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Warning, this book contains
scenes that may be sensitive to readers.
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To all the readers who
stayed with me on this long journey to the end of Colton and Kasandre’s story,
this is for you. Thank you for every page you turned, every moment you held
your breath, and every emotion you shared with them. Your presence made this
journey worth telling.
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Colton


 


 


What
had originally started as a day when I thought I
was finally moving forward with my life, my past came crashing down right in
front of my eyes.  Never in my wildest dreams did I expect to see Yvette
Cranger, of all people, answering Kasandre’s door, tainting the beauty of what
I believed would become my future.  While my plan had been to be here to help
Kasandre get through whatever was ailing her, I instead found myself walking
into a nightmare. 


After my initial shock and me
finally getting my bearings, I jetted out of there like my ass was on fire, not
even waiting to hear an excuse or explanation.  In my mind, there were no words
that could ever convince me of anything other than the total and complete
betrayal I was feeling.  I gave Kasandre all my trust, told her all my truths,
and she took them and invited this vile woman, the one who mentally and
sexually abused me, into her home.  She let me bring my daughter into her
life.  To open not only my heart but the innocent heart of my little girl. 


I couldn’t even fathom what was
happening here.  Was this all a setup?  Could this have been her plan all
along?


And more importantly…


How the hell was that woman even
out of jail already? 


I was supposed to have more time
to plan for her release.  More time to not only prepare myself but also my
child, my lifeline, and my family for the possibility, repercussions, and
ramifications should this woman ever have the chance to enter our lives.


Shouldn’t I have been notified that
this was happening?  That this could have even been a possibility?  Didn’t the
victim normally have to be a part of any potential parole or release hearings? 
Did we not get a say or even an opinion or have our voices heard in these kinds
of things? 


Had my parents been notified
since at the time of her prosecution, I was a minor?


They would’ve told me had they
been informed, wouldn’t they?


Of course they would have told
me.  I don’t even know why I even questioned that.  My parents have been
everything to me, my strength, my support, my champions.  But most importantly,
they’ve been the most supportive grandparents any grandchild could have ever
asked for.


I didn’t know what I was going to
do.  Hell, my reaction alone should have been witness to my shock in the
situation.  My parents, I knew, were going to feel as deeply as I did about not
knowing what was happening.


I don’t think I’d ever felt this
depth of a betrayal in all my life.  Yeah, what Yvette did to me was wrong, but
seeing her in the home of the person I was hoping to build a future with, that
has to be the worst thing I could have ever imagined.


Her words echoed in my skull,
sharp and sickly sweet, like poison dressed up as a promise.


“Hello, Colton. I’m home and I’m
ready to be a family.”


What made her believe I would
ever want that?  I don’t think there was ever a time I gave her any hope or
promise or even an inkling of belief that it could or would ever happen.


Although I didn’t fully
understand at that time that what she was doing to me was so wrong, never mind
illegal and morally disgusting, I happened to be the one who ultimately
testified against her in court.  It was my testimony in court that solidified why
she was immediately arrested and given the maximum sentence allowed.  Though
her parents tried to pay their way to her freedom, the judge knew she was a
threat to not only me but to society as a whole.  She was never repentant,
never thought that what she had been doing to me was immoral.  She never showed
the slightest bit of remorse for her actions.


It made me both emotionally and
physically ill just thinking about that woman believing I would ever want to be
a family with her. 


Did Yvette never realize that when
she told me she was pregnant, I ran as fast as I could because spending my
entire life with her was never something I wanted? 


Did she not realize that I cried
to my parents and told them the wrongs that I had done?


That it was my testimony which
ultimately became the reason she was sent to jail? 


How was she still so delusional
after all these years? 


I never gave her the idea to even
wish that one day we’d be together. I never visited her in prison or sent her
letters or even pictures of our beautiful daughter. 


I cannot fathom why her thoughts
would think otherwise.


There was never anything I did
that could possibly make Yvette think this was ever anything I planned for my
or my daughter’s life.


Was this Kasandre’s plan all
along? 


To lure me in so that this woman
could reappear in my life? 


Did she not know everything I
went through? 


About how Yvette took advantage
of me at such a tender age? 


How I was led to believe what we
were doing wasn’t as vile and disgusting as it actually was? 


Never mind how illegal and
completely immoral.  Yes, my thoughts are repeating themselves, I know, but I
just couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening.


With all that I was in that
moment, I was desperately trying to think of any rhyme or reason for the
thoughts that went through Yvette’s head.


Was there anything I did or said
that could’ve led to such delusions?


And how could Kasandre ever think
I’d accept that woman in my life?


I know I told her about how
Cassidy came to exist, how that woman had been stripped of her parental rights,
and how she wasn’t allowed to be near me or my daughter, but now I wonder if
she was ever really listening. 


Or maybe, if Kasandre had listened,
she just didn’t want to believe what I had told her. 


Or if she even cared about my
side of the story? 


Was she led to believe Yvette and
I had been something more than what it was? 


That I wanted to be a part of
whatever that was? 


That I wasn’t easily taken
advantage of?


How could she not, though? We
studied this. We had to take a course in order to earn our teaching degrees. We
knew the rights and wrongs of educator-student affairs based on our education
alone. 


She knew Yvette had been my
teacher, and I was only a fifteen-year-old boy when she started seducing me. 


Where were her morals? 


Was Kasandre someone other than
who she led me to believe?


Was this why she just up and
disappeared on me, on us? 


She said she loved my daughter. Was
that also a lie?


Oh God, I hope it wasn’t a lie. 
It would destroy my little girl if she ever found out.


I decided to head to the one
place where I knew I could find peace and be able to clear the thoughts running
rampant in my mind. 


The one place I actually tainted
because I had shown it to the woman who had changed my outlook on my future. 
But that place, even with the scar I’d encrusted on it, would still be my place
of solace, my place to think, and to try to understand. 


I had let too many circumstances
ruin things for me.  I wasn’t going to let her betrayal take over my place of
serenity.  I’d built too many memories and years into that place to let that
deception poison the feelings I had when going there.


So many scenarios were
steamrolling through my brain. 


Was it so wrong for me to just
want to understand? 


There’s no way this was as bad as
it seems, right? 


She couldn’t have betrayed me in
this way. 


My heart didn’t want to believe
she would, but my gut told me otherwise.  And my gut hadn’t been wrong since
the day Yvette told me she was pregnant.  Up to this point, I’ve depended on
that gut feeling to help guide me through this thing called life.


Should I have stayed there and
waited for someone to tell me what the hell was going on? 


Why was Kasandre standing in the
background crying? 


And how the fuck does Yvette even
know her? 


So many unanswered questions. 


Did I overreact, I began to
wonder.


Maybe this wasn’t a setup, after
all. 


Had Yvette somehow found out
about Kasandre and me and hunted her down? 


Was she threatening Kasandre? 


Was she doing something that made
Kasandre bend to her will?


These scenarios could be reality.
However, as I previously stated, my gut was telling me, deep down, that’s not
what was happening.  Kasandre, somehow or another, was fully involved in this. 
An integral part of some kind of scheme or betrayal.


That was why she felt so guilty
that day at the park with my daughter and me. 


I watched as her eyes and soul
went from free and happy to utter devastation in seconds.


When she told me she was holding
something back without telling me exactly what it was…this had to be what she
was referring to.


This was what she felt so
culpable about. 


She was in some way involved with
Yvette and feared the ramifications if I ever found out.  And she was so
fucking right to feel that way.  I don’t think I will ever be able to forgive
her for having that woman in her house, never mind in her life. 


For bringing that nightmare back
into my life.


Oh my fucking goodness, suddenly
a realization slammed into me. 


What if I’d left her alone with
my daughter? 


What if she told Yvette about
Cassidy? 


Did she take any pictures of my
girl?  I couldn’t seem to remember.  I didn’t think anyone even touched their
phones that day, but now for the life of me, I can’t remember. 


She could have definitely snuck
some shots of us without me knowing.  I was so entranced by how well we were
all getting along, feeling like we could have become the family my daughter
deserved, that I don’t think I would have noticed if she had snapped a photo. 


Now there might be pictures of my
girl floating around that, because of my naivety, I would have no clue about. 
I spent so many years making sure my daughter was a private part of my life.  I
have social media accounts, like anyone my age. However, you won’t find
anything about my daughter.  There is ne’er a picture or post that would even
tell you I was a father. 


I never wanted anything to touch
my precious daughter, and I knew social media would’ve exposed her in ways I
never wanted. 


Even though you can mark certain
things as private, social media has a way of exposing the most vulnerable parts
of you and the most precious to you, even if you’d never intended to do so.


Once something was out there in
the world, on the interwebs, it lived there for life.  Even if you think it was
deleted, it will be found.


So, I never post anything about
Cassidy or our lives together, not even a word.  Didn’t want anyone to ever
know of my child’s existence.  Or anything happening in my life, period. 


I only shared posts about my
education, posts that were insignificant, things people thought were important,
but never really were.  


And I was never willing to do
that when it came to my precious everything, so I never even posted a single
photo of us.


What a fool I was. 


Trusting Kasandra without
abandon. 


Letting just anyone into our
lives. 


I should have known better. 


I should have stuck with my
resolve to raise my daughter on my own. 


Not to be the vulnerable person I
was as a teenager and let someone change my values or how I felt. 


Back then, I lost football,
something I thought was the most important thing in my life.  I gave it all up
so I could be the father I needed to be.  There wasn’t even a second thought
when my parents told me that I would have to go.  I had never even fought them
on it, knowing that they were right and would never steer me wrong.


Yet, here I am, feeling an ache
in the center of my chest I should have been able to avoid.


Now, I must find a way to get
over her. 


To move forward. 


While it may be easier for me, by
thoughts alone, it won’t be easy for others, like my child. 


How do I tell Cassidy that the
woman she was falling in love with would no longer be a part of our lives? 


How do I convince myself that the
person I was falling for isn’t the person I thought she was?


How do I inform my parents that
the woman who took so much, yet gave so much, will be free?


This is going to be so much
fucking harder than I could have ever imagined it would be.


 


***


 


Graduation
has come and gone. 


I haven’t seen Kasandre since
that fateful day at her house.  She wasn’t in attendance to receive her diploma
along with the rest of our graduating class.  They called her name, but she
never made her way to the stage.  For some strange reason, I wanted to see her,
yet knew that if I did, I more than likely would have reacted poorly.  I was
stuck in the middle of feeling totally different emotions, and I still needed
time to process everything. 


Now, I was finally at a place to
actually think about all that had transpired.  I was ready to confront Kasandre
and find out why she did what she did to hurt my family, but most importantly,
what she had planned for my precious daughter.  Answers needed to be found, and
I was ready to set out to get them. 


Her not showing up was denying me
those answers, denying me some kind of closure.  There had to be another way to
find out.  Maybe I needed to do some research?  Or maybe I just needed to bite
the proverbial bullet and go back to her place.  Confront her and the demons of
my past that have found their way back into the light.
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Kasandre


 


 


It’s
been a few weeks since that ill-fated day. 


The moment that changed
everything. 


When I saw the look on Colton’s
face, it completely destroyed both him and me.  The moment that wrecked
everything I was determined to fight for. 


I didn’t expect my sister to
show up at my house the same night I had the most amazing day in the park with
Colton and his daughter.  I was blissfully happy and ready to make the moves to
undo what my family had been planning to do to his family.  Ready to walk away
and give a permanent peace to not only him but to myself as well.


It had been almost midnight
when the sound of my front doorbell rang through the house.  Who was coming in
the front, I had no idea, as anyone who knew us knew to use the back door. 
Both Taylor and I exited our rooms and walked slowly toward the offending
door.  Neither of us ever expected anyone, never mind at that hour of the
night.  We were both confused, and neither of us would have let the other
answer without the other being there. 


When I opened the door and saw
my sister, I literally wanted to bolt, but this was my house, and where would I
even go?  I was petrified of her showing up here.  How did she get out so
quickly?  How did she know where I lived?  How the hell did she even get here?


I knew her hearing was today.
However, I refused to attend.  I was hoping that without the full support of
her family, the parole board wouldn’t accept her early release.  Even without
me attending, there was no way our brother would have helped.  Who knew what
strings my parents pulled to get her out, because with her here darkening my
doorstep, it was clear it had to have been a lot.


“Aren’t you going to let your
favorite sister in?” she asked, hands on her hips, clearly offended I didn’t
just bow to her existence and invite her inside.


“No,” Taylor replied and
attempted to shut the door in Yvette’s face.  Taylor knew exactly who my sister
was and all that she’d done to me.  One night, when I was unable to find sleep,
I finally confessed everything to Taylor.  And while she was upset about all
I’d done, she knew how tightly my parents held the cord to my life.  She
understood that I had realized too late that I should have said no, should have
walked away the same way Kaleb had the balls to do. 


I loved my best friend and
hoped that I would never lose her.  I couldn’t handle losing another person I
loved and the only person who loved me without abandon.  Taylor had been my
rock when my life fell apart after Yvette’s conviction. She was the strength
that held me together when all my other so-called friends deserted me.  She was
the family I chose for myself and would lay down and do anything for.


“Not your house,” Yvette
replied and began to shove her way inside, trying to fight Taylor’s hold on the
door. 


“Not yours either,” Taylor bit
back and shoved my sister back to try to get her off the threshold of our
home.  Taylor wasn’t a small, timid woman. She prided herself on going to the
gym daily and keeping a strength that could rival many men.


“Move, before I move you,”
Yvette stated, venom dripping from her voice.  With her years in prison, it
appeared she had been working out a bit as well.  Not that my sister wasn’t in
excellent shape, however, now she looked like she had added a bit of muscle to
her normally slim figure.


“Taylor,” I finally found my
voice and interjected.  “Just…let her in.”


Taylor looked at me like I had
slapped her in the face.  I hated seeing that look on her face, but I needed to
know why my sister was here.  I also didn’t want my best friend to wind up in a
scuffle with said sister and end up in any trouble.


“I just need to know why,” I
whispered, pleading with Taylor and hoping she understood what I meant.


“Not leaving,” Taylor answered
me and went and plopped her ass on our couch in the living room.  Arms crossed
around her chest like a petulant child.  Any other time, I would have found her
movements amusing, but tonight I found them a bit intimidating.


“Come in, Yvette,” I told my
sister and moved from in front of the doorway.  She walked in and looked
around, disgust brimming in her eyes.  This wasn’t the type of home Yvette
would ever live in, but I loved the home Taylor and I built together.


“You could have done so much
better than this hovel,” she said as she walked through, confirming my
assessment of her disdain for my house was correct.  “This is so small. Why
would you ever want to live like this?  As soon as I get access to my trust fund,
I’m having a house built so much bigger than this.  Then Colton and Cassidy can
come home, and we can be the family I always knew we were meant to become. 
We’ll have lots more babies and be happy forever.”


“He’s not going to let you
anywhere near her,” I replied after cringing when I heard her speak her
daughter’s name.  The fact that I gave in to her demands and spilled anything
about that precious child made me despise myself even more.  I hated that she
thought she still had such a hold on him and that he was going to do whatever
she wanted.  I knew everyone in her life gave themselves to her, but I didn’t
believe Colton would fall for her antics ever again.  He’d grown so much from
the boy she took advantage of.  He had such a better head on his shoulders and
an education that taught him how what she did was so damn wrong.


“Oh, he will, baby sister,
just mark my words,” she answered.  “You have no idea how much Colton and I
meant to each other.  He was brainwashed by his parents and those so-called
lawyers into thinking that the bond we shared was wrong.  But you’ll see, soon
enough, he loves me, he’s always loved me.  He’ll remember how explosive we
were together, how powerful our love was, and realize how much he wants
everything I want for us.”


I could see she’d convinced
herself she was right.  That she truly believed Colton still loves her and
wants to be with her.  Deep inside, I knew that’s not what he would ever
consider, but I wondered if maybe he would abide by her demands and somehow fall
back under her spell.


“Where’s my room?”  she asked,
and I was confused by her question.  Why would she think she had her own room
in my too small of a hovel, as she called it?


“At your imaginary enormous
house,” Taylor answered, and I bit back a laugh at her witty reply.


Yvette jumped, seemingly
forgetting that my best friend was in the room.  She turned and gave Taylor an
evil glare, however my roommate just shrugged her shoulders and smirked.  Yeah,
this girl was going to be my strength to do what I had to do.


“I don’t have an extra
bedroom,” I finally answered my sister.  “You’ll have to go stay at Mom and
Dad’s.”


“Can’t do that, they told me I
have to have my own place if I want their help to get custody of Cassidy and
get her back with me where she rightfully belongs.  So here I am.”  She then
looked over at Taylor and told her with a wave of her hand, “Guess you’ll need
to find a new place to live now, tah!”


“Not happening,” I replied
before Taylor could.  I saw the anger building in her eyes once again as she
stood from her seated position and knew if I didn’t stop this trainwreck soon,
blood was likely to spill.  Whose, I couldn’t tell you, but looking at these
two women, I knew it wouldn’t be pretty.


“Where am I supposed to live
then?”  Yvette pouted, trying her best to make me give in to her petulant
behavior.  In the past, I would have given in to her in a heartbeat, but I’d
learned so much since I’d gotten to know Colton and learned the true meaning of
family.


“Not here.  You’re not wanted
here.”  I told her, determination setting in.  If I didn’t bend to her will
now, I knew I would have the strength to make the moves I discussed earlier
with Taylor.


“Oh shush,” she replied and
walked over to the couch Taylor was previously occupying and threw herself down
on it.  “I guess this is comfortable enough for now. I’ll just sleep here.  I
don’t have much, so I won’t need a lot of room…yet.”  She proceeded to stretch
out on the couch like she was ready to go to sleep.


“You can’t stay here,” I
reiterated.  There was no way I wanted her here, and when I looked at my
roommate, I saw she was just about ready to blow, a ticking time bomb ready to
explode.


“You don’t have a choice. Mom
and Dad own this pathetic little hut you call a home, and I’m staying until
they tell me I have to leave.  And you know they’d never let their favorite
child be homeless.”


How did she know that my
parents hold the deed to this home?  Yes, I bought this place with my own money
when I was given access to my trust fund, but because I was so damn naïve, I
let my parents hold the deed for me.  Believing they knew what they were
talking about when they told me it was in my best interest. 


I’d learned so much about how
horribly betrayed and used I’d been all my life, and I vowed to myself once
again to make things right.  They would no longer have me at their beck and
call.  My plan was to withdraw as much of my trust without them knowing and cut
them completely out of my life.  Just like my brother, Kaleb had done.  But I
would be smarter and have what is rightfully mine, unlike him when he walked
away from it all.  Although I was starting to think maybe he had a point when
he left it all behind.


I looked at Taylor again. Her
eyes practically screamed, “Don’t do this.”


But I knew I had to play the
long game.


“Fine, you can stay the
night,” I replied, deciding that tonight was not the right time to start this
war.  I needed some time to plan and set things in motion.  “But only tonight. 
Tomorrow, you tell Mom and Dad to help you find an apartment of your own.”


“Whatever,” she answered and
rolled over to her side.  “Can I at least get a blanket and a pillow?  This is
at least more comfortable than that hard-ass cot they had me sleeping on in
that hellhole.”


I chanced a glance over at
Taylor and saw that her face was turning beet red.  She was clearly angry that
I was allowing this to happen, but once I explained it, I was sure she’d calm
down and understand why I needed to do this.


“I’m turning all the cameras
on,” she said and began to walk away.  “Who knows what that bitch will try to
steal.”


“Who the fuck are you calling
a bitch?” Yvette replied and jumped up as if to fight.  “You’re the damn
freeloader living here for free.”


I quickly moved to the middle
of the two, needing to calm this situation down.  With my parents owning the
deed to my home and Yvette being their favorite child, it was likely that
Taylor would be locked up if something were to happen between the two.  My
parents would find a way to make my best friend be at fault instead of their
precious daughter.


“Yvette, you are a guest in my
home. You have no rights here.  Taylor, please, I just need to do this.”  I
looked at my best friend, my face pleading with her, not letting my sister
witness how much this was hurting me.


“Fine, I’m going to my room
and locking the fucking door.”  She stormed away down the hall, the slamming of
her door behind her echoing through the house like a bomb.


“Thank you.”  I knew she
didn’t hear me, but I had to say it out loud, anyway.


“How do you let her talk that
way in our home?  God, you just let people walk all over you, don’t you?”  My
sister then sat back on the couch after throwing that jab at me.  I didn’t
reply.  My family are the ones who have always walked all over me, and I was so
ready to put a stop to it.
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