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Third Vision of Destiny

Joan

 


A gust of wind carrying the salty scent of
the ocean brushed over Daisy when she turned away from Sam Woods,
ready to go back inside to bring him the next person whose future
he would read. She shivered, telling herself that it was from the
touch of the wind, and nothing more than that. The temperature of
the air had dropped in the almost forty minutes it had taken Woods
to read his first two clients of the evening, and while he was
wearing a brown leather jacket over his shirt and dark jeans, Daisy
herself only wore a summer dress. She hadn’t expected to spend her
time going back and forth between the balcony and the inside of the
cottage.

The truth was, though, that the night air was
only part of the reason why she suddenly felt so cold. She was
bothered by how upset Woods appeared to be. He had just shown
Daisy’s friend Lydia her future, using his strange seer ability to
share with her a vision of the key decision that would shape her
romantic life. Both Woods and Lydia had emerged from the experience
visibly troubled.

What could Woods possibly have seen that had
affected him—and Lydia—so much? Daisy had thought these glimpses
into the future were important moments, but nice ones, too; it
seemed that she had been wrong. Indeed, now that she thought about
it, she realized that not all decisions were pleasant to make, and
even the ones that opened the way to better things could be
painful.

She laid her hand on the doorjamb of the
French windows that opened into the living room. Before she could
take more than a step back inside, however, Woods’ voice rose
behind her.

“Daisy?”

She turned back to him. In the dim light that
bathed the balcony, he seemed tired, and when he spoke he sounded
restless. “I think I need a little break, after all. Something to
eat, too, if that’s not too much trouble.”

At once, Daisy berated herself for not
thinking about it. She had brought him wine, but she should have
offered him food as well. She made a poor hostess.

“Of course,” she said quickly. “Do you want
to come in or…” His expression answered her question before she
even finished. “I’ll bring you a plate. And something to drink.
More wine? Or would you rather have juice?”

He offered her a grateful smile. “Juice would
be fine for now. Thank you.”

With a nod, she returned to the dining room.
Seven of her friends were there, assembled around the dining room
table and its refreshments. Out of those present, only Alicia had
already gone to Woods for a glimpse of her future. Lydia wasn’t
with the others, and neither was her boyfriend Jack. Where could
they be, Daisy wondered. The cottage was spacious, but its open
floor plan didn’t leave much room for privacy.

All eyes turned to her as she approached, and
Joan practically leaped forward.

“Is he ready?” she asked, her impatience and
excitement all too clear in her wide eyes.

Daisy shook her head. “Not yet. He wants a
bite to eat before he reads the next person. I guess that’ll be
you?” Her gaze flickered from Joan to Mike as she finished; he had
said before that he wanted to go next, but it appeared that Joan
was ready to jump in.

“Joan won,” Mike said with a sheepish shrug,
and the rest of their friends laughed.

“Won?” Daisy repeated with a bemused smile.
“What did you do, have a challenge to decide who was going
next?”

Another round of laughter erupted through the
group.

“You don’t want to know,” Cathleen said,
tongue in cheek, and she gave Mike a sly look.

Daisy was astonished to discover that he was
blushing faintly. She would definitely need to investigate, but
later. Woods was waiting for his food.

Leaving her friends for now, she started
toward the kitchen, but changed her mind halfway there and decided
to grab a shawl in the master bedroom first. The least she could do
was to stay with Woods while he ate, and the air was getting chilly
outside. She quickly found what she wanted in the closet, but as
she walked out of the room again, she couldn’t help but overhear
voices from the guest bedroom across the hallway. The door wasn’t
fully closed, and she could see Jack’s back as he stood in front of
Lydia.

“Lydia… Come on, love. Tell me what you
saw.”

Daisy froze, her hands clenched on the woolen
shawl. She wanted nothing more than to leave before she heard
anything that wasn’t meant for her ears, but she didn’t seem to be
able to move.

“I can’t,” Lydia murmured, so low Daisy
barely heard her.

Through the narrow opening of the door, Daisy
could only see part of her face. Her eyes were gleaming with unshed
tears that twisted Daisy’s stomach. She had known this was all a
bad idea. She had known her friends would get hurt. Why had she let
them convince her to go through with all this?

“Lydia, I need to know!”

Jack’s right hand rose to clutch Lydia’s
shoulder, and she covered it with her own hand, linking their
fingers together.

“I know you do,” she said gently. “But so
do I. I need to remember. When the time comes, I’ll need as much
certainty as I can that it’s the right choice. I won’t have that if
I talk about it. Woods said we’d forget. I can’t forget.”

“What choice?” Jack tried, but Lydia shook
her head, smiling sadly.

“Don’t ask. I won’t tell you what I saw.”

Jack snatched back his hand. It fell at his
side, curled into a fist. “At least tell me if we’ll still be
together.”

His voice was harsh, and Daisy winced. She
had a feeling that Jack already thought he knew the answer to that
question—and didn’t like it one bit.

“You’ll have to ask Sam,” Lydia said, shaking
her head again. “He’ll show you, and you’ll know for yourself.”

Daisy finally managed to push herself into
motion. She quickly withdrew from the hallway and, shivering a
little, wrapped the shawl over her shoulders on her way to the
kitchen. A glance back revealed that her friends were still
laughing and enjoying themselves. Lydia’s and Jack’s absence
appeared to have gone unnoticed.

Her hands still shook a little when Daisy
pulled a porcelain plate and a tall glass from the cupboard. She
filled the glass with juice from the fridge and was about to go
back to the dining room when Alicia came in, wearing her jacket and
grinning sheepishly.

“You’re still OK with me stealing your cake?”
she asked, pointing at the rectangular box on the breakfast
table.

“Absolutely.” Daisy smiled at her, then
opened her arms to her for a quick hug. “Say hi to Ben for us. Do
you need help taking the cake to your car?”

“Jack said he’d help me,” Alicia said, her
grin wavering.

Daisy’s smile withered as well. If Alicia had
talked to Jack and retrieved her jacket from the guest bedroom, she
might have heard the end of that painful conversation. Daisy nodded
her understanding.

“I’m glad you came,” she said, relieved that
at least one of her friends had walked away from her viewing happy.
“I hope you have a fantastic New Year!”

Alicia hugged her again. “Thanks, sweetie.
The same to you.”

Daisy picked up the glass of juice and plate
just as Jack came in to help Alicia with the sheet cake. She
couldn’t bear to look straight at him, and she kept her eyes on the
glass as though anxious not to spill it. Lydia was back amongst
their group of friends, although she stood just a step back, a
glass of wine in hand and a faint smile on her lips. Daisy quickly
filled the plate with an assortment of amuse-bouche before
returning to the balcony.

She stopped just past the French windows.
Woods was still leaning against the railway, looking down at the
beach. The moon was slowly sliding higher over the ocean, and in
its light he was little more than a silhouette. He looked back over
his shoulder, and a smile lit up his face when he saw Daisy there.
Blinking, she stepped forward, clearing her throat to compose
herself.

“I wasn’t sure what you’d want,” she said,
handing him the plate. “So I just—”

“It’s fine,” he interrupted gently. “It looks
great. Thank you.”

Resting his
forearm on the railway, he started munching on the bite-sized
treats. Daisy set the glass on the small wooden table by the chairs
before sitting down. Her mind going back to the conversation she
had overheard, she considered Woods. It wouldn’t be his fault if
Lydia and Jack ended up splitting—but then again, without him and
his viewing it might not have happened so soon, like this, or even
at all.

“How can you do this?” she asked after a
little while.

Woods turned, leaning back against the
banister to face her. “Do what?” he asked wearily.

Daisy drew the shawl more tightly over her
shoulders, holding it closed with one hand. “Show people that the
person they love is not the person they should be with.” Despite
herself, her voice took an accusing tone on the last words. “Break
their hearts.”

Letting out a deep sigh, Woods sat across
from her, setting his still half-full plate aside on the table.
“It’s not as though I choose what to show them.” He picked up the
glass of juice, but simply held it on his knee without taking a
sip. “You make it sound like it’s my fault.”

“How do you know it’s not?” Daisy said with a
light shrug. “Maybe if you didn’t show them something else they’d
stay together.”

For a long moment, Woods observed her. His
gaze was heavy enough that Daisy felt like squirming, but she made
herself remain very still and return his stare as coolly as she
could.

“Maybe,” he finally said, and that simple
word seemed to call her an idiot. “And maybe they’d be miserable
all their lives.”

He took a sip of juice, then smacked his lips
together as he turned toward the ocean again. “And it’s not always
bad,” he added quietly, as though to himself. “Sometimes I get to
show them that they’ve already made the right choice. Those are the
good visions, the ones that balance out the not-so-pretty ones. But
in the end, everybody finds someone.”

Daisy couldn’t let that pass. She sat up
straighter, and her voice rose higher than she had meant it to,
drawing Woods’ eyes back to her. “That’s not true. Tons of people
end up alone, whether they want it or not.”

He shook his head slowly. “No, you’re not
understanding me. Everybody I ever read.” Holding her gaze, he
said, detaching each word, “Every. Single. Person.” He paused for
an instant to let it sink in. “They all ended up with someone. They all had their happy ending.”

The thought was appealing, more so than Daisy
would have expected, but she rejected it; Jack’s and Lydia’s pain
was still too fresh in her mind.

“You can’t know that,” she said, darkly.
“You’re what, thirty?”

He raised an eyebrow at her, as though
curious of why she was asking his age. “Twenty-eight.”

“And you’ve been reading people’s futures for
how long?”

“Eleven years.”

She nodded. It was pretty much as she had
thought. “Have all the visions you’ve seen been realized yet?” she
asked, her voice cracking in the still night air like trees
splitting from the cold. “Maybe not all of them will. Maybe—”

“One day, Daisy,” he interrupted her gently,
“you must come to my place. I’ll show you the box in which I keep
the wedding and birth announcements. Sorry. The boxes.”

His words could have been harsh, but he
softened them with a lopsided smile. Daisy couldn’t give in so
easily, though. “But you can’t know—”

He interrupted
her again, this time by tilting his head to the French doors. “I
think my next victim, as you say, is ready. Would you mind give us
some privacy?”

Daisy turned to find Joan standing just
beyond the window, looking just a little nervous—but very
excited.

“Sorry for interrupting,” she said with a
sweet smile. “I can wait if—”

Daisy stood and walked to her with a smile of
her own. “No, of course not. Go ahead.”

Joan stepped onto the balcony just as Daisy
reentered the house. She closed the window behind them, and as she
had so far—as she probably would for all of her friends who decided
to do this—she watched Woods try to make his ‘client’ comfortable
with a few words before that always-awkward kiss.

As Joan sat down, her eyes already closing,
Daisy repeated to herself that this time, everything would turn out
fine. Joan and Brad belonged together, she was sure of it.

 


* * * *

 


The smell of cinnamon and chocolate filled
the entire house. Joan checked her watch as she set the sliding
sofa cushions firmly back in place. A few more minutes and her last
batch of holiday cookies would be ready. It gave her just enough
time to finish straightening the living room.

She wasn’t even sure why she bothered. With
all three of her boys at home for the holidays, she seemed to spend
all her time picking things up the floor, whether it be cushions,
magazines, or shoes. Brad was just as bad as their two sons when it
came to keeping the house neat, but to be fair she had known that
when she had married him, almost eighteen years earlier.

With Christmas just three days away, Brad had
taken the boys for a bit of last-minute shopping that morning,
leaving Joan free to bake her traditional cookies without sneaky
fingers dipping into her batter or stealing burning-hot treats. She
had no doubt that a generous portion of the cookies would disappear
while she was shopping that afternoon.

Satisfied that the living room was decent,
she moved on to the office den and dumped a pile of magazines on
the low table by the entrance. As she did, she glanced at the
computer and rolled her eyes when she noticed it was still on. Her
requests that it be turned off when not in use were always met with
promises that, of course, they would shut it off, but on this, all
three men in her life were hopeless.

She moved the mouse on the desk to reactivate
the screen. She was about to click the Start button to turn off the
computer when she noticed the minimized window on the taskbar. She
clicked on it—and grimaced at once when, on the window that popped
up, a busty blonde thrust her chest forward, a flashing banner
across the top inviting Daisy to click for the blonde’s sexual
exploits caught on camera in all their glorious details.

With a mutter of distaste, she clicked the X
to close the pop-up. It disappeared, only to reappear almost at
once. She did it again, with the same result. Now growing annoyed,
she sat at the desk and summoned the task manager to force the
browser program to shut. Those pop-up windows were so annoying!

A sudden thought stopped her before she could
turn off the computer. Graphic pop-ups didn’t come out of nowhere.
Where had this one come from?

She launched the browser again and searched
the history. She found what she was looking for at once. Without
even clicking on the links, the URL addresses and descriptions were
explicit enough for her to recognize adult video sites.

The oven timer started ringing, the beeping
shrill and obnoxious so that she couldn’t ignore it. Standing so
abruptly that she almost knocked over the chair, she shut off the
computer and left the room. Her jaw was locked in anger as she
returned to the kitchen. She pulled the sheet of cookies out and
transferred them to the cooling rack, her gestures harsh enough in
her annoyance that she broke a couple of them.

It was exactly to prevent this sort of
things that the family computer was in the den, the screen facing
the living room. It was also why the door was never closed. It
wasn’t that Joan and Brad didn’t trust their sons; they just wanted
to make sure they used the internet responsibly. Looking up adult
websites was not part of what
they were allowed to do.

When they came back from the mall, hiding
shopping bags behind them and grinning as they dashed through the
kitchen, she couldn’t help but look at Joey suspiciously, wondering
when exactly he had attempted to further his sexual education. She
tried to be as fair as possible with discipline and not to accuse
before she knew who was responsible for a particular bout of
mischief, but in this case she was sure she had the culprit. At
nine years old, Terry still thought that girls had cooties; she
couldn’t begin to imagine her little boy looking at those videos.
In truth, though, she didn’t want to imagine her oldest child
looking at them, either.

She waited a few seconds after the boys had
disappeared, just long enough for Brad to plant a kiss on her cheek
and eye the cookies a bit too closely, before she said, “Maybe we
should rethink Joey’s laptop.”

Brad raised a surprised eyebrow at her and
plucked a cookie from the cooling rack, quickly stepping out of
reach of her spoon-armed hand. “Rethink it? Why? It’s already under
the tree!”

“You’re going to spoil your appetite,” she
complained even as she glanced toward the kitchen’s entrance,
wondering where the boys were. She dropped her voice in case they
were close enough to hear. “He’s been looking at porn online.”

The cookie Brad had just bit into must
have gone down the wrong way, because he started coughing and
striking his chest with his fist, his face turning bright red.
“What?” he said,
looking at her through wide, watery eyes.

“At least I hope it’s him. I can’t imagine
Terry going to look for porn. I’m not ready to have that talk with
him yet.”

She looked at him as she started setting the
table for lunch. He must have been as stunned as she had felt
because he still hadn’t said a word. He set the cookie on the
counter and brushed his hand over his pants.

“Do you want to talk to him about this or
should we do it together?” she asked when she finished, taken aback
that he still hadn’t reacted. “Maybe he’d be less embarrassed
if—”

“It was me,” Brad interrupted her, grimacing
as he finished.

The words made no sense and Joan could only
frown at him. “What?”

“It was me,” he repeated, scratching at his
neck with two fingers. “I was looking at that site.”

Joan felt like she had just been drenched in
icy water. She swallowed hard and tried to talk, but she couldn’t
get out more than a word. “You…”

Taking a step toward her, Brad started
raising his hand toward her arm, but she moved back and out of his
reach.

“I just—” he started.

“Don’t.” She turned back to the oven. The
warming drawer made a slight creaking noise when she opened it too
sharply. “I don’t want to hear it. After the talk we gave them
about the net, I can’t believe—”

She snapped her mouth shut. Sliding her oven
mitts on, she pulled out the casserole from the drawer. She
couldn’t talk about this now, not when she felt so wounded, not
when it was so fresh. She didn’t want to say something she would
regret later.

“Boys!” she called out, her back firmly to
Brad as she carried the dish to the table. “Lunch is ready.”

They rushed into the kitchen fast enough that
Brad didn’t try to explain himself again, for which Joan was
grateful.

Lunch was a somber affair. The boys soon
picked up on the fact that Joan was mad, and their initial chatter
about the video game they had been playing together quickly died
out. Joan could see them giving each other puzzled looks in between
more concerned ones at Brad and her, but it was beyond her to act
as though everything was all right when it wasn’t. She felt
betrayed and hurt, and she could only wonder if she knew the man
sitting across the table as much as she had thought she did.

After the boys had excused themselves, Brad
started helping her clear the table, and she could tell he would
soon try to explain again. She still wasn’t ready, however, and
although she wasn’t proud about it, she took the easy way out: she
fled.

“I need to go now,” she said without looking
at him, already grabbing her coat and purse from the mudroom.
“Daisy’s waiting for me. I don’t want to be late.”

Far from being
late, she was two hours early in picking up Daisy for their annual
“Crowded malls don’t scare us” outing. While Daisy finished getting
ready, Joan sat in the living room with Daisy’s teenage daughter.
Cara was on the phone with her father, and she clearly had him
wrapped around her little finger. By the time Joan and Daisy left,
she had apparently convinced him to take her and a friend to the
cinema the next day. Terry and Joey had been asking to see the same
movie, and Joan distracted herself trying to figure out when she
would take them.

She continued to keep her mind busy on the
way to the mall, chatting with Daisy about their last-minute
Christmas preparations. It worked for a while, but as they were
strolling through the crowd, Daisy stopped walking, laid a hand on
her arm, and said her name in a concerned voice.

“Joan?” Tilting her head to one side, Daisy
peered at her. “What’s wrong?”

At first, Joan tried to deny that anything
was going on. This was hardly the sort of thing she felt
comfortable discussing with anyone, even a close friend such a
Daisy. Because they knew each other so well, however, Daisy refused
to believe her and continued to badger her until, a little
embarrassed, Joan finally admitted that she had caught her husband
looking at internet porn.

Angling their steps toward the food court,
Daisy looped her arm through Joan’s and asked, “Anything more than
that?”

“What do you mean, anything more?” Joan
looked at Daisy as though she had just lost her mind. “Isn’t it
enough that he’s watching this stuff?”

“Well…” Daisy shrugged.

They had reached the coffee shop, and they
both ordered a latte before finding a place to sit. Her cup cradled
in her hands, Daisy leaned over the table to get closer to Joan and
asked quietly, “Did he visit chat rooms, too, or dating sites? Or
did he just look at porn?”

Joan bristled at the question, drawing her
chair back a little and looking at the chattering crowd around
them. Daisy clearly didn’t understand how upset she was. “Not as
far as I know,” she said coolly. “Does it make a difference?”

“Well, I think so,” Daisy said quietly. She
reached for Joan’s hand on the table and gave it a light squeeze,
drawing Joan’s eyes back to her. “Haven’t you ever read a romance
novel and imagined you were in the arms of the roguish hero?”

Joan scoffed and took a sip of her coffee. It
was too hot, and she burned the tip of her tongue. “It’s not the
same,” she said, sulking.

“I don’t know,” Daisy said, sounding
thoughtful. “They say men are more visual than we are.”

Blowing on her coffee, Joan gave her
friend a surprised look. “Don’t tell me you’d be fine with
your
hubby looking at
porn.”

Daisy was blushing as she raised her coffee
cup to her mouth and drank deep. When she lowered her cup, she
didn’t quite meet Joan’s eyes. “Well, actually… I know where his
stash is.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “And it is not
completely impossible that we watched some together once. Or maybe
twice.”

Joan covered her mouth and stifled a burst of
embarrassed giggling. “Daisy!”

Her eyes gleaming in amusement, Daisy stuck
her tongue out at her. Joan laughed aloud, soon joined by her
friend. Their antics drew curious glances toward them and, with
some difficulty, they slowly calmed down. By tacit understanding,
they finished their coffees without discussing the topic any
further, and even when they returned to their shopping, they kept
their conversation to safer subjects.

Joan was glad for the reprieve, but she was
also glad for the perspective Daisy had cast on the incident. Maybe
she had been a little harsh on Brad. As much as she sometimes joked
he acted like he was Joey’s friend rather than his father, he was
an adult, and maybe her reaction had been excessive.

If all he had done was look at videos, she
had been unfair. But if it had been more than that…

That evening,
after a quiet dinner, Daisy’s words were still echoing through
Joan’s mind when she riffled through the browsing history again.
She didn’t find any dating or chatting sites, only the video ones.
That was good, she supposed. She hadn’t even realized that things
could have been worse until Daisy mentioned it.

She also didn’t think that she should have
reacted any other way. She had a dim view of pornography, had never
watched any nor had she ever wanted to. She had never imagined that
someone as sensible as Daisy, someone who, all things considered,
was very similar to her, could think any differently. Then again,
she had never thought that her husband would look at porn behind
her back, either.

She didn’t think of herself as a prude, but
could it be that she was too uptight on this? Was it even remotely
possible that she might enjoy looking at those videos if she gave
them a try?

The boys were upstairs, and Brad was in the
basement, but Joan closed the door before clicking on the first
link. She couldn’t help glancing behind her as she did so, feeling
slightly embarrassed at the mere thought of what she was doing. But
she was merely trying to understand, she told herself as the page
loaded. She wasn’t looking at this for titillation, just to
understand. She couldn’t help hiding behind her hand as the video
started playing, and peeked at it from behind her fingers. The
sound was turned very low at first, but she couldn’t bear listening
for very long to the overly-dramatic dialogue—or what passed for
dialogue—or the exaggerated moans. When the video ended, she was in
part relieved that the ordeal was over, but also confused. Did Brad
really enjoy watching this? It was so obviously fake, and so were
the main actress’ assets.

Wondering if it was all this bad, she tried
another video. The scenario that played out seemed awfully similar
to the first one. At first, she thought it was a coincidence. But
when the third video showed the same kind of scene, she started to
suspect it was more than that. She continued going through the
list, fast-forwarding through four more videos before she admitted
to herself that, no, it wasn’t a coincidence. The sex acts were
varied, but the videos all played through the same basic scenario.
The setting was an office. A woman sat in it, dressed in a
professional suit and high heels. Sometimes she was blonde,
sometimes brown-haired; sometimes she had a short hair, sometimes
long, in a tight bun at the beginning of the video, loose on her
shoulders later on. It always was clear from her demeanor that she
was some sort of supervisor, while the man who always joined her in
her office, wearing his tie and meek attitude with the same
artlessness, seemed to be her employee.

Having seen more than enough, she cleared
both the history and cache before turning the computer off. She had
just stood from her seat when Brad came in. He closed the door
behind him, and gave the computer a quick glance before turning a
pleading look to Joan.

“Let me explain.”

She raised her hand, palm out toward him to
stop him. He took it and squeezed her fingers.

“You don’t have to,” she said. “Just… just
tell me this. Did you fantasize about your boss?”

He looked completely stunned at the
question. “Did I fantasize about Marvin?”

She couldn’t help chuckling, and the tension
broke with the sound. Brad pulled on her hand, drawing her closer.
Wrapping her arms around him was such a habitual thing that she was
doing it before she even knew it.

“No, before him,” she said, keeping her eyes
locked with his. “What was her name… Cynthia?”

Brad blinked. “Cindy?” He started laughing,
but stopped right away, and simply shook his head. “She was old
enough to be my mother!”

Biting on the inside of her cheek, Joan tried
to find her words. She felt a little embarrassed at having to admit
she had watched the videos, but if she wanted to understand, she
had to.

“I… looked at the clips you watched,” she
said diffidently after a few seconds. “And they’re all…”

She didn’t know how to finish. When Brad
winced, however, she figured he understood what she meant. He
pressed a kiss to her temple and sighed softly.

“Remember that internship when I was in
college?”

Joan nodded; her throat suddenly felt tight,
and she was afraid of what he might confess.

“My boss…” He cleared his throat. “Well, she
was hot. But it was just a college boy’s fantasies. Nothing ever
happened, I promise.”

“A college boy’s fantasies?” she repeated.
“You’re not a college boy anymore.”

He sighed, and
the slight puff of air caressed her cheek as delicately as
fingertips. “I know,” he murmured. “I’m sorry. I’d never cheat on
you. You believe that, don’t you?”

He pulled back and looked at her, his eyes
searching her face, begging her to believe him. Immediately, she
nodded. She didn’t need to think about it, not for a second. She
did believe him, trust him with her heart. She always had, and in
all these years he had never let her down. Maybe it was why this
small indiscretion had been so hurtful.

The rest of the evening was subdued. That
night, Joan went to bed wrapped around Brad—like she did every
night. Nothing more than a gentle goodnight kiss happened before
she closed her eyes. For a long time, she couldn’t find sleep, her
mind going over the events of the day.

She loved Brad more than she could express in
words, and their lovemaking had never lacked in any way. He had
been her first boyfriend, the first boy she had kissed, the first
man she had made love with—the only man. Sometimes, though, across
the years, she had wondered what it would have been like to be with
another man. Sometimes—more often—she wondered if Brad regretted
not having ever been with another woman.

Could she try to give him that, or at least a
taste of it? She could not imagine sharing him, of course not. They
did not have that kind of marriage, and they never would. But there
were other options, maybe. She was a simple woman where sex was
concerned; plain vanilla, as she had heard it called, was fine for
her. Could she extend her horizons? Could she do it for Brad?

The decision wasn’t very hard to make, but it
lifted a weight from her chest, and allowed her to breathe more
easily suddenly. She figured out what she would do, step by step,
and planning helped calm her mind. Pressing a light kiss over
Brad’s heart, she finally fell asleep.

The next morning, a call to Daisy arranged
for the kids to go to the movies with Cara and her father. Right
after lunch, the boys jumped in the car with Brad to ride to
Daisy’s, and Joan started her preparations.

She never used wrapping paper, instead
placing the Christmas gifts in brightly colored sturdy, white and
red gift boxes that she reused year after year. Pulling one of the
small boxes she hadn’t needed this year out of the closet, she
placed one of Brad’s ties inside it. On top of the tie, she laid a
note that she had rewritten four times to get the wording just
right.

Your scheduled
evaluation will take place at 1pm. Come prepared to reflect on your
performance and contribution to the company.

She closed the box and wove a red ribbon
around it. It was a gift she was offering Brad, and she hoped he
would receive it as such.

Feeling more anxious than excited, she
dressed for the part, slipping on a white shirt, a pencil skirt
that stopped just shy of her knees, fishnet stockings she hadn’t
worn in years and high heels. She hadn’t worn the shirt since
college, and it was tighter than she remembered, pulling taut
across her chest so that the lacy edge of her bra was clearly
outlined against the sheer cotton. She left the top two buttons
undone as well, exposing a generous amount of cleavage. The
finishing touch was her reading glasses, which she perched on top
of her nose; one of the women in those videos had worn glasses just
like these—although she hadn’t worn them, or her clothes, for very
long.

She went to wait for Brad in the office. Even
with the door closed, she could hear him come into the house.
Standing just behind the door, she listened closely. He had stopped
in the kitchen, where she had left the box. When she heard him walk
again, he seemed to go up the stairs and to their room.

Swallowing nervously, Joan sat down, her back
to the door, and pressed her hands flat onto the desk. She felt
more than a little silly, suddenly, and she had half a mind to just
stop it all now, before it went any further, before—

Two knocks on the door startled her enough
that she jumped. It was too late to back down now, she told
herself, and in truth she wasn’t sorry. Maybe it would be awkward
and terrible, but maybe it would be just a little bit like Brad’s
fantasies. She could do this for him.

“Come in,” she said, forcing herself to speak
as loudly and confidently as she could manage.

The door opened and Brad stepped in even as
Joan pushed away from the desk. The chair pivoted until she was
facing him. He had changed out of his jeans and woolen sweatshirt
and into a pair of dress pants, a white shirt, and the tie she had
placed in the box. He had even slicked and combed his hair back,
like he used to do when he was in college.

Joan’s heart missed a beat when she noticed
the way he was watching her, his eyes trailing over her crossed
legs, where her skirt had ridden up and exposed the lacy edge of
her stockings, before sliding to her chest. He had to have a
plunging view into her cleavage, she realized, and breathed in a
little more deeply.

“You wanted to see me, Ma’am?”

The look of pure hunger on his face was
getting to her, and she had to clear her throat before she could
answer.

“You’re late,” she said in a sharp tone,
looking at him above the rim of her glasses. “You’ve been late too
often this month. I think you’re not taking this job all too
seriously.”

“I do,” he said very fast. “I really do. I
work hard.”

“That’s for me to judge. And so far, I’m not
impressed.” Crossing her arms, she leaned back in her chair, and
considered Brad with her hardest look. She had thought, when she
had started planning all this, that she would have trouble getting
through it, but it was slowly becoming easier, more so than she had
expected—and actually, rather fun. “You’ve been late three times
this week. And the quality of your work is less than adequate.
Maybe I made a mistake when I hired you.”

Brad’s eyes widened as though in fear, but
she knew him well enough to guess the smile he was trying to
suppress.

“Please don’t fire me. I’ll do anything.”

She hadn’t heard that slight waver in his
voice in years, maybe even decades. It reminded her of how nervous
he had been when they first started dating—so nervous, in fact,
that she had given up on waiting for him to ask her to their prom,
and had invited him instead. To see him so nervous in front of her
again was strangely arousing.

“Anything?” she asked, raising an eyebrow
questioningly.

“Anything,” he repeated. The word caught in
his throat and came out with a light squeak.

She nodded, trying to project a confidence
that wasn’t fully hers. “Prove it,” she said with a thin smile.
“Undress.”

He blinked twice under her hard gaze, the tip
of his tongue flicking out to moisten his lips. After a couple more
seconds, he reached for his tie, pulling on it to loosen it.

“No,” she said, sharply enough that he
started. “Leave the tie on. Just that.”

He froze, as though taking her words in, then
nodded and let go of the tie, reaching beneath it to undo the
buttons of his shirt.

She uncrossed her legs as she watched him,
then crossed them again the other way, causing her skirt to ride a
little higher. He didn’t fail to notice, and his fingers fumbled a
little on the buttons of his shirt. She wanted to help him, wanted
to touch the strip of skin he was exposing with each button he
pulled free, but she forced herself to remain still, her fingers
linked together on her knee.

His shirt finally fell to the floor, soon
followed by his belt, his pants, and boxers. He had come to her
barefoot, she noticed, but couldn’t make herself care about that,
not when it meant he was naked in front of her that much
faster.

His body was trembling by the time he was
done. She let her eyes roam over him, trying to imagine she had
never seen him this way before. He was beautiful. Maybe he wasn’t
as much in shape as he had once been, maybe his abs weren’t as well
defined, but there was a quiet strength about him, a solidness that
spoke of self-confidence and determination.

“You said you intended to work hard, I
believe,” she said quietly as she stood, her gaze meeting his
squarely.

“Yes.”

His voice was rough, needy. She hadn’t even
touched him yet, and he was already fully erect, his cock bobbing
in front of him, begging for attention. Without looking down, she
reached for it and simply held it in her hand, feeling the weight
of it. His pupils dilated at her touch, and his cock hardened just
a little more. The slight hitch in his breathing was lovely.

“I see how hard, yes,” she murmured. After
pumping her fist along his cock a couple of times, she let go and
dropped her hand to her side. “On your knees,” she demanded,
struggling to keep her voice strong and dry. “Take my panties
off.”

He fell to his knees at once and shifted
closer to her, his eyes never leaving hers even when he trailed his
hands up her legs. Through the thin weave of her stockings, each of
his fingertips left a trail of fire. Her skirt rode up when his
hands slipped beneath it. He hesitated for an instant, his gaze
asking her if this was all right.

“Keep going.”

His thumbs hooked onto the sides of her
panties and he slowly tugged them down her legs. When he reached
her calves, she rested her hand on his head for support and raised
her feet, one after the other, allowing him to slip the underwear
completely off her.

After she’d finished hiking the skirt over
her hips, she pushed the chair to the side and sat on the edge of
the desk, her arms propped behind her, her legs parted ever so
slightly.

“Eat me,” she demanded, and was thrilled at
the shudder she could see coursing through Brad. It wasn’t the tone
she usually used in the bedroom, nor the words, but that was how
the woman had ordered her supposed employee to pleasure her in that
first video, and it fit the role Joan had chosen for herself.

Brad crawled to her on his knees, his eyes
never leaving her face. He laid his hands on her thighs and, very
gently, pushed them apart to slip between them and move even closer
to her. Still as gentle, he guided her right leg up and onto his
shoulder, opening her to him completely. His mouth felt a little
chapped and rough when he pressed a kiss to her thigh, half on the
upper edge of her stockings, half on her skin. He licked his lips
before tracing a wet line from her thigh to the apex of her legs,
going much too slowly for Joan’s taste.

Resting her weight on one hand, she clutched
the back of his head with the other and pushed him where she wanted
him.

“Better,” she murmured, her eyes closing for
an instant, when he pressed his tongue flat against her folds.

He drew his tongue straight up, ending at her
clit and giving it a few teasing licks. Looking down at him was
almost too much. The touch of his lips and tongue was delightful,
but on top of the glimmers of pleasure sparking through her, Joan
was mesmerized by the way his tongue played against her, at first
tracing her flesh and gathering her wetness, but soon pushing
inside her and fucking her like a small cock. It made her yearn for
more—for his actual dick stretching her and filling her in a way
his tongue couldn’t.

Soon, she promised herself. Very soon.

Her fingers tightened in his hair, drawing a
small grunt from him.

“My clit,” she said in a strangled moan.
“Suck on my—”

Before she could finish, he was already
obeying, his lips closing on her clitoris and sucking tight. Joan
let out a shaky breath, then groaned. His right hand let go of her
leg to slide upward. He pressed two fingers against her folds until
they were slick, then slipped them inside her, curling them to find
her most sensitive spot. At the same moment, his sucking on her
clit changed, accentuating then stopping, his lips replaced by his
teeth as he delicately bit her.

Joan gasped. “Again. More.”

He complied at once, his fingers pressing
more insistently against that spot even as he held her clit between
his teeth and pulled back a little. The sparks that had been
flickering inside Joan coalesced, and her body turned rigid as
pleasure ignited inside her, radiating from her clit and cunt and
throughout her body. Her toes curled, causing her shoe to slip off
her right foot and tumble to the floor with a muted noise. Brad’s
touch was too much, suddenly, and she drew his head away from her.
He looked up at her, desire filling his eyes. His mouth was shiny,
and he licked his lips with relish.

“All right,” she said, breathless and still
shaking. “I see maybe you do want to keep your job.”

For an instant, he grinned at her, his eyes
sparkling, and it was clear he thought the game was over. She
wasn’t done, though, and before he could break out of character she
reached for the last prop she had placed on the desk before his
arrival and said, “How about a promotion? How badly would you want
that?”

His grin wavered when she held out the condom
to him. He hesitated before taking it, and she clucked her tongue
in reprobation.

“Well?” she said impatiently. “I thought you
wanted to impress me. Are you changing your mind?”

Without a word, he took the foil package from
her and tore it open. A small shiver ran through Joan at the sound.
She took her glasses off and watched, her lips pinched tight not to
whimper, as Brad rolled the condom over his cock. It had been years
since they had used one of those, and she almost felt like they
were back in college. The difference was that, back then, it would
never have occurred to her to role-play like they were doing
now.

As difficult as it was to tear her gaze off
his cock, she kicked off her remaining shoe and turned around,
facing the desk and bending down to clutch its edge with both
hands. Brad’s hand on her hip drew her further back, gently forcing
her lower. His foot slipped between hers and pushed lightly until
she spread her legs further apart. She caught her own reflection in
the dark computer screen, and could hardly recognize herself in the
image she saw: open-mouthed and breathing hard, her breasts all but
spilling out of her blouse as she bent low and waited for—

The tip of his cock brushed against her
folds. Mindlessly, she arched just a little more, trying to help
him, but to no avail. His entire length slipped along her wetness,
smearing it on her thighs and up the crack of her ass, but without
entering her.

He was teasing her, she realized with a flash
of incredulity.

“This is not—”

He pushed inside her. One hard thrust, and
his balls were slapping against her flesh. The rest of her
reprimand vanished in a gasp, then a second one when he withdrew
only to slam back in again.

“Oh God, Brad…”

The force of his thrusts took her by
surprise, and her hold on the edge of the desk slipped. She caught
herself just in time before hitting the desk. Brad slowed down at
once.

“Are you—”

“Don’t you dare stop now,” she grunted. Pushing the keyboard and mouse
away, she lowered herself to rest against the desk and glanced back
over her shoulder.

Brad’s eyes were dark with desire. He met her
gaze for an instant, then his grip on her hips tightened and he
started moving again, falling back right away into the same hard
pace he had first established. Each thrust drew breathless moans
from Joan, and she closed her eyes tight. The feel of his cock was
incredible. She had told him to fuck her, and he was doing just
that, rutting against her as though they had been near strangers,
as though there was nothing more to this than the satisfaction of
two bodies.

His hands slid along her back to grip her
shoulders. He held her in place, even pushed her back toward him as
he continued to push inside her, setting fire to every bit of her
that he touched. Every so often, the tip of his tie brushed along
her back like a silky caress, adding yet another layer of
sensations.

“Brad… Please just…”

She didn’t know what she was pleading for;
she just knew that she was close, so close, and her body was crying
out for something. Brad
shifted his stance behind her, his legs now pressed along the
inside of her own. On his next thrust, the angle of his cock
piercing her had barely changed at all—but that small difference
made sparks of light erupt behind Joan’s closed eyelids to the
sound of her heartbeat thundering in her ears. She came with a
wordless cry, tumbling into pleasure as though into a bottomless
pool of light.

It took her a few seconds to realize that
Brad had stopped moving and was resting against her, trembling, his
face pressed between her shoulder blades.

His softened cock slipped out of her, but his
arms curled around her waist, pulling her up, close against his
chest. Her knees were wobbling, and she was grateful for the
support. Taking a couple of stumbling steps back, he abruptly sat
down onto the chair, pulling her down onto his lap. She leaned back
against him, resting her head on his shoulder and covering his arms
with hers. Her heartbeat was slowly calming, as did his harsh
breathing, but pleasure still coursed diffusely through her.

“Oh God, I love you so much.” Brad pressed
his lips to the crook of her neck, and the next words came out
muffled. “Every time I think I can’t love you more, you just prove
me wrong.”

Shifting against him, she twisted around to
sit across his lap. “Love you, too,” she murmured. She rested her
cheek against his shoulder and slipped her arm around his chest.
His body was hot everywhere she touched him, and she felt like she
was burning, inside and out. Her mind was still humming from
pleasure. She closed her eyes and sighed quietly, enjoying the feel
of Brad’s gentle hand running up and down her back.

“So…” Brad’s voice rose after a long moment,
soft and a little bit rough. “When will my next performance review
be?”

Joan buried a laugh in the crook of his neck
before kissing him lightly, right on the pulse point. His heart
fluttered against her lips, still beating strong and fast. She
could hardly believe she had turned him on so much—and she couldn’t
wait to see if, next time, she would affect him just as much.

“We’ll see,” she said, playing coy. “In the
new year, maybe, to set your performance goals.”

She pulled back to look at Brad. His eyes
were dilated, burning with anticipation. Between them, his cock was
twitching back to life. Smiling, she pressed her lips to his. The
kids weren't due back for another two hours.

 


* * * *

 


Joan’s eyes had been closed for a couple of
minutes already when Daisy turned her gaze to the quiet steps that
were coming toward her. She smiled at Lydia, who smiled right back
as she approached. There was something in her expression, though,
that lessened the impact of her smile, and made it seem almost
strained. She was wearing her jacket.

“Is everything all right?” Daisy asked,
although she already knew it wasn’t.

Lydia glanced toward the balcony for a few
seconds before looking back at Daisy. Was she remembering what she
had seen just minutes earlier? “Fine,” she said absently. “Just
fine. I came to tell you we’re leaving.”

Daisy’s smile faded away. “Already? But the
evening is just starting.”

A little shrug was Lydia’s answer, and Daisy
could guess what was going on. If Jack was still upset that Lydia
wouldn’t tell him about the vision, staying there and pretending to
enjoy themselves with the rest of their friends was probably not
all that appealing. Were things turning out even worse between them
than Daisy had feared?

“I’m sorry,”
she said, sighing softly. “I never meant for anyone to be
unhappy.”

“Aww, sweetie, it’s not your fault.” She
opened her arms and drew Daisy into a quick hug, rubbing her back
briefly over the shawl. “We’re the ones who convinced you to do
this.”

“But I’m the
one who brought him here,” Daisy protested as she drew back,
shivering a little. She turned to look outside; as before, Woods
was sitting with his head bowed, hands clasped in front of him. He
almost looked as though he were praying. Across from him, sitting
with her eyes closed and her hands on her lap, Joan seemed asleep.
“I was afraid you guys would get hurt and now—”

“Daisy.” Lydia’s stern interruption drew
Daisy’s eyes back to her. “We asked for this. You warned us, and you tried to change our
minds, and we still went ahead with it. Don’t start blaming
yourself for what is not your fault.
All right?”

Sighing softly, Daisy nodded.

“Good,” Lydia said, her voice softer now.
“I’ve got to go. I’ll call you on Monday.”

With a last smile, she returned to the dining
room, where Daisy heard her give her goodbyes to the group. It
sounded like Jack had already stepped out. Tightening the shawl
around her, Daisy returned her eyes yet again to the balcony.
Moments earlier, she had managed to convince herself that Joan’s
vision would be different from Lydia’s, and that another couple
wouldn’t start breaking up tonight. Now though, she couldn’t help
but wonder: what if she was wrong? What if whatever Joan was seeing
at that very instant threatened her relationship with Brad?

Her throat suddenly dry with worry, Daisy
forced herself to step away, returning to the dining room and the
rest of her friends. A definite chill had fallen on the group, and
while earlier they had been laughing raucously, they were now
almost subdued as they talked in two groups. Daisy helped herself
to a glass of wine and let her gaze sweep over them. Mike and Brett
were talking about Brett’s bar, and his plans to open a dance club,
something he had been talking about doing for years. They seemed to
be arguing about the best location for it. Next to them, Brad and
Cathleen were talking about a book—or was it a movie?—with Rachel
nodding her approval of what they said every so often.

After having watched them for just long
enough to empty half her glass, Daisy cleared her throat, drawing
their attention to her.

“Guys,” she said, feeling embarrassed already
but needing to go through it, “if you decide not to do this, I’m
sure Woods will understand. So don’t feel like you have to.”

Mike was the first to shake his head, quickly
followed by Rachel.

“I still want to do this,” Cathleen said, and
at once Brad echoed her.

“Me, too.”

“But why?”
Daisy asked, a little incredulous. Did they want to get hurt? “You’ve seen what it did to Lydia and
Jack. They might break up just from this, never mind what she saw.
Maybe Joan—” She stopped abruptly, and gave Brad an apologetic
look. The last thing she wanted was to imply they were bound to
break up.

He reassured
her with a gentle smile. “I’m not worried. I love her. I know she
loves me. What we’ve had is already wonderful. I hope we’ll have
more, but if we don’t…” He turned his eyes toward the living room,
though he wouldn’t be able to see Joan from where he stood. “If
she’s happier with someone else,” he finished. “then I want her to
have that.”

Brett clapped his back, while Cathleen nodded
approvingly.

“The rest of us aren’t in a serious
relationship at the moment,” she said, looking at the others for
confirmation. “Whatever he can show me, I’ll be grateful for. God
knows I need help finding the right person!”

The rest of them laughed, but Daisy still
couldn’t forget Jack’s pain, or how troubled Lydia had been. “But
what if—”

She stopped abruptly when Mike rested a hand
on her forearm, and struggled not to pull away.

“We’re all adults,” he said, grinning. “We
knew what we were getting into when we came here. No one will blame
you for anything, Daisy. I promise.”

She looked at all of them in turn, and each
of their gazes confirmed Mike’s words. She sighed, giving in again,
like she had when she had finally agreed to call her sister for
Woods’ number.

“I just wish no one had gotten hurt,” she
murmured. “I want you guys to be happy.”

“And we will be,” Brett said, picking up a
bottle and refilling her glass, then his own, and Cathleen’s. As he
placed the bottle back on the table, he raised his glass in a
toast. “To happiness,” he said, meeting Daisy’s eyes and smiling.
“And to love.”

They all repeated after him and clanked their
glasses together.

Daisy remained with her friends a little
longer, now listening to Cathleen talk about her efforts to adopt.
She was a few years older than the rest of them, and had been
talking about wanting a child for a long time. It seemed that she
was finally ready to do it. As she finished her glass of wine,
Daisy couldn’t help wondering if what Cathleen would see before the
end of the night would change her mind, or strengthen her
decision.

Brad had finished his drink as well, and when
he stepped forward to place his glass on the table, he quietly
asked Daisy, “Think they’re almost done?”

Glancing at her watch, Daisy nodded. “It
shouldn’t take much longer. Do you want to go wait for her?”

She and Brad excused themselves and walked
over to the living room. They had just reached the window when Joan
raised her head, taking a deep breath like a diver who had just
broken the surface. She blinked a few times very fast, and turned
her head toward the window. At the moment she saw Brad, a wide
smile illuminated her face. She rose to her feet at the same time
that Daisy pulled the window open. Brad stepped onto the balcony.
Before he had taken a second step, Joan threw herself in his arms,
pressing her mouth to his for a deep kiss. Brad seemed stunned for
an instant, but soon his arms closed around her, holding her
tight.

The knot of worry inside Daisy loosened, and
a smile came up to her lips. She looked over at Woods. His eyebrows
were raised, and he was watching Joan and Brad, a slight grin
pulling at his lips.

When Joan ended the kiss, she remained close
to Brad, her arms around his shoulders and her fingers stroking his
hair gently.

“So that means—” Brad started, sounding
hopeful.

Joan brushed her lips across his mouth again.
“We’ll have two boys,” she murmured. “They’re gorgeous.”

Brad whooped and picked her up, twirling
around. Joan laughed. When she was back on her feet, Brad started
to pull her back inside, but Joan stopped him and turned back
toward Woods.

“Thank you,” she said. “Thank you so
much.”

Woods’ grin widened a little more.
“You’re welcome.”

Daisy moved aside to let Brad and Joan back
in, and watched them go, their arms around each other, before
stepping back onto the balcony. Woods had picked up his plate again
and was nibbling from it. He looked up at Daisy as she sat in the
chair Joan had just vacated.

“I’m sorry,” Daisy said as she met his
eyes.

Woods blinked in surprise. “What for?”

“For blaming you earlier. I know it’s not
your fault. It’s just…” She let out a deep breath. “They’re my
friends. I want them happy. And it looked like there are
not-so-pretty things coming their way.”

Woods washed down his food with a sip from
the glass on the coffee table next to him. “We all have
not-so-pretty things coming our way,” he said. His tone was kind,
understanding, as were his eyes. “The trick is to remember that
prettier things are coming, too.”

“I guess so,” Daisy said, leaning back in her
chair. She wondered if he had ever seen himself and what the future
held for him, but before she could ask, Woods added, so softly that
she had trouble making out his words, “And some people will only
have pretty things, it seems.”

Daisy looked at him and frowned. His gaze was
on the plate in his hand, but the same small grin as earlier was
tugging at his lips. Had he just said what she thought he had
said?

“I thought you didn’t share what you saw with
other people?” she said, making the words a question.

His grin widened just a little more; he hid
it by taking a sip of his juice. “I’m sharing?” he said, sounding
puzzled—and amused.

Daisy leaned forward in her seat, her eyes
widening in outrage that he was trying to take it back. “You just
said—”

“I was just speaking in general,” he said
quickly, shaking his head once. He seemed to almost regret what he
had said.

“It didn’t sound like it,” Daisy pushed. How
did he dare play with her like that? If he wanted to say something,
he couldn’t just take it back like that “They’ll be happy?”

She was ready to ask for a sign, a nod, any
hint at all—but already he was giving it to her, meeting her eyes
and smiling softly.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice so low she could
barely hear it. “They’ll be happy.”

Deep down, Daisy had known as much. She had
known, maybe, since the first time she had seen Joan and Brad
together, hand in hand in the hallways of their high school. But to
hear Woods say it—to hear him confirm that this was what he had
seen, what Joan had seen, too—made her feel warm and happy. It was
just what she had needed after what had happened with Lydia and
Jack.

“Thank you,” she said.

Woods’ smile warmed her better than the shawl
weighing on her shoulders. “You’re welcome.”

 




To be continued in: Fourth Vision of Destiny
– Mike
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First Vision of Destiny –
Alicia

Daisy’s first mistake was to tell her friends
that the famous seer Sam Woods is a family friend; her second one,
to let them convince her to organize a soiree so that they may meet
him. They are excited and can’t wait to be given a vision of their
romantic future. Daisy, on the other hand, still doesn’t see the
point in being told what Cupid is preparing for her. One by one,
Daisy’s nine friends will get a glimpse of the crucial choice, the
passionate night, or the unexpected encounter that will shape the
rest of their love lives. Will Daisy join them and ask Sam to
reveal her future to her before the night is over?

Alicia is the first to volunteer to be shown
what her future holds, maybe because she hasn’t had much luck with
men so far in her life. Craving a relationship in which she would
be needed, she has been visiting blood bars and allowing vampires
to bite her. Those same vampires, Sam Woods shows her, could cause
her to lose the man she loves more than anything…

 


Second Vision of Destiny –
Lydia

As Daisy slowly starts to accept that the
seer Sam Woods might not be a fraud after all, Lydia volunteers to
get a glimpse of her future. Her boyfriend Jack is not too pleased
by this, and as Lydia's vision unfolds, it appears that he was
right to worry.

Time has passed and broken Jack and Lydia
apart, leaving Lydia in the arms of an artist, Owen. On a special
Halloween night, he reminds her of their journey together through
eight paintings before transforming her life by making her what he
is - a vampire.

 


Forever Starts Now

After receiving pictures that prove her
fiancé’s infidelity, Claire breaks her engagement to Jonas and
throws him out of her house. As a Special Enforcer, Jonas’ job is
to hunt vampires who kill humans, but while she packs his
belongings, Claire discovers he might be killing innocent vampires
as well. Needing to know more about vampires before she decides
whether to turn Jonas in, she visits a club where vampires and
humans come in close contact, On The Edge.

There, she meets the attractive and
mysterious vampire Matthew. She observes him from afar for a few
nights, and when he finally comes to talk to her, it is to scare
her and ensure that she will not return to a place he considers
dangerous for her--a view he unexpectedly shares with Jonas.

Claire does return, however, and discovers
more about Matthew’s past than he wanted her to know. She also
discovers he is attracted to her, just as much as she is to him.
Their first night together is passionate, but, with the
intervention of Matthew’s Sire, it ends in blood…

Forever Starts Now shows a normal woman
thrown in extraordinary circumstances where love spans generations
and “forever” has a very literal meaning. She will have to find out
who she is before she can get her “happily ever after” with the man
of her dreams.

cover.jpg
t Ird

V|S|on
of estmy






tmp_69e8906a43c6ec8a87b793a67f7ec77e_axQLDL_html_1b3a4c2d.jpg
sion

of @gstlny






