choice, and Brian will never have to be aware of any of it.

I can feel the vibration from his stereo as he pulls his pickup truck into the driveway. That boy is going to need hearing aids by the time he reaches thirty.

I observe him from my living room window as he exits the truck. His brown wavy hair hangs right above his ears. He appears anxious, wearing a Louisville Cardinals t-shirt, khaki cargo shorts, and flip flops. Then it hits me, this is the last time I will see him walking up to my door. This is one of my last nights living in this house. How am I going to live my life not seeing the faces of the two men who mean more to me than anything in this world? 

Faye set Jim, my dad straight all right. After a very heated phone discussion and a good ear chewing for me, daddy finally agreed that it was best I live with my mom, if this was going to be my choice. I have always been a daddy’s girl as long as I can remember. The disappointment in his voice when we had our talk was bone chilling. I shudder at the thought and continue to gaze out at Brian as he makes his way up the long, winding walkway. Brian is tall and lean, but very muscular. He takes a lot of pride in his appearance. 

I am going to miss the way he smiles at me, like I am his forever. The way he massages the tip of his earlobe when he is uneasy. Or when he is playing baseball, how he sticks his tongue out to the side in anticipation when he is getting ready to connect his bat with the ball. The goofy lopsided grin he gives to the crowd watching from the stands when he hits a home run. You see, not only is he my boyfriend, but he has always been my best friend as well. So, keeping something so life altering from him is tough. My whole life has revolved around this one boy. I can’t believe I am about to give him up, and my one dream—to be with him always.

He doesn’t even bother with the doorbell and lets himself inside. That boy has been doing it ever since he was allowed to ride his bicycle over to my house after school, not like my dad is ever home to notice. Poor man has worked his whole life to take care of me. Before I came into the picture he had thoughts of becoming a doctor.

But he put his life aside for mine, and I know that he has regrets. Don’t get me wrong, I know my father loves me. Albeit I think he would have been just fine waiting a few more years before I came into the picture.

Brian wraps his arms around my waist and snuggles his chin into the crook of my neck, giving me little kisses. Standing not much shorter than him, my hair is long, dark brown, and naturally wavy. I am slim, with not much of a bust. I have always been athletic—I was captain of the dance team.

I turn to face him, and his green eyes are mirroring my own. They are gloomy too just like my mood. 

“This is my last night home for a while, and I want to have a few drinks with the guys before I leave.” He sees my pout. “Come on, I suppose I promised you a ride on the Ferris wheel.” They always hold a senior fair for the graduating class, in a way it is a final send-off; it always reminds me of the movie Grease. But my life isn’t a movie, and we aren’t Danny and Sandy. Our happily ever after won’t exist after tonight.

As promised he takes me on the Ferris wheel first. It is an older one with deep bucket seats and the sun has started to set. We are stopped at the very top. The bucket seats rock gently, making my nerves spike. I don’t think we will fall, but I can’t help the thought from crossing my mind. A nervous giggle escapes my pursed lips. Brian pulls my face close to his for a kiss. 

Caressing my tongue with his own, he sighs. “I am going to miss tasting your lips every day.” He brushes his thumb over my bottom lip, tracing the outline of my mouth, with his eyes closed. 

“Ditto.” I kiss him again as we descend to the bottom. My heart is beating so fast, I know I need to breakup with him soon, but I’m selfish and want to enjoy being his girl just a little while longer.

We play a few carnival games and Brian wins me three stuffed bears. Taking my prizes to his truck, gives him the opportunity to have a beer or four with a few of his friends, leaving me to my own thoughts for a few minutes. I don’t know how to do this. Should I cause a scene and humiliate him? Or should I make him jealous with another guy? I shrug that thought away. I can’t do that to him or myself. I love him too much for that, and he would never believe that I am cheating on him. I’ve never even thought of being with anyone else, ever. Not once has the thought of dating anyone but Brian crossed my mind.  

When he comes back, I can tell he’s been drinking a lot in the parking lot with his buddies. His eyes have that glossy look to them. I don’t like when he gets this way, he acts ignorant.

He’s already getting grabby, slurring some of his words. 

“Lo-love love my girl.” He fumbles with the strap of my shirt and attempts to grab my butt. 

On the rollercoaster, he tries to put his hand down my shirt despite my telling him to cut it out. 

After we ride a few more rides, he takes me out to the woods for a walk. I am biting my nails; I feel like I may throw up the corn dog I just devoured moments ago. He backs me up against a tall pine tree. Brian places his hands on both sides of my face, keeping me in place.  He slides his fingers under the spaghetti straps of my white tank top. His hands bite into my skin as he tries to push my straps down my arms.

“Stop, Brian.” I nudge him gently in the crotch with my knee. 

“Aria, you know this isn’t goodbye, it is only for a little while.” He peppers small kisses down my throat. I suck in a deep breath as he caresses my face, being softer than before. The tenderness of his mouth, envelopes me so much I almost forget he is talking between kisses.  “Next year after.” Smooch. “You graduate.” Nibble. “Beauty school.” Kiss. “Well, that’s what I want to talk to you about.”

He stops kissing me and lifts my chin to meet the seriousness of his expression. My heart is in my throat. Please don’t let him do what I believe he is about to do. Then my worst fear is brought to life as he goes down on one knee.

“Aria, I’ve loved you my whole life, and and I I am going to continue lo-loving you the r-rest of my days. Do me the honor and say you’ll marry me.”

I take a sidestep away from him and brace myself for what I need to do. It’s now or never. Time to end our relationship before I chicken out.

“Brian, I love you more than I probably will ever love anyone in my life. But there is something I have to tell you.” The tears start to leak from my eyes. He knows I am about to stab him in the heart, but I have no choice. He will hate me either way, but at least this way he will go without me holding him back.

“I’m not going to school. You know how I used to say I wanted to travel and be a model. Well, I am going to stay with Faye. You know she lives in Miami and it is a great city to get my foot in the door. Plus, she asked me to come. For the first time in my life, she wants me there. And she said she would help me with modeling. She knows an agent and everything,” I lie through my teeth.

“Aria....You don't mean that.” He starts pacing in front of me, looking at the ground. He stops right in front of me, a sad look in his eyes. “You can't mean that, “YOU. LOVE. ME!” He beats his hand on his chest over his heart, his face sobering with the action. “What about our plans? You were going to go to beauty school and move to Louisville with me once you graduated. It is all we have talked about for months!” Brian has tears of anger rolling down his face. It is killing me to hurt him like this, but I want a better life for him. I owe him so much better than this, but it is all I can offer him.

“Brian, those were your dreams. Not mine. That life you had planned isn’t the one that I want. I don’t want to be trapped in a small town life.” I turn away from him, the pain from the damage I have inflicted flashing behind his eyes is about to tear me down. I’m destroying him. Who does this to someone they love? I guess I do. I have nothing left to lose and need to drive my point home. I need him to hate me.   

“You’re lying, Aria. I know you wouldn’t do that to me—to us. What’s really going on here?” He seizes my arm with force.

“I’m not. I am moving in with Faye. This is the last time you will see me. I’m sorry,” I apologize. My kneeing him in the groin forces him to let me go. Running off through the woods as fast as I can, I stumble a few times, but manage not to trip, even though I’m blinded by my tears.  A low sob hiccups in my throat, as I try to pull myself together.

Getting to the opposite side of the fair, I spot a girl who lives on my road, and hitch a ride with her. She doesn’t ask questions. She keeps the stereo on low and lets me die a little more on the inside with every mile we drive. 

I thank her for the ride and go inside. My dad is at work, as usual. I flop down on my bed, taking in all that I am giving up. My room is papered in photos of Brian and me. Since kindergarten, it’s been the two of us. I never had much need for other friends. I always had Brian.  

He shows up at the house an hour later beating on the front door. He pounds his fist so hard, I’m afraid he’s going to spilt his knuckles. He’s screaming my name and begging me to let him in. I can’t, I’ll break if I do. I watch him through the blinds with a broken heart. 

I have to call his older brother to come make him stop before he breaks his hand or someone calls the police. I can’t deal with him when he gets drunk and angry. He has never hurt me, but it only takes one time for someone to go over the edge. 

His brother shows up and Brian takes a swing at him. Chase manages somehow to tackle him and sits on his chest until he calms, somewhat. 

Finally, he manages to wrestle him into his truck, and I go back to my room to fall apart on my own. 

One week later, I move to Miami, Florida, with Faye, my mother. Brian is hundreds of miles away living his dream. My heart is crushed. My mother had to have her number changed and made private to stop his calls. But that doesn’t stop the emails, and no matter how much I have tried, I can’t bring myself to delete my account. It’s my last link to him and the life that should have been ours.

In time, he will move on and forget all about me, and yet, I will think about him for the rest of my life.

A piece of me died the night we ended. I spent all of my life building him up only to tear him down in the end.
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Chapter One
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Almost five years have passed since I have seen Brian, and not a day goes by that I don’t think of him. My son, our son, haunts me with his memory daily. He is so much like him in every way, from the color of his hair down to his toes, he looks like his personal mini-me. I had every intention of giving my baby up for adoption, but once he was placed in my arms, I knew I just couldn’t give him up, ever. 

This day is always bittersweet. Today is Jace’s birthday, and with each passing year...I feel guilty, that I have robbed my precious boy of his daddy. 

He turns four today, and I intend to make it his most excellent birthday yet. Now that Jace is older and getting to be of school age, I’m going to be working part time at Indigo, a strip club owned by Rightful Bastards MC. My mom is the old lady to the club’s sergeant at arms, Bender. I live in her house with her and he stays mostly at the club. I don’t know how she puts up with him. He usually only turns up when he wants a warm meal and a night in her bed. 

It does no good to speak my mind about it though. She’s a grown woman and can make her own choices. Besides, Bender did give me a job at his tanning salon. The club owns a lot of businesses. They take care of their own and they have helped take care of me when I’ve needed it.  At first glance the Rightful Bastards are intimidating, giving off the appearance they wouldn’t piss on you if you were on fire. 

If it wasn’t for them I wouldn’t have had help watching Jace and a decent car to drive when I started working. When I showed up penniless and pregnant, mom and Bender made sure I had everything I needed. I didn’t want for anything. 

I know a few guys from the club, but not many. They rarely come by mom’s house, and I never go to the clubhouse. A few members stop in the tanning salon to talk to Bender on occasion and their wives and girlfriends tan here, even though we live in Miami. A spray tan is much healthier than the beds or the real thing.

Tyler Mathews stops in the most. I’m not sure what his role in the club is, it isn’t my place to know either. 

Mom made sure I understood not to ask questions or anything about the club, unless the information is given on a need to know basis from day one. I didn’t even know Bender was part of a club for the first month I was here. 

I’ll never forget the first time I met Tyler. It was well after I had given birth to Jace, he was already two. Tyler had come into the salon to talk to Bender. He clearly was a man who took care of himself. His eyes were roaming all over my body as I stood behind the counter answering the phone.

I held my finger up as I took a call coming through. It was someone wanting yearly pricing. He continued to gaze at my body, like he was undressing me right there on the spot.

I returned his gaze taking him in. Standing at 6’4 and weighing a good 250lbs, appearing all muscle, with a nice tan complexion, he was pleasing to the eyes. His hair was dark blackish brown, styled neatly, and he had smoldering dark eyes. The kind of dark eyes you could get lost in.  Dressed in a suit, he was dead sexy. I could see the hint of a tattoo on his neck under the collar of his shirt and another on the top of his hand. 

“Can I help you?” I asked after ending the call. 

He smirked, contemplating his words. “Yeah, you can go to dinner with me.”

“Dinner,” I repeated the word. 

“Yeah, you know...I pick you up take you to a nice restaurant and buy you a meal.”  His left eye twinkled with mischief. 

And that smile—hot damn, he was a charmer. I could’ve been a goner, but he was there to see Bender. A reminder that we could never date, with his being a member of the club, something I wasn’t really looking to get involved in after seeing my mother and Bender’s relationship.

I promised Faye I would start dating again. But after a blind date from hell last year, I decided I wasn’t ready to put myself back out there. Then when Faye became sick, I knew a social life was the least of my worries.

But, today is about Jace and Faye. I fear it may be the last birthday my mother gets to celebrate with us. Her health has been declining. She has been diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. The prognosis isn’t good. 

The bills keep piling up, now that she is no longer able to work. She recently started chemo, but it has had no effect. She keeps saying I should just send her to a hospice care, but I can’t do that. I won’t. 

Now isn’t the time for negative thoughts. I cannot wait to see the look on Jace’s face when he gets his cake; it is decorated to appear as if a live baseball game is being played on it. He is fascinated by sports in general. Give the boy a ball and he is content for hours. His bedroom is full of bats, balls, gloves, and helmets. Faye put decals of balls and bats on his walls. She even found him the cutest lamp to match. 

This year for his birthday, I was able to find a great deal on a twin bed and sports themed bedding from a consignment shop. It’s time he starts sleeping in his own room. It breaks my heart to think he’s growing so fast, but I know I can’t coddle him too much. I don’t want him to be a sissy.

A few of his friends from daycare are coming to his party and our sweet neighbor, Caroline, who watches him when I can’t afford childcare. This fall however, he’ll be starting school. Caroline has been a blessing in my life. She is a retired school teacher, and great with Jace. 

I have Jace and Faye taking a nap before the party starts so they are both fully charged and able to enjoy it. 

I’m waiting for Tyler to arrive, he promised to pick up the cake and help me decorate.

He has been a really good friend to me these past few months. He isn’t looking for a relationship either, and besides he is now my boss, he manages Indigo. Besides, I get the feeling he doesn’t do relationships. In all the time I have known him, he’s never had a steady girlfriend. I get the impression he is a love ‘em and leave ‘em type.

I don’t know when we went from shameless flirting to great friends, but I can’t imagine my life without him in it. 

He looks so silly coming down the street with a handful of balloons tied to his wrist and balancing a cake in his arms. I don’t mind his being around Jace since we are only friends. Though I have to admit seeing how intrigued Jace is by him makes me wonder if he is missing out by not having a permanent male figure in his life. Then again, can he miss what he’s never had? 

I know I sure as hell have missed my own daddy since I moved here to live with Faye. But after I left, daddy started dating and living his life for him. I still see him when I can, but he always travels to Florida to visit me. I can’t chance a run in with Brian’s family. One look at Jace and they will know what I did—kept Brian from knowing he has a son.

I still keep up with Brian; I read things here and there online about him. He has recently gotten a divorce according to one of those gossip sites.

I don’t know if I can believe everything I read though. Brian hasn’t mentioned his troubles in the emails he sends. Although I guess a person can change a lot in a few years. I know I certainly have. I grew up quick once I had Jace depending on me. I never made it to beauty school. I take whatever job I can find that pays the most. I had thought I would draw the line at stripping, but when Tyler offered me a job, I couldn’t refuse. My mom and Jace are counting on me. Since mom got sick Bender comes around less and less. I know he hates seeing her sick and in pain, but she needs him. 

I believe if he were present she’d have more fight left in her. Some days I feel she has given up all together. Especially the days she doesn’t want to even get out of bed. 

Tyler and me finish setting up the decorations and refreshments. He fires up the grill and I wake Jace up to get him ready for his big day. Faye takes her place in her recliner; she spends a lot of her time in it these days. 

The house we live in isn’t large, but it is decent enough for the three of us; Faye, Jace and me. It is a rental located in a quiet enough neighborhood. I would never be able to afford it on my own. It is decorated nicely—quaint, with a French Country Cottage feel to it. Most of my mother’s furniture is antiques she has collected from dealers and swap meets. You would think she is an old lady by her taste in décor.

Faye and Bender couldn’t make any more of an awkward pair. He’s leather and she’s lace. 

We have a blue floral couch and yellow floors for Christ sakes and the doilies, blah. But the chandelier she put up over the dining table gives the room a modern chic vibe.

Mom paid the rent up for a year when she first learned of her cancer. I’ve only been responsible for the utilities and our cost of living, but the lease will be coming up for renewal eventually. Bender has offered to pay our bills, but my mom is too proud for that. Says she knows where he gets his money and wouldn’t feel right accepting it. 

I wish she’d let him help out. Lord knows we need it. No, my mother would rather starve than take his handouts. Their relationship is a fucked up one—one I’ll never understand.

Tyler walks into the kitchen to get the hotdog wieners for the grill, and Jace instantly lights up.

“Ty,” he squeals trying to wrap his tiny hands around his huge tattooed ones. 

“Hey, buddy.” He ruffles his hair. “Happy Birthday! How old are ya now? You have grown an inch since I last seen ya.”

Jace smiles a lopsided grin to match the one I have seen countless times coming from Brian. He’s following Tyler outside on his heels like he’s his shadow. It’s sweet. 

I notice mom looking weepy.

“Don’t start, not today.”

“Seeing how his face lights up when he is around him, I can’t help but wonder if I made a mistake in the advice I gave you.”

“Hey, it was my decision in the end, and
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