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	Their Secret Crush

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	Jordan

	 

	8 YEARS AGO

	 

	It’s not a typical habit of mine to wake up with my best friend naked in bed next to me, but for the past few weeks, it’s starting to become standard.  Usually, there’s a girl in between us, draped over Bryan because he’s much more of a cuddler than I am, but when I open my eyes and look to my left, I see the empty space where Caroline once slept.

	Instead of her nude body, I find a note.  I reach for it, picking it up and examining it.  In her loopy, cursive handwriting, she thanks us for the night of fun and experimentation and says that if we’re ever down, she’d like to do something like that again.

	A smile pulls on my face, and I toss the letter onto Bryan’s chest, watching as he blinks away the sleep.  He rubs his brown eyes and scratched the back of his shaggy dirty blond hair, yawning loudly.

	“Where’d Candice go?” he asks, looking around.

	“Caroline left. Probably for the best,” I shrug.  “I’d probably want to go for another round and we’d end up being late for class.  Anyway, get ready.  We have an hour.”  I grab my boxers from the ground and pull them on, heading to the bathroom to shave and shower.

	As I wash up under the sizzling spray of water, my mind wanders back to the night before. Bryan and I didn’t always share women.  Back when we were in high school, we ended up pining over a lot of the same girls, constantly getting into petty arguments and disagreements about who got to date who.  It was all childhood stuff, things that friends since toddler days went through.  Everything changed once we joined the football team at Reddington University.

	Me being the quarterback and Bryan being the star wide receiver made us the cream of the crop, first pick on all the college girls’ lists of eligible bachelors.  With all these women throwing themselves at us, we decided not to fight anymore.  The first girl we ever slept with was Jenna Morgan, this sassy little redhead from our business class.  She was a handful in bed, and it made me all the more appreciative that I had someone else there to help me handle her.

	After that, it became sort of our thing.  Girls all over campus knew that if they were looking for something more than just the standard frat boy dick, they knew who they could call to get all their cravings satisfied.  Now that this is something we’ve started doing, our relationship has been better than ever.  No longer are there petty insults tossed between each other whenever a woman is mentioned.  Instead, we fantasize, flirt and try to win over the hearts of every girl at school together.

	We’ve been called playboys by so many people.  Honestly, it fits.  As long as nobody is getting hurt or developing feelings, I don’t see the harm in having our fun.

	After I finish with my shower, I grab a towel and quickly dry off, glancing at my phone at the time. We have about forty-five minutes left, and I can’t be late. My grades have been slipping since football practice has been running later.  It’s hard to focus on homework when I can’t physically make myself solve math problems.

	“Your turn,” I say to Bryan, heading into our room to change.  

	With twenty minutes left, we head to our class together, jogging through campus to make sure we’re not late.  The room is buzzing by the time we take our seats.  Professor Donovan stands behind his desk, tapping away on his laptop, nonplussed by all the students that start coming in just a few minutes late.  I don’t know why we even bothered rushing. Donovan’s the kind of professor that doesn’t care when you show up as long as you’re there before he gets too involved in his lecture.

	The door opens just as he stands, and Angie Reid enters the room.  Donovan ushers her to take her seat, and as she maneuvers through the aisles, her eyes meet with mine.  I give a smile and nod, which she returns.

	Angie is fucking hot, there’s no question about it.  Her rich brown complexion is perfect, and she always seems to radiate sunshine whenever we hang out—which isn’t as frequent as I’d like.  I’ve always had a thing for her, and naturally, so has Bryan.  The only difference is, she’s off the market, which is a fucking bummer.

	Robert Green is her boyfriend, and he’s not someone to fuck around with.  He’s always in and out of trouble, though somehow, he always manages to escape without getting expelled or punished too harshly.  The bastard must carry rabbit feet and horseshoes with him everywhere he goes.

	I don’t get it, really.  Robert is attractive enough, at least from an objective perspective, but he’s not someone I see Angie with.  She seems to be full of life and always looking to make a difference in the world.  I’d imagine her with some kind of business exec.  Some guy that knows how to praise her beauty and the positive light that she has around her.  Not some flaky basketball player that doesn’t respect her enough to stop talking to other girls at parties.

	Bryan nudges my arm and I turn towards him, curious.  “You’re hardcore staring at her right now, bro.  Don’t be a creep.”

	I roll my eyes and focus on not looking back at Angie like I really want to do.  “I’m not staring.”

	“Yeah right,” he chuckles.  “You thinking what I’m thinking?”

	I know exactly what Bryan’s thinking.  He thinks with his dick and not his head, and I hate that most of the time, I’m in agreement with both.  We have the same tastes in women, and Angie checks off all our boxes. She’s great to be around, she has a killer body, and when she smiles with her teeth, she could melt the ice caps.

	“I’m thinking she’s with that Robert guy,” I say under my breath.

	“She’s not anymore,” he whispers.

	“Really?”

	“Really.  I heard from a friend that they got into an argument and she broke up with him for good.  Something about him not being able to be committed to just her.  He’s a player.  He talks to all kinds of girls when she’s not around, and I guess she got fed up with it because she’s the one that called it off.  My buddy says he’s never seen Angie that serious before.”

	This is news to me.  The last time I checked, Angie and Robert were going strong and nothing could shake their bond.  They’d been together since freshman year, which is crazy to me.  I can’t even commit to watching shows weekly, let alone being with someone since I was eighteen.

	That’s what makes Angie special.  When she sets her mind to something, she sticks with it.  At least, she did before.  I’m almost proud of her that she called things off with Robert.  As I said, he’s not good for her.

	I also might’ve been a little jealous of his relationship with her.

	“We should see if she’s looking to try something new,” I say, glancing at Bryan.  That signature smile pulls on his lips, and I can see the wheels turning in his head.  He comes to the conclusion I’ve been at and says,

	“I like the way you think.  We should try and get in there.”

	“Agreed.”

	I turn back to Angie, now in her seat.  She pulls out a pencil, and when she taps it against her bottom lip, I can’t help the inappropriate thoughts rushing to my head.  

	It’s settled.  

	Now that she’s single, we should try and make a move.

	 


 

	CHAPTER 2

	 

	 

	Angie

	 

	These kinds of parties aren’t usually my scene, but my friends have convinced me that if I miss a Kappa party, I might as well never show my face around campus again.  Anyone who’s anyone gets invited to these things, and if you are invited, it’s a sin to turn them down.  So, I begrudgingly stand in my closet, searching through my clothes trying to find something that I haven’t worn to an event yet.

	I find a pretty black dress with gold beading and decide that this should be good enough.  It’s not too flashy, and it’s not too understated, either.  My best friend Trina wants me to wear something that will land me a date.  The thought of that makes me roll my eyes.  I don’t need a new guy.  If anything, I need to take a break and clear my head.

	Robert and I didn’t end well—which is the understatement of the year.  We’d been together for years, on and off, but this past break up, I decided that things were done.  I couldn’t deal with him not taking me seriously.  I don’t want someone that’s going to hit me up whenever he’s bored.  I’m not going to be around for his amusement whenever he wants, so I had to end things.

	He didn’t take them very well.  Ever since I broke up with him two weeks ago, he’s been trying to show me that he’s serious.  Trina doesn’t believe him, but I think that’s her protective, best friend nature coming through.  She’s always watched him with a careful eye, kind of like a shotgun father, but cuter.

	The whole scenario is funny because Trina is the one that introduced us back in our freshman year.  She wanted to sneak off with some boy that she was talking to but felt bad about leaving me alone, so she grabbed some random guy and pushed him towards me.  It was awkward at first, but after the apprehension faded and we started hitting it off, I realized just how interesting he was.

	Though I’m trying to be strong about it, breaking up with him finally does hurt.  I don’t show it and I don’t let anyone but Trina occasionally see me in pain, but every night when I lie in bed, I imagine what our lives together would’ve looked like and I start to cry.  I can’t help it.  I’m a romantic at heart and I’ve never been good about letting things go, even when they’re bad for me.

	But I’ve decided that tonight I’m going to do something different.  I’m going to do something unexpected, something to get my mind off Robert and all the shit he’s put me through. I’m tired of feeling sad all the time, and I’m going to make tonight the first step in my journey towards moving on.

	Oh, God. I’ve been reading a lot of self-help books, and I’m starting to sound like them.

	After I grab my dress from the closet, I head to the bathroom to wash up, slipping on my shower cap before I jump in.  I already spent last night doing my hair, and I can’t afford to let any water ruin my twist out.

	Once I’m all clean and smelling like lavender and honey, I dry off and wrap a towel around my chest.  Makeup has never really been my thing, especially since I was blessed with relatively clear, even skin, but I decide to spice it up and throw on a bit of highlighter and my favorite ruby red lipstick.  With a little bit of gloss on top, I smile wide at my reflection and hurry back to my dorm to slide my dress on.

	Trina sits on her bed, tapping away at her phone.  When I enter the room, she looks up at me with wide eyes.  “Damn, sis, you look good.”

	“It’s like you said. It’s time to move on from Robert!”

	After we’re both finished getting ready, I grab my purse and we head down to the street for Trina’s car.  The frat house isn’t too far, but I don’t feel like walking in these heels.  On our drive there, we listen to my favorite pre-game playlist, singing along with the windows down.  It’s times like this when I realize just how amazing Trina is. I grew up as an only child, and she fits the bill perfectly for a sister.

	By the time we arrive, the party is in full swing.  Girls from Omega Nu are running around being chased by boys, and I roll my eyes.  Those girls are always way too invested in these get-togethers than anyone else.  Inside, Trina and I grab drinks and begin socializing.

	A few guys look my way, but for the most part, all eyes are on Trina.  She looks amazing in her red body con dress, so I can’t be too jealous.  Besides, I don’t really want anyone hitting on me that hard anyways.  I like light flirting, not the heavy macking these other dudes are doing.

	On my way to the bathroom, I bump into someone, quickly apologizing.  “I’m so sorry,” I say.

	Bryan looks down at me with a smile.  “Hey, no problem.  Glad to see you could make it to the party!”

	I give a one-shoulder shrug.  “I figured I’d give it a shot!  Is Jordan with you?”

	“Yeah, he’s somewhere in the backyard trying to convince people he’s cool or something,” he chuckles.  I give him a smile and start to reply when there’s a tap on my shoulder.  I turn to see Robert and my stomach sinks.

	I hate this feeling.  I should want nothing to do with him, but there’s a sense of relief to see that he’s here.  He wears a smile on his face, and in his arms are flowers and a box of chocolate.  All around us, people are turning to see what this is all about, and I flush with embarrassment.

	“Robert, what are you doing?” I ask.  Seeing that smile of his again makes my heart squeeze tight.  Here I was, thinking I was over him like it meant nothing.

	“I wanted to apologize to you in person,” he says.  “I’ve tried over and over on the phone, and it’s not working, but this time, I want you to see how much I mean it.  I’m sorry for not being upfront with you, but I didn’t know what I want.  I know now.  I want you, Ang.  I want you forever.  Just you.”

	Then he gets down on one knee.

	“Robert,” I gasp, my eyes almost immediately welling with tears.  He can’t be serious.  This is too much.  This is so over the top and not his style that I start to wonder whether he is serious about this.  The entire time we dated, he was a private person.  He didn’t like PDA.  He didn’t like people being involved in our love life.

	“Angie Reid, I want to spend the rest of my life with you.  I want you to be mine and only mine, and I promise that I’ll never again think I could ever be without you.”

	I wipe the tears from my face and look down at the ring he pulls from his pocket.  Without a word, I nod and stick my hand out.  The crowd erupts in drunken cheers, and I laugh self-consciously.  When Robert stands, I throw myself into his arms, kissing him over and over again.

	“I love you,” I whisper against the side of his neck.

	It isn’t until a few moments later that I finally calm down.  The cheers have quieted and people are going back to the party, but Bryan stands against the wall, watching me with an unreadable expression.  His smile tells me that he’s happy for me, but his eyes seem longing, like there’s something he wants to say but he doesn’t have the courage to.

	Before I can ask him, Robert lifts me off my feet and marches me through the house, announcing to the rest of the party outside that we’re now engaged.  When we pass by Trina, I expect her to be disappointed with me because we did come to this party so I could meet someone new, but instead of sucking her teeth and rolling her eyes at me, she seems genuinely happy.  She gives us both a huge hug, and once more, I’m grateful to have her in my life.

	Never did I think this kind of thing would be happening to me, but here I am, holding the roses and picking through the chocolate for my favorites, unable to stop smiling.  I reach for Trina’s hand across the patio table and she looks at me, smiling wider than I’ve ever seen her before.  She squeezes my hand reassuringly.

	“If you’re happy, then I’m happy, babe,” she says.

	I don’t think I deserve any of this, but in this moment, I’m more grateful than I’ve felt in a long time.

	 

	 


 

	CHAPTER 3

	 

	 

	Bryan

	 

	PRESENT DAY

	 

	The Alexander is busy by the time my driver pulls into the parking lot. I scrunch up my face and consider calling Jordan to come up with a new place to meet, but out of the corner of my eye, I see his BMW. There’s no point in picking somewhere new to meet if he’s already here.

	Once I’m able to, I step out of the back and adjust my cufflinks, heading into the bar and looking for that familiar face. I spot Jordan at the bar, chatting with some busty redhead and my lips pull into a smile.

	Of course, he’s already met a woman.

	When I approach, Jordan looks up from his conversation and raises his hand for a shake. I give his hand a squeeze then pull him in for a quick hug.

	“It’s good to see you again, man,” I exclaim, getting a good look at him. I haven’t had time to meet with him for a few weeks. Work has kept me busier than I would like.

	“I’m glad you could make it. I was just telling Karla here that I was wondering when you’d show up.”

	“Right on time,” she says, winking at the two of us.

	I give her a quick once-over and glance at Jordan. It makes perfect sense why he would go for someone like Karla. She’s drop-dead gorgeous in that classical way, with milky clear skin and a ruby red smirk plastered on her face.

	“Karla, get my buddy a glass of something from the top shelf, please,” Jordan says, sliding his black card across the bar.

	She looks mildly impressed, and it takes everything I have not to roll my eyes at him. Ever since Myanpic, our technology development company, took off and we sold our shares for nearly 9 figures, he’s been throwing his money around like it’s no object.

	I don’t blame him though. After we sold the company, I went a little wild with my own money. That’s how I ended up with a home in all four corners of the country, a casino in Vegas, and my own personal beach club in Miami. That’s also how Jordan and I ended up with our own advertising company. The world’s doors opened after that record-setting sale, and as most men would, we let loose.

	It was what we deserved. After graduating from college and deciding to focus on a new company that another friend of ours introduced us to, we threw ourselves into work. Jordan always had the dream of being a household name before the age of 35 and here we were, living proof that we made it happen.

	“How have you been, seriously?” Jordan asks me, drinking something amber from the tumbler in his hand.

	I give a one-shoulder shrug and say, “I’ve been pretty good. Keeping up with my other businesses is a bit of a juggling act, but I’ve always loved the circus.”

	He chuckles. “That’s because you’re a clown.”

	I shoot him a glare but end up smiling as well. I can’t believe how much I’ve missed just hanging out with him. Between my breakup with my on and off girlfriend Elizabeth and running my side businesses, finding the time to just relax and have fun has been scarce.

	I need much more time like this.

	The more drinks Jordan and I order, the looser I begin to feel. I reach for my tie and loosen up the knot, relaxing against the bar as electronic music pumps throughout the room.

	Most of the people here seem to be having the time of their lives, and it makes me wonder, absently, if I should consider doing something like this. There’s always space for another club in town, and I could easily invest in one if I thought the payoff would be worth it.

	I scold myself and shake the business talk out of my head. Tonight is about having fun. I grab Jordan and drag him out to the dance floor, ready to bust a move with some of the women already stepping from foot to foot.

	Almost immediately we find dance partners. Mine is a cute woman that’s much shorter than me, but what she lacks in height, she makes up for in ass. She grinds against me with skill, and Jordan catches sight of this, laughing with his own dance partner.

	We spend nearly two hours drinking and celebrating life, but when Jordan looks at his watch and sees the time, he raises his voice over the music to say, “I think it might be time to head out, what do you say? I’m so hungry.”

	“Let’s go,” I reply, throwing back the last of my tequila and wiping the corner of my mouth. I follow him through the crowd of writhing bodies and we head to the front door of the club.

	Standing under the awning, I take notice of a woman standing a few yards away, next to her car. She has a phone in one hand and she’s fiddling with her keys, trying to get the door open. I don’t know why, but she strikes me as familiar.

	“And you’re sure you don’t have any available rooms?” she asks. The desperation in her voice is almost palpable.  She sighs and pinches the bridge of her nose, almost like she’s about to cry.

	Jordan seems none the wiser about her struggles, so I nudge him. He turns and looks at her with me.

	“Please, I just need one night. I’ll be out before my checkout time and everything. No, I get that, but—” she stops short and shakes her head. “Yeah, okay. Thanks anyway. Bye.”

	She hangs up her phone and squeezes it in her hand like she’s trying to hold back the urge to scream. I see how tense she is from this far away.

	I glance at Jordan, and I can see his frown when he practically reads my mind. “No,” he says.

	“It’s about to rain, Jordan. Look up at the clouds.”

	He does so, and that frown deepens. “Fine.”

	I begin walking towards the woman, and I can hear Jordan behind me. When we approach, she looks up in surprise.

	“Pardon me,” I say, “But I couldn’t help overhear your conversation on the phone. Is everything okay?”

	She self-consciously adjusts the strap of her purse and looks between the two of us. “Yes, I’m just… I’m having one of those days.”

	I give her a solemn, sympathetic nod. “Is there anything we can do to help?”

	“No, I’m fine, thanks.”

	I don’t think any of us believe that, but the way she says it, I’m acutely aware that this is her ending the conversation. I want to do more, like offer to help find her a hotel room since she’s clearly in need of one, but she’s made it very obvious that Jordan and I aren’t needed.

	Rather than arguing, I give her a slow nod and back away. “No problem. I hope you get everything solved.”

	She slides the key in her hand into the car and twists the lock. “Thanks.”

	As Jordan and I head back to our cars, I can’t shake the feeling that I know her from somewhere. “Did she look familiar?” I ask him.

	He glances over his shoulder, shrugging. “I don’t know. Maybe?”  That’s when he has a lightbulb moment and it hits him. “Wait, that was Angie.”

	“Angie?” I ask.

	“Angie Reid from college! She was with that one basketball player and we were always disappointed because she was so goddamn hot.”

	It all comes racing back to me. Eight years since I’ve seen her. It all makes sense. I’m surprised that she still looks great, like she did when we were kids. Most of the girls we went to school with are settled down and less concerned with appearances, but Angie is still stunning.

	“We should really help her,” Jordan says, glancing back.

	I want to argue that she made it clear she had no interest, but I have to admit that it does sound good to get the chance to talk to her again. After a moment of consideration, I nod.

	“You’re right. C’mon.” Without another word, the two of us head back to speak with her.

	 

	 


 

	CHAPTER 4

	 

	 

	Angie

	 

	It’s just my luck that today is the day everything goes to shit. I want to scream at the sky and curse God out for piling everything onto me today, but I keep my composure and turn the key in the ignition.  

	First, it was a job interview. I was promised that it would be just a formality but it ended up as a total fiasco. Clearly, they were never interested in me. Then the apartment. I was meant to pick up the keys from my new home here in Seattle when it turned out I was scammed. The landlord I was talking to on the phone has never owned the property and when I showed up there I found out that the apartment has been occupied by a young family for a year now. I was practically made jobless and homeless in one day. Then I tried to book a hotel room but it seems like all hotels are either full or have exorbitant prices. I guess I’m going to drive all night back to Portland and sleep on dad’s couch for a few days. How pathetic. What else could possibly go wrong today? That’s when, out of the corner of my eye, I see the two guys down the street coming in my direction, and I start to feel just a little concerned.

	I’m in a new town and two strange men are approaching my car after I already told them that I was fine.  I turn the key harder, and that’s when I realize that my engine is dead.  “God damn it,” I cry, slapping the steering wheel and closing my eyes.  Of course, my car is dead.  Why wouldn’t it be?  After the terrible day I’ve had, this is just the cherry on top.

	The men get closer, and I reach for my purse in the passenger’s seat, shuffling around until I find a small bottle of pepper spray.  I’m in a new town on my own.  I can’t be too careful.  I’m ready to spray both of them when the one I talked to before with the shaggier hair says,

	“You’re Angie Reid, right?”

	For a moment, I blink, unsure of how to respond.  I’ve seen too many crime movies to know that they could easily be approaching me, trying to calm me down, before they kidnap me.  Rather than giving him a straight answer, I say,

	“Why?”

	“Well, I’m Bryan and this is my buddy Jordan.  I’m pretty sure we went to Reddington University together.”

	My hand wrapped around the bottle of spray loosens, and I turn to get a better look at them.  That’s when it suddenly hits me that I do know these two.  I can’t believe how different they look now that they’re not on the football team.  They’re both in expensive-looking suits with fancy watches on their wrists.  Clearly, they’ve done well after college.

	“I almost didn’t even recognize you guys,” I exclaim, smiling at the both of them.  Feeling self-conscious about sitting in the car, I take a moment to step out, closing the door behind me.  There’s no reason to stay seated anyway.  This bucket isn’t moving anytime soon.

	“How have you been?” Jordan asks.  “You look great.”

	I don’t know whether it’s because of the terrible day I’m having or what, but his compliment touches me, and I feel my cheeks grow warm.  “That’s so kind of you.  You both look amazing, too.  All these fancy new threads.”

	Bryan chuckles and scrunches up his nose.  “You mean this old thing? Nah, it’s last season.”

	“Are you living here in Seattle now?  Last time I heard, Robert swept you off your feet and said he was taking you back to Kansas to raise a family.”  Jordan’s smile falters for a moment, and it’s probably because the mention of Robert makes me bristle.

	I’ve been trying to avoid that name for two years now.  I don’t even like to look at my hand where my wedding ring once sat.  Maybe it’s time to face the truth, though.  I’m not a wife anymore.  I haven’t been for a long time, and it does no good sitting around wallowing or avoiding that simple truth.

	“Robert and I separated a few years ago,” I say, trying my hardest not to frown at him.

	At the same time, the two of them give me a sympathetic look. For some strange reason, I hate these looks more than the fact that Robert decided that I wasn’t worth being faithful to. All he needed to do was cheat on me with my best friend Trina one time. I suffered only once during that. Every time I tell someone how I’m divorced, I go through this.

	The pity. The compassion, the awkwardness that the other person feels for even bringing it up in the first place. It’s so exhausting.

	“I’m so sorry to hear that,” Bryan says. “I hope you’re doing okay?”

	“Surviving,” I shrug. I don’t need to throw my own misery party. Besides, I’ve been bringing the mood down everywhere with this gray cloud hanging over my shoulders. I don’t want to ruin Jordan and Bryan’s night too.

	I shouldn’t be sad, either. I have these two handsome, successful men standing in front of me. Any girl would be lucky to be in my position. On top of that, I’m a little hung up on just how much more attractive they’ve gotten. They both have beards, and Jordan has a few spots of gray in his hair, a trait he probably inherited from his family.

	“So, what are you doing here in Seattle?” he asks. “Do you work, are you just visiting, or…?”

	“It’s a bit complicated,” I admit. I don’t want to get into it about all the drama with Robert and work.

	“I understand,” Jordan says, nodding. “Well, listen, if you’re not busy tonight, I think I speak for both of us when I say we would love to have you over and hang out for a little while?”

	The offer is kind, but I have to turn it down. “Oh, no, I couldn’t. I’m sure you both have plenty to do.”

	“No, really,” Bryan insists. He looks at me with those bright puppy dog eyes and I start to feel myself melt.  He’s still as charming as he was when we were at college.

	I wrap my arms around myself and look around. I’ll have to get a tow truck later tonight if I go hang out with them, but the offer is tempting. It sure beats sitting here next to my broke-down car, waiting for someone to drag it away from the sidewalk of some club.

	“Just a few drinks,” I say. Both Jordan and Bryan smile toothy grins, and I can’t help but notice my own mood rising. If I’m being 100% honest, I’ve always had a crush on these two.

	I heard rumors about them and all the trouble they got into with girls, and that was the true reason I stayed away. Of course, there was also Robert, but I think that if he hadn’t been in the picture, I still would’ve been wary.  Their arrangements with girls were so far from what I was interested in back then.

	But that was 8 years ago and now I’m growing tired of the monotony. I left my marriage to find someone who would treat me well and offer me new experiences. That’s exactly what Bryan and Jordan could do.

	“Great! How about we all meet at my place? I don’t want to brag but it has the best view of Seattle. Here, I’ll write down my address for you,” Bryan says keenly, reaching into his pocket. I have to smile when I notice Jordan rolling his eyes, like he’s totally embarrassed by his friend.

	But before Bryan finds a pen, I say, “Actually, my car isn’t starting. Would it be too imposing to ask for a lift to wherever we’re going?”

	Jordan nods quickly. “Not a problem at all, you can ride with me.”

	I’m grinning once again. It would seem that Bryan and Jordan are trying to outdo each other to impress me but I don’t mind one bit. After years of being neglected by my douchebag husband, it feels good to have two men trying to win my attention.

	I let out a relieved breath. “Thank you.”  Before we head back to their cars, I lock mine and shake my head. This old bucket has gotten me far in life, but I’m starting to think it’s time to retire it. It no longer serves its purpose, just like Robert.

	When I buckle my seatbelts, Jordan looks at me for a long moment, his eyes intense. “Are you ready?” he asks.

	It sounds like a challenge, and the fiery person inside of me loves those. Without even a second of hesitation, I say, “I’m ready. Let’s do this.”

	He looks like he’s going to say something else when his eyes fall to my lips. Jordan is silent, looking over my face, and for the first time in years, I feel like he’s letting me know he’s interested in me in the way only a man can manage. I swallow hard and give him a shy smile, forcing myself to stop staring at him.

	One tense moment later, he instructs the driver to pull out and head back to Bryan’s home.

	 

	 


 

	CHAPTER 5

	 

	 

	Jordan

	 

	At the red light, Angie reaches for the dial on the radio but hesitates, looking at me for permission.  I give a shrug, and she switches it on, searching through all the different stations until we find one that we both agree on.  It’s an older song, something that came out around our freshman year of college, and nostalgia hits me like a freight train.

	“I remember they played this at the homecoming game,” I say, smiling fondly.  Back then, I felt like a god.  I had endless girls lining up to hang out with me and Bryan, and our football careers were soaring.  I could count on one hand the number of games we lost.

	“I remember that too,” she says, smiling wide.  “Do you remember the guy that went streaking?  And how two of the security guys went slipping and sliding all over the turf trying to catch him?”

	The memory is as clear as day, and the two of us crack up laughing.  “You know, I always wanted to do that.”

	“Streak?”

	“Yeah!  I never really understood why, but I think it’s because of the exhibitionist in me.”

	She raises an eyebrow and tilts her head, glancing at me.  “I’m not surprised, actually.”

	“Really?”

	“Really!  Between you and Bryan, you always struck me as the more adventurous one.  Like, the one who’d get into all kinds of trouble just to say that he did.”

	I have to admit that she’s not too far off from the truth.  All my life, I’ve always been the one friend that jumps off a bridge and asks his other friends too.  Growing up, my parents hated how reckless I could be, but by the grace of God, I ended up relatively unscathed from all my irresponsibility.  I like to believe it shaped me into someone that takes risks.  Had I been too cautious and overthought my every step, Myanpic wouldn’t have become a real company and I’d be cleaning tables at the local mom and pop diner.

	“Robert was never that kind of guy,” she murmurs.  I feel the air in the car change.  It’s been a long time since I’ve even talked to Angie, but I can tell when she’s not feeling okay about something.  The way her face falls and her shoulders sink is a clear indication of her true emotions.  I reach out a hand and place it on top of her own.

	“Robert is an idiot that lost a great woman in his life.  Between the two of us, I think you’re better off without him.”

	She gives me a curious look.  “Why do you say that?”

	“Because honestly, I never really liked the guy.  He seemed so wishy-washy.  He wasn’t decisive, and I don’t like people that jerk others around and refuse to commit to one thing in particular.  Also, because he was dating you when all Bryan and I wanted to do was grab a few drinks with you and get to know you better.”

	Angie smiles wryly and glances out the window as Seattle zips past us.  There’s a long moment of silence, but it isn’t awkward or heavy.  It feels like a natural lull in the conversation, a place to regather our thoughts.  When she looks at me again, she says,

	“I’m glad that we ran into each other again, actually.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Yeah. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen a familiar face around here.  After Robert and I split up, it was kind of just…lonely.  I didn’t really have any friends.  I didn’t have anyone to turn to or to vent to.  That’s why I moved out of Kansas.  I tried staying in Portland for a while, but then I got a better job opportunity out here, which didn’t work out in the end.  I feel like a bit of a nomad if I’m being honest.”

	“Well, I’m glad you found your way to us too.  It’s been a long time, but I think out of everyone in college, you were the one person I regret not getting to know better.”  It sounds completely cheesy, straight out of some bad Nicholas Sparks romance novel, but the truth is, Angie Reid was the one woman that got away.

	Bryan and I spent so much time formulating ways to get her attention, and to see them all go down the toilet when I found out that she was now engaged to the asshole that had led her on for so long was a huge disappointment.  But none of that matters now.  She’s here.  She’s finally spending some time with us, and I’m almost embarrassed to say how excited I am to be around her once again.

	My driver pulls up to the building that Bryan lives at and I climb out, hurrying around to the other side to open Angie’s door.  She gives me a bashful grin as she takes my hand.  To my surprise, she doesn’t let my hand go as we walk through the building and head up to Bryan’s penthouse.

	Bryan answers the door on my second knock.  He’s already changed out of his suit and is now wearing something more comfortable: sweatpants and an expensive robe.  I roll my eyes at his choice of outfit.  He looks like Hugh Hefner’s obnoxious nephew.

	“Welcome to my crib, MTV,” he says, making a reference so old that I feel like I might turn to dust any second now.  Rolling my eyes, I lead Angie inside, where Bryan begins showing her the place.

	She seems in awe of everything, and after I’ve poured her a glass of wine and we’ve all taken a seat in the living room, she asks, “How did you two make all of this happen?  I mean, I knew you two were savvy when it came to business, but this…”

	Bryan smiles.  “Well, after we graduated, Jordan and I came in contact with this amazing programmer named Ethan.  He needed someone to invest in his dreams, so we moved some money around and made it happen.  Five years into the business, we were one of the leading names in the tech industry.  By the end of the following year, all three of us had sold our shares in the company and ended up getting all of this as a result.”

	“Incredible,” she says, shaking her head and looking between the two of us.  “You guys are honestly inspiring.  Especially where I am now.”

	“What’s going on?” he asks.

	“I had a job interview today that…  Well, it didn’t go very well.”  Her voice grows somber and she glances out the penthouse windows at the city below.  She seems so distant and close at the same time.  “I was supposed to get the job,” she continues.  “That was how it was going to work.  I moved here to get that job, and then when I got there, they told me that they weren’t sure I was the right fit for the job after all.”  Her voice breaks.

	“That’s bullshit,” I say.  “I’m sure you’re more than qualified.”

	“So was I.  But they drilled me in that interview.  They tripped me up so many times, and though I knew all the right answers, I just

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
