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      It isn’t often I refuse my father’s car or driver, but this time, I wasn’t in the mood to face our chauffeur Henry and his machine-gun of questions that sounded eerily similar to what my father might ask.

      So, I walked. I could’ve caught the bus, but I didn’t want to face the relentless teasing, laughing, and whispers I knew were about me. I also could have driven my car, but on that particular day, Henry had chosen to take my Mini Cooper in for a service. Yeah, just my luck.

      The walk from my house to school was a good few hours, and I knew it was silly, but I had to clear my head, and I hoped the cold air would dry the tears that were still staining my face from earlier. I readjusted my bag higher on my shoulder, wiped my eyes, and trudged on.

      I heard the engine before I the voice. Someone with a hotted up exhaust pipe slowed down beside me. I didn’t look up. It was probably a jerk from one of the private schools.

      “Hey, Jayne.” My head snapped up. It was a mistake. His hand shot out the window, and something hurtled toward me. The squishy, half-rotten orange hit my face, exploding and splattering orange flesh and juice everywhere. The sticky liquid mingled with fresh tears stinging my eyes. “You’re such a slut.” The jerk who’d thrown the orange bomb and his lowlife mate sniggered and sped off, leaving me standing on the side of the road helpless. I angrily pulled out my phone and called Henry.
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      I sat up, gasping for air.

      “Charli? What’s wrong?” Nathan asked, moving behind me. He kissed the back of my neck, but I shrugged him away and slid out of bed.

      “Nothing. I had a bad dream, that’s all. I’m going to check on Hayley.”

      “Do you want to talk about it?” he said as I left our room to go into our daughter’s room.

      “I’m fine, Nath.” I leaned over Hayley’s cot and smiled when I saw her chubby cheeks, white-blonde ringlets, and smiling face staring up at me. “Hey, baby, how’s my big girl doing?” I lifted her out of the cot and held her close to me. I heard movement behind me. I turned and saw Nathan leaning against the doorframe watching us.

      “I just don’t want anything like that to happen to Hayley, you know?” I told him, kissing Hayley’s forehead.

      “You don’t want what to happen?”

      “I don’t want her to get teased when she starts school.”

      Nathan moved to stand beside us and kissed his daughters head before kissing mine.

      “She won’t get teased, but if she does, we’ll deal with it when it happens. Anyway, she won’t go through what you did. She has a completely different life.”

      I looked up into my husband’s kind and handsome face and knew that right there was the reason I fell in love with him a year earlier.

      “You’re right.” I smiled at him and kissed our daughter once more. “Let’s go make breakfast.”

      “Lead the way.”

      As we headed to the kitchen, I knew it couldn’t get any better than this, but I couldn’t push aside the feeling this morning’s dream was only the beginning.
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          Seventeen years later

        

      

    

    
      Hayley

      “Don’t forget to call me every night.”

      I pulled my eyes from the university building to look into my father’s face. His hair was greying at the sides, and crow’s feet were already appearing near his eyes, but it didn’t make him look old. It made him look handsome. I guess my mother felt the same as she leaned up to kiss his cheek. I smiled and ran back to throw my arms around them.

      “Yes, Daddy. Whatever you say.” I kissed their cheeks and bent to pick up my bags. “I’m only going to university, and still in the same city, mind you.”

      “I know, but it won’t be the same without you at home.”

      “I’ll be home on holidays.” I waved and set off toward the admin building of Sydney University.

      I had initially wanted to go to a university in another state, but my dad had insisted I stay in Sydney. They were so clingy. But I couldn’t complain when I got accepted to Sydney without much trouble. This was the school where my parents had met some eighteen years ago. My father was working on an undercover case for the Australian Federal Police but had been hired by my grandfather to protect my mother from a couple of cyber fraudsters. It was complicated, and they both almost lost their lives, but they fell in love. I loved my parents, but they were overprotective. Hence, my wanting to move to the other side of the country.

      I guess when I think about what had happened to them here, they were hesitant to let me spread my wings.

      I wasn’t them, though. I was my own person, and I wasn’t going to let their past predict my future.

      Opening the door to the admin building, the cold air conditioning hit me in the face. It was refreshing after lugging all my bags through the desert wasteland that was the front courtyard. Seriously, it was a big barren paved space with little to no shade, and it was hell in the middle of summer.

      Pushing my sunnies to the top of my head, I waited until my eyes adjusted to the dim light of the office. When they did, my eyes noticed the most perfect male specimen ever to walk this earth. His tight-fitted jeans hugged his perfect butt like a glove, and yes, that was the first thing I noticed. He wore well-worn sneakers, a white T-shirt that stuck to his lean body due to the heat, and the humidity played havoc with his brown curly hair. I had the urge to run my fingers through those curls and… No, I wasn’t here for romance. I was here for school. But I was eighteen, and it would be okay to date, wouldn’t it? I sighed and reached for my laptop bag, where I kept my enrolment documents. I must have loudly sighed because, when I stood up, papers in hand, I collided with a hard body, the impact causing me to lose hold of my documents and my balance. I fell backward over my bags and landed with my feet in the air and my dignity in pieces on the floor beside me.

      The perfect male specimen laughed.

      Oh, God. Why me? Just when I thought I was going to die right there, the perfect male specimen leaned down and offered me his hand.

      “Are you okay?” he asked. I scrambled to grab his hand, but my fingers tangled in the fabric of my duffle bag along with my long blonde hair. Ugh. One of the first things I was going to do once I settled in was to give myself a hair cut. And maybe a new colour. I finally managed to find my fingers and latch onto the perfect male specimen’s hand. He pulled me up, still laughing at me.

      “Yes, go on and laugh at the clumsy girl. There’s not much left of her dignity, so you may as well destroy the last tatters of it.”

      He grinned wickedly, and oh my God, was it a wicked sexy grin. My heart twisted, and I suddenly felt faint.

      “I’m sorry. It’s my fault. I’m Milo.”

      I realised I was still holding his hand, so I shook it.

      “Hayley.” He had a firm handshake. My dad always said you could tell a lot about a man judging by his handshake. Milo’s handshake told me he was assertive and confident but caring. His sexiness just shot up like five levels.

      “It was nice to meet you, Hayley. I have to go. I’m late.” With one last grin, he handed me my papers, and then he walked out into the heat. Just when I thought there was going to be more, there wasn’t. He didn’t even ask me for my number. I thought the least he could do was apologise for knocking me over and ask me to coffee or something. But he did nothing. I shot him one last glare before stepping up to the admin desk. Perhaps I was wrong about the handshake. Oh, well. Here I was at university, away from my overbearing family and about to start my life. I held my head up high, gathered my papers in my hand, and walked confidently to the admissions desk. Nothing was going to stop the next couple of years from being the best. Nope. Nothing.

      “Hi, I’m Hayley Wright,” I said, greeting the admissions clerk with a bright smile.

      When I’d checked in and received my schedule, map and keys, I headed to the student housing. I pushed my sunnies back on my head after making my way through the campus and gardens toward my new apartment. And what greeted me was the most gorgeous building I had ever seen. It was a classic Victorian house with a wrap-around porch on all three of its levels and situated in a beautiful English garden. I smiled and pushed my suitcase toward the front door. Yep. I was going to enjoy my time here.
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      Milo

      I pushed her up against the wall and went straight for her neck, kissing her there. I trailed kisses along her slender, mocha neck and she gasped. My hands found her curvy hips and tugged her body toward me. Her lips found my ear and bit down, soliciting a groan from me. I couldn’t take it anymore. I stepped away from the woman that was made of sin and many, many regrets.

      “Baby, why are you pulling away from me?”

      “I… I shouldn’t be doing this. I’m flying back to Sydney tomorrow to start my new job. I don’t want to fuck up on my first day.”

      “All the more reason to do this. Come on, Milo. We just graduated. We need to celebrate.”

      “I just did in Mykonos for two weeks.” I turned my back and started buttoning my shirt back up after she’d just undone them. I almost made it to the door when Rebekah grabbed my shirt and tugged me back to her.

      “Stay. One more night.”

      I stared at the door, longingly. One more night in paradise wouldn’t hurt, right? Tomorrow I was going to fly home back to normalcy and city life, and then next, I was going to start my new job. The job that was going to open a lot of doors for me. My first real adult career. Tonight was my last night of being an immature twenty-five-year-old guy. I could have this one last night.

      I looked at Rebekah, the hottest girl in my drama class at university, and my libido decided for me. My dick pressed against the zipper of my pants, waiting to be let free. I needed to relieve myself, anyway. Might as well have a little fun while doing it.

      “Okay. One more night, then.”

      Rebekah wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me, then took my hands and led me to the bed.
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      I awoke to sunlight streaming in through the shutters. I blinked and rubbed my eyes and rolled over. My right arm hit the cold sheets, and it was then I remembered I hadn’t been alone last night. I sat up and glanced around my Greek hotel room, but there were no signs that there had been a second person.

      Almost. There was a video camera sitting next to the TV, and the recording light was blinking. The camera was mine, but I didn’t remember pressing record. I tossed off the sheets and walked over to pick up the camera. I opened the screen and hit playback.

      What I saw on the small screen made my stomach turn.

      On the miniature screen were two lovers playing out a passionate love scene. But these were no actors. I may be a drama major, but even I could tell these weren’t actors. The film was shot in the night setting, so the image wasn’t clear, but I could tell who the two people were—Rebekah
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