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This novel contains these elements. Please take care of yourself first.

-Age gap of 20 years

-Lots of hot man on man sex

-Revenge

-Virgin
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-Stalking

-Manipulation

-Billionaire
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-Attempting drugging of a drink (not between Dominic and Oliver)
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Dominic

My lips crashed against Alexander's, kissing him hungrily. His hands clutched my back, pulling me close. I felt his rapid heartbeat. The kiss was wild, just how we liked it, as we'd done for years, sneaking around his father's house.

In that heated moment, the world melted away. There was only the taste of his mouth, the warm skin of his neck, his cologne surrounding me. I pushed him against the wall, my hands under his shirt. We had to be quick, with limited hiding spots in his father's mansion. 

Alexander let out a low groan. "Fuck. How do you always know exactly how to drive me crazy?"

I smiled against his mouth. "No idea. I've just always known what you like." I kissed him again, eagerly getting lost in him. My hands found their way up his shirt, roaming over the planes of his muscled chest. His fingers tangled in my hair, and he tugged my head back, exposing my neck to his hungry lips.

"I wish tonight could never end," he whispered as he kissed me. "I hate that I'm marrying her tomorrow."

Slowly, reluctantly, I eased back from him. Harsh breaths mingled between us in the corner we'd found to hide away in, our hammering hearts slowly calming. Was it already tomorrow? "I thought it was later. I thought we had more time. Shit."

A muscle ticked in his jaw. His grip on me tightened. "I don't want to," he rasped, leaning in until our foreheads touched. The warmth of his ragged breaths caressed my face. "Dominic, you know how I feel. I love you, not her. I don't even fucking know her, and I've been with you for years. This is all my dad's doing."

"Then come with me," I whispered. I couldn't offer him the life he would have with her. And his inheritance was tied into him marrying her too. Every bit of the future he wanted rested on him marrying a woman he'd never met in the morning. But he loved me. That had to be enough. We could be happy together. Somewhere far away, where no one knew us. Where he wasn't the heir to a fortune, and I wasn't some poor boy from down the hill. "Run away with me, just like we used to talk about. Just the two of us. We'll get in my car and just go."

Alexander gave me a shaky nod. "Yes..." he murmured, his voice thick. "Yes, I'll go with you. You know I'd follow you anywhere."

My breath caught sharply. He was really willing to give it all up for me. To be with just me. "Are you serious? You'd do that for me?"

"Anywhere," Alexander went on in a ragged whisper. He kissed me gently. "I don't care where we go, as long as I'm with you."

My fingers threaded into the soft hair at his nape as I took his mouth again. "Then we need to get out of here," I said, pulling away reluctantly. "We can talk more when we get to the car. Come on, Alexander. Let's go."

He nodded. I grabbed his hand and led him down the hall to the nearest door. We had to hurry. Alexander was never left alone for long. We'd been sneaking around for years. I knew how dangerous our relationship had always been. And how much he'd been punished for it in the past. But that was all going to change because we'd be starting over together, just the two of us. We just had to get away from his father first.

I pulled Alexander close as the nearest door crashed open, Nathaniel, Alexander's father's imposing figure filling the doorway. His face was pale, save for two angry blotches on his cheeks. After a moment, he finally spat, "You two!"

I reflexively pushed Alexander behind me in a protective gesture, still able to sense his racing heartbeat against my back. My heart pounded as adrenaline surged through me. Alexander wrapped his arm around me from behind, holding me close as we faced down his father.

"Sir, I...we..." I stumbled, attempting to come up with an explanation but failing. The situation he had just walked in on couldn't be portrayed as innocent.

Nathaniel's forehead vein bulged with anger as he replaced his initial shock with fury. "You..." he growled, taking a threatening step forward and pointing an accusing finger at me. "You rebellious, immoral..."

"Father, stop!" Alexander begged from behind me, his shaking hand gripping my shirt.

Nathaniel calmed himself, tempering his rage into icy resolve. His voice rang out, crisp and measured, as he addressed the officer running up to his side. "We have found my missing son, but Officer Jeffries, it appears we have a case of trespassing on the property."

My chest tightened as the implications became clear. "Wait, you can't be serious..." I began, my tone laced with panic. I knew he was pissed, but I wasn't trespassing. My family lived just a few streets over, just down the hill. We were renting a guest house. We'd lived there for all of my life. He'd known me for years.

Alexander gripped my arm, fingers digging in, as he silently protested. But his father's unwavering expression brooked no argument.

"I am absolutely serious," he stated in a voice as hard as stone. "This man has been discovered in a private residence, engaging in disreputable behavior. He must be removed from the property immediately and held for questioning."

"No!" Alexander burst out, pushing forward to stand at my side. His hand gripped mine desperately. "Dad, you can't do this! I love him!"

Nathaniel gave the officer a cold stare. "Well? You have your instructions. Ensure that this sinful, vile trash is removed at once." He said the insult like a curse, his upper lip twisting in clear disgust.

I felt a painful wrench in my stomach at his harsh, scornful words. In that moment, I grasped the depth of this man's hatred - not just toward me, but also his own son and a core part of who Alexander was.

The guard gave a sharp nod and stepped forward. "You'll need to come with me, sir."

My jaw tightened as I shielded Alexander. A fierce, primal urge to protect surged through me. I wouldn't surrender meekly and let this vile man rip us apart. "Not a chance," I muttered in a low growl, my fists tightening at my sides.

"Dominic, no!" Alexander cautioned urgently behind me, trying to hold me back by grabbing my arm again. "Don't make this worse..."

But his father's fury had already drowned out my thoughts. "How dare you! You will show respect in my house." His face turned deep shades of red as he turned to the guard once more. "Jeffries! I ordered you to remove this trash from my property."

The guard's face remained neutral, but his hand moved toward the taser at his belt. My heart began to race as I realized the full implications of the situation.

Without waiting for any further provocation, the guard lunged forward. His strong hands gripped my arm like a vise as he pulled me away from Alexander.

"No!" Alexander shouted, his voice breaking with desperation and panic. He tried to reach for me, but his father stepped forward and held him back with an arm across his chest.

"Don't make this situation any worse than it already is," Nathaniel growled, clearly struggling to control his anger.

I thrashed against the guard's iron grip, but he was unyielding. "Get your damn hands off me!" I snarled, planting my feet to leverage my full weight.

The guard simply grunted, his other meaty hand coming up to clamp around my opposite arm. With ruthless efficiency, he began dragging me toward the open doorway. 

"Alexander!" I cried, terror surging at the thought of leaving him with his cruel father. Our eyes met, both of us grasping the harsh reality. 

Alexander twisted against his father's hold. "I love you..." he yelled before I was hauled outside to the waiting car.

Something inside me shattered as the door slammed, a physical barrier between us. I fought with wild, desperate energy as the cop dragged me down the path.

The guard didn't slow down as he roughly pushed me ahead of him. Squinting against the bright security lights, I saw a patrol car idling nearby before the guard shoved me against its rear panel. The metal dug into my shoulder blades as the guard sneered at me.

"Don't make this any harder than it has to be, kid."

His forearm came up and pinned across the base of my throat, casually restricting my airflow as his free hand deftly wrenched my arms behind my back. The unmistakable bite of cold metal encircled my wrists as he slapped on a pair of handcuffs.

Panic rose again as the harsh reality set in - I was really being arrested. I was being taken away like a criminal while a smug monster celebrated his victory, separating me from the man I loved.

My jaw clenched, but I made myself stay still and cooperative as the guard opened the car's rear door. Any thoughts of fighting or running disappeared - I had to think about Alexander now. I couldn't risk making this situation worse and causing any more retaliation against him once I was gone.

So with a hard push between my shoulder blades, I let myself be forced into the dim interior of the vehicle. The officer fastened a seatbelt over me as the driver watched impassively in the rearview mirror.

"Where are you taking me?" I demanded, sinking back against the cheap upholstery as the engine started.

The guard just shrugged as he closed the door, trapping me in the stale smell of old smoke and regret.

"Holding. For at least a couple of nights..."

My stomach tightened as I realized Nathaniel's true intention - to remove me from the situation completely, using any means necessary. Probably until after Alexander's unwanted wedding was finalized, trapping him in a golden cage for the rest of his life. 

As the car drove away from the winding driveway of the lavish estate, my energy to fight gradually faded. I slumped in the dark interior, my jaw sore from clenching it so tightly, raw despair finally surfacing.

The car remained quiet except for the sound of tires on the road. I gazed blankly out the windows as the estates and neatly trimmed hedges of the wealthy neighborhood blurred past. My mind felt both numb and overwhelmed with tumbling thoughts and regrets.

My only hope was Alexander saying no, of him standing up to his father and refusing to go through with the wedding. 

How could I have been so reckless? We should have run so long ago. I should have begged him to come with me. We'd talked about it, but he'd always hesitated. I should have pushed. Now, unless he went against his father, he was trapped. 

Alexander... Oh god, Alexander. He would never disobey his father like that.

Imagining Alexander still under his father's control, trapped and isolated from me, created a hollow ache. What would that cruel man say once I was gone? I feared Alexander would never be free, not while his father lived.

My jaw twitched as terrible scenarios played in my mind, the image of Alexander's pained, resigned expression as I was pulled away haunting me. I couldn't lose him to that cold, hateful world that would extinguish his vibrancy until he was just another broken product of his family legacy.

For years I'd kissed his bruises and told him it would be okay, that we'd be together someday far away from here. I'd tried to protect him from Nathaniel and every bit of cruelty that his father had thrown at him. And in the end it hadn't been enough. 

The car made a sharp turn, jolting me from my distressing thoughts. We pulled into a sweeping drive to an imposing concrete complex - the county jail, its harsh walls and fencing revealing its purpose.

My heart skipped as we passed the security checkpoint, dread renewed in my stomach.

The officer stopped at a secured side entrance for inmate processing, exiting first and scanning the area before forcefully opening my door. I squinted up at him, backlit by harsh floodlights.

"Stand up, Casanova," he grunted, producing a set of leg restraints that jingled. "Let's get you settled into your accommodations for the next couple of nights."

Gritting my teeth, I complied as best I could with my hands still bound behind me. Every shuffle and jangled step made the feeling of defeat tighten across my chest. 

The guard's hand gripped my neck, forcing me to hunch as he propelled me through the looming threshold. I glimpsed the parking lot lights on barbed wire before the harsh glare within.

Muffled yells, clangs, and slamming doors created a symphony of discontent. Stale sweat and bleach hit my senses as I was led to booking. With each step, hopelessness weighed me down. Powerless and separated from Alexander, I was a prisoner in every sense.

Flashes of Alexander's anguished face pierced my momentary resignation as I was dragged away. I clung to the unforgettable image, the promise in his eyes despite the pain and panic.

Clenching my jaw, I hoped that spark of defiance would remain in Alexander during the coming days - my only hope now. I had to believe our bond was stronger than these shackles and concrete walls, even his father. If he could delay or refuse the fake wedding, even briefly, we could run away together. I'd see him in days, and then we'd be together forever.

The cell door slammed shut behind me with a resounding, mocking finality - a hollow sound that seemed to echo through my very bones.

Alexander would fight this. He had to. It was all up to him now. 
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Dominic

The officer appeared at my cell door with a stern expression. "Westfield, you're free to go," he said, unlocking the door.

I stood up slowly, my muscles stiff from the cramped conditions of the cell. "About damn time," I muttered under my breath.

The officer led me out of the cell block and through a series of winding hallways until we reached the processing area. My belongings were returned to me, and I signed a few forms before being escorted out of the building.

As I stepped outside into the fresh air, my relief turned to determination. I knew I had to get to Alexander as soon as possible so we could run away together. I wouldn't let his father stand in our way any longer.

My hands shook as I held my phone, scrolling past a missed call and voicemail from an unknown number. I didn't care about that right now, I needed to talk to Alexander. I dialed his number, but it went straight to voicemail.

"Alexander, it's me," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "I'm out. Call me back."

I hung up and clenched my jaw in frustration. Why wasn't Alexander answering?

While I waited for him to call me back, I pulled up the voicemail.

"Hey...Dominic...um...it's Victoria. Alex's wife. Look, can you call me back please?"

As I listened to the voicemail from Victoria, I felt my blood boiling. She had the audacity to use Alexander's nickname, the one he absolutely hated because it was the one his father used with him. Her using it showed just how little she actually knew him. That she had the nerve to call me made me want to scream.

I couldn't believe that Alexander had gone through with it, that he had chosen to marry her. The thought of him being with someone else, of sharing his life with her, made me feel physically ill. I had always hoped that one day we could be together but now it seemed like that was never going to happen.

I felt a mix of anger and heartbreak, of betrayal and disgust. I wanted to lash out, to scream and shout and break something, but I knew that wouldn't solve anything. So instead, I took a deep breath, clenched my fists, and tried to calm myself down. I needed to think clearly, to figure out what to do next. I wasn't ready to call Victoria back yet, I needed more time to process everything, to come up with a plan. 

As I walked home from the jail, my mind was racing. I tried calling Alexander again as I walked, but it just went straight to voicemail. I left another message, trying to keep the desperation out of my voice. I needed to talk to him, to make sure he was okay. I had no idea what kind of state he must be in after everything that had happened.

When I finally got home, I was relieved to find that my parents weren't there. They were both busy with their own lives, and they had no idea what had been going on with me. It was typical of them to be so checked out, but in this case, I was grateful for it. I didn't want to have to explain anything to them. My intent on Friday night had been to run away with Alexander and never look back, and that had included cutting off ties to my parents as well. 

I was done with my old life. With all of it. Alexander and I would have moved to another city, another state even. Somewhere that we could start over, where he wasn't a Hastings. 

I went straight to my room and collapsed on the bed, feeling utterly exhausted. I couldn't believe everything that had happened in the past few days. It was like a nightmare that I couldn't wake up from. But I knew that I couldn't give up. I had to find a way to get Alexander back, even if it meant going up against his wife and father. 

Eventually, I forced myself to get up and take a shower. The hot water scalded my skin, but it helped to calm my racing thoughts. I needed to talk to Alexander. That was step one. Then I'd go from there. But everything hinged on him being ready to leave his life to be with me.

I got out of the shower, dripping wet with a towel around my waist, and barely had time to start brushing my hair when I heard his ringtone. I dove for the phone, my heart pounding in my chest as I answered it.

"Alexander, tell me you didn't fucking marry her," I demanded, my voice low and dangerous.

He sighed deeply. "Dom... I... Look, I had to. Okay? I just had to. My dad, the money, her parents, her money... I couldn't say no."

I wanted to punch something. "You fucking coward," I spat out.

"We can still be together. She wouldn't have to know. Just us. We've been hiding for years. We could keep doing that." He sounded desperate to get me to agree.

But I couldn't do that anymore. We'd been doing that most of our lives. He'd promised that we'd be different. I wanted him. I wanted a life with him where we could be out and open, where I could proudly introduce him as my husband and he could do the same for me. I knew who I was and I wasn't ashamed of that. He apparently didn't feel the same way. "Did you ever even love me?"

"Of course I do. You know I do. I'll always love you."

I clenched my jaw. He sure sounded convincing enough. "But you love money more. Got it. Your wife called me. I think I'll call her back now. See what she wanted."

"Dom, no, c'mon—"

I hung up on him. I was seething. My teeth clenched together as I tried to control my anger. We'd been together for years. He'd promised that we would leave together. That we could start over together somewhere that it would just be the two of us.

But it was all a lie.

I called Victoria back without a second thought. She answered right away. "Hey Dominic, this is Victoria, Alex's wife. Look, I just wanted to say that I know about you two, and his dad told me how you let him go. And I'm just so grateful to you for stepping aside. I know that couldn't have been easy and I appreciate you."

Victoria's voice was sickly sweet as she thanked me for "stepping aside" and letting Alexander marry her. I could barely contain my rage as I listened to her speak. The audacity of this woman, acting like she had any claim over Alexander, like he was some prize to be won. The fucking nerve of her.

"I didn't step aside," I snarled into the phone. "His father had me arrested over the weekend. I only just got out of jail. And if I wanted him, I could take him from you in a heartbeat."

I could hear the shock in her voice as she tried to respond, but I wasn't finished. "I just spoke to him, and he was absolutely willing to keep fucking me behind your back for the rest of our lives. So don't for a second think that I don't own every bit of him and can take him from you and kill everything you've ever wanted just that easily."

As I held the phone to my ear, I could hear the panic in Victoria's voice. She knew she was in trouble, and she was desperate to make a deal. "I...I...what do you want?" she stammered.

"Your husband," I snapped, my voice cold and hard.

There was a pause on the other end of the line. "No. Sorry. I mean, what do you want to stay away? What can I give you so that you'll leave us alone...leave him alone? Money? I have plenty. My family is loaded. A car? Anything you want, I'll give you. Just...let us be happy. Let me have him. Step away. Let him go."

I took a deep breath, savoring the moment. She was serious. If I asked for millions right now, I was sure that she would make it happen. It must have been nice to just snap her fingers and have that kind of money spring forth.

But I didn't want her money. I wanted revenge. I wanted to make her feel the same pain that I was feeling. "Your first born son, on his twenty-first birthday," I said slowly, deliberately, so that she could know exactly what I meant. "You took my boyfriend, I'll take your son."

There was a sharp intake of breath on the other end of the line. "You can't be serious," Victoria whispered.

"Oh, I'm very serious," I replied, a cruel smile spreading across my face. "You have until his twenty-first birthday with him, then I'll marry him. And if you try to back out of our deal, if you try to hide him from me, if you tell Alexander about our deal at all, then I'll kill your child and take Alexander for myself. Do you understand me?"

Her voice was barely a whisper. "I...Yes. I understand."

"Good. And do you agree?"

She took a long time to respond. But I waited. "Yes."

Victoria sounded defeated, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. I knew I had her cornered, and I was going to make sure she paid for what she and Alexander did to me.

"I'm glad we could come to an agreement, Victoria," I said, my voice dripping with false sincerity.

"I hate you," she whispered. 

I was sure that she did. Too bad I didn't care. "Then pray that you have all girls and you'll never hear from me again."

Her voice choked on a small sob. I ended the call. As I hung up the phone with Victoria, I couldn't help but feel a sense of smug satisfaction wash over me. I would get my revenge on them both. The thought of taking their first born son as my own husband was almost too sweet to bear. I knew it would destroy Alexander and Victoria, and that was exactly what I wanted. They deserved to feel the pain that I felt now. I didn't care about the consequences, or the people I would hurt in the process, all that mattered was making them both pay for what they had done to me.

I got dressed as quickly as I could and then I furiously shoved the last of my belongings into a duffel bag, my movements jerky and filled with pent-up rage. Alexander had betrayed me, choosing that woman and the promise of wealth and status over the love we had shared. The sting of his rejection was a fresh wound, one that I refused to let fester any longer.

Just as I was zipping up the bag, the front door creaked open. My shoulders tensed, knowing exactly who would be on the other side by the scent of her heavy perfume and the click of her heels. Of course my mother would choose this moment to make her appearance, her disapproving glare no doubt already fixed on me.

"Dominic?" she called out, her voice dripping with disdain. "What on earth do you think you're doing?"

I clenched my jaw, refusing to turn and face her. "I'm leaving," I bit out, the words laced with a bitterness I could no longer contain.

I heard the sharp intake of her breath. "Leaving?" Her voice was laced with disgust. "Haven't you caused enough trouble already? You're a disgrace, always hanging around with that boy. It's unhealthy. Now he can move on with his life without you hanging on him."

Whirling around, I pinned her with a withering glare. "Don't you dare talk about us that way."

Her eyes narrowed, her lips curling into a sneer. "So you're just going to run off, tail between your legs, because he's chosen a woman over your...sinful desires?" She scoffed, shaking her head in contempt. "How predictable."

I felt the sting of her words like a physical blow, the fury within me threatening to consume me. "You have no idea what we've been through," I growled, my hands clenched into fists at my sides. "What I've been through, all because of precious morals."

She took a step closer, her bony finger jabbing into my chest. "It's good that he's marrying that girl, you know," she spat. "At least then your unnatural relationship won't continue. I tried to stop you. Talking to you certainly didn't help. And Nathaniel's way didn't stop you boys either. This, however, wil."

I recoiled, the urge to lash out nearly overwhelming. "How can you say that?" I hissed, my voice laced with a pain I'd long since buried. "After everything that he's done to Alexander, you still choose to side with that hateful man?"

"Because he's right!" she snapped. "Your...obsession with that boy has only brought shame upon this family. It's time you let it go, Dominic. Move on, find a nice girl, and stop this ridiculous crusade to corrupt him further. He's a good boy from a wonderful family. He deserves to be with her. Let him be happy."

I shook my head, my heart heavy with the weight of her judgment and repression. "You'll never understand," I whispered, the words barely audible.

Without another word, I grabbed my bag and pushed past her, leaving her sputtering in my wake. I had to get out of this place, away from the toxic poison that had seeped into every corner of my life. Alexander was lost to me now, and I refused to let my mother's bigoted views keep me shackled to the past any longer.

As I hurried out the door, I could feel her venomous glare burning into my back. But I didn't care. I was done with their narrow-minded condemnation, their refusal to see the depth of the love I had shared with Alexander. This was my chance to start anew, to forge a path that was truly my own.

With a final, resolute step, I left it all behind, determined to build a future where I could be free to love whomever I chose, without fear of judgment or repercussion.
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Dominic

As I sat alone in my apartment, I couldn't help but feel a sense of emptiness. Three months had passed since Alexander had betrayed me, shattering my heart into pieces. I was forced to pick up the fragments and start over, a daunting task for a young man of only twenty-one years. In a desperate attempt to escape the life I had grown accustomed to, I had fallen into a temporary arrangement with a much older, wealthy man. He provided for my every need in exchange for everything he wanted me to do to him. It was a means to an end, a way to survive and move forward, even if it meant sacrificing a piece of myself. In my youth, I had never entertained the notion that I would find myself entangled in such a complex web. I was not the kind of man who would willingly involve himself with a married partner. But as the days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months, I found myself becoming increasingly indifferent to the moral implications of my actions. If the promise of stability and security had been dangled in front of me by his acquaintances, I would have willingly plunged into those murky depths as well, desperate as I was to escape my own harsh reality. 

Leroy never treated me poorly. In fact, he rarely even laid a finger on me, unless it was in a pleading manner. Instead, he preferred when the roles were reversed, when I was the one in control. I found a twisted sense of satisfaction in it. The way his eyes would glaze over with desire and desperation as I tightened my grip around his throat, using him for my own pleasure. It was a simple transaction, really. He provided the financial stability I craved, filling my bank account with more zeros than I ever thought possible. And in return, I gave him what he desired most: the chance to be used and discarded by me. It was a temporary arrangement, but one that suited us both perfectly. 

Alexander and I had dabbled in rough play from time to time, but it was nothing compared to the unapologetic confidence that Leroy exuded. The memory of our first encounter still sent shivers down my spine. He had just started providing for my apartment, a welcome escape from the stifling confines of my parents' home. I was inexperienced and naive, but I was desperate for independence.

As we lay tangled in the sheets, his eyes darkened with desire, and he placed my hand on his throat. "Hold me there," he commanded, his voice low and husky. I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do, but the raw power that radiated from him was intoxicating. I tightened my grip, and he moaned in pleasure, his body trembling beneath me. It was a heady sensation, one that I couldn't resist. I felt a rush of adrenaline, a high that I didn't want to come down from.

Looking back, it was a dangerous game that we were playing. But at the time, I was blinded by my own desires and the promise of financial stability. Leroy was a master manipulator, and he knew exactly how to play me. He provided the money, and I provided the pleasure. It was a simple transaction, one that suited us both perfectly. I reveled in the power that I held over him, the way he would beg for more. It was a twisted sense of satisfaction, one that I couldn't get enough of.

I knew that it was only a matter of time before Leroy grew tired of me, before he moved on to someone else. But for now, I was content to play this dangerous game, to revel in the power that I held over him. It was a temporary arrangement, but one that suited me perfectly.

As I scrolled through social media, my gaze landed on Alexander's most recent post. Victoria was pregnant, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy. Alexander had never wanted children with me; it was always just going to be the two of us, maybe a dog someday, but never children. And yet, here he was, having a baby with someone else. I would have made a terrible father, I'm sure. Perhaps he thought he could do better - certainly better than his own father had, anyway. The idea of Alexander, my Alexander, starting a family with another person stung. I had always imagined our lives intertwined, but now that vision was shattered, replaced by the reality of him moving on without me. It was a painful reminder of what I had lost, of the life we could have shared if only things had been different. 

I wondered if Victoria was praying for a girl, like I had told her to do. I imagined her hoping every night that her wish would come true, as she lay next to the man I had loved for years. The thought made my stomach churn with anger. I rolled my eyes and tossed the phone aside, trying to push those feelings away. I knew I had to move on, but it was easier said than done. Still, I was determined to make a better life for myself, to find happiness and love again, even if it meant using people along the way. I was a survivor, and I would do whatever it took to get the life I deserved. 

I didn't expect Alexander's son to be someone I would actually find love with. He was simply a means to an end, a pawn in my game of revenge against the man I had loved for years and the woman he had chosen over me. I would use Oliver to get back at them, to make them suffer the way I had suffered when Alexander rejected me.

My phone beeped nearly thirty minutes later, when I was halfway through a glass of whiskey, the amber liquid burning down my throat as I tried to numb the pain and bitterness I still felt toward Alexander. I wished the alcohol could make me stop caring about him, to erase the memories of our time together, but I knew that was impossible. The resentment ran too deep. 

I picked it up and found a new message. I wanted to let you know before you saw it. We're pregnant. Come over tonight. A few guys from work will be here. Victoria is out with her friends. We're having a party. 

Sighing, I finished my whiskey in one hurried gulp. I can't. Sorry. I'm busy. Wanting to see him didn't mean that I would. If I ever did go to him again, it would be to take him back and as long as Victoria kept her word, I would be keeping mine. 

Besides, I'd already had my cock sucked by one married man today. I didn't need to indulge in another. 

I understand. I want you to know that I miss us. Our friendship, the closeness and intimacy we once shared. Those were the best days of my life, and I want them back. 

That made me snort. What he missed was our relationship, the physical and emotional connection we had. If he'd truly missed our friendship, he would have reached out sooner, been in regular contact, treated me as a confidant rather than a former lover. Three months without me, and he still wanted me, still craved that intimacy we once shared. Do you still think about me, about what we had? Do you ever wonder what might have been if things had turned out differently between us?

All the time. I love you. You know that. You made my entire teenage life tolerable. You made what my dad did hurt less. You know I love you. I always will.

I really didn't, actually. Love wasn't what he did to me. Do you think about me while you're fucking her? 

Every single damn time.

I resisted the urge to screenshot this entire conversation and send it to Victoria just to let her know that Alexander was still mine, that he still thought about me and wanted me. But that seemed cruel and underhanded, and I wanted to hang onto this exchange, to savor it and keep it safe if I needed it as leverage against Alexander and his wife later on. This was proof that he still loved me, even if he had chosen the easier with her. 

So instead I simply said, I miss you too. Have to go now. Enjoy your party. 

I wasn't even sure if it was the truth anymore. The hurt he'd given me was so deep that it seemed to have pushed away the love I'd had for him. The pain and betrayal ran so deep that it had become difficult to discern if what I felt was truly love or just a desperate need for his affection. Now there was want, and need, but I wasn't sure about love anymore. I poured myself another glass of whiskey and sat back, contemplating the complexities of my emotions. He could say he loved me all he wanted, but the wounds he had inflicted were still raw. In twenty-one years I was going to destroy him, just as he'd done to me.

It was tempting to call Leroy and see if he wanted to come over and help me distract myself from the old hurt and resentment I felt toward Alexander. But Leroy and I weren't like that - he was the one in control of our arrangement. He called me when he wanted me, and I was never to reach out to him, even in an emergency. I knew better than to defy his strict rules and risk losing his financial support and attention. Leroy held all the power, and I had to play by his terms if I wanted to continue enjoying the luxuries he provided. 

I couldn't stay cooped up any longer, the weight of my thoughts threatening to suffocate me. I needed to escape, to lose myself in the bustling streets and anonymity of my new home.

With a steadying breath, I stepped out into the cool night air, the familiar hum of traffic and distant laughter enveloping me like an old friend. This was my domain now, far from the modest guest house or his parent's mansion where Alexander and I had stolen precious moments most of our teenage years.

As I wandered the dimly lit sidewalks, the towering skyscrapers and opulent storefronts a testament to my hard-won success, I marveled at the trajectory of my life. Gone were the days of being dismissed as a "poor boy from down the hill," my dreams and ambitions written off as mere fantasies.

Yet, as I strolled past the gleaming luxury cars and glittering high-rise apartments, a bitter taste lingered. For all my material success, the wound from Alexander's betrayal refused to heal. 

I clenched my fists, resentment coursing through me. I longed to make him suffer, to watch as he lost everything he had chosen over me. That woman, that life of privilege - I would destroy it all. And when Alexander was left with nothing, not even the son I would take from him, then the scales of justice would be balanced.

The thought thrilled me, and I quickened my pace, the city streets blurring as I lost myself in my machinations. Yes, I would have my revenge, no matter the cost. Alexander would pay, and his family would crumble at my feet.

With a grim smile, I returned to my penthouse, the lavish trappings a facade masking the darkness within. Though I had left my humble past, its ghosts still haunted me, fueling an unquenchable thirst for retribution.

Tonight, I would rest, but tomorrow I would resume my crusade to reclaim what was rightfully mine - Alexander's heart, his son, his very life. No one, not even the man himself, would stand in my way.
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Dominic

I was casually social media, maintaining a vague connection to the world outside my bubble, not specifically focusing on Alexander or his seemingly idyllic life. That was until I stumbled upon his latest post - he was expecting a son, a future heir to his legacy and that of the entire Hastings' name.

A subtle, contented grin spread across my lips as I scrutinized the screen, my eyes glued to the news. In a mere twenty-one years, that cherished child would be snatched from his grasps. Perhaps the boy would grow to despise me for my actions, but I couldn't summon an ounce of regret or guilt. Without a second thought, I unfollowed Alexander, unwilling to watch the child's progression and milestones throughout the years. Our first encounter would be on the boy's twenty-first birthday, and until then, I had no intention of acquiring any knowledge about him or fostering any sentimental attachment.

In the aftermath, I contacted Carl, a friend and budding private investigator, who I believed was perfect for the job at hand. Though it would be a long-term assignment that necessitated his dedication and confidentiality, I was confident in his abilities.

I need you to maintain a close, covert surveillance on a child for me. Furthermore, I require consistent, detailed updates on the finances and whereabouts of the child's parents. The child hasn't been born yet, but I want daily reports starting now and continuing until his twenty-first birthday, I texted him.

Carl's response took nearly an hour, causing my patience to wear thin as I drummed my fingers impatiently against the desk. What's the compensation for a job like that?

I paused, contemplating the offer and evaluating the potential risks and benefits. Twenty million, disbursed in installments contingent on your competent execution of the task and the child's well-being. The payments will persist undisturbed until his twenty-first birthday.

Consider it done. I didn't even have to deliberate. For that kind of money, it's a definitive no-brainer, Carl replied, his enthusiasm obvious.

I proceeded to furnish Carl with all the pertinent information, satisfied with our agreement. After stowing my phone, I returned to my work, swiftly mastering the intricacies of finance and witnessing my wealth expand exponentially. Soon, I would amass a fortune surpassing Alexander's wildest dreams, and instead of sharing that prosperity with me - the life we could have cultivated together - I would be bestowing it upon his son.

With an insatiable, almost ravenous anticipation, I looked forward to the moment when I would witness the shock and betrayal etched on Alexander's face as I took his child from him, shattering the flawless family he had constructed. 

I chuckled as Leroy sauntered into the office, his eyebrows raised inquisitively. "You look positively giddy. Good numbers, I take it? How many millions am I up to now?"

I couldn't help but let out a hearty laugh. "Many, but that's only a fraction of why I'm smiling." I eagerly showed him my phone screen. "Alexander has had a son. I've enlisted Carl to keep close tabs on the boy."

Leroy nodded approvingly. "Carl is an excellent choice. He's handled numerous tasks for me in the past, and I'm delighted that I was able to introduce the two of you." He handed my phone back to me. "Now, I have your undivided attention. I want it, and I want it now."

In that moment, everything outside of Leroy's presence faded away, my phone and all other distractions quickly forgotten. I knew exactly what he was saying, and it wasn't a question. As much as I was pretending to work alongside him in his office, my real reason for being there was to make myself readily available for his carnal desires. I obediently got to my feet as he began unfastening his belt, my heart racing with anticipation. The power dynamic between us was undeniable - I was here to serve his every whim, to submit to his every demand by making him submit to me. There was no room for anything else in this moment except pleasing him. 

That night I went home to my apartment, one that was fully paid for by Leroy. As I looked outside at the glittering lights of the vast city below, I couldn't help but feel a sense of disbelief at how much my life had changed. With Leroy taking me under his wing, I had left my old, meager existence completely behind. I now had more money than my parents could have ever imagined possessing in their wildest dreams. I had everything I could have ever wanted - designer clothes, a penthouse apartment, exotic vacations, and the attention of a wealthy, powerful man. But I wasn't nearly done yet. There was still so much more I craved, so many more luxuries and indulgences I desired.

Now that I knew Alexander was having a son, I pictured the man in my apartment. My husband, sitting on the couch, reading, drinking whiskey with me as we discuss the day. The daydream made me smile, but as I tried to picture the man, he began to look too much like Alexander and my heart hurt thinking of the man I didn't have. His son would have to do, even though I knew he'd be a pale imitation of the man I loved. I couldn't help but long for Alexander, the one who got away, the one who chose a woman and a fortune over me. 

We could have been happy, the two of us. We would have struggled, of that there was no doubt, but we would have had each other and that was what mattered most. I couldn't have offered him the same lavish lifestyle that Victoria had with her wealth and status, not at first at least, but what we would have shared was so much more valuable - a deep, abiding love that transcended material comforts. It wasn't such an impossible dream, and I knew in my heart that we could have made it work, if only fate had dealt us a different hand. And if he had been willing to take that chance with me. I couldn't change the past, no matter how much I wished I could, but I was determined to move forward and claim the life that I deserved - one filled with the joy and fulfillment that had always eluded me when I was with Alexander. 
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Dominic

Less than a month later I was in the office early in the morning. At just after five I was the only one in the firm and would be for a few more hours yet. I sat at my desk, poring over the latest financial reports, when the shrill ring of my cell phone cut through the relative silence of the office. Glancing down at the unfamiliar number displayed on the screen, I hesitated for a moment before finally answering.

"This is Dominic," I said, my voice cool and collected, betraying none of the curiosity I felt.

"Mr. Westfield?" a woman's voice replied, her tone trembling with evident distress. "This is Monica, Leroy's wife."

My breath caught in my throat, and for a moment, I was rendered speechless. I had never met Monica. I doubted that she knew anything about me except possibly that I was her husband's employee. "What can I do for you, Monica? Leroy isn't here yet."

"No, I know. He..." She choked back a sob. "He had a heart attack. He's gone."

I should have felt more when finding out that my lover was dead. But my first thought was about his company, one that I was currently, secretly, helping to run. I liked working with money. The office was within walking distance of the apartment he had bought me. I didn't want to find a new job.

"I'm sorry." I hoped that I sounded sincere. "Is there anything I can do to help?"

There was a moment of hesitation before she spoke again. "I found your number in Leroy's phone. The lawyer has requested that you be present when we go over his will. I... I don't know what to expect, but I need to understand what's going on."

I could hear the suspicion in her voice, the underlying accusation that hung in the air. Monica knew, or at least suspected, that her husband had been unfaithful. And now, she wanted answers.

Swallowing hard, I steeled my nerves and replied, "Of course, Monica. I'll be there. Just let me know the time and place."

"Eight this morning, I'll...I'll text you the address." She took a deep, ragged breath. "Mr. Westfield, is there anything I need to know before we meet with the lawyer? Anything you'd like to tell me?"

That was a conversation I was not going to have over the phone. "We'll talk in the meeting, and whatever questions you have, I'll be happy to answer them in person."

There was a moment of silence on the other end of the line, and I could practically feel the tension crackling through the phone. "Thank you, Mr. Westfield. I'll see you at eight.”

As I ended the call, I leaned back in my chair, my mind racing. This was an unexpected development, to say the least. Leroy's death had thrown a wrench in my carefully laid plans, and now I would have to face the consequences of my actions – and Monica's suspicions – head-on.

I couldn't help but feel a twinge of regret for Leroy. Despite the nature of our relationship, he had been a valuable ally, someone who had helped me maintain the façade of a successful, respectable businessman. He had also taken care of me financially for years. Every bit of wealth I had amassed since we had met had been a direct result of him or his influence. His sudden passing would undoubtedly complicate matters, but I couldn't afford to dwell on it.

I didn't have long before the meeting. I needed to be sharp, focused, and ready to handle whatever revelations or accusations might come my way. Leroy's death may have thrown me a curveball, but I was determined to come out on top.

When it was time to leave for the meeting I straightened my tie, I grabbed my briefcase and headed for the door, my mind already whirring with contingency plans and potential strategies. This was a delicate situation, but I was more than up for the challenge. After all, I had spent years perfecting the art of manipulation and deception. And I had no intention of letting Monica or anyone else stand in the way of my ambitions.

As I stepped out of the office, I quickly pulled out my phone and ordered a car to take me to the address Monica had provided. The drive across town was tense, my mind racing.

Arriving at the plain brick office building, I took a deep breath, steeling my nerves before making my way inside. The receptionist directed me to a small conference room, where I found Monica already seated, her eyes red-rimmed from tears. I recognized her from the photos on Leroy's desk. The brief glances I'd had of them at least before he'd put them away when we were together. Something about having his wife smiling at him, even through a photograph, must not have sat well with him while he'd been with me.

"Hello, Monica," I greeted her, my voice calm and measured as I took the seat across from her. "Thank you for inviting me here today."

Monica regarded me warily, her gaze piercing. "Mr. Westfield, I appreciate you coming. The lawyer should be here any moment."

As if on cue, the door opened, and a well-dressed man in his 50s entered the room, a somber expression on his face.

"Thank you both for being here," he said, taking a seat at the head of the table. "I'm Stan Finch, Leroy's attorney. I'm afraid we have some difficult matters to discuss."

The lawyer cleared his throat, drawing our attention as he flipped through the pages of the thick folder in front of him. "Let's see here... According to Leroy's will, the majority of his estate is to be divided between you, Monica, and your children."

Monica straightened in her seat, her eyes widening slightly. "My children and I?"

The lawyer nodded solemnly. "Yes, that's correct. You are to receive the family home, the vacation property in Aspen, as well as Leroy's collection of classic cars. Your children are each given one of the remaining vacation homes."

Monica let out a shaky breath, her shoulders sagging. "I see. That's... that's very generous of him."

The lawyer continued, his gaze flicking briefly in my direction. "However, there is one notable exception. Leroy has also left Mr. Westfield here a significant bequest."

I felt my heart rate pick up as the lawyer's words registered. I was glad to be left with something, though surprised by it too.

"Mr. Westfield has been named the sole beneficiary of Leroy's penthouse apartment, which is owned outright, as well as a majority stake in Leroy's investment firm."

The words hung in the air. I felt Monica's eyes burning into me, showing her disbelief.

"I'm... I'm sorry, but did you say Leroy left his penthouse and his company to Mr. Westfield?" she asked, her voice laced with incredulity.

The lawyer nodded solemnly. "Yes, that's correct. The will is quite clear on those points."

Monica's gaze snapped to mine, her eyes narrowing as she studied me intently. "Mr. Westfield, I must admit, I'm rather perplexed by this. Can you explain to me why my husband would have left you such significant assets?"

I couldn't help my smirk. "You may think what you like, Monica. Your assumptions are probably correct."

Her eyes widened, a flash of fury igniting within them. "Are you saying that you and my husband were..." She trailed off, unable to finish the sentence, her voice laced with disgust.

I leaned back in my chair, affecting an air of nonchalance. "I'm afraid I won't divulge the nature of my relationship with Leroy. That was a private matter between us."

Monica's hands clenched into fists, her knuckles turning white. "Private matter? He was my husband! How dare you–"

The lawyer cleared his throat, cutting off her tirade. "I understand this must be incredibly difficult for you. However, the will is legally binding, and Mr. Westfield is entitled to the assets specified."

Monica's gaze snapped to the lawyer, her eyes brimming with unshed tears. "But how can you just accept this? Doesn't it seem suspicious to you?"

The lawyer sighed, his expression sympathetic. "I understand your concerns, but the law is clear on these matters. Unless there is evidence of foul play or undue influence, I'm afraid there's little I can do."

Her shoulders slumped, the fight seeming to drain from her. She turned to me, her eyes pleading. "Mr. Westfield, please. Tell me the truth. What was your relationship with my husband?"

Instead of answering her, I decided it would be easier to show her. I took out my phone and opened it to a recent text message from her husband where he, in explicit perfect detail, told me what he wanted me to do to him on our lunch break. That was last week. And I'd given him exactly what he'd asked for. 

She read it with shaking hands. Then, as if she couldn't help herself, she scrolled up, uncovering years of her husband's affair with me. "No, this can't be..." she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I said nothing. There was nothing that I could have said to ease her pain, not that I cared to. She was the wife of a man that had given me the means to have the life I did. I wasn't in love with him and what he did to her wasn't my concern. I felt no guilt or remorse for her pain. Her husband had hurt her, I hadn't. I probably hadn't even been his only affair, just the only one he'd brought into his company, and apparently the only one he'd named in his will. 

"How long were you two in love?" she finally asked me as she handed me back my phone. 

"I wasn't," I said simply as I put my phone away. "As for him, possibly a year."

She stared at me as if she couldn't believe what I'd said. The whole meeting had probably left her with a lot to take in. I just wanted to get back to work. She turned to the lawyer. "Surely there's something you can do. He didn't even love my husband, and now he gets the company? The one Leroy and I started together back in college? This is outrageous."

Before the lawyer could respond, I spoke up, my voice calm and even. "You could always buy me out, if you're so upset about me carrying on his legacy."

Monica's face twisted in anger, her grief giving way to pure fury. "I will not have his whore sitting at the head of the company he loved."

The insult didn't bother me. Our relationship had always been transactional in nature. I turned to the lawyer. "How much is the company's assessed value?"

He looked through his papers, his brow creasing. "Almost eight hundred million."

I nodded, the gears in my mind turning. It was about what I had expected. And, since I wanted nothing to do with the woman sitting across from me, I decided to offer her a deal. "Monica, I have a one-time offer. Take it or leave it. For half of that evaluation transferred to my account right now, I will walk away from the company forever and sign over my interest to you."

Monica's eyes widened, her expression one of shock and disbelief. "You can't be serious. You expect me to just hand over that kind of money to you?"

I leaned back in my chair, crossing my arms over my chest. "It's a fair offer, considering the circumstances. I have no desire to fight you for control of the company. I simply want a clean break and you want your husband's company."

The lawyer cleared his throat, drawing our attention. "He is within his rights to accept or decline the inheritance as he sees fit. If you're willing to pay the agreed-upon amount, he would be obligated to transfer his shares to you."

Monica's gaze flitted between the lawyer and me, her mind clearly racing. Finally, she let out a resigned sigh. "Fine. I'll do it. But I want it in writing that this is a full and final settlement. No further claims or contact."

I nodded, a hint of a smirk playing on my lips. "Stan? Can you do that for us?" 

He quickly nodded. "I'll need about an hour."

"I'll pay the additional fees for your time," I offered. 

Monica looked mildly less hateful as Stan left us alone. I rose and went to the window, looking out at the city. It was better than sitting across from her for the next hour. 

"You really didn't care about him, did you?" she quietly called out to me. 

I turned back to her. "Not in the way you think. I didn't hate him. But I didn't reach out to him when I had a bad day either. I'm not glad he's dead, but I won't cause trouble for your family by being at the funeral."

She appeared relieved at that. "I do honestly hope to never see you again. Even hearing your name would be too much."

I was fine with that. Soon enough Stan came back and soon she had called her bank to wire the money to mine. As soon as the balance had hit my account I signed the paperwork, effectively firing myself. With enough money to comfortably live on for the rest of my life I was fine with that decision. 

Stan handed me the deed to my penthouse, along with all of the paperwork that I would need. As the meeting came to a close, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. While the situation with Leroy's death was certainly not what I had anticipated, I had managed to turn it to my advantage. With a hefty payout and a clean break from the company, I was free to pursue my own interests without the burden of Monica's grief and resentment.
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Dominic

A few years later I was sitting in my lavish penthouse, sipping on a glass of the finest, most expensive whiskey money could buy. The amber liquid swirled in the crystal tumbler as I contemplated my next move. Suddenly, my phone started ringing, the shrill tone cutting through the silence of the room. Glancing down at the caller ID, I was surprised to see Victoria's name flashing across the screen. Intrigued by this unexpected call, I quickly answered, eager to hear what she had to say.

"Victoria," I said, my voice smooth and measured. "To what do I owe the pleasure?"

There was a moment of hesitation on the other end of the line before she spoke. "Dominic," she said, her voice trembling slightly. "I... I need your help." Her voice was laced with desperation, a stark contrast to the proud and confident woman I had known when Alexander had chosen her over me.

I leaned back in my chair, a slight smirk playing on my lips as I savored her discomfort. "Oh?" I purred, my tone dripping with false concern. "And what seems to be the problem, my dear Victoria?" I knew full well that she would not have reached out to me unless she was truly desperate, and I relished the opportunity to have her at my mercy.

Another pause, then a deep sigh. "It's Alexander. He... he made some bad investments, and we're struggling financially. I hate to ask, but I don't know where else to turn."

My grip tightened around the glass in my hand, the ice cubes clinking together as I processed her words. Alexander, the man who had once rejected me in favor of a life of comfort and wealth, was now in need of my assistance. The irony was not lost on me. I couldn't help but feel a twinge of satisfaction at his misfortune, knowing that he had chosen a path that had led him to this point.

"I see," I said, my tone cool and detached. "And what is it you're asking of me, exactly?" I leaned back in my chair, savoring the power I now held over the once-proud man who had spurned my affections all those years ago.

"We need your help, Dominic," Victoria pleaded, her voice trembling with desperation. "Anything you can do, we would be so grateful." I could see the pride and confidence she had once exuded slowly crumbling as she begged for my assistance, and it filled me with a sense of twisted pleasure.

I took a slow sip of my whiskey, savoring the burn as it slid down my throat. This was an opportunity I couldn't pass up. A chance to remind Alexander of the life he could have had with me, if only he'd believed in us a little more. I relished the power I now held over him and his family, a twisted sense of satisfaction coursing through me.

"Well, Victoria," I said, a hint of amusement in my voice. "I believe we can come to an arrangement that would be beneficial for all of us." I leaned back in my chair, swirling the amber liquid in my glass as I considered her desperate plea. Part of me wanted to simply hang up the phone and let Alexander and his family suffer, to feel the same pain and anguish that I had endured all those years ago when he rejected me. But I couldn't turn my back on them completely. Whether for Alexander, or for their son Oliver, I knew I had to help them, if only to have them in my grasp once more.

"What sort of arrangement did you have in mind?" Victoria asked, her voice laced with concern. 

I took a sip of my whiskey, savoring the burn as it slid down my throat. "Well, Victoria, as you know, I'm a very wealthy man these days. Your son will be well taken care of in a few years."

I could practically hear the gears turning in her head as she processed my words. "What are you saying, Dominic?"

"I'm saying that I'm willing to help you and Alexander out financially," I said, my voice smooth and calculated. "But in exchange, I want full access to Oliver's account. I'll make regular deposits to ensure he has everything he needs. You'll be able to withdraw for his needs, but I will be monitoring that account and if you and Alexander get greedy, I will remove your access. By the time he marries me he'll be rich."

There was a long pause on the other end of the line, and I could almost imagine the internal battle raging within Victoria. She was a fiercely protective mother, and the thought of handing over her son's financial well-being to me, her husband's former lover, must have been a bitter pill to swallow. It was just a little taste of how much she'd be handing over in a few years when she gave me Oliver completely.

I chuckled, a low and sinister sound. "You have my word, Victoria, that I will not use this arrangement to harm you or Alexander. My only interest is in ensuring that Oliver is well taken care of." I paused, letting the weight of my words sink in. 

Another pause, then a resigned sigh. "Alright, Dominic. Are you setting up the account or should I and then send you the information?"

She didn't need to do that. I wanted to ensure full control over the account. "I'll get it taken care of and then text you the information. Is this something Alexander will know about?" I asked, my voice laced with a hint of warning. I needed to make sure this transaction remained strictly between Victoria and myself.

"Yes. I'll tell him how you saved us, if that's what you want." She sounded angry, and bitter. Not that I blamed her. We were never going to get along. 

"Good. Let him have the reminder of what could have been
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