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Prologue
 
Have you ever looked around you and wondered about the lives that pass you by every day? The people behind the faces?  Each one has a life, family, friends… a story to tell. The thing about people though, is that we are masters of pretend. I know this because I am one of those people. From the outside looking in nobody would ever know how broken I am. I am a practised actress, a true master of my craft.
I live every minute, every hour, every day locked in an epic internal battle where strength fights weakness in a bloody dual, but strength must conquer or weakness will consume all that I am, all that I have fought so hard and risked everything to become. 
Weakness is a poison that betrays people you love. It tears at your soul until nothing is left. Weakness is a state of mind; you are only as weak as the point at which you choose to break. 
Strength is the ability to endure beyond your own capabilities. Strength is hitting rock bottom and still clawing your way to your feet again. Strength is determination and tenacity. Strength is also a state of mind, and you are only as strong as you believe you are. 
The difference between me and everyone else... I've endured more pain and betrayal than most people could dream of. I have endured the stuff of nightmares and yet here I stand, fighting for my strength. 
You know what they say though…Diamonds are made under pressure.
 



Chapter 1- Theo
 
I slam back the tequila shot and inhale a deep breath as it burns its way down my throat.
"Woo." Hugo shouts, shaking his head. His bloodshot eyes and permanent grin are a dead giveaway to his plastered state.
He slides the shot glasses across the bar and signals to the bar tender for four more. 
I can feel the wonderfully numbing burn of the alcohol starting to seep into my blood stream like a welcome friend.
"There is no greater joy in life than tequila." Hugo announces as a woman brushes past him. She looks back over her shoulder at him as she passes, which I might add, he may have noticed had his eyes not been firmly fixed on her arse. 
"...and of course women, let’s not forget the women." Hugo smiles as his eyes follow the woman's retreating rear. He slaps me on the shoulder before turning around and casually flicking his eyes over the packed bar. It's a Saturday night and we’re in one of the smaller clubs in Mayfair; Poison, one of our regular spots. It’s absolutely heaving, making the club hot and the air stuffy.
"See anything you like?" I ask with a smile as I sip on my beer. It’s a stupid question. Hugo’s not fussy.
He laughs. “Dude, it’s a pussy fest in here." He’s right, there must be a female to male ratio of at least four to one, which suits me just fine. “The blonde at the bar has a fucking awesome rack though.” He indicates straight ahead of him. 
I turn and look over my shoulder spotting the woman in question. Her dress is sporting a dropped neckline, clearly displaying her very ample cleavage. 
I laugh at Hugo's predictable choice. "Nice, although you should really look for something a little more challenging." I goad.
Four shots are placed on the bar in front of us. I hand the guy a twenty.
Hugo downs a shot, before eyeing the blonde again. "She might be a challenge..." He feigns offense.
I smile wryly at him. "Really Hugo? You know better. Hundred quid says you could have her bent over in the toilets within the hour."
"So if I get her in the toilets you win? Where's the incentive in that. It's a win win situation. You suck at bets." I shrug before clinking glasses with him and downing the remainder of the shots. The tequila brings its usual welcome numbness.
Hugo claps his hands together. "Right, let’s go find Rambo a nice place to stay for the night." He grins as we turn away from the bar, and just like that he's completely forgotten about the busty blonde. Yes, he does have the attention span of a gnat. Oh, and Rambo is his dick.
"How about in your pants for once? I’m surprised that thing hasn’t dropped off yet." I snort.  Hugo is the biggest whore I know, in fact Hugo’s probably the biggest whore in the history of mankind. Don’t get me wrong, I’m certainly no angel, but Hugo is on an entirely different playing field.
"Nah, Rambo likes to party…hard." He smiles as he wiggles his eyebrows and thrusts his hips. I roll my eyes. Like I said, whore, but who better to have as a wingman right?
"So let’s go find him some pussy." He bounds off like an over eager puppy. Hey, I didn’t say I understand how he gets laid.
The bass thuds through the club, as we pass through the crowds of people. I glance around, occasionally locking eyes with someone. I spot a brunette in a little black dress, she meets my gaze and I flash a small smile at her, she looks flustered and has a sudden fascination with the floor. 
The way I see it, sex is just one big game. Everybody either plays or wants to play, whether they admit it or not. Those who bitch about it are generally the ones too unattractive to be invited to play. Women especially try to deny it, but I’ve been with enough to know that when offered a guaranteed orgasm, they're just as bad if not worse than men. 
People like me just happen to be very good at the game. For instance, right now I'm making eye contact with some of the women in the room; it's a fleeting second that says 'maybe, just maybe, if you're really lucky you may end up in my bed tonight.' This one moment is what fascinates them, lures them in, whilst at the same time they realise they're out-leagued. The irony is that to become the ultimate game player unattainability is your best weapon. Make them want what they can't have. Of course I don't have to make them want me, that's a given. I just have to make them believe I’m unattainable... which I'm clearly not or I wouldn't play to begin with now, would I? As I say, ironic.
As I follow Hugo to the middle of the dance floor I spot a group of four women, they’re all fairly attractive. I nudge Hugo and we split around the group. I sidle up behind a blonde and grasp her waist, pulling her back against me. I grind my hips against her in time with the thumping music. Hugo has latched onto the brunette across from me. The other two girls have stopped dancing and are staring blatantly at me. Noticing her friend’s faces, she stiffens and tries to turn, but I hold her fast allowing her no movement. I wink at one of her friends and she blushes, giggling.  I run my hand around the blonde’s waist, pulling her back hard against my chest; she sucks in a sharp breath as I move against her, teasing her. 
As the song melds into another equally up beat track, I skim one hand up to the front of her ribcage, almost brushing the bottom of her seriously perky tits. My other hand runs up her thigh and under her dress. She reaches back and runs her hands down the outside of my thighs as she drops to the floor and grinds back up against me. I skim my lips across her neck, just the lightest brush. She shivers. This is what I do, what I’m damn good at. Her entire body is screaming that she wants me so badly, and yet... she hasn't even seen my face. Just as I'm about to turn her around and let her see exactly what a lucky girl she is, I'm shoved roughly from behind sending me forward a step. 
I turn in time to see a whirlwind of red storm past me. I have to do a double take at the woman who seems to be in pursuit of a blonde guy currently shoving his way through the crowded dance floor. She turns and I feel like all the air leaves my lungs at once. She's stunningly beautiful, and I mean fuck me now gorgeous. My eyes travel up her curvaceous body until I eventually come to her face where I’m met with a pair of glowing emerald eyes. She holds me in her gaze. It's a look that says so much, that fleeting second, so full of possibilities. It’s a question, invitation and promise all wrapped into one erection inducing moment. Holy shit. Her lips slowly turn up as she smiles like the devil and winks before taking off again. I stare at her retreating back, my cock now rigid against my fly. That woman is like every man’s walking wet dream.
I watch her go. Her bright red dress is short, revealing long toned legs. Her back is covered to the waist by thick waves of dark red hair. She oozes sensuality with every fibre of her body and silently demands attention as she slinks through the packed dance floor with a grace and effortlessly raw sexuality I have never before witnessed. I'm so instantly turned on by her it's ridiculous. 
I turn my head back to Hugo whose eyes are also fixed on the spot where she just disappeared.
Meeting my gaze, Hugo gestures with his hand, like he's having a wank. I nod my head in agreement, that woman is enough to make me explode in my pants with just a look, Christ. He tilts his head to the side. It's a 'why the fuck are you still standing there?' look.
I roll my eyes at him. Normally I wouldn't pursue a woman, but there is something different about this one, irresistible even. She’s a game changer, a rare anomaly for whom you’d bypass your own rules.
Ignoring the blonde, I move across the dance floor heading toward the bar. I instantly spot her stood at the bar seemingly alone. To say she stands out in a crowd is an understatement. There's something about her that draws your attention and then grips it… by the balls. A few men have gathered around her like vultures, but there's something about her that screams unattainable, and none of them seem to have the balls for the inevitable rejection that will surely follow upon perusal of the beautiful red head.
I approach the bar and lean against it my arm a few inches from hers. The bar maid quickly scurries over to me smiling shyly. 
"What can I get you?" She asks brightly.
"Corona, please." I hand her a ten. "Keep the change." I smile and wink at her as she blushes furiously. 
I casually glance over at the red head just as she rolls her eyes. I look at her questioningly and as though she can feel my eyes on her, she slowly turns her penetrating gaze toward me. Her startling eyes and close proximity cause reactions that I swear I haven't had since I was fifteen.
She's stunning, even in the darkness of the club.  Her long red hair is loose around her shoulders in that effortless ‘I wake up like this’ way. Her abnormally bright green eyes are piercing almost to the point of unnerving. Her full red painted lips gently curve up in a smirk as she fixes me in her gaze, radiating an easy confidence. I smile at her, whilst subtly checking out her body.
"Sorry, they're a little shy today." She says sarcastically, gesturing to her chest. Not so much with the subtle then apparently. 
I smile. "What can I say... they're very easy on the eye." I shrug and unleash the full scale ‘I‘d love to screw you' smile. To my horror she only rolls her eyes again... not even a hint of a blush. It’s almost as if she’s totally unaffected by me. 
 Everything about her screams untouchable, but I’m Theodore Ellis and no-one is untouchable to me.
"Your friend seemed in a hurry?" I ask easily.
"He's in the loo throwing up." She narrows her eyes slightly.
"Well in that case can I buy you a drink while you wait?" I ask smoothly. She looks at me for a few seconds, her eyes searing through me as though I were made of glass.
"No." She turns back to the bar. That's it, just no. What the hell do I do with that?!
"Really?" I smile and raise an eyebrow at her again as I step closer. Her fragrance assaults me, delicate and floral, so unlike the woman stood before me.
She leans in to me so that I can feel her breath on my neck, her lips a mere breath away from my ear. I have to suppress a groan as her tits brush against my chest.  
"Really." She whispers, her tongue caressing the word and making my cock jump to attention. She leans back, a small smile gracing her lips. Oh, she knows exactly what she's doing and it is seriously hot.
My eyes flick down her body, taking in her curvy yet elegant frame. When I meet her gaze her eyebrow is cocked and her lips pressed together. I smile, enjoying her discomfort. "Perhaps I should just cut to the chase... come home with me." 
She smirks as her eyes slide over me. “You really don't know when to stop do you? You see this here.” She gestures at the space between us. "This... is me not being interested." 
I laugh and shrug casually.  "No, this is you pretending you're not interested."
"Wow. Really?" She raises an eyebrow. "You're not my type." She quips, though I don't miss the way her eyes slide over my body again.
"I'm everybody's type." I stare her down, the air between us is suddenly tense. Electricity seems to crackle between our bodies, and I want nothing more than to rip off that tiny dress right here.
She eventually just smirks and shakes her head. "Does that shit actually work for you?" 
I flash her a smile. "Oh, I don't normally need to say anything sugar, but I like to think I'm adaptable so for you I'll make an exception."
"Do I look like the sort of woman who swoons over some cheap line from a handsome stranger?" She tilts her head, her lips slightly turned up into the hint of a smile.
"So I am handsome?" I grin.
She looks me over again. "I didn't actually say that, besides, you'd have to be something really special to spike my interest sweetheart." She shrugs indifferently. Damn this girl’s a ball buster.
"Fighting words sugar." She shrugs and looks away, but not before I see the small smile on those perfect lips and a mischievous glint in her eye. 
I summon the bar maid and order two tequila shots, with salt and lemon. She places them on the bar in front of me. 
I slide one across the bar to her. "Here." 
She eyes me dubiously for a moment, then without a word she dips her finger in the clear liquid, just skimming the surface before tracing a line of liquid across the back of her right hand, something about the gesture is seductive to say the least.
 I look up to see her watching me closely through her lowered lashes. She sprinkles some salt over the same spot.
 Not bothering with the salt I clink my glass against hers before tipping it back, my eyes never leaving hers. 
She lifts her right hand and traces the line of salt slowly with her tongue, before rolling the shot glass over her bottom lip and swallowing. The movement of her throat catches my attention as I watch her. Yeah, my jeans are not a comfortable place to be right now. She places the lemon slice against her lips before discarding it and running her tongue along her bottom lip. Wet dream.
"So ...you, me, my bed. I promise you at least two orgasms before you leave." My voice is husky as my mind flashes through all the things I’d love to do to her, and there are so, so many.
"Only two? Sweetie my vibrator can do that for me. You'd have to be offering a lot more than that. I pegged you as a man of ambition." Her lips curl up in a playful smile, and if possible she becomes even more beautiful. She is pure sex and sin in all wrapped up in one seriously fuckable package.
"Oh, you have no idea. Trust me, the things I would do to you..." I slowly drag my gaze down her body. She rolls her eyes and picks up her bag as starts to turn away from me. "Let’s make it three by morning shall we?" I offer.
She laughs. "I'm walking away and that's the best you've got? I'm disappointed." She pouts before her lips pull in a wry smile. 
"I do hate to disappoint." I smirk.
She steps close to me and speaks quietly against my neck. "Well then you'd best step up your game sugar. You're in the big boy’s playground now." Her voice is low and husky. She places a lingering kiss on my cheek and pulls away, raising a maddeningly seductive eyebrow at me.
"Wait. What's your name?" I say quickly before she leaves.
She smiles wickedly at me. "Thanks for the shot." Oddly I find myself smiling at her response.  She winks over her shoulder before walking away.
For the first time ever, I just got rejected, and I love it.
 



Chapter 2- Lilly
 
I wake with a start when an obnoxious buzzing rings in my ear. I reach over and fumble for the alarm clock, silencing it. Wrenching myself upright, I trudge groggily to the en-suite shower. I open the door and let out a startled scream at the wet naked man that I certainly did not expect to be stood in my bathroom at this hour.
"Calm down." He drawls in his thick Australian accent.  He smiles and gives me a peck on the cheek as he walks past me completely naked, towelling his messy blonde hair.
"Fuck, Cruise! What the hell are you doing here?" I snap at him. 
"Um, I stayed last night, remember?" He pulls on boxer shorts completely unperturbed by my tone. My eyes wonder over his defined body. So shoot me, the man is very easy on the eye, let me tell you.
"I must have fallen asleep." I mumble. "You don't stay over." I snap.
He pulls on his jeans and shrugs. "Okay. I gotta shoot. See ya." He steps close to me before pressing his lips to my neck, just long enough to make my pulse quicken. He then steps away, winks and flashes that charming surfer boy smile before turning around and walking out the door, pulling on his shirt as he goes. Ugh men!
Once showered and dressed I head to the kitchen in search of coffee. Bright sunshine streams through the tall windows on both sides of the open plan space, making the whole flat seem bright and optimistic this morning.
“How do I look?” Molly strolls into the kitchen looking stunning in a grey dress and a pair of black heels. Molly always has a certain grace and elegance, but normally refuses to embrace it. She has the figure of a model, long slim legs and a tiny waist. Her long blonde hair is pulled back into a sharp high ponytail, showing off her perfect cheekbones and big blue eyes.  She's my roommate, well more landlord really seeing as her dad pays for at least half of our seriously pricey Holland Park apartment. More than that though, she’s one of my best friends and has been since we were five. We grew up making mud pies and teasing my brother Harry together. Good times.
"Hot." I reply with a grin.
"Good enough for a meeting with some stick up his arse designer." Molly works for a fashion magazine, despite having no actual interest in fashion, just her Internship at the magazine. As far as she’s concerned it’s just a foot in the door, but I benefit immensely from all the free samples she brings home. As you can tell, she'd rather be doing something more... stimulating.
“You look A-mazing. I totally would.” I smile. "Stick up his arse will be drooling."
“That, I very much doubt.” She grumbles.
“Both you girlies are looking fine!” George strolls into the kitchen looking his normal beautiful self. He wraps his arms around my waist and kisses my hair quickly before reaching around me to make his own coffee.
He’s wearing rolled up sweats and a tank top which reveals his defined arms. He always looks younger than his years due to his boyish blonde hair and hazel puppy dog eyes, however his broad muscular shoulders and narrow hips are anything but boyish. George is one of those guys that people stop to look at in the street.
George is the third addition to our little household. He befriended me in college where we shared several classes together and a love of dance and music. We instantly connected in a way I never have with anyone else, not even Molly. George gives it to me straight at all times, which I love about him. He's lived in London for a couple of years now, pursuing his career as a dancer, though he's taken on some modelling work to supplement his income. Dancing is a tough industry, but George is really talented.
“You’re up early.” I smirk at him. George is never up early; it’s like living with a student.
“Yeah, yeah. I’ve got an early audition.” He sits at the breakfast bar with his coffee.
“Oh, exciting stuff!” 
“Oh babes, I am going to kill that shit.” He waves dismissively, grinning.
I laugh; he never fails to put me in a good mood. “You always do sweetie. Well good luck. Love you.”
“You to.” He blows me a kiss as I stand to leave.
 
Outside the air is crisp; I hug my cardigan closer around me and walk briskly to the tube station, my heels clipping the pavement rhythmically. I came to London two months ago for a summer internship. I went to University in Cambridge, which is a relatively quiet city, or as quiet as a city can be, it was my home from home. London seems to me like an unrelenting concrete machine, just churning out business. The people here are unfriendly, too busy caught up in their frantic lives to afford anyone else a smile. I find it quite sad and it makes me miss Cambridge, though I consider myself lucky to have some close friends in the city.
The tube is quieter than usual because I’m an hour earlier than normal. I hate the tube, it’s claustrophobic, but there really is no faster or easier way to get around London, and so I endure it.
I arrive at Circus House at ten minutes to eight. The offices of Florell and Simmons are situated in Piccadilly; it takes me thirty minutes door to door. I take an elevator up to the fourteenth floor, grab a coffee and immediately start to prepare the papers for my big meeting. 
I’ve been working here for only one month as an intern. I was very lucky to get the placement; they are one of the most prestigious solicitors in London. Today my boss has a meeting with the CEO of Ellis corporate Ltd; the firm’s biggest client. He’s asked me to join him, it’s a massive opportunity and I’m thrilled he's asked me.
“Ready to go?” My boss Josh appears about half an hour after my arrival. He’s a tall man with a kind face and is always full of smiles. I guess him to be about thirty, although it’s hard to tell as he has a dusting of grey through his dark hair.
“Sure.” I smile at him as I gather all the paperwork and put it in my briefcase.
“Now as you know, this is a hugely important meeting. This is the real deal. Simmons usually deals with Mr.Ellis himself, but this was somewhat urgent and seeing as he's on holiday I've been asked to step in.” He seems nervous as he smooth’s his tie for the third time in as many minutes.
“Yes, thank you. I really appreciate you giving me the experience.” I smile at him.
“Well you’ve been a real godsend these past few weeks Lilly. I don’t know what I ever did without you.” He gives me a huge grin.
“Thanks Josh.” Josh and I have a great working relationship; we bounce off of each other so well. I'm hoping they'll offer me a permanent position once my internship finishes.
We step out of the elevator and into a black Mercedes waiting outside on the curb. We go through a few things for the meeting, and after about twenty minutes, arrive outside Ellis Tower.
“This is it.” Josh looks very tense and serious.
 
The doors of the elevator ping open, the button for the thirtieth floor glowing in the vast panel of numbers.
We step out into a waiting area. The room holds an obvious grandeur. The marble floor sparkles under the spot lights and there are several white leather sofas against the left hand wall. Opposite on the right hand wall is the large reception desk, and the far wall opposite the elevators houses an enormous pane of glass; frosted into it in slate grey writing is Ellis Corporate Ltd. Various art works line the walls, mainly black and white cityscapes. 
We take seats in the waiting area. Josh pulls out a contract and starts to read through it. He’s nervous, I can tell he’s desperate to impress. 
“Mr Walker.” A young woman calls from the reception desk. ”Mr Ellis will see you now. It’s along the corridor, first door on your left.” She smiles politely.
“Thank you.” Stiffly he gets up and I follow.
“You ready for this?” He says as we reach the door to Mr Ellis’ office.
“I think so.” I smirk, the idea of being nervous around anyone seems ridiculous to me. I get that he's important but come on; he's still just a man. 
“Don’t worry, you’ll do great.” I touch his arm in a supportive gesture and he smiles meekly at me.
He knocks gently on the door and opens it.
 
I look up at the man stood across the room from me and am lost for words, not something that happens to me often. He flashes me a familiar charming smile as his eyes flick down my body without apology. Oh dear god, please tell me that is not Mr Ellis. His P.A perhaps? An Intern? I'm ever hopeful, but even as I try desperately to grasp onto the notion, I know I'm wrong. The way he holds himself, his entire aura is that of power and righteousness. Suddenly everything clicks into place and his overly confident demeanour makes sense. The confidence of a man who has more money than a small country and always gets what he wants.
He's tall, over six foot easily and even more attractive than I remember. I mean I knew he was hot, but shit. I swear the man should be pictured in the dictionary next to sex.
My eyes roam his broad shoulders and narrow hips. His shirt remains open at the collar with no tie. Dear god, can the man work a suit. 
I look up and study his face. His dark hair is slightly messy, his features sharp and chiselled. Full soft lips contrast a square jawline and cut cheek bones, his designer stubble finishes the look perfectly. I finally meet his eyes, they're a deep azure blue and seem to physically smoulder as he pins me with his gaze. I boldly meet his stare, his eyes are beautiful, bottomless and intense with the kind of fire in them that a woman could literally melt under. His lips pull up in a smirk and my skin suddenly prickles with heat. He may be a cocky arse, but seriously, no man should be allowed to look that good.
What shocks me more than his GQ model looks though is the power he radiates. He wears it like an impenetrable shield, palpable in every inch of his being, pulsating in those deep sapphire eyes. He looks at me as though he could physically crush me under the weight of it, and I can’t imagine anyone ever denying him anything. This may explain how the playboy extraordinaire I met on Saturday is in fact one of the wealthiest men in the country. How did I not know this? I really need to get out more.
“Mr Ellis.” Josh greets him and holds out his hand. 
His eyes never leave me, but his face shifts becoming colder. He seemingly ignores Josh, his eyes locked and penetrating.
“Mr Walker.” He finally acknowledges Josh, but still does not release me from his stare. His face is a mask, giving away nothing. He only holds me, pinning me with a single look. I hold his gaze, refusing to look away, refusing to show weakness.
“I didn't expect to see you in person. I know you're a busy man." Something about Josh's comment seems to amuse him as his lips turn up in a small smile. The mask cracks and suddenly here's the man I met on Saturday night, the hot, smooth, cocky guy who doesn't know when to quit. I'm normally pretty immune to male charm, but I have to say, I’m proud of myself right now. I could have had that on Saturday night and I turned him down. Admittedly I turned him down because he was so bloody sure of himself what with his ‘come home with me’. Really? Is there a woman out there with so little self-respect as to say yes to that proposition? I look at him again, that face, that body, which you can just tell is going to have just the right amount of chiselled abs to set a girls heart racing. Okay, yes, there are definitely women who would go for the forward approach. Luckily for me I’m not one of them right now.
"Um, this is my intern Miss Parker.” Josh splutters, seemingly aware of our odd exchange taking place.
“A pleasure Miss Parker.” He holds out his hand to me, smirking in that arrogant way of his. I take it and promptly let go. My body thrums at his touch, basking in the energy rolling off of him in waves. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. Compose yourself!  When I look up again he flashes me a small knowing smile, the smile of a man confident in his effect to the point of infuriating arrogance, he remains impassive and calm. I smile back politely as though nothing happened. God I need to get a grip.
“Please sit.” He gestures to the seat on his left tearing his eyes away from mine; he diverts his attention to Josh. I sit. Josh sits to his right.
I exhale in relief, shit that was so intense. That guy could manipulate a woman with a single look. It’s written all over him, he is the ultimate player. I knew he was a player the moment I saw him, now I can see why. With a face like that and enough money to buy your own country, the world must fall at his feet. Oh and not to mention the kind of power that could physically bend people to your will. I am so glad that I am a total control freak and turned him down. Can you imagine? Awkward. If I’d had a couple more drinks I may have been persuaded. I mean who wouldn't, he is beyond gorgeous, and something tells me a man with that much prowess would be an animal in bed. He did promise three orgasms after all.
Still, he’s that guy. The one who seems to have it all and oh how I wish I wasn’t attracted to him right now. He’s just the kind of guy I love to hate.
 



Chapter 3 – Theo
 
Well what are the chances? Of all the offices in London, she had to walk into mine. Lucky me. I can't say it hasn't thrown me off slightly though. My cock jumped up like a bloody jack in the box when she shook my hand. Yes my hand, from the way my over eager appendage is acting you'd think she'd grabbed that instead. But what can I say, I find her intriguing and by that I mean she is probably the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen, and believe me, I’ve seen a good few. There's something about her that is far beyond the normal realms of attractive. She has that draw. I noticed it the first time I met her, it's just so damn irresistible, I still can't pin point an exact reason for it. It takes a lot to grab my attention like that once, but to hold my attention is nothing short of miraculous.
As much as I would love to look at that view all day I need to be semi-professional. I take a deep breath and try to focus on the man sat in front of me, but I’m acutely aware of her presence like a domineering force pulling me towards her, demanding my attention.
“We have the contracts for you sir.” He says very formally.
“Good, but we need to talk about our options. What have you managed to dig up?” Good, yes I must focus on him, do not look at her or I’ll be a walking hard on for the rest of the day.
“Well Lilly has researched all the company liabilities.” He says turning his attention to her.
Oh great. Cautiously I turn to her; she's looking down at the paperwork in front of her. She has a pair of reading glasses propped on her head, nestled into her red locks. She removes them and places them delicately on her face without looking up. I can’t help but check her out. I thought she couldn’t get any hotter than that scrap of a red dress she was wearing on Saturday, but I have to say, there’s something about the office look. Maybe she’s just fulfilling my dirty secretary fantasy, which by the way has never been fulfilled. Her blouse is slightly unbuttoned at the top revealing just a hint of cleavage. 
She clears her throat making me look up. Caught again. I flash her a small smile and she rolls her eyes. She starts to speak as her eyes fix mine in a way that has the crotch of my trousers tightening. Most people wilt as soon as I make eye contact with them; they're either infatuated or intimidated, often both. It means I always get what I want from them. She appears to be neither intimidated nor infatuated by me. The complete opposite in fact, the way she holds my gaze is verging on confrontational. 
Everything about her is aggressive and assertive; I'd love to work that aggression out of her. I have a feeling she likes it rough. I’d put money on her being a scratcher.
She subtly repositions her glasses further down her nose, and looks up at me over them. Those startling green eyes study me; a small sly smile graces her lips. It’s like an unspoken invitation. It’s so hot, it’s almost predatory. My cock jumps excitedly and my heart picks up in anticipation. God, this is so not the time to be aroused, but all I really want to do is send Walker out and bend her over my desk. I realise that she seems to be waiting for a response from me, but I haven't heard a word she's said. I nod, hoping this works as some form of response.
I manage to somehow get through the rest of the meeting, but I make it quick. 
Unless it's a bedroom I should not be in the same room as this woman. My brain seems to short circuit to my dick when she's around.
“It’s been a pleasure to meet you Mr Walker.” I hold out my hand and he takes it.
“I’ll contact the other shareholders and offer to buy out. As I said there are already some that are willing to sell, so I’ll draw up the papers for those and get the ball rolling. I’ll stop by at some point in the next couple of days and bring you the papers.” Okay, so apparently I've just agreed to buy a company. This is why hot women should not be allowed in business meetings, although it does make it decidedly more interesting.
“Good.” I stand, grateful that I left my jacket on this morning as it is currently covering my raging hard on.
I steel myself and turn to her. She looks even better stood up, her toned calves drop into six inch heels. They’re the sort of shoes that make you want to fuck her wearing nothing but those shoes. 
I reach out to shake her hand. She takes it tentatively, eyeing me warily. It’s there again, that unique force that radiates between us. I look her straight in the eye, she feels it to, I can see it on her face. 
She flashes a coy smile. “Until we meet again Mr Ellis.” She says it in a low voice, almost a whisper meant only for me. She makes it sound like a threat. Red hot desire courses through me. My cock is starting to ache with an overwhelming need to be in her. I close my eyes for a moment and when I open them again she gasps and drags her teeth over her bottom lip. Oh and she definitely wants me in her. Shit. Before I can stop myself I turn to Walker.
"May I borrow Miss Parker for a moment?" He looks confused but doesn't question it. Of course he doesn't question it. I'm Theodore fucking Ellis. He steps outside and I turn to her. She looks suspicious.
"Well, well. I didn't expect to see you here, Lilly." I caress her name. "How fortunate."
"Yes, you can imagine my shock when the firm’s top client turns out to be the perve from the bar." I laugh. I’m pleased that her knowing who I am hasn’t changed her attitude toward me. 
"I'm sure, but seeing as you are here, I want your number."
"No thanks." Her lips pull up at the corners as she fights a smile. I step closer to her. She backs away until her back is against the door. I place my hands against the door either side of her head, our faces are only inches apart.
"Well, the way I see it, this sexual tension here needs to be worked out." I gesture between us. “And your boss is waiting, so I'm guessing now isn't the best time." I smirk at her.
She rolls her eyes. "I'm sure you and your hand will have a lovely time working out your sexual tension together." She raises one perfectly plucked eyebrow. She's such a snarky bitch... why is that such a turn on?
I lean in until my lips almost brush hers. I can feel her warm breath. "And as much as the thought of you and your hand is enough to make me come over very unnecessary. I think you'd find my cock much more effective." 
"You clearly underestimate my abilities. I'm very good with my hands." She smiles and cocks an eyebrow at me.
"I have no doubt." I study her face, her lips. I reach up and tuck a stray hair behind her ear. My fingers linger on her neck, trailing across the warm skin of her throat. She swallows and her tongue darts out over her lips. Holy shit, those lips were designed to please. I lean in, wanting just a taste of her. I brush her lips and her breathing quickens.
"I should go." She whispers, her warm breath washing over my lips and breaking the trance. I step away from her, dazed by her effect over me. She quickly opens the door and steps into the hall.
“Goodbye Miss Parker.” I smile at her and her eyes seem to visibly ignite before me, it's beautiful to watch.
She turns to leave and gives me a view of what can only be described as an incredible arse. The phrase ‘I hate to see you leave, but I love to watch you go’ seems very apt. I feel like I’ve just been hit with a wrecking ball.
 
The rest of the day is difficult to say the least. It took me an hour to get rid of the raging hard on she left me with. I go home and hit the gym for two hours. I train until my body can take no more.
After training I shower and change into jeans and a shirt. I’m aching all over but it hasn’t helped, I’m still horny as fuck. I need to find a woman I can bury myself in. I decide to call Hugo in.
“Hey. How are you?” He sounds chirpy as always.
“Good, You about tonight?”
“Well I have Charlotte scheduled for nine, followed by Tamara at eleven.” He laughs. “For you though, I can rearrange.”
“I need to get laid. Fancy it?" I ask.
"Well I love you dude, but you're really not my type." He laughs.
I sigh, ignoring Hugo’s usual bullshit. “I'll meet you at The Duke?" 
“Sweet, in a bit.” He hangs up.
 
I walk into the pub just after eight. It's a Monday, so it's not too busy, but a quick scan of the place reveals a few possibilities for tonight. I spot Hugo already seated at a table near the bar, prime hunting ground. 
The Duke is a regular haunt for Hugo and I. The sort of people who come here don't recognise us, it's nice to just be left alone occasionally. No Paparazzi, no desperate women or crazy boyfriends. Over the last few years Hugo and I have gotten ourselves a reputation as London’s rich playboy bachelor’s, the press eat up that shit. I swear to god, every time I get near a tequila shot they fucking know. Whenever I wake up with a monster hang over I can guarantee there’s a paper somewhere with a picture of either me, Hugo or both absolutely trashed. I never remember it though. My life is a blank to myself, but its okay, the press caught it for me so I can be reminded of the trashy women and the occasional public vomiting my life has become. Fucking great. 
“Hey.” Hugo beams. Hugo has what I’d call the beach bum look with messy blonde hair, blue eyes, a golden tan achieved through regular trips to the south of Europe on ‘business’ and overly whitened teeth. He’s always happy, seriously he never has a bad day. That shit’s just not right. We've been friends since college. I helped him set up his now nationwide delivery business, putting in the capital to get it off the ground. Hugo’s life basically consists of a weekly visit to the office, at least I usually make twice a week, other than that he parties and fucks his way around London... with me.
“Hi.” I fist pump him as I sit down. The sound system is blasting some kind of rock music in the background. This bar has that kind of vibe, it attracts a lot of rock chicks who tend to make easy pickings.
"I got you a beer.” He pushes the corona across the table.
"Thanks mate."
“You missed an awesome party last night." He shakes his head grinning. 
"Sorry, I had an important meeting this morning. I can't deal with business and a hangover before ten o clock." 
"Well you missed out, it was wild. I woke up this morning in some random bed with two girls. Can't remember very much, but I’m thinking it was fucking ace!" He grins. ”Although my dick feels like I had a wank with sandpaper. I think I got thoroughly used.” He grumbles.
"Fair play mate." I chuckle.
"What was so important that you missed Darcy Lorell's birthday party?" He asks looking horrified that I would do such a thing. Darcy Lorell is an it girl and lingerie model. She’s seriously hot and extremely adventurous in her sexual exploits. That’s not just rumour either, I can fully attest to this, very adventurous. Her parties are infamously wild and full of fellow hot lingerie models.
"I had to sort out all the legal shit for the buyout on that company this morning.” I say casually. "But you'll never guess who my solicitor’s intern is..."
He leans forward slightly and shrugs. "Who?"
"That red head from the club on Saturday." He looks confused. “Red dress, nice tit’s, phenomenal arse…”
Recognition crosses his features before he groans and then grins. “Dude, that is no way to talk about my future wife.” He feigns offense. “I always knew I’d marry an intelligent woman… a solicitor no less.” He rambles on.
“Oh, I am all over it.” I laugh.
He sighs. “They always go to you first. Tell me was she as hot as I remember? Just say yes, I want to preserve the image for when I stroke one out later.” 
I roll my eyes. "Nice. Firstly, you know as well as I do that you can’t remember anything past those tequila shot’s, let alone what she looks like, and yes she is seriously fucking tidy mate. I had a hard on just talking to her… about shares." I add.
"Well shit, makes the office more interesting I suppose. Can I assume that she is the reason for your sudden 'need'." 
I nod. "She's so hot. I give her game and she just throws it right back in my face." I drag my hands through my hair.
"You always did like a challenge." He laughs and takes a swig of his beer. “Don’t complain now.”
"I'm going to fuck her." I say resolved. I had thought about this all afternoon and decided that there is no way I can just turn a blind eye to the storm that is Lilly Parker. Hugo laughs. I shove him hard and he almost drops his beer.
"Sorry bud..." He's still grinning. "…but seriously, she's a solicitor. She's not the standard smoking hot, yet endearingly unintelligent we usually end up with." He shakes his head.
"Don't mistake me for you." 
He laughs. "Seriously though, she'll want a ‘nice guy’, not an arsehole like you." He slaps my shoulder.
"Oh, trust me, she wanted it." I say confidently. "Like I said, the girl's got game. She may look all prim and proper, but there is nothing nice about that girl. Under the surface I’d bet she is down-right nasty." I smile at Hugo’s small groan.
"Of course she wants it dick head." He rolls his eyes as though this is a given, which of course it is. "But never in a million years will a girl like that sleep with you. Like I said, she's not stupid, she'll spot you a mile off. She might play you a bit, but she won't fuck you. I think your cock might have to take up residence elsewhere mate." It's a challenge that I’m all too happy to accept.
"Hugo... when have I ever let you down?" I grin wickedly at him. 
He laughs. "Never mate, never."
 
We drink beers and talk about general shit. I catch the eye of a girl stood at the bar. She's hot in the filthiest kind of way. She has tattoo sleeves down her lean arms and a lip piercing. Her long bleached blonde hair is pulled back in a ponytail. She's wearing a tank top and a skirt that could be mistaken for a belt, revealing long toned legs. She winks at me from across the bar. 
"She looks like a girl who knows how to have a good time." Hugo snorts.
"Hmmm, normally I'd pass, but right now..." I beckon her over.
"It's been a long time since I've seen you go for that type." He shakes his head. 
“You mean your type.” I smirk.
"I don’t have a type. I don’t discriminate when it comes to pussy.” I laugh because it is very true, Hugo really isn’t fussy. “Just bag it up mate." Hugo chuckles and sips his beer casually.
I laugh. "I think I might need two." 
The girl approaches and drops into my lap. "You're really fucking hot." She says matter-of-factly. Yeah, she’s drunk.
"Yeah? How about you come back to my place and show me exactly how hot I am." I smile at her.
She smiles widely. "Sure thing."
 



Chapter 4 – Lilly
 
I arrive home from work at eight and flop down on the sofa. The soothing tones of Kina Grannis drift from the sound system in the corner. That was a horrible day. Josh quizzed me all day about my strange exchange with Ellis, he’s convinced that I already know him and am being coy about it. Which of course is not exactly the case, but I admit it was an odd exchange.
“Spaghetti Bolognese okay?” Molly asks as she passes me on the sofa, heading for the kitchen.
“Great. Thanks.” I follow her into the kitchen and lean against the side. Molly tends to do all the cooking around here. She knows that left to our own devices George and I would probably die of starvation. George's hopeless and I’ll admit that I’m just hideously lazy and can quite easily live on Haribo, my absolute favourite food, and yes it does count.
“Oh, how did your meeting go today?” I ask her. She moves around the kitchen retrieving various pans and ingredients.
“It was great. They managed to sign some huge designer to the magazine.” I laugh at her sarcastic tone. “How about you?” She asks.
“Um, yeah good I think.” I try to sound off hand about it, but his face pops unbidden into my mind and my heart rate instantly picks up. Dear god, just the thought of him turns me on. Anyone would think I hadn't had sex in months! I'm acting like some sex deprived maniac.
She eyes me and cocks an eyebrow. “Lilly, you’ve got your ‘I would’ face on. Spill.” Oh god, I can’t hide anything from her.
 I exhale in a gust. “Have you ever heard of Ellis Corporate?” I glance up at her. 
“Vaguely. What about it?”
“Well that’s who I had a meeting with this morning, Mr Ellis.”
“Sounds joyful.” She snorts. “Arrogant arseholes with far too much money.”
“Well, yes, but it turns out that he’s gorgeous, I mean ‘just bend me over the desk right now’ gorgeous.” I cock an eyebrow and eye her meaningfully.
“Oh really?” She smiles wryly.
Having put some spaghetti in a saucepan she goes to the living room and turns on her laptop. After a moment she looks over the top of it at me.
“Wow.” She looks genuinely dumb founded. “Theodore Ellis. He really is uber hot, he looks like a freaking GQ model Lill’s. I wouldn’t kick that out of bed in a hurry.” She starts fanning herself. I realise that I’d never learned his first name before. I move to sit next to her and look at the screen. It’s plastered with image after image of the most beautiful man that has possibly ever lived. He appears in most of the images with an array of some of the most beautiful women that have ever lived. I recognise most of them as some well-known female celebrities. Of course, he's hot, young and rich; naturally women are queuing up for him. There are lots of magazine articles attached to the images. They paint a rather clear picture. Theodore Ellis, the Multi-Millionaire man whore and party animal. I scroll through the images, at various venues; they range from him looking beautiful in a tux to him falling out of cars drunk with women hanging round his neck, and even a couple of him throwing up in an alley. Nice. One thing's for sure though, the man is heart-stoppingly sexy, even with the vomit pictures.
“He likes the ladies.” Molly comments.
“And the ladies like him.” I murmur.
"What's not to like?" 
I laugh. "True, and don't get me wrong he's hot obviously, but god he knows it. He is the epitome of what any hot rich guy would be. I get the impression he does and gets whatever he wants.”
“Well he could do me any time.” Molly raises an eyebrow at me.
"He's a client." I counter quickly. “And were you not listening to the afore mentioned fact that he’s an arrogant cock.”
"I admit that is a slight issue, but if it were offered..." She cocks an eyebrow.
I clear my throat. "It practically was."
"What!?" 
"I met him at Poison on Saturday night. I didn't know who he was. He tried to get me to go home with him, but you know I’m more of a seductress than a... seducee? Who does that anyway? Then today I go to that meeting and there he is. Afterwards he sent Josh out, pressed me up against the door, asked for my number and tried to kiss me."
"Holy fucking shit." She glances back at the screen and then back to me. "What are you the patron saint of self-control?!" She shrieks. 
I laugh. “Maybe. Or maybe just the patron saint of control. If I had pressed him up against the door, now that might be a different story."
"Pft, semantics." She scoffs.
"Yeah, but there is definitely something to be said for denying a man whilst his hard on is pressed against your stomach." I smirk.
"Denial is way over rated. So you're not going to screw him?!" She sounds horrified.
"Firstly I might never see him again. Secondly he's a client and as previously stated, an arrogant arsehole, so no."
"Li-ar." She sings. "No straight woman would or could turn that down. Not. Even. You. And I would bet my next month’s wages that you will be seeing Mr Ellis again. You just presented an irresistible challenge.”
I roll my eyes at her wild female hormones, not that mine were any better this morning. "I like to play Mole, not be played. Never. Going. To happen." I smile at her, pointing out the obvious.
"Amen to that." She mutters. "But you do realise that this man has probably never been turned down in his life and like you said, he's probably used to getting what he wants. Well now he wants you Lilly. You've got him on the run." She grins. "You know better than anyone how you always want what you can't have. Men climb all over themselves for your emotionally unavailable bullshit." She rolls her eyes. 
Now what Molly calls emotionally unavailable bullshit, I call uninterested. I have sex because I like sex, but that’s it. I don’t get involved with people because quite frankly most people aren’t worth getting involved with. I don’t need somebody to complete me, be the other half of me or any of that freaky shit. I don’t trust anybody, and I don’t need to, I have close friends who I know are worthy of my trust. Why place trust in a stranger, who let’s be honest, if it all goes tits up as most relationships do, will walk away? I’ve never met a man who’s made me think otherwise, in fact, my life experience so far has led me to believe that there are very few trust worthy people left.
“He’s going to chase you Lill’s.” She says with a grin.
"Well he'll just have to keep running then. He'll get bored eventually." I shrug.
"Really. And you won't be lured into his games?" She raises an eyebrow and smirks knowingly. “Because believe me, there will be games.”
"Oh, I'll play, but he'll lose." I smile.
"I knew it!" She shouts. "Babe, I think you just met your match." She squeals. "A hundred quid says that you will bang him."
"Deal." I shake her hand, smiling but suddenly not feeling all that confident for the first time in our sixteen year relationship.
"Deal." She smiles smugly. Damn her.
 
I hear the front door slam. “Hey babes.” I greet George as he enters the living room.
“Hey. What are you two up to?” He’s wearing skinny jeans and a tank top. Super camp, but really hot. It’s the arms, what can I say.
“Oh you know just Google stalking some serious eye candy Lill’s met today.” Molly angles the laptop towards George.
“Theodore Ellis!” George stares open mouthed at the screen. “Shit Lill's, he is so hot the man should have CAUTION: FLAMMABLE stamped on his bloody forehead.”
I roll my eyes at him and laugh. “He’s a client George.” God, I feel like I'm having to defend my ethics. It’s my own fault for having wildly inappropriate friends, and my own wildly inappropriate thoughts.
“Give. A. Shit.” He puts his hands on his hips.
"I'd just like to point out, a client that had her pressed against a door trying to kiss her." Molly adds rather unhelpfully.
George gasps. "No way. God what I wouldn't give for that whole hunk of gorgeous to press me against a hard surface." He sighs dreamily.
"How do you know him anyway?" I ask.
"I don't know him, but everyone knows who Theodore Ellis is." He notices my blank stare and sighs. “I swear you live under a rock. He's London’s most eligible bachelor, known for his infamous parties, beautiful women and enormous bank account. He is the ultimate of what anyone would do if they were granted millions tomorrow...have a fucking good time, all the time. Seriously, the guy lives like a rock star, oh and obviously he's absolutely the most gorgeous man to grace god's earth." I shrug, I can't deny the statement. 
“So how the hell is he the Ellis multi-millionaire mega mogul? He doesn’t really fit the bill." I ask.
“Well, apparently his dad died when he was young but was super rich and left a lot of money in trust to his two sons Theodore and William. William was studying to be some business big wig and Theodore studied advertising, so they pooled their trust funds and started Ellis corporate advertising, the first of goodness knows how many businesses. Theo’s always been a big partier, who knows how he manages to run a successful business, but the guy is living the dream.”
He is literally the guy that has it all. “How old is he even?” He must be much older than he looks.
“This is part of why he’s so well known. He’s only twenty seven. Twenty seven and he has all that!” George shakes his head. 
“He must be more than just a pretty face I guess.”
He nods. “Oh and speaking of pretty faces, I bumped into Cruise leaving this morning." He sighs dreamily. "That boy is all kinds of wrong... the very best kind." He smiles deviously at me.
"I fell asleep and he took it upon himself to stay. It won't happen again. He knows the rules." I huff.
"You and your rules." He rolls his eyes dramatically. "But seriously Lill's, you can't hog all the yummy men." He laughs.
“How did your audition go?” I ask changing the subject quickly.
“Well I was fabulous of course, but I’ll know tomorrow whether or not they’re blind.”
My phone starts ringing in my handbag, interrupting George. I leap up to answer it.
My face breaks into a smile when I see the name on the display. “Harry!” I practically scream down the phone at him.
“Hey Lill’s. How are you? How’s the city life treating you?” His voice is a soft drawl that I’ve barely heard over the last six months. Harry is my brother, older than me by two years. We've always been very close. He’s been traveling the world for the past six months and god I’ve missed him. 
“It’s great. Different from home, but I’m adjusting. How was travelling?” I’ve been so excited about him coming home. I can’t wait to hear about all his experiences.
“It was amazing. I’ve got some crazy shit to tell you. I’m flying home on Friday, I land at Heathrow at nine in the morning. Do you mind if I crash on your sofa for a couple of nights?”
I’m practically squealing with delight. “Of course. Oh my god, I can’t wait to see you.”
“Me neither. See you soon. Love you Lill’s.”
“Love you to.” He hangs up. I’m so excited that I’m going to see him, and he’ll finally get to see my new flat.
I turn to Molly and George. “Harry’s coming back, he’s staying for a couple of days. Is that OK?”
They both look at each other grinning. “Um, yes.” Molly says, looking at me as if I’m stupid. Molly and George both kind of have a thing for Harry. It’s one of those things that we do not discuss.
I roll my eyes at them. "I'm going to go have a shower."
 
When I arrive at the office the next morning its chaos. Josh is literally running around the office, whilst frantically arguing with various people over the phone. After about twenty minutes he pops his head around the glass partition. 
“Lilly I’m having dramas with the Ellis buyout. The main shareholder has had an offer for his shares from another buyer. Unless we can agree and sign to a deal by tomorrow morning he’s going to sell and the entire sale will go down the drain.” He looks stressed and older than he did yesterday. “I’ve left a message with Mr Ellis’ PA to call me a.s.a.p. so we can get a decision, but he seems pretty set on this buyout so we’ll probably need to get him to sign today.”
I nod my head at him. “Okay.”
“I’ll keep you posted. Until then can you write the mortgage exclusion clause into the contract for me? Email it to me when you’re done and I’ll look it over.”
“Will do.” I reply.
“Thanks Lilly. You’re a gem.” He winks at me and retires back to his office.
I pull up the contract and start editing various clauses when the phone rings. I look up to see that josh is on the phone, so I pick up the receiver.
“Hello Josh Walkers Office, Lilly Parker speaking.”
“Hello Miss Parker.” Oh shit. His voice is deep and authorative, it makes my thighs clench just hearing it. Damn him.
“Mr Ellis.” I speak confidently. “Give me one moment and I’ll put you through to Mr Walker.”
“Thank you.” I can hear a smile in his voice. I place him on hold and signal to josh that he has a call waiting. Josh holds up his finger gesturing me to give him a minute. Oh great. I don’t want to have to tell Mr Arrogance that he has to wait. I take a deep breath and pick up the receiver.
“Mr Ellis, Mr Walker is still on the line speaking to the other party I believe. He’ll only be a moment.”
“I see, well in that case I'll wait.” I am just about to place him on hold again when he speaks. “Oh and Miss Parker, it was a pleasure to meet you yesterday... again. I look forward to our next meeting.” There is an unspoken promise in his words. My body heats with what? Excitement?
I remain completely professional with him. “Well, we’ll have a lot of business to sort out over the next week.” 
I hear him chuckle quietly down the phone. "Oh, we most certainly do, you can be sure of it." His voice is deep and husky. My skin breaks out in goose bumps just from hearing it. Damn it, I walked right into that one.
Josh has put down his call, and before he has time to react I put him through to Josh’s office. I exhale and am a little bit relieved. Just speaking to him makes me want him and I do not want to want him. Even if I were remotely interested, which I'm not, I'm not! I would never demean myself by giving into him just because he’s good looking. I’d be following the same path as god knows how many stupid, naïve girls who have fallen for that face. He’s the sort of man who could make you want him with every fibre of your being. Dangerous…very dangerous.
The morning passes quickly, and before I know it lunch comes around. I pop my head into josh’s office.
“I’m going to pop out and grab a sandwich. Would you like anything?” I ask him.
“If you could grab me a sandwich you’d be a star.”
“Sure.” I grab my coat and handbag and head out.
 
I arrive back twenty minutes later and open the door to Josh’s office. “Here’s your… ” I pause and have to do a double take. Sat opposite Josh is Theodore Ellis, he’s wearing a blue shirt that matches his cobalt blue eyes, with black trousers, no tie. He looks every bit as hot as he did the last time I saw him. They both look up when I enter. 
“Oh, I’m sorry.” I stumble, embarrassed. 
Josh smiles at me, clearly sensing my discomfort. “Thank you Lilly. Please could you grab those contracts for me? Mr Ellis has come to sign them.”
“Um, yes of course.” I realise that I’m still holding his sandwich. I step inside and place it on the desk, as I do I cannot help but glance at Ellis who’s fixed gaze steadily meets mine, an amused smirk on his face.
“Lilly?” Josh pulls me from my trance. Stupid, Lilly, sort yourself out. Jesus. You are strong, do not let him render you weak. Men like him can smell weakness like a shark smells blood in the water. 
I turn on my heel and head out of the room to my desk. I take a few seconds longer than necessary to gather the papers whilst I calm myself. The phone rings giving me some extra time.
“Hello Mr Walker’s office, Lilly Parker speaking.”
“Lilly, it’s Anya. Mr Simmons would like to see Mr Walker. They had an appointment scheduled for ten minutes ago.”
“Oh. He’s with a client at the moment. Can you give him ten minutes?” 
“It’s urgent, and his appointments are already tight today.” She sounds apologetic.
“Ok, I’ll see what I can do.” 
I walk back into Josh’s office determined not to be disarmed by Ellis again.
“Josh, Anya just called and said you had an appointment with Mr Simmons, you were supposed to be there ten minutes ago.” I say apologetically.
“Oh god yes. Um, can you phone her back and apologise profusely for me. Tell her I’ll have to reschedule.”
“Of course.” 
I turn to leave. “Well it’s only a few papers. I’m sure Lilly is capable of watching me sign them.” Ellis’ commanding tone does strange things to me. I turn and he looks straight at me, a small smile playing on his lips. Great.
Josh looks at me. “Are you happy getting these signed Lilly?” No.
“Yes of course.” I smile politely whilst gritting my teeth. 
“Alright then. I am terribly sorry about this Mr Ellis.” 
“Not at all, I did drop by on very short notice. Lilly and I will manage.” He turns to me and looks at me in a way that makes every muscle in my body tense in anticipation. Oh god.
“Thank you for your understanding.” Josh stands and strides out, giving me one last look before he leaves. What was that pity? A warning? I can’t be sure. He closes the door behind him and I am left alone with Theodore Ellis.
“Right, here are the contracts that you need to sign.” I pick up the papers and in an attempt not to stand too close to him I lean across the desk to place them in front of him. As I lean across our eyes meet and he fixes me in that gripping gaze, his lips pulled up at one side. I'm suddenly hot everywhere. He sits with that amused smirk on his perfect lips, but otherwise makes no move. He exudes an arrogance that can only come from someone who is completely self-assured. He just watches me. As I stare back at him I notice his eyes flicker down very briefly. He lifts one eyebrow and smiles wickedly at me; it's so hot, so carnal that I swear my womb just physically contracted. 
“Very nice Miss Parker.” He has a dangerous gleam in his eye. I suddenly realise that I am being wholly inappropriate, bent over the desk right in front of him, the cowl neck of my dress leaving everything on show. I straighten and roll my eyes at him. 
“Pervert.” I mutter.
"Don't move on my account." A small smile plays on his lips as he cocks an eyebrow at me. He’s so calm and collected, well aware of his effect. He leans back in his chair slightly and folds his hands behind his head, the image of cocky arseholeness. Okay, I am done with this. I'm not that girl, I never have been. If it's games he wants, I'll happily show him how it's done. I know how to work a man like putty in my hand. This will be a piece of cake. 
I pick up the papers, never taking my eyes off of his. I walk around the desk slowly, trailing one finger along it as I move. His gaze holds mine other than to briefly flicker down to my finger on the desk and then back up, he swallows and parts his lips a little. His eyes fix mine as they darken into a look so savagely sexual it leaves goose bumps over my body. I pull my glasses off of my head, gently running my fingers through my hair where they had been and flicking it over one shoulder. I place my glasses on my face.
When I reach him I stand behind him and lean over his shoulder, my right breast lightly brushes his left arm. I place the papers on the desk in front of him, he doesn’t move. 
“If you could please sign here.” I lean down and whisper with my lips just inches from his ear. His breath quickens.
I stand and turn, leaning against the desk facing him. I take my glasses off and place one arm against my bottom lip in a seemingly absent minded gesture. He looks up and the look in his eyes is so heated, so dangerous and intense it makes me shiver. His eyes travel down my body, taking me in like a man starved. 
Abruptly he stands and takes a step forward leaning over me. I inch back so that I’m sitting on the desk. He places his hands on either side of my hips so that his face is just inches from mine. His blue eyes bare into me. I stretch my arms out behind me to support my weight. He leans in even closer until we are nose to nose. I can smell the rich masculine scent of him, taste his breath on my tongue. Electricity crackles between our close bodies. I can feel the heat from his chest, and god doesn't it make me want to rip open that shirt and explore that body. 
My senses are over whelmed, his intoxicating scent engulfs me and I ache to touch the thick muscles which strain against his shirt. My heart feels as though it is trying to escape from my chest. I know he wants to kiss me and I have an almost painful desire to feel his lips on mine. He raises an eyebrow slightly at me and flashes a shit eating grin. Damn he's good. One point to Ellis.
“The papers Mr Ellis.” I raise an eyebrow at him.
“Are you trying to unhinge me Miss Parker?” His breath caresses my lips as he speaks. His eyes are burning into me as his lips remain in that amused smirk. His proximity does funny things to me, my skin flushes and my nipples become sensitive against the lace of my bra. It takes everything I have not to just lean in that last inch and kiss him, run my tongue across his stubble and sink my teeth into his neck, chest, stomach... The hardest part is that I know he wants it every bit as much as I do. His whole body is demanding my attention. The very fact that he wants it is the reason that I won't. 
"I just need you to sign.” I incline my head towards the paperwork on the desk. He shakes his head, takes a deep breath and stands up, putting some distance between us. He closes his eyes for a moment and when he opens them again he looks amused.
“Well Miss Parker, it would appear I underestimated you.” He looks confused and slightly dazed.
I shrug. "Never underestimate. You should know that, surely?"
He smiles. His eyes trail down my body and an all too familiar longing appears on his face. "I do. I'm not one to beat around the bush Lilly, so I'll be blunt. I want you, badly, but you already know that. You're not one to underestimate." Well that was very blunt.
“What part of our first meeting did you miss Mr Ellis? I distinctly remember telling you that I'm not interested."
He flashes that heart stopping smile that makes everything south of my belly button tighten. Damn him and his insane sex appeal. "If this is you not being interested, hell I’d like to see you when you are." He raises an eyebrow. I'm too flustered to respond. "But you see sugar; we both know you're lying to yourself. I'm Theodore Ellis... of course you're interested. No matter how much you don't want to, you want me between your legs." Jesus, love yourself much? What an arse! How is it that I can be so infuriated yet so unbelievably turned on by him at exactly the same time. Images flash through my mind; him buried inside me as I throw my head back and claw at his back. My fingers in that oh so fuckable hair as he makes me come. Damn him. Enough. Shut him down Lilly.
"And that is your mistake." I fix him with a cool stare.
"What do I have to do to get you in my bed?" He asks shamelessly. 
"Let me see. Shit gold." I smile wryly.
He laughs. "You will end up in my bed Lilly. Maybe not today or even tomorrow, but you will." This guy thinks he's God’s gift to women. Oh, I am going to enjoy rejecting him. I step closer to him until my lips are only a few inches from his. 
I lean up to whisper in his ear. "You just sealed your own failure. I hate arrogance, and I hate assumption even more. You assume I'll sleep with you. My eyes flick confidently down his body. "Never. Going. To happen." 
He smiles brilliantly as he leans in close to me and whispers against my neck. "You can pretend Sugar, but I see it in your eyes. You want me." His eyes smoulder making my insides clench. His smile is smug to the point of infuriating. Okay, time to wipe that smile off his face and enlighten him to the fact that whatever strange challenge he thinks this is, he will never win. He's a player, so I'll talk his language.
I move so that my lips are almost against his, our eyes lock. I whisper against his lips. "You see the thing is... you just showed your hand way to soon." I smirk at him. "I distinctly remember telling you to step up your game, but now you just ruined the game." I feign a sad look before fixing my face into a mask of indifference. "You're out of your league and wasting your time Mr Ellis." I say coldly.
He only smiles wryly. "Well I do love a challenge." He whispers, his breath lightly touches my lips. He traces his fingers along my neck, making me shiver. He presses his lips just below my ear, sending my heart into a spluttering sprint. His lips leave my skin too soon. He smiles at my reaction before turning and striding out the door, leaving me hot and breathless.
God he is such an arrogant self-obsessed bastard, and fuck, if he isn't the hottest man I’ve ever seen. This is not how this is supposed to work. I’m stronger than this. I want him and I hate myself for it.
 



Chapter 5 – Theo
 
The music pulses through the house, filling the room and all its guests with a chaotic energy. I'm sat on my couch with my friend Henry and Will, Hugo's younger brother. A brunette girl I don't know is on one side of me and Sarah- a model and former conquest- is sat on the arm of the sofa with her long bare legs stretched over my lap. I'm already pretty wasted, the alcohol numbing my mind and senses. Music is blaring and the booze is flowing. The sofa has been pushed up against the wall making an improvised dance floor in the middle of the living room. Bodies are packed together dancing drunkenly. Two girls are dancing on the coffee table in the middle of the room. One seems to have lost her top and is wearing just her bra. This is a standard Friday night in my house. Yes, I could go to a club, but why not make the most of the fact that I have an enormous house in Central London, a bed just a few steps away and the opportunity to invite only the hottest women. Plus, most clubs wouldn’t allow the shit that goes on at these parties.
Hugo appears across the sea of bodies. He waves at me before navigating the swarming crowd. He has his usual entourage of women with him. He’s dressed in skinny jeans, a white vest with a black suit jacket over the top and a trilby. It’s a look only Hugo can pull off without looking like a total douche.
"Dude." He touches a fist to mine. "It is rammed up here." He flicks his eyes to the topless girl on the coffee table. "Apparently with drunk and loose moraled women, my favourite type." He laughs devilishly. 
I raise an eyebrow at him. "I'm not sure you need any more women. Most people just bring beer." I gesture to the horde behind him.
He holds his hands out. "Do I ever let you down?" He grins at me. "Ladies let me introduce you to the infamous Theodore Ellis." He announces with his typical theatrical flair. They all giggle and look away. They're Hugo's predictable type. Tall, skinny and half naked.
"This is Charlotte." He motions to a blonde whose waist he has his arm wrapped around and slaps her arse. She turns to me and I see that familiar blush that is almost always inevitable, her lips part a little and I can visibly see her breathing accelerate. She's wearing a silver halter neck dress, it’s very fitted, but does her no favours. It only serves to point out what little curves she has, however it is very short and reveals her obscenely long legs. She wears stilettos with silver straps that wind up her ankles. Her blonde hair is cut in a sharp bob. I stand and greet her, kissing her cheek. She turns a serious shade of scarlet.
"It’s okay sweetheart, he sets most women’s panties on fire." Hugo laughs, then mutters. "Prick.” I laugh. “This is Suzie, Anna, and Ariel." Hugo points out the girls. Before introducing them to Will and Henry. 
My head is spinning sometime later as two of Hugo’s harem both writhe and crawl all over my lap in some kind of lap dance. One runs her fingers over my thigh and tightening crotch whilst the other grinds her pelvis almost against my face. The first one kisses my neck before brushing her lips across mine. Like some kind of burst from a film reel, images of Lilly Parker’s face, her lips brushing mine, even her scent, flash across my mind. What the fuck?! Suddenly the two girls in my lap seem cheap and dirty. My enthusiastic boner from a moment ago seems to have changed its mind as to where it wants to reside tonight. Too bad that particular pussy isn’t accepting visitors. I drag my hand through my hair. I can’t have her and now just the thought of her is ruining me having a replacement. What the hell is wrong with me? Jesus, I might as well just give up and grow a fucking vagina right now. Drink, more drink will fix this. I won’t remember my own name let alone Lilly fucking Parker’s.
I jump up, shoving the women off me.  "Okay guys I think it's time for a round of tequila shots!" I shout over the music.
Everyone shouts in appreciation. I cross the room to the breakfast bar where several bottles sit. I line up two rows of twenty shot glasses and start filling whilst Hugo fills the other row. 
Hugo jumps up to kneel on the bar above the audience and shouts. "Body shots!" Deafening cheers of appreciation fill the room. He waves his hand to silence them again. "Theo here will lick four shots off of four lucky ladies. Fight for him ladies." Hugo laughs as female shrieks pierce my ears and some fierce shoving begins.
I climb on the counter next to him shoving him off as he laughs loudly, watching the chaos. "Whoa! Calm down girls." I smirk. "You can all get a taste." I lower my voice seductively. Hugo holds out his fist and I touch it, smiling at him.
The guys have retreated to the edges of the room, some leaning against the kitchen counters to watch, while the women have formed a rowdy group around the breakfast bar.
"First up. I choose... Sarah." She smiles broadly as she steps up to the breakfast bar. I slide to the ground, before helping her onto the bar. She strips her top and ties up her long blonde hair before lying back on the bar. 
"Salt." I say to Hugo, who hands me the salt and a shot of tequila. I dip my finger in the tequila and draw a small line with my finger, between her hip bones. 
"Here you go sweetheart." Hugo holds a lime wedge to her lips, winking at her. "Okay, we're ready." Hugo shouts. The people around us cheer, loving every minute of it.
I bend and lick the salt off of her, just as Hugo pours the tequila into her navel. It spills down her sides, and my tongue traces the rivers across her body, before dipping into her navel and flicking my tongue out. Everyone whoops and shouts. I finally take the lime from her mouth, running my tongue across her bottom lip as I do.
"Next!" Hugo shouts. "Let’s see how wasted we can get Theo, and how many of you fine ladies will get to feel the touch of that famous tongue." His voice is low as he wiggles his eyebrows. He laughs as the women in the room go wild.
 
In the early hours of the morning I find myself dragging a girl who I think is called Lia to my bedroom. I plan on working out all my sexual tension in her. I lost count of how many women I licked tequila off after number ten. So now I'm wasted and thoughts of bloody Lilly Parker still keep flashing through my mind. Needless to say, I'm frustrated, hammered and fucking horny.
Once in my room I brush my finger across the girl's cheek, she blushes and looks away.
“Get naked.” I order her.
I head into the en-suite removing my shirt as I go. I turn around and she’s stood like a deer in headlights breathing heavily. Her eyes move to my now bare torso, she licks her top lip.
“Now.” I use the killer smile, at least I think it is, I’m so wasted my face feels numb, she immediately snaps her bra off to revealing her huge tits. Glad it still works on some people. This is what I do, I seduce women, get them hanging on my every word until they ache to please me. It's a tough job, but someone's got to do it. Although tonight I'm not feeling my usual thrill over the manipulation of a beautiful woman, my interest isn't quite there. Don't get me wrong, she's hot, but I want... I don't know... fireworks I guess. God I sound like such a whiny little pussy, but I want that desperate frenzied, all-encompassing desire for her. I want that desperate need to be in her. I don't, there's only one person I feel that kind of need for. Damn it, just when I thought I'd blocked her out of my mind, she's there like a fucking thorn in my side. "You're out of your league and wasting your time Mr Ellis." I groan as I remember her words, she's so assertive it just makes me want to fuck her, so damn hard. I disappear into the en-suite to freshen up before my imagination runs away with me.
I step out of the room and Lia is led on the bed completely naked. Her tanned skin glows in the dim light. 
I remove the remainder of my clothing and climb onto the bed where she is led, her breathing shallow. I kiss my way up her torso and part her legs so that I’m leant between her knees. Her breathing is so loud that I’m sure she’s about to hyperventilate. I grab her by the hips and yank her down the bed into me, she gasps. I lean over her and kiss her neck, skimming my hand across her stomach until I reach her pussy. I trail my finger across her clit gently before dipping one finger inside her. She’s wet of course, primed and ready, but I’m fucking not! 
I try and get my head around it, try to get in the mood. She moans and writhes under my touch. Just the sight of her powerless to my touch should be enough but it’s not. It doesn’t work. The bottle of tequila I’ve consumed is probably not helping any. My mind is rebelling against my body, and images of Lilly burst across my vision.  Eventually I close my eyes and let my mind drift to what it's silently demanding. I pretend she's Lilly Parker, which isn't that difficult in my drunken state. She strokes me and my cock twitches, springing to life. I fumble in the bedside table and find a condom. I tear it open and roll it down over my now rigid cock. I kiss her hard, my tongue wrestling with hers, as I groan into her mouth. Her hands leave me and wind into my hair. I bite her lip before making my way down her throat, kissing hungrily. I press against the entrance to her body and ease into her. Her back bows off the bed and her fingers claw at my skin. 
She moans as I thrust into her. My teeth graze her neck as I pick up the pace in a frenzied rhythm. Her moans push me towards the edge fast, too fast. I press my hand between our bodies and rub her clit. She cries out and digs her nails in my back as her body tightens. I thrust into her a few more times before coming loudly, growling into her neck. 
When I open my eyes I'm almost shocked when it's not Lilly I see. In my own slightly alcohol hazed mind the fantasy had been so real.  I roll off of her frustrated and onto my back on the other side of the bed. She’s left gasping for breath and I’m left bitterly disappointed. What difference does it make? I got what I wanted. I'm irrationally angry that the woman I just had sex with is a mere impersonation of what I actually want.
“Get out.” I murmur into the darkness.
“What?!” She gasps sounding shocked or hurt, I don’t know which and I don’t care.
“Get the fuck out!” I shout at her. She jumps up and grabs her clothing before storming out of the room slamming the door behind her.
I really need to sort out my fucking head.
I drift into a restless sleep filled with burning green eyes and fiery auburn hair.
 
It's Saturday night and I'm just heading out to the opening of Hugo's new club; Allure.
I step into the garage and stand in the doorway for a moment. I take a minute to admire the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen; her body is a masterpiece of sculpted curves, her elegance unrivalled. She’s perfection, she doesn’t speak, just gives me the ride of my life every time I’m in her. Inside, the smell of fine leather fills the air. The engine roars to life like a sleeping lion that’s been rudely disturbed. I rarely get to drive the Aston as it’s impractical around London day to day, but god I love her. That kind of power at your fingertips is addictive. I push the remote that lifts the garage doors and reverse out onto the drive.
I pull onto the Soho street at around eleven thirty. There is a queue of people lining the pavement to the right. I drive another hundred yards or so and pull up outside the club. The front is white with large metal double doors that look as though they should be from some kind of warehouse. Above the door is a huge sign in delicately crafted steel ‘Allure’, bathed in blue light.  A man in a black suit moves away from the front of the club and walks toward the car, he picks up and moves two traffic cones that are placed in front of me, and I pull the car forward into the space, right behind Hugo’s bright orange Lamborghini. I turn off the engine and jump out. The sound of heavy bass fills the air outside the club.
“Mr Ellis.” The man who is clearly a bouncer greets me.
I nod at him in acknowledgment. “Guard this car with your life.” I smile at him and give him a handful of notes.
I walk in through the front doors and into a dark area with a large circular booth in the middle and a large low hanging chandelier. Two girls sit either side taking entry fees as people stream through the door. 
“Good evening Mr Ellis.” One of the girls greets me as I walk past, I vaguely recognise her, although I have no idea who she is. She's pretty and I flash her a smile, earning me a blush.
I pass into the main club and I am shocked. I saw the club while it was being refurbished, but Hugo really has done an amazing job with it. Everything is white with blue up lighting. Enormous chandeliers are suspended from the ceiling. The main bar sits in the middle of the room in a huge circle, similar to the one at the entrance. It’s white, but the entire flat top of the bar glows blue. On the left hand side of the club are lots of sofas and little booths are set back into the wall housing more private seating. The entire right hand side of the club is a dance floor, again in the centre of the floor stands a tall circular booth, judging from the various equipment there I’d say it was a DJ booth. At all four corners of the dance floor stand four circular cages, each with spot lights shining on them. Each cage houses beautiful women dancing. There are two more cages with two more women on opposite sides of the circular bar, they seem to be dressed in a burlesque style, with corsets, lace French knickers, stockings and suspenders all in white, they have pearls draped around their necks and a couple of white ostrich feathers fastened into their hair. They’re all exceptionally beautiful as their bodies writhe and move with the heavy bass.  Let’s just say it's all very Hugo. 
I spot what looks like the VIP area up on a glass balcony overlooking the club. The stairs are blocked by a thick white rope. Two bouncers stand either side, one of them un-clips the rope and allows me straight through. At the top of the stairs I’m admitted into the VIP area. There is a small bar in the corner, a dance floor and lots of sofas. There is a glass balcony that runs the length of the lounge and overlooks the rest of the club. I'm greeted immediately by a blonde woman wearing the same attire as the dancers.
“Good evening sir. May I get you a drink?” She’s hot, though that may have something to do with the lack of clothing she has on. 
“I’ll have a Corona please.” I smile at her politely. She looks up at me and then instantly blushes and looks away. 
“Seriously, you have to teach me how you do that. I think I just saw smoke coming off her knickers…” Hugo appears at my side, flanked by two more half naked women.
“I don’t do anything.” I say innocently.
“It must just be your face then. Lucky prick.” He murmurs. I only smile sweetly feigning innocence. The truth is from the moment I lost my virginity I have loved sex and thus women. It's always come so easy to me. Women have always fallen at my feet, I know I have a power over them and so I use it. Or at least I have power over most of them. 
I follow Hugo to one of the booths and sit.
Hugo flirts outrageously with the half-dressed girls, who despite being employed for the club seem to have the job of entertaining Hugo for the night. I'm not quite sure what to think of that.
The music in the club changes to a popular upbeat track, there are screams of appreciation from the dance floor. Hugo stands and leans on the balcony overlooking the club, I join him. The place is rammed, so much so that the entire club has become the dance floor as there is no room for movement. 
Hugo is grinning like a school boy, clearly happy that his new venture is proving so popular. A large area of the dance floor has cleared and people have stopped dancing to watch a couple. A tall blonde man spins a woman away from him and back again, he holds her to him, and she winds her body around his, her hips are hypnotic. They are both smiling at each other and have a natural chemistry. They look like professional dancers of some sort. She presses her body against his as he runs his hands down her sides. He spins her so she is facing away from him and grinds into her behind before she grabs the back of his neck and drops to the floor, doing the splits as she lands, the split in her dress opens to the top of her thigh. He stands back pulling her up with him before running a hand down over her stomach. 
I recognised her the moment I saw her. Her long auburn hair flicks around her as she spins away again. She is beautiful, the way she moves is tantalizing and my aching need for her only intensifies. He dips her and she leans back elegantly so that her hair almost touches the floor, every graceful plane of her body is exhibited as her spine curves around his arm. He plants a soft kiss at the base of her throat. It’s alluring and very intimate. Maybe she has a boyfriend? I hadn't thought of that.
“Damn, that girl is fine.” Hugo interrupts my thoughts.
“Yeah, she is.” I murmur, never taking my eyes off her. From the corner of my eye I can see him look from me to the dance floor and back again. 
“Is that…?” He gestures toward the dance floor.
I nod.
“Holy shit.” He laughs. “You are screwed. I think I might have actually just come in my pants a little.” He grins as he watches her. She circles the man in a seductive taunt. She is the smouldering flame and I am the moth being drawn helplessly to her. Looking at the men watching her I would say they all feel the same. What’s the betting that I’ll be the only one stupid enough to get burned, still some things are worth the pain.
The music changes again. Lilly embraces the man, and he lifts her off the ground and spins her in a circle. He places her gently back on the floor, she turns and speaks to someone, then heads toward the bar. 
"I'll see you later." I throw over my shoulder as I head for the stairs.
"Have fun!" He calls after me.
 
She stands alone at the bar wearing a short black dress that’s clingy and very simple, but flatters every inch of her amazing figure. She wears killer heels, which accentuate her legs. I approach her and stand at the bar right next to her, she smells amazing but I can’t place the scent. Her auburn hair is in a wild mane around her.
"Can I buy you a drink?” I say quietly, close to her ear. She turns slowly to face me. Her dazzling smile contrasts her deep red lipstick. 
“Well I don't normally take drinks from strangers...” She smiles. She’s clearly tipsy, but even so, she is just breath taking. She’s slightly flushed from dancing, and her eyes look even brighter than normal, framed by dark eyeliner. 
"Not even charming ones?" I smirk at her.
"Charming's not my thing, far too much like bullshit." She smiles wickedly. "Now hot, hot is my thing... luckily for you Mr Ellis I never could resist good old sexual attraction."
“Theo, please.” I smile, amused by her emboldened state.
“Hmm, I quite like the name Theo.” She muses as she leans in, her lips brushing my ear lobe. “But then Mr Ellis is so formal, it makes you seem so forbidden... and I do so love to break the rules.” Her voice is low and husky as her warm breath touches my skin.
The alcohol is making her bold, really bold, she’s bad enough sober, still at least she’s more receptive than usual. I smile and cock one eyebrow at her, it's an invitation. Her eyes blaze with something dark and sensuous. My cock twitches violently. Holy shit. How does she do this to me? She’s just another woman, just like all the others. Apart from the fact that I want her in a way that no other woman has even come close to evoking. She presents a challenge, and it has been a very long time since I’ve had a challenge.
“Do you now Miss Parker?" I lean in so my lips are close to her ear, my palm presses against her lower back. "Well now you see... I make my own rules.” She shivers slightly, but then composes herself.
“Lilly, please.” She says, mimicking my earlier response, apparently unaffected by my closeness to her. “And the only thing better than a man who breaks the rules is a man who plays completely by his own.” Our eyes lock for a moment as something passes between us. Touché Miss Parker. She gives me a mischievous smile before turning away and trying to get the attention of the barman. I take the moment to attempt to pull myself together from the dribbling teenager she turns me into. The bar is packed, and people are all pushing to be served. I step forward and catch the eye of one of the girls who is rushing to serve the impatient customers, she smiles and heads straight for me. 
“What can I get you?” She’s all breathy and flustered. I turn to Lilly, who is frowning.
“Four Jaeger bombs, four Tequila shots, a jug of Woo Woo and two Corona’s please.” She gives the bar maid a hefty list. The girl disappears and starts gathering various glasses and bottles. 
I frown at her. “That’s a lot of drinks.” 
“Yes, it is.” She smiles and then rolls her eyes. “Oh, lighten up. What’s the worst that will happen?” 
“Oh, trust me, I'm the last one to criticise heavy drinking. In fact I pretty much recommend it. I just didn't take you as the type." I smile at her.
She laughs and it is such a lovely carefree sound. "You have no idea." She's so cryptic. Her drinks arrive and the barmaid places them on a tray. I pay for them before she's even opened her clutch. “Well thanks for the drinks Theo, it was nice seeing you again.” She smirks at me. I look around. The bar is packed, the likelihood of her making it all the way to the other side of the room without spilling anything is slim. I see my chance.
“You’re going to drop that, do you want a hand?” Before she can answer I pick up the jug and the Corona’s.
“Thank you.” She answers, eyeing me warily.
I follow her over to one of the booths in the wall and place the drinks on the table. She turns and waves at a blonde girl on the dance floor who immediately comes over.
“Who’s this?” She eyes me up and down appreciatively. She’s classically hot. Long blonde hair, long legs, small waist, really pretty face
“This is Theo” Lilly grins at me, the alcohol making her a lot more receptive than usual.
Molly eyes her meaningfully, before she looks up at me. Her cheeks flush just the slightest shade of pink, she swallows and then looks away. 
“Theo this is Molly.” Lilly waves a hand in Molly’s direction.
“Nice to meet you Molly.” I hold out my hand to her but she seems dazed. Eventually she takes it, but quickly lets go.
“Um, you too. I’m Lilly’s flatmate.” 
“Mole there are shots for you. Where are Harry and George?” Lilly asks her. 
“Last I saw Harry was gyrating all over some blonde.” She feigns a sad face. Lilly rolls her eyes. ”And George is being George, he’s absolutely hammered and dancing with any random who shows willing.” They both laugh. 
“Thanks babes.” Molly says chirpily as she and Lilly clink glasses and down Tequila shots, followed immediately by Jaeger bombs.
"Are you not drinking?" Lilly asks.
"No, I drove." I explain. She nods before gently sipping on the straw in the jug. I can’t help but watch her as her lips gently wrap around it. She looks up through her lashes meeting my gaze and making heat course through me. All I can think of is her looking at me just like that whilst sucking my cock, causing blood to rush south immediately. Damn it. I need to try and control my thoughts more around her.
“So Mr Ellis, care to dance?” Now, I’ve seen her dance and she can move, so this should be good. 
“Love to.” She grabs my hand and it’s there again, that electric current pulsing through my body like an untamed wave. She walks toward the dance floor, but even without seeing her face I can tell she feels it to. We move through the packed bodies until we reach the middle of the floor. She tries to keep walking but I pull her back sharply and she collides into my chest where I hold her for a moment, my face just inches from hers. Her breathing accelerates and her pupils dilate. I lower my lips to her ear.
“You look stunning tonight Lilly.” I spin her away from me until both our arms are outstretched, and then pull her back until she has her back pressed against my front, and my arms around her. 
“I want you Lilly... badly.” I breathe close to her ear again so that she can hear me over the music. I feel her tremble gently against me. She starts to move her hips to the music and grinds her arse into me in a seductive taunt. I can feel my cock stiffen in response. I remove my arms from around her and place them on her hips. Damn she can move. 
She reaches her right arm up and grasps the back of my neck. She leans her head back against my chest, then bows her back, pressing her arse against my crotch. My breath hisses through gritted teeth, Jesus I’ve had lap dances that weren’t this good. I run my hand down her arm and over her waist. I grab her hip and pull her into me firmly, pressing my pelvis and hard on against her.
She turns and faces me. Her eyes are wild in a way I’ve never seen and Christ, it's so fucking hot. She presses her body flush with mine so I can feel every contour of her. She thrusts her pelvis against me on the beat and I exhale sharply at the reaction in my groin. She places one leg between mine and then slowly bends her right leg, running her toe up the outside of my lower leg until the inside of her thigh is near my hip. Why is that such a turn on? 
She places her cheek against mine and whispers close to my ear. “You’re used to getting what you want Theo.” It’s a statement of fact. “But didn’t anybody ever tell you... you can’t always have what you want. Life doesn’t work that way.” Her voice is so cultured, yet slightly husky. It’s sex and seduction that sends shivers down my spine. Now I’m the one panting. She drives me crazy. Never have I been driven to such lengths by anyone. She turns again so she’s facing away from me and then shocks me by dropping to the floor and then slowly rising back up, she then abruptly grinds her arse into my crotch as she bends over in front of me. Fuck, she’s killing me here. She turns and slowly circles me, tracing the collar of my shirt with her index finger. Her touch leaves tingles in its wake. When she's stood behind me she wraps her arms around me, placing one hand on my chest and the other on my stomach, lightly tracing her nails over my abs through the thin material of my shirt. Shit, where has this woman been all my life?! I know exactly what she's doing, trying to flaunt what she thinks I can't have. Little does she know. I turn and grab her around the waist, pulling her to me. My turn.
 



Chapter 6 – Lilly
 
I stand face to face with the enticing creature that is Theodore Ellis. The bass of the music vibrates through me. I am horribly drunk and I know that I’m behaving outrageously, but I’m enjoying my high. His presence makes my head swim and his touch makes my body burn. His left arm is around me, holding me like a vice. His erection presses against my stomach. My effect on him boosts my confidence to whole new levels, add into the mix an obscene amount of alcohol and hey presto… suddenly I think I am the definition of sex. 
His blue eyes fix me to the spot. My heart is racing. Desire ignites and blazes through me like wild fire. He drops his hand and grasps my thigh just above my knee, he runs his hand ever so slowly up my leg and just underneath the hem of my dress. The tips of his fingers gently skim the edge of the lace on my French knickers. My breathing hitches and accelerates. He brushes his lips across my neck making me tremble, then he suddenly pulls back and looks at me. The look he gives me is raw and primal and so full of promise. It makes me want to tear his shirt off and run my nails down what I now know is an amazing set of abs. He tilts his face to mine and pauses a moment; I think he’s waiting to see if I’ll turn away. I couldn’t if I wanted to. I have allowed myself to become intoxicated by him… something I know I would not have allowed to happen had I been less inebriated. 
From the first time I met this man I have made every effort not to allow him to get under my skin, denying his effect on me, whilst inviting his attentions. It’s a very fine line to tread and a particularly difficult one at that, but I have never felt more sexy and confident than I do in this moment, though I have a feeling my excessive alcohol intake may be responsible for that. There is something about him, that makes you just want him, whilst hating yourself at the same time.
I can feel his breath on my lips. Suddenly he grabs a handful of my hair at the base of my neck and presses his lips to mine with a force verging on violence. Before I can stop myself I find my own fingers mimicking his pulling at his hair. My entire body detonates like a bomb, desire gives way to pure untamed animal need. I want him, every fibre of my body burns for him. My skin tingles and a soft moan escapes me. 
A small voice in the back of mind alerts me to the possible consequences of this situation, but the raw need pulsing through me quickly quashes it away. As if in answer to me he kisses me back harder, and then bites my bottom lip. He grabs my arse and pulls me toward him, pushing his erection into my hip leaving me with absolutely no doubt as to my influence. He eventually pulls away from me, leaving me gasping and breathless. His eyes are blazing with need, clearly just as affected as I am. 
He takes a deep breath and flashes me a wry smile. He leans in close again. “You taste as good as you look Lilly.” He breathes close to my ear and then grazes my ear lobe with his teeth. It sends shivers down my spine making my fingers dig into his back. I'm left gasping, my legs trembling, which I tell myself is from the alcohol and not his lips. I cling to him for support. I know in the morning I will regret having succumbed to his charms, but right now I want him so damn badly and I just can’t find the will power to pry myself away from his beautiful face, or his oh so capable lips, or the firm muscles under my fingers. Oh god I can just imagine how hot he looks naked. This is a dangerous line of thought when involved with this man. He just has the kind of lure that makes me want filthy sex with him, the kind of sex that would have me screaming out his name whilst clawing my nails down his back. His effect is worrying, he can make me completely forget all reason with just one look. I take a deep breath and clear my mind, without his lips touching my skin I’m able to form semi rational thoughts once again. 
I just kissed Theodore Ellis, my firm’s biggest client. I've crossed a line. Shit! This is bad. This is really fucking bad.
I step back. “Um, I need to go and find my brother.” I manage to say.
He smiles tightly. “I’ll see you later then.” It’s almost a threat, but he releases me and I am grateful.
I turn and walk or rather stagger across the dance floor. I didn't realise how drunk I was, supported by Theo's strong arms, now it's hitting me like a freight train. That last round of shots has finished me off. 
I spot Harry dancing with Molly less than innocently. I approach them and Molly beams at me. Harry is dressed in jeans and a blue striped shirt. His dark hair and tan almost make him look Italian, but his green eyes are a give-away. I notice him eyeing Molly’s arse. I slap him round the back of the head. He looks like a naughty little boy who’s been caught doing something he shouldn’t, he laughs. Keeping Harry and Molly apart has been my life’s mission. It would just be so wrong.
“Come dance Lill’s.” He grins. 
I glance over Molly’s shoulder and notice Theo with another well-dressed blonde guy standing at the glass balcony above the club. They're surrounded by a group of beautiful women. One has her lips against Theo’s throat and her hand pressed against his crotch. His hand grabs her arse which is barely covered in a miniscule skirt. A feeling of unease stirs in me, let’s just say it’s a feeling I’m unaccustomed to and it freaks me the hell out. Through the entire exchange his eyes never leave mine, he smirks in a way that makes me clench my thighs together and winks at me. I turn away from him, keeping a mask of indifference on my face. It’s a skill at which I’m well practiced.
As I turn away from him the realisation of what I’ve just done starts to slowly sink through my alcohol induced haze. I kissed Theodore Ellis. Not only is he a client, but he's also a man whore. I groan inwardly to myself. Way to go Lilly, now he thinks you're just as easy as all the other girls he's managed to seduce in exactly the same way. Remember play, don't be played. That's the only way. You can't play this one’s game. Walk away.
The music changes again and I'm really drunk, not to mention the fact that I need to escape before Theo finds me and takes advantage of my inebriated state.
“I’m going.” I say to Molly and Harry.
“I’ll come with you.” Molly says.
“No, no it’s fine babes. You stay. I’ll get a taxi.” I don’t want to drag her away. She looks like she’s having a good time. 
“You can’t go home alone Lilly” Harry says, doing his protective older brother routine.
“Harry the taxi’s are right outside. Jesus, calm down.” I roll my eyes. “I’ll see you guys later.” I leave before he can object.
I go and get my jacket from the cloakroom and stagger out of the club into the cold night air. I take a deep breath trying to clear my head. 
“Are you ok?” One of the bouncers looks concerned. 
“I’m fine.” I respond. God I must look worse than I thought.
I start walking down the pavement. I think I saw a taxi rank around the corner when we came in. I’m startled when someone grasps me firmly at my elbow. I whirl around tearing my arm away. I put my fists up into a well-practiced defensive position. 
Theo stands there frowning at me, holding his hands up. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.” He frowns as his eyes search mine.
“It’s fine. I just need to go.” I manage to slur dropping my arms to my sides. My head spins violently and my stomach rolls, god I should not have drunk that much.
“Where are you going?” He asks gently.
“Home.” I respond. He frowns again and takes a deep breath.
“I can take you home.” He offers.
I sigh. “Look Theo, I’m sorry about tonight. I shouldn’t have acted like that with you. I…I’m sorry. Please can we just forget about it?” I plead with him, hoping desperately that he'll accept my apology and leave.
Suddenly I’m being moved and there’s a wall to my back. I’m so drunk that I’m left feeling very confused. Where there was street lighting there’s now just darkness. I think I’ve been pulled into a side alley off the main street. There is a faint glow coming from the left where the main street is. A surge of panic creeps up in my chest as I realise the situation I’m now in. My body tenses, ready to fight.
"It's okay. I just want to talk to you.” He whispers in the darkness. He’s too close. My breathing becomes shallow as an age old fear grips my throat. I try to gather my thoughts and remember my self-defence training, but my drunken state has made me weak and my mind useless. I’m shaking violently as my body locks down and braces for impact. 
“Lilly.” He touches my face and I flinch. “Lilly, hey calm down. I would never hurt you." His voice is soft and quiet as he gently rubs my arm. As my eyes adjust to the light I can make out his features in the dim light. I can see sympathy in his eyes, which I hate, but behind that I can see something angry and deadly. My panic slowly subsides at his soothing tone, until I can breathe again.
“It’s okay, I’m fine.” I say dismissively. I really don’t want him to see my whole can of crazy right now.
“Okay, I’ll ignore whatever that was for now.” He can’t possibly know just how grateful I am for that. “But tell me…why are you sorry Lilly?” He breathes just inches from my face. His breath is intoxicating and my earlier panic easily gives way to much baser instincts. I can only just make out his features and without being able to see him properly my body becomes hyper aware of his presence. Every nerve ending is on edge, anticipating.
I drag in a ragged breath and swallow hard. “I… I shouldn’t have been so inappropriate.” Yeah, that’s one word for it.
He laughs. “Inappropriate? No. I like you Lilly, and I want you. I thought I made that pretty clear.” He places both his hands on either side of my head, caging me against the wall, then leans down and brushes his lips across my neck. I tremble against the wall and my heart leaps into a sprint. It takes everything in me to form some semblance of reason.
I would love to get hot and sweaty with him, but if there's one thing I'm not and never will be, it's a notch on someone’s bedpost. I don't like being played. I like casual sex, don't get me wrong, but he seems to have this ability to really get under my skin in a way no man ever has. Not good. I need to put some distance between us. I’m drunk and he’s affecting me more because of it.
“You don’t like me. You just want to get in my pants Theo.” I manage to put some conviction in my voice and sound stern, quite a feat considering my current state.
“Well I won't deny it. After all, we both know it would be explosive.” His tone is layered with seduction. I bite my lip nervously. I don't trust myself around him right now.
“I need to go home Theo. I’m sure there are plenty of women in the club who would be all too happy to indulge you.” I didn't mean to sound quite so acerbic, although I manage to sound relatively together despite my spinning head. He needs to know that I’m not one of 'those girls' he can flash a cute smile at and I’ll fall at his feet.
He sighs and presses himself closer to me so that his breath tickles my ear. He gently strokes one hand along my neck. I shiver at his touch. “I don't want anyone else. I want you Lilly. I need to be in you, it’s killing me every time I see you.” He whispers enticingly. Oh and I’d love you in me Theo, but I’m not telling you that. “I know you want it just as badly as I do.” I glare at him in the darkness. "You're just too damn stubborn to admit it." He murmurs under his breath.
“Wow, could your head be any further up your own arsehole.” I snap. Theo laughs loudly in the darkness, making my temper boil. He steps closer to me and tilts his head, gently skimming his nose along my jaw. I tense trying not to react, but my heart pounds along with my desperate breaths. He chuckles quietly.
“You can try and kid yourself all you like Lilly, but your entire body is screaming that you want it.” He purrs. Damn it, of course I want it, but I’m not about to lose all self-respect just for sex. Guaranteed amazing multiple orgasm sex I’m sure, but even so.
"I'm drunk. It doesn't count." I argue.
He leans closer still and whispers against my lips. "You are drunk, but you don't think I see the way you look at me when you're hiding behind your suits and professional courtesy. You may keep up that cool exterior, buy just under the surface you're burning up for me. I’ll bet you've pictured me between your legs a hundred different ways. God knows I have." His hot breath warms my lips, his words are brusque, almost aggressive in their delivery. My body trembles and burns for him as moisture pools rapidly between my thighs, and he's not even touching me. His words both infuriate me and turn me on so much. Fuck I am so screwed. "But the thing I can't understand is why you deny yourself Lilly. You tease me, only to deny me. I'll admit it's a turn on, but a man can only take so much. I'm dying here. You want me on my knees...I'm already there sugar." He whispers. His fingers wind into my hair as his voice drops, becoming husky and seductive. His fingers tighten as his lips brush my ear. "You want me just as much as I want you, even now I bet you're wet for me."
Really?! I push away from him quickly, leaving a few feet of space between us. “Okay! You're hot, I admit it. But don’t you think I see what you are?" Oh god, this is a full scale rant. It's like watching a train wreck, horrific but hopelessly unstoppable. "You’re hot and wealthy and you only have to click your fingers and a willing vagina appears before you. I hate to think how many women you've slept with, but I'm not one of those women Theo. Jesus. How weak do you think I am? I could never get drunk enough to have sex with you! I do have some fucking self-respect." It's as though alcohol has inhibited my brain to mouth filter, not that I normally keep tabs on it anyway, but this is Theodore Ellis. Essentially my boss' boss. He could ruin my career in a heartbeat if he wanted to. I take a deep breath to calm myself. 
“Lilly.” He says my name like a command. I don’t look at him.
"No, please just stop.” I whisper. I’m drunk and irrational and I know tomorrow this will probably become the single most humiliating moment of my life to date. I shove past him and stagger back onto the main street.
“Lilly.” He calls after me. 
I don’t turn around, I just keep walking for what seems like miles but in reality is probably about a hundred yards. I’m so drunk, my head is spinning violently and I just want to lie down on the pavement and pass out. I walk around the corner and onto another street. 
“Lilly.” Oh why won’t he just leave it?
A very nice black Aston Martin pulls up beside me, it's engine purring softly as it crawls along beside the pavement. He’s leaning out of the window.
“Lilly, I’ll take you home.” He speaks softly as though he’s speaking to a child. I turn and look at him.
“I can get myself home. Thank you.” I say curtly.
“Lilly, for Christ sake get in the car.” He’s gritting his teeth, clearly trying to supress his anger. I wave a hand dismissively in his direction. I get to the end of the road and still can't see any taxis, ugh just typical! I stand for a second and look left and then right debating which way to go. He stops the car next to me. 
“Really Lilly?” He growls. “This is childish.” I scowl at him. His eyes flash with anger and his jaw is clenched. He radiates that impenetrable energy of his. Why do I have to be so attracted to him, even now?!
He takes a deep breath and closes his eyes for a moment. “You’re hammered and staggering down a street in the middle of London at two in the morning. Now get in the fucking car!” He shouts and glares at me. “Before I get out and put you in the car forcibly.” He lowers his voice. The look in his eyes tells me that he is deadly serious.
I glare at him, but he has a point. “Fine.” I huff and stomp over to the car. “You’re taking me home and then you’re leaving.” I try to snap at him, but the effect is marred by my slurring. My head is really spinning now.
"With pleasure." He mutters.
I get in the car, its interior is finer than most houses. The dash board is all fine stitched leather and fancy gadgetry. I turn and face him, he’s glaring at me, visibly fuming. 
I look around. "Well you know what they say about men who drive cars like this." I gesture at the dash board and glance at him, he has a wry smile on his face, but otherwise ignores my comment.
“Where do you live?”
“The Westside of Holland Park Square, number twelve.” I recite the address. He begins to drive, and I begin to feel very ill.
“It seems you're even more feisty than first thought. It's...different.” He glances in my direction smiling again, it seems angry Theo has gone back in his box.
“Nobody ever tells you when you’re being an arse?” I fix my eyes on a spot on the dashboard trying to stop the spinning.
“Lilly are you ok? You look a little queasy.” He frowns. “If you’re going to throw up please tell me.” He pleads. 
Just as he says it my stomach rolls. Oh no! I open my mouth to tell him to pull over and instantly regret it. I uselessly fumble for the window. He sees it coming and swerves the car to the curb, but it’s too late. I vomit violently between my knees into the foot well, dousing my favourite Jimmy Choo’s in the process.
“For fuck sake!” I hear Theo curse angrily beside me.
 I fumble for the door and then lean out and vomit again into the road. This is solely the most embarrassing and horrific moment of my life. I want the ground to swallow me up. When my body finally stops heaving I sit back. I’m sobbing and tears stream down my face, along with my makeup no doubt. Wow, I must look fit right now. I glance shyly to my right, Theo has his forehead leant against the steering wheel, he’s gripping the wheel so hard that his knuckles are white.
“Sorry.” I mumble through my pitiful sobs.
“You are seriously pushing my fucking limits tonight Lilly.” He growls through gritted teeth. "I don't know why the fuck I’m bothering with you." I recoil slightly from his harsh tone and the repetitive cursing. He looks at me and I can see he is trying very hard to keep a lid on his anger. He looks straight ahead and pulls back out into the road.
“I’m sorry.” I mumble again. “I’ll pay for it.” I close my eyes and lean my head back against the seat, I just want to sleep.
“I don’t want you to pay for it, all I wanted was for you to tell me when you needed to throw up and not hurl all over my fucking Aston!” Still seething. Oh shit, I’m guessing he’s overly fond of the car, apparently more so than me. I decide to stop talking and give in to my heavy eyelids. I’ll get home and then hopefully I’ll never have to see him again. I can just forget about this whole horrible episode, and he can forget about the silly girl who threw up in his beloved car.
 
I am vaguely aware of being moved, but I’m engulfed in a haze of unconsciousness. 
“Lilly?” The deep voice whispers in my ear. I rouse slightly.
“Lilly, where are your keys?” As I stir into semi consciousness I realise that I am against his chest and he’s carrying me. I don’t want him to carry me, but I’m so comfortable. His chest is rock hard like concrete and so warm. He smells so good. I grab handfuls of his shirt, pulling myself closer to him and pressing my face into his throat.
He chuckles. "Lilly. Keys?"
“Bra.” I slur incoherently.
“Um… do you want to get them?” He sounds amused. I’m just so tired, my head feels so heavy. I wave dismissively at him, right now I just don’t care.
 
“Lilly, you need to get undressed.” He gently shakes me. I drag my eyelids open and squint against the dim light. I’m led on my bed. How the hell did I get here?
“Come on you need to stand up.” Theo takes my hand and pulls me to my feet, I sway slightly squinting up at him. He looks as gorgeous as ever he’s wearing jeans and a pale pink shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal his well-muscled fore arms. His blue eyes assess me warily.
“Are you going to be sick again?” I shake my head. “Ok, well you need to get out of this dress. Turn around.” I do. He unzips the little side zip in my dress. 
“Um, just take it off and get into bed ok? I’ll turn around …” 
I raise my arms above my head and sway slightly. “Please can you help.” I slur again.
He sighs and shakes his head. “I swear you’re trying to kill me woman.” He grasps the hem of my dress and pulls it up and over my head. A small part of my mind is grateful that I have hot underwear on, for the most part I just want to go to sleep, although I know in the morning I will be mortified by the fact that Theodore Ellis has seen me in my underwear. Well after seeing you throw your guts up in his car I think that’s the least of your worries Lilly.
He rummages through my drawers and pulls out some pyjama’s, he shoves the strappy top over my head and then makes me sit on the edge of the bed so that he can help me into my pyjama bottoms. I study him as he kneels in front of me. His cheeks are covered with a couple of days worth of stubble. His hair is messy in a sexed up kind of way. Everything about him is effortless perfection. 
"You're really beautiful." I blurt. Again, brain to mouth filter seems to malfunction where alcohol is concerned. He smiles tenderly at me and reaches up to brush his knuckles across my cheek. His eyes are free of the usual teasing cockiness, replaced with a sincerity I never expected to see in him. We stare at each other for a perfect unbreakable moment and my insides seem to liquefy. If I were sober right now I'd be terrified, but the numbing of the alcohol allows me to just enjoy it. He releases me from his stare and stands and leaves the room. My body physically aches at the loss of his closeness. My chest aches from the loss of... well whatever that was just then.
“Here, drink this.” He walks back in the room and hands me a large glass of water and sits next to me on the bed. “It will lessen the hangover.” I do as he says and drink the whole glass.
He stands and pulls back the covers. “Lay down Lilly.” His tone is gentle, as a parent might speak to a young child. I’m so tired that I willingly oblige and immediately feel unconsciousness creeping over me. 
“You are far beyond beautiful Lilly.” He whispers. The last thing that I am aware of is him kissing me gently on my forehead.
 
I’m woken up by Molly gently tapping on my door. “Babes it’s three in the afternoon. Do you want some food?” Shit, I quite literally had bypassed the entire day.
“I’ll come through in a second.” I reply groggily.
I get up and throw on my dressing gown. I look in the mirror, not a wise move. I look positively horrific. Choosing to ignore my reflection, I pull my hair back in a messy bun and head out into the living area. Molly, George and Harry are all sprawled in various positions across our huge leather corner sofa. There are copious amounts of chocolate and sweets scattered across the coffee table. This is a standard hangover day in our house.
All three look up when I walk in. “Ugh, babes you look how I feel.” George says as I walk in the room. He’s wearing a tank top and sweats, as is Molly.
“Gee thanks babes. You really know how to flatter a girl.” He just laughs. "I feel like actual wank. I'm never drinking again!" I wail.
"You say that every time." Molly rolls her eyes at me.
I sit between George's Knees spreading my legs out on the couch. I lean my head back against his solid chest as he wraps his arms around me. George is my human comfort blanket, whenever I'm ill or upset or just generally down he's my go to person. They’re watching a chick flick. As soon as I sit down Molly turns on me. I can tell she’s itching to talk to me.
“So…” She eyes me. “What happened with you and Mr Millionaire arsehole?” She’s bouncing on the spot, dying for the gossip.
“Well, all I remember is that he brought me home.” I pop a sweet in my mouth.
“He brought you Home!?” She shrieks.
I roll my eyes. “Yes.”
What, like he just dropped you off?” Oh, she’s digging.
“Well no, he helped me in.”
“Helped?”  She raises an eyebrow. Oh Jesus, she wants her pound of flesh, I’m going to have to tell her.
“No, I did not have sex with him. Did you see the state of me!? He put me to bed.” George and Harry both erupt into laughter,
“So from what I can gather you’re trying to impress the hot millionaire and instead he ends up putting you to bed. Brilliant!” Harry mocks me. I glare at him. I’m never going to live this down.
"I am not trying to impress him. Quite the opposite." I grumble. I get a sudden flash back of Theo’s anger after I was sick in his car. Oh no! I put my head in my hands. “Oh god, I vommed in his car as well.” The laughter turns to pure hysterics. I can’t help but laugh, it’s just such an awful situation. Last night couldn’t have gone any worse.
“Well he did looked pretty into you, but that may not be the case this morning.” Molly grins. “Still, that kiss looked pretty intense.”  The kiss. Shit! What was I thinking, I kissed Theodore Ellis. I turn my head and bury it in George's chest.
“Shit! I was such a mess last night. This is awful. I’m going to have to change jobs.” How could I be so stupid?
“I think that’s a bit extreme. It was only a kiss Lilly. It’s not like he wasn’t willing. He looked pretty keen to me.” Everything comes rushing back to me. ‘I want you Lilly, I need to be in you.’ Ah, even just the memory of those words turns me on.
“He is keen, that’s the problem.” I sigh.
“Sorry, Mr fit as fuck and rich as hell wants you and that’s a problem? Sweetie, you are crazy!” George says.
“He doesn’t want me George, he just wants sex. He’s only really interested because I’m not. I don’t think he’s ever been turned down.”
“Well duh, that’s because he’s seriously fine. That man was created for one thing and one thing only...making women scream.” He winks at me and smiles wickedly. "I don't know what you're complaining about anyway Lilly, you don't do relationships. You've only ever had fuck buddies."
“Ok, I’ve heard enough. Guys that’s my little sister you’re talking about. Too much.” Harry jumps up and goes into the kitchen. Molly and George laugh as we watch him go. Harry is pretty good with listening to our conversations most of the time, he’s used to it. George and Molly sometimes forget that he is my brother.
 
After an hour or so I go back to my room to gather some washing and I notice a piece of paper on my bedside table. I must have missed it earlier. It’s a business card made from expensive textured card, the front reads ‘Ellis Corporate Ltd’ in bold script, at the bottom in smaller print reads ‘Theodore Ellis M.D’ and a mobile phone number. I turn it over and in neat handwriting it says: ‘Lilly. I’d really like to see you again. Sober. Theo. x’. That’s it? I hold the card and just stare at it for a few moments. I decide that he did bring me home and look after me last night. I should probably thank him and apologise for my god awful behaviour. 
I find my phone and type out a text message:
Thank you for bringing me home last night, and for putting up with me. I can only apologise for my behaviour. Sorry. Lilly.
I’m hoping that this will smooth the way for me hopefully keeping my job. He doesn't text back. Probably busy with one of his harem.
 
Harry is leaving today, so we're going to dinner. I know he's going to ask me how I am, and I know he knows I don't like talking about it, but he's my brother and he worries. 
The restaurant is small with little candle lit tables. We sit by the window and order a bottle of wine. I watch as people on the street outside amble by in their own little worlds. A waiter brings us our wine and pours two glasses of the deep red liquid.
"So, you seem pretty settled here Lill's." He says when the waiter leaves.
"Yeah I am. It feels as though I can finally just live my life." Harry's expression is sad as he studies me. "Anyway, tell me all about your travelling." I ask quickly before it gets too heavy. Harry regales me with crazy adventures and interesting people he met on his travels. I laugh more than I have in months, and remember why I missed my brother so much. Harry always was that person who could make friends with anyone, lighten any situation and make me laugh when I wanted to cry. It's a skill borne of years surrounded my misery, a compulsion he has to make others smile. We laugh and eat our food, attracting attention from the other customers.
Eventually though comes the inevitable part in our conversation. I will always hate it, but Harry will always ask. My protective older brother. 
"So how are you Lill's? I mean really." Harry is the only person who would dare to add really after that question.
"I'm okay, honestly. You fuss way too much Harry." I roll my eyes.
"Molly told me you've been seeing this guy, Cruise?" His green eyes reflect the candle light, revealing wisdom far beyond his years.
"Seeing is a strong word." I mumble. There's a pause, and I can see Harry struggling with something.
 “Lill's. I'm so sorry I wasn't here for you." Harry looks down at the table.
"They told you?" I whisper.
"Were you going to tell me Lilly?" His voice cracks slightly and I can see the tears shining in his eyes. "I should have been here for you. I let you down again." He says brokenly. Oh god he's killing me.
I reach out and grasp his hand across the table; I touch my other hand to his cheek. "No Harry. You kept me safe for years when you shouldn't have had to. This time it was all on me. I was the one who got myself in that situation." I take a deep breath. "And that's why I wouldn't let any of them call you, because you sacrificed your own life to save mine. You waited until I was through Uni and settled, before following your dream and travelling the world. I wasn't going to ruin that for you. I knew if I told you, you would come straight back." I drop my hand from his face to hold his other hand.
"You needed me Lill's." He whispers as he squeezes my fingers.
I shake my head. "It's not what you think. It wasn't some traumatic event. I don't remember it. I might as well have gotten drunk and passed out.”
He grits his teeth and clenches his fists. 
“Please don't make me out to be a victim. I've been a victim all my life. I don't want to be one now." I whisper. "It was just a silly mistake made by a silly girl who was determined to drown out her past, which is stupid and definitely doesn't work." I murmur.
"Oh I know. Believe me, I've tried." He whispers, his shoulders slump as his gaze falls to the table again.
"I want you to promise me something Harry." 
He looks up at me. "Anything."
"Promise me you won't feel guilty about this. You'll let it go and take my word that I am fine." I hold his gaze firmly, pleading with him.
I've come to accept that Harry will always blame himself for our childhood, for our Mothers failings. Harry feels crippling guilt for something he was powerless to prevent, he was just a child. Meanwhile my heartless bitch of a mother feels nothing accept self-pity. I hate her with an unrivalled venom. I despise everything she stands for. Her failings derive from her weakness. If there is one thing I will never be; it’s weak. Weakness is like a poison, squeezing the life from a person until all that is left is a pathetic shell. Strength is what makes us, strength is what protects us and our loved ones. 
Harry is strong and he doesn't deserve the guilt he burdens himself with.
"Okay." He finally whispers, though I know it's futile. Harry carries the weight of the world on his shoulders, taking responsibility for everything. I love him for it, but it saddens me.
"Good, so what are you going to do now you're back in rainy old England?” And just like that the conversation goes back to normal. 
Harry pays for dinner, against my begging him to let me pay.
He's heading back to Bournemouth where he owns a couple of garages, they pretty much run themselves now, but he needs to check in with the guys. Harry had always wanted to travel, but swore he would never leave me while I needed him. I thought he would go when I went to Uni, but waited until I had finished my degree and had an internship before leaving. He even paid six months of my rent upfront before going, despite my complaining. He is the best brother in the world.
I walk him to the waiting car outside where his friend Tim is waiting to pick him up. Harry hugs me hard, promising to pop back in a couple of weeks before slipping into the passenger seat and pulling away.
With a sigh I turn and head back to George’s little red jeep, which he often lends me. The cool air makes me shiver and I realise that I don't have my scarf, I must have left it in the restaurant. I cross the street, dash back up the steps and walk over to the table where a waiter is clearing it.
"Sorry, I left my scarf." I explain as he gives me an odd look. I wrap it around my neck as I push through the door and catch the heel of my stiletto on the lip of the door, almost losing my shoe.
"Oh, shit." I curse as I stumble awkwardly. I lean against the iron railings lining the steps and readjust my shoe. I look up at the sound of an engine approaching. 
A big black car pulls up at the curb, coming to a halt at the bottom of the steps. The back door opens and a man steps out. I know who it is before I even see him, my whole body hyper aware of him. He steps out of the car with his usual athletic grace and stands, a cocky grin already fixed on those perfect lips as his smouldering gaze renders me helpless. 
He's wearing black jeans and a light grey shirt with the sleeves rolled up. My mouth goes dry as my eyes survey his gorgeous frame. He looks even more amazing than I last remember. His muscular shoulders strain against the material of his shirt which fits his narrow hips perfectly. His jeans hang from his hips but hint at his muscular thighs. Time seems to stand still in that moment as he stares at me and I stare back. As usual I am breathless at the sight of him. This is bad, I’m caught unawares and unprepared. 
The door on the far side of the car slams shut and I’m aware of a woman walking around the back of the car. She comes to a halt at his side, but still he does not release me from his stare. 
Suddenly flashbacks of Friday night burst through my mind and I have to remind myself to be embarrassed. I'm so overtaken by my body’s natural reaction to him that I had forgotten about the vomit and undressing incident. Shit, this is awkward. I take a deep breath and descend the steps, concentrating very hard on not going head first down them.
The woman is small and slim, she has a mane of dark hair that falls in loose waves down her back. Her big blue eyes compliment her smooth milky complexion. There is no question that she is beautiful. She's wearing black knee high boots that are very fitted and show off her slim calves. She has a grey fitted knee length cardigan on over a black shift dress. Another one of his willing vagina's I expect. Suddenly I feel an irrational pity for her, even though right at this moment I could easily give in and become all too willing myself. I pity the fact that she must have so little self-respect to allow herself to be used.
"Lilly." He greets me, whilst smiling like there's a private joke I’m missing out on.
"Mr Ellis." I greet him stiffly. I need to attempt to redefine some sort of lines between us.
I reach the bottom of the steps. The young woman nods and smiles at me, I return the smile politely.
I am stood barely a metre away from him now. I can feel that magnetic pull he always holds over me, as though I have a steel cable bolted to my chest and he's pulling the other end. My cautious resolve slowly starts to slip away under the weight of all that sexual prowess. My entire body thrums with anticipation and need. He raises one eyebrow as a cocky smirk pulls at his lips in his signature look, an invitation. I take a deep breath, summon some will power and slowly take a step back away from him.
"Goodnight Theo." I whisper breathlessly and begin to retreat.
"Until next time Lilly." He smirks knowingly at me. My body almost convulses at his voice, it's so masculine but so sensual. He offers such promise, but I must keep clear lines with him. He's a man for whom I would willingly blur the lines, but I mustn't. That is a whole world of shit just waiting to happen.
"The answer's still no Theo." I meet his gaze steadily and smile at him sweetly.
He shrugs. "For now..." His eyes darken, and just that look is enough to make my pulse race. Oh god. I turn and cross the road to the jeep, once inside I exhale in a gust. Deep down I know I’m in trouble. Each time I see him the sexual tension gets worse. That was almost unbearable, the next time I see him... I don't even care that he was with another woman. I want him.
I'm so horny now, it's ridiculous. My mind flashes through an imaginative array of things he would do to me, making me clamp my thighs together. With a frustrated sigh I pull out my phone and dial a number.
"I thought you might call. It's been over a week." Cruise's soft Australian drawl turns me on even more if that’s even possible.
"My place. Half an hour?" I ask quickly.
"I'll be there in fifteen minutes." He hangs up. 
 
 
Monday Morning I settle at my desk and start on some contracts that need immediate attention. I’m exhausted today. I had a night full of nightmares that would not stop. It’s been a while since I had a night that bad.  I gave up on sleep when it got to three in the morning. 
"Lilly?" Josh calls from his office.
I stand and walk over to his office. "Yes."
"Ah, Lilly I need you to go to Ellis Tower today and get the last of the contracts signed with Mr Ellis. You've clearly impressed him because he asked for you personally." Josh beams clearly pleased with me and for me.
My stomach bottoms out. There's only one reason that Theodore Ellis wants me to go over there. If his several calls over the last week are anything to go by, then the vomit in the car was clearly not enough to put him off. If I see him again I think all that raw male power will kill me, I don't think I have any will power left where he's concerned. I'm in deep fucking shit.
 



Chapter 7 – Theo
 
I find myself sat in the office on Monday Lunchtime. I usually only come into the office twice a week, but since meeting a certain solicitor I’ve found myself needing an awful lot of legal advice that I have to deal with personally. I've never gone so out of my way to see someone, especially when that someone seems to loathe me.
"Miss Parker is here for your Midday appointment Sir." Lucy's voice comes through the intercom.
"Thank you Lucy. Please could you send her in." 
I'm expecting her to be angry for coercing her into this situation, in fact I'm kind of hoping she's angry. For some reason her fiery temper turns me on in ways no-one else can. 
There's a gentle knock on the door and the door opens. She steps into the room looking amazing as always.
"Lilly." I greet her.
She's wearing a dark grey dress that clings to her tiny waist, my eyes follow the line of her curves. God, she drives me crazy. I can feel my cock starting to ache already. She's wearing bright red heels, fuck me shoes. Her hair is pulled up in a bun on the back of her head and she's wearing her glasses. She looks like every fantasy I’ve ever had since I was fifteen. 
As I make eye contact with her, her lips part slightly. She's wearing red lipstick, which draws my eyes to her mouth, the things I would do to that mouth. My want for her has only become stronger, grabbing me by the fucking balls until all I can think of is her. She's made regular business visits in the past two weeks and her resolve still seems firmly in place, but I’m not giving up that easily. I have never wanted anything as much as I want to screw Lilly Parker. She's become a challenge that I cannot bare to fail.
She walks toward me slowly never taking her eyes off me. 
"Mr Ellis." For the first time since I’ve met her she actually sounds nervous. "I have the last few contracts for you." She walks to the edge of my desk and places her briefcase on it. She pops it open and pulls out some papers. She places them in front of me, leaning over the desk towards me as she does. I lean back in my chair admiring the view. She quickly straightens and flushes.
"Thank you, but that's not exactly why I called you here." I narrow my eyes assessing her reaction.
She takes a deep breath and sighs. She closes her eyes as she speaks. "I know. The answer's still no. I'd like to remain strictly professional. Please don't make this difficult for me or I'll request that someone else deal with Ellis corporate in the future." Fighting talk, but she can't look at me as she says it. 
"Well we both know that's not true. Just stop fighting it Lilly." I smile at her. "You can at least have a conversation with me?"
"Fine. I’m here now, so say what you have to say and I can leave." She snaps, glaring at me with those piercing eyes. Wow, she's irritable today.
"I haven't had a chance to speak to you alone since that night at Allure. You don't answer phone calls, so I’m rather limited in my options." 
"I don't answer your calls because I don't want to speak to you. Anyone else would take the hint." She glares at me defiantly.
"You kissed me that night in the club and then you freaked out and started hurling abuse at me. What am I supposed to do with that?" 
"I was drunk. You kissed me and you instantly assumed you'd hit a home run...that pissed me off massively and so I gave you abuse. Yes." She shrugs. "I admit that it wasn't entirely professional, but then neither were you. In fact you've been nothing but inappropriate from the moment I met you." She seethes.
"I'm inappropriate! Everything about you is inappropriate." I gesture the length of her body. Okay, that was a low blow, but damn the woman drives me insane.
"What!? God you're an arrogant prick." She huffs.
"I make you angry because I make you want me, and you don't want to want me. You like to remain in control of the situation, my presence shits all over that, makes you lose your grip and you hate it." One look at her face and I can tell I'm right.
"Your arrogance irritates me. You assume you can have me, and for that reason you can't and you never will." Her rage is palpable.
"I think it's fair to say that's not the case. There are certainly no assumptions when it comes to you." Her eyes spit fire. Her temper is in full effect and damn, it's such a turn on. "You scream at me in the middle of the street and are just down right antagonistic. No-one else would get away with it." I growl. "Then you throw up in my car... I'm still here, still chasing you, though god only knows why."
She places her hands on the desk looking me straight in the eye. She cocks an eyebrow. "You're still chasing because you haven't caught me. You will always want what you can't have, it’s to be expected from a man like you. Now I've told you several times, but I'll tell you again. I'm not interested." Her face is totally impassive.
"Oh?” I smirk and raise a disbelieving eyebrow at her. “And why aren't you interested?" I'm also genuinely curious.
"Oh, because of course all women are interested in you. Sorry I forgot." She rolls her eyes.
"Exactly." She glares at me. I shrug. "I'm only going with the evidence. You can deny it, but you're clearly attracted to me. So why aren't you interested?"
She tilts her head as if I’m missing something obvious. "Yes, I'm attracted to you, but you are the definition of player Theo.  I will not be a piece in your game, nor would you want me to be, trust me. Now please sign the papers." God I love it when she gets that authorative bite in her tone. I stand and move slowly around the desk to her, I step around and behind her. She glances over her shoulder at me but doesn't move. Her lips are parted slightly. 
"Ah, but you play the game yourself do you not?" I'm going with a hunch here, but the way she flirts... she plays, she's a woman who likes control and power, she needs it. That's why she's fighting this so hard, I need her to let go of it. She doesn't respond. "So why not play with me." I breathe just inches from her ear, she trembles a little. 
Being this close to her is almost painful. I can feel the heat of her body near mine. It's been almost three weeks since I first saw her and my desire for her has gone from a flame to a raging inferno in that time. Her presence causes a near nuclear reaction in my fucking pants.
She glances over her shoulder, locking me in her gaze. "Not like you do. I'm not a slut. I have a basic level of respect for the people I have sex with." I run a finger lightly along the back of her neck. "When two play the game there can only be one winner." She whispers. "One will become the played, the used. I will not be used Theo." I trail my finger down her right arm. She shivers lightly.
"Oh, sugar you can use me anytime. I'm all yours." I breathe against the soft skin of her neck.
I trace my index finger along the line of her curves, over her ribs down her waist and hips, she trembles and I grasp her thigh making her breath quicken. I can feel her resolve slipping away from her with each passing second. I gently kiss her below her ear, she doesn't move. Her breathing is strained as I grab her left hip and pull her back against me, pushing my hard cock against her arse. She shifts her weight slightly, brushing my cock, making my breath hitch. My fingers tighten against her as my lips graze her collar bone.
"Please, don't." She whispers, but makes no other move to stop me.
"I can't walk away from you, because I know just how rare a creature like you is Lilly." I graze her earlobe with my teeth and she gasps.
She turns in my arms so that she is face to face with me. Her green eyes dance brightly with excitement. My cock is straining against the fly of my trousers, aching with an undeniable need, drawn to the siren call in front of me.
I bend and kiss her neck again.
"Stop lying to yourself. You want me almost as much as I want you." I press another kiss against her throat and she swallows heavily. Her eyes flutter closed.
 "And how much do you want me?” Her voice is husky, seductive.
“More than anything. You have me on my knees.” I whisper.
She closes her eyes and takes a deep breath as if struggling with an inner turmoil. When she opens her eyes my heart almost leaps out of my chest, the ache in my cock seems to double. Her eyes physically blaze bright emerald, she looks like a predator cornering her prey. 
I brush my lips across her jaw gently, her breath hitches. I press my lips to hers. Her lips part allowing me access.
I graze her bottom lip and caress her tongue. She moans against my lips before grabbing the back of my neck. Finally, she lets go and gives into the wild attraction between us. She snaps and holy shit, it's like releasing a caged tiger.
She kisses me with a passion close to violence, her tongue wrestling with mine, she tastes amazing. I grab her face, holding it to mine. Her hands fist in my hair, pulling at the roots, the bite of pain only turns me on even more. Yes. This is what I want. God she's fucking unbelievable. 
"Just so you know, I still think you're an arsehole." She growls against my lips. "You're just a really hot arsehole." I laugh as she rips off my tie then drops her hands and starts to deftly undo the buttons of my shirt. She lets out a frustrated growl and suddenly rips my shirt open, buttons scatter everywhere. It's so carnal and savage. She pulls my shirt down over my shoulders and pulls back a moment to look at me. 
She releases a little moan of delight. 
"I'm glad you approve." I can't help but be amused and a little shocked by her savagery. The inner animal that she clearly keeps under lock and key is out, and she's taking no prisoners. She presses her lips to my neck, sinking her teeth into my skin. 
I run my hand up her thigh trying to hitch up her skirt, but it's too tight. I spin her in my arms and swiftly pull down the zip of her dress. I run my hands down her arms, removing the material as I go. Her skin is over heated and flush with goose bumps. The dress falls in a heap at her feet and she gracefully steps out of it. I stare at her in absolute awe, I’ve already seen her in underwear and it certainly wasn't an unpleasant experience, but fuck me… She's left wearing a red lace bra with matching lace French-knickers and her red heels. She looks like a lingerie model, her stomach is sculpted and flat, her tits are full and pert and her arse...there are no fucking words.
My groin throbs. "Fuck." I growl, spinning her and pushing her back against the wall. I kiss and bite her neck whilst running my hands greedily over her body stroking her perfect skin. Our bare torsos are pressed together and her skin feels amazing against mine. I trail one finger from her neck down her chest, stopping to circle one nipple, it stiffens under my touch straining against the lace of her bra. She gasps as her fingers claw at my back. I kiss her hard and she moans quietly against my lips. She bites my bottom lip hard, the taste of blood fills my mouth but I don't care. I just need to be in her, my cock is throbbing with the compulsion to be buried in her.
"Oh god, Theo fuck me." She gasps out the command against my lips. Shit, she keeps that up and this is going to be over very quickly. She undoes my fly and pushes my trousers and boxers down unleashing my aching cock. She wraps one hand around the base and I groan. I frantically hook my fingers into the lace of her underwear and swiftly pull them down her legs where she steps out of them. 
She turns and grabs something from her handbag. "Here." She hands me a condom. I raise an eyebrow at her, amused. Sure you didn't want it Lilly. Got to love a girl who's prepared though. I put it on and place both hands on her arse and lift her, she willingly parts her legs and wraps them around my hips.
“I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked sugar.” I wink at her as I slam balls deep into her. She cries out and drags her nails across my shoulders. She feels so good, too good. I stay still needing a moment to collect myself, the last thing I want is two pumps and a squirt, not after waiting three weeks to be where I am right now. I need this, I've needed this since the first time I saw her, to be in her, to possess her. I kiss her neck, her collar bone, her jaw, her lips. Her fingers grasp at my hair frantically.
I press her into the wall harder and begin to move, pulling out and then slamming back into her with an unrelenting rhythm. Her moans fill the room as her nails dig into my shoulders harder. I kiss and bite her neck violently, over taken with my irrational need for her. She grabs a handful of my hair and pulls hard forcing my head back and kissing me hard.  "Yes." She groans as I thrust into her again. “Harder.” Jesus.
I pick her up and spin around to rest her on the desk behind me, remaining in her the entire time. I throw papers and stationary off the desk and lay her down. Her eyes fix mine, alight with hunger as I move in and out of her. I grasp her ankle and bring it up over my shoulder so that her left leg is flush to my body. I lean over her and sink deeper inside her, she moans loudly. "Oh God." She breathes
"I want you to scream my name." I growl at her as I thrust into her harder. Pleasure spikes through me spurred on by the little noises she makes. I go slower savouring the feeling of her as her body caresses my cock, squeezing me. I groan as she brings me closer and tilt my hips, grinding them into her. Her breathe hitches.
"Yes, fuck me Theo." Her words are like a red rag to a bull. I slam into her harder and deeper and feel her insides clench. Seeing her sprawled on my desk moaning is enough to make me explode. I drive into her harder and make her scream my name. I come violently crying out as her pussy clenches my cock like an iron fist. I eventually collapse on top of her on the desk, my head resting between her tits as she runs her fingers through my hair. She's breathing heavily, clenching around me. Her skin is damp with sweat, she’s never looked more beautiful. I pull back leaning over her. She smiles at me.
"Well that was unexpected." She looks guilty.
 I laugh. "You look like you've done something you shouldn't have."
I stand and pull out of her. She winces slightly. I pull off the condom and throw it in the bin. I refasten my trousers but my shirt is unsalvageable. I go to the wardrobe in the corner of the office and take out another one. When I turn around it's like one of those slow motion sexy ads. She stands there in red lace underwear with red heels, her lipstick is smudged. She pulls the pins from her dishevelled bun so that her long auburn hair cascades down her back. She flashes a knowing smile. My cock starts to twitch, readying for round two. Fuck me this woman is going to kill me.
"Enjoying the view Mr Ellis?" She teases.
"Very much." I raise an eyebrow at her and smile. She steps into her dress.
"Would you mind?" She asks pulling her hair aside and turning away from me. I pull up her zip and pause, gently tracing my finger across her neck. 
"I need to go. I still need those papers signed." She is suddenly all business. "Once they're signed, you officially own Media Inc. Congratulations. My job here is done." I can hear the double meaning in her words. We're done.
"Of course." I retrieve the papers that are now scattered all over the floor after our heated encounter. I quickly sign them. I glance up at her and she is pulling her hair back into a bun again. She seems totally calm and collected. I hand her the papers. She places them in her briefcase.
"Well Mr Ellis, as always it's been a pleasure." She smiles wickedly at me. I step slowly towards her.
"Hmm, always.”
She straightens her skirt before turning and leaving without so much as a backward glance. I shake my head in disbelief. If that's what a quickie in the office is like, imagine having her all night...the thought makes me harden again. I don't know what the hell that woman does to me, but I'm fucked, both literally and otherwise. If Lilly Parker thinks we’re done she is very much mistaken.
 
It's been nearly a week since she left my office. A week since I was inside her, and it's. All. I. Can. Think. Of! As a result I'm spending more time in the office. When I'm at home I find myself thinking about my life. About how I have everything I could possibly want and I've always been happy with. My steady stream of women, the partying, the nice house, fast cars, but something is missing. When I think about that my mind instantly flicks to Lilly and how much I enjoy being around her, even when it's just our standard bickering, even when she's just being an infuriating tease. That quick fuck in the office was probably the closest I’ve ever come to feeling anything other than an orgasm during sex. This line of thought freaks me the fuck out and so obviously I try to avoid it at all cost, even if it means staring at mind numbing spread sheets all day.
I'm going through said boring as shit spread sheets at home on Wednesday evening when my little sister Cat calls me.
"Hey. Long time no speak." I say jokingly. Cat and I usually see each other a couple of times a week and speak most days, but I haven't spoken to her since dinner on Sunday before she left for Italy.
"What can I say. Some of us lead fabulous glamorous lives that leave us with little time for chit chat." She laughs.
"Not even for your brother." I scoff.
"You know you're my favourite brother. That's why I'm calling you all the way from Milan." Her high tinkling voice makes me smile.
"Aren't I privileged. I'm guessing this isn't just a catch up then?" 
"Actually I wanted to invite you to dinner when I get back at the end of the month." She says.
"Oh?" There's usually a reason for Cat's dinners.
"Well..." She sighs. "I've been seeing this guy." There it is. She sounds nervous. "I'd like you to meet him..."
"No, you wouldn't." I laugh.
She huffs a laugh. "You're right, but I've been seeing him a while and I've met all his family. I've explained that I don't have much family, what with Will being in Paris, so that just leaves you...I did warn him." 
"Okay." I say calmly.
"Oh god, please be nice Theo. Don't do the arsehole big brother routine." she whines.
"So long as he's the arsehole trying to get into my sisters pants, he'll get nothing less."
"Theo..." she sounds like a stroppy teenager.  "I'm twenty two!"
"Doesn't matter, you're my baby sister. Is he as bad as that last prick?"
She doesn't reply only sighs. "Anyway, enough about my love life. You never told me who that red head was the other night." She changes the subject quickly.
"She's no-one. She works for my solicitors."
"No. She's someone to you. I could tell by the way you looked at her. You've never looked at anyone like that." Damn it, she's so bloody observant. I take a deep breath. "Don't lie to me. I'll know." She adds before I can speak.
"She's, well like I said a solicitor..." What is she to me? "I guess I’d like her to be something to me." I'm met with silence on the other end of the line. "What is it Cat?" I sigh.
"Nothing...just...I've never known you want anyone before. I mean you've always got some bimbo hanging off you at parties and stuff, but you've never had a girlfriend. I've never even heard of you going on a date."
"I don't want to now... I guess she's just different. I'm interested in her."
She snorts. "Of course you're interested. She's one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen!"
"Well she's not really speaking to me anyway so it's null and void..."
She sighs. "What did you do?"
"Nothing. She just freaked out. Personally I think she's being very stereotypical. She assumes I’m some kind of rich playboy who's a total arse." I would never tell Cat that I fucked her on my desk prior to the freak out.
"Well you kind of are with women. If you like her then you need to show her." The dreamy little sigh in her voice does not escape my notice, I'm not sure Cat’s the best person to take advice from, but out of her or Hugo, Cat wins by a mile.
"I've made it pretty clear. I even sent her flowers!"
“Really!? You must really like her.” She laughs. "Persistence is the key. Invite her to one of your parties, it's less intense. Makes it more of a casual social thing."
"Um, you clearly haven't been to one of my parties lately..." I smirk.
"Oh god, you're right, there'll be bimbo's and tequila, not to mention Hugo." I can hear the disgust in her voice. "On second thought maybe not...Oh I've got to go, but I'll call you when I'm back okay."
"Sure. See you soon Kitty Cat." I hang up as she starts whining about her old nickname.
 



Chapter 8 – Lilly 
 
I sit at the breakfast bar in the kitchen staring at the enormous bouquet of flowers in front of me. They arrived this morning with a card that simply read: Theo x. 
It's the third bouquet this week. Just the sight of them reminds me of my steamy encounter with Theo last week. The memory of his lips, his touch, the taste of him is all branded into my mind. Even though I know he’s bad for me, so so bad, I want to see him again. I want to feel that buzz of energy that I have when I’m around him, to see his reactions to even the lightest of my touches. I like the way he makes me feel, confident and strong, and its real when I'm around him, not just the front I put on for the world. That is why I had sex with him, because despite his many flaws I am drawn to him in a way I can’t even explain to myself. 
Despite all that though I know that the second I give in to him the little strength I have will wain and become consumed by him. He makes me feel strong, but in doing so he renders me weak. He is my weakness. He's dangerous to someone like me. He makes me feel alive, in fact no, he just makes me feel. That is the scariest thing about him. I need to stay strong. In an alarmingly short space of time he's become an infuriatingly addictive drug, a drug I need to quit before my addiction destroys me. The problem with that, as proven by the flowers sat in front of me, is he won’t just let me walk away. Its human nature to want the unattainable, and that is why he wants me...because I said no. It's the law of sod. 
If there's one thing I've learnt in this life it's not to trust anyone.  The only one you can truly rely on is yourself. When someone like Theodore Ellis pops up on your radar you should run like hell. He's a head fuck and no matter how he makes me feel, one way or another he will screw me over in the end. Guaranteed. The best thing I can do is just ignore him. We had sex, it was good, end of.
 
"Wow. Are those from him?" Molly startles me from my thoughts. Molly and George had the biggest I told you so smiles when I told them, oh and not to mention the fact that I lost a hundred quid.
"Um, yeah." I stumble.
"Well he's persistent." She smiles innocently. 
"I find men often can be when they want something." I raise an eyebrow at her.
"You're such a cynic." She mutters.
"No, I’m realistic." Molly is the sort of woman men flock to. She loves men and they love her. She has a boyfriend for a couple months then gets bored and moves on, leaving a string of broken hearts in her wake. Molly however has definitely never experienced a man like Theo before. Molly attracts nice boys. I apparently attract arseholes.
"Well, he's already screwed you, so if that's all he's after then he wouldn't be sending flowers now would he?" She looks so pleased with herself. I just scowl at her.
"He's that guy that every girl wants to believe she can change Molly... I'm not that naive. I'm just disappointed in myself for being so damn weak. God knows I hate that feeling." I frown down at my hands.
She smiles sympathetically.
"What do you fancy for dinner?" She asks changing the subject.
"I don't mind as long as it's accompanied by copious amounts of wine." My stress levels are off the chart right now.
Molly laughs. "Ok. Where's George?"
"I think he's rehearsing again." George got the big job he auditioned for last week. He's been out rehearsing almost every evening since. The rehearsals are ruthless and unrelenting. Twice this week I’ve found him stood in ice baths. It's punishing.
Molly and I spend the evening eating chicken fajitas, which is one of my favourites, washed down with white wine, lots of white wine. I'm aware that I’m being less than talkative. I'm in a bad mood and I’m stressed. Molly doesn't try to coax conversation out of me. She knows better. 
 
The weekend comes around quickly and brings with it a rare bout of sunshine in the disappointing English summer. Last month its flood warnings, now they're warning there might be a heat wave, still, it lifts my spirits. Molly and I decide in a slightly over enthusiastic move to try and soak up some vitamin D and go to the park across the street from the flat.
I lay sprawled on my back next to Molly on a blanket which we've spread across the grass. I close my eyes and sigh contently. The sun feels so good against my bare legs. The distant hum of London traffic is drowned out by the birds singing optimistically and the gentle rustle of leaves in the soft breeze.
"This is so nice. I wish it were this sunny all the time." I sigh.
"Yeah right. I'm waiting for the rain to roll in any minute." She sighs.
I put my ear buds in, deciding that a little snooze in the sun will do wonders for my shockingly pale skin. I pull up my tank top, exposing my stomach to the rays. I'm halfway through listening to Taylor swift singing about being twenty two when the hair on the back of my neck stands up. Nothing’s changed, but the atmosphere feels suddenly charged. I open an eye, but all I see is blue sky. A tap on my shoulder from Molly makes me turn on my side to face her and pull my ear buds out.
"Holy shit, serious talent at ten o' clock." Molly hisses at me whilst death gripping my forearm.
I swing my gaze to where she's looking and my stomach bottoms out. Two guys are running along the path that runs around the outside of the park. The blonde guy with his top off I don't recognise, but the other is a face I know only too well. His dark hair is stuck to his forehead and neck with sweat. He's wearing a sleeveless gym top that leaves his bulging shoulders and arms on display and showcasing the artwork that decorates his skin.
"Fuck." I drop my glasses onto my face and roll back over onto my back, wishing I could disappear into the ground and hoping he doesn't recognise me.
"Oh my god, is that…? I swear he wasn't that hot before." She whispers.
"That's because you were drunk and he wasn't exposing so much inked up manliness." I sigh. “He just had to come to this park.” I grumble. I keep trying to avoid him, but I seem to bump into him in random places. I’m starting to think he’s stalking me.
"Why are you ignoring him?" She hisses.
"Why do you think?" I whisper. "I haven't spoken to him since I left his office...still harbouring wet knickers I might add."
"Wow, you're so eloquent Lill’s. Oh, and too late, he's coming this way with his seriously yummy shirtless friend." She squeals. 
I groan. "Not good. I'm asleep okay."
A few seconds later and Molly greets the two guys. "Lilly." Theo says in that deep voice that has me trembling, but I say nothing. Molly laughs beside me just as a stream of cold water touches my stomach. I shriek and turn onto my side. "God you're an arsehole." I grumble.
He laughs lightly. "Hey. You do realise it's not actually that warm right?" He indicates toward my bare midriff. His mocking smile seems to outshine the sun. 
I roll onto my front and glare up at him, hoping he'll make small talk and then leave. "Yeah, well you never know when you'll next see sunshine. You have to grab your opportunities." I hear Molly's exasperated sigh beside me.
"So who's your friend Theo?" Molly is so bloody obvious. The way her eyes roam over the other guy is ridiculous. Her lips are slightly parted as she flicks her tongue over her upper lip. The guy doesn't miss it. He smiles and winks at her. Oh Jesus, another cocky one. I will admit though, he has a pretty impressive upper half on show, nowhere near as good as Theo's, but that's because Theo looks like a bloody god. This guy is athletic where Theo is chiselled and beautifully honed.
"This is Hugo. Hugo, Molly and Lilly." Hugo's eyebrows shoot up at my name, which I can only assume means he knows who I am, which I can then assume means Theo's spoken about me. Weird.
"Nice to meet you." I say.
"Very, very nice to meet you." Molly practically purrs. I swear to god, put her in front of an attractive man and she completely turns into a weird sex stalker.
"Likewise." Hugo responds before dropping onto the grass next to Molly. I roll my eyes at exactly the same time as Theo and laugh. 
Theo drops into a crouch near me. I catch his scent of sweat and body wash and just pure man. His eyes are bright like a Mediterranean ocean today as he meets my gaze. He reaches out and pulls my sunglasses of my face, brushing my cheek as he does. "That's better." He smiles.  "Do you mind if I have a sip of your water?"
"Sure, I guess you poured yours on me." I grumble, still feeling a little scattered from his touch.
He smiles as he picks up my bottle and takes three long gulps. His adam’s apple moves as he swallows, and a drop of sweat rolls across his stubble covered jaw and down his throat. I swallow hard and try to control my hormones which are currently going haywire in the presence of all those muscles and male pheromones.
"Thanks." He says quietly, flashing me that come to bed smile. He grabs the bottom of his shirt and wipes his face with it. All conversation seems to drop into silence as that glorious body makes an appearance. Hugo chuckles, but I can't pull my eyes from those bulging abs and deep cut guidelines. Then all too quickly he drops his shirt again and winks at me, that sexy as hell smile still on his face. Ugh, bastard! He's good, I'll give him that. I turn my gaze to Molly, whose eyes are still firmly trained on the spot where Theo's shirt was just lifted.
I lightly hit her. "Jesus Molly it's not that good." I grumble.
"Are you shitting me!?" She stammers. "What is wrong with you?" Hugo and Theo both laugh.
"Don't worry sweetheart, he has that effect on all the girls. It's really hard trying to be his wingman sometimes." I roll my eyes. He feigns a sad face before cracking a wide smile. 
"I'm sure." Molly says.
Throughout this entire exchange I can feel Theo's eyes burning into me. I roll onto my back again and pull my sunglasses down, clearly stating that I wish to end the conversation.
"So I'm having a few people over for some drinks at my flat tonight. You ladies should come?" Hugo asks.
"I'm busy." I say quickly.
"With what?" Molly snaps.
"I said I'd meet a friend from work for drinks." I quickly lie.
"Bullshit, we both know you don't socialise with those boring fucks you work with." She says. Both guys laugh again. "We'll be there. What time?"
"Molly!" I snap.
"Say ten?" Hugo replies. "Give me your number and I'll text you the address. It's just around the corner from here." Molly practically purrs as she puts her number in his phone. 
"Have I just become fucking invisible or something?" I whine.
"Great. We'll see you tonight then." Hugo says casually.
"Yep, apparently so. Great, just great."
"Oh, Lilly." Theo says quietly.
"What?" I growl. Suddenly he's leant over me, his lips press to mine in a spider man kiss. I can do nothing but lay there. My traitorous body reacts to him immediately. My lips part and my tongue skims his lower lip. All too quickly he pulls away and I'm left bereft and panting.
I keep my eyes closed, not wanting to look at him. "Damn you." I murmur. 
He laughs. "I'll see you tonight." He says huskily. Not likely.
 Molly waits a moment before turning to me. "Holy shit. That kiss was so hot. I can't even imagine what kind of sex you two have. Jesus." Molly starts physically fanning herself with her magazine. I roll my eyes at her. What the hell just happened?!
 
I'm stood outside Hugo's flat, much to my horror. Molly whined, bribed, blackmailed and finally begged me to come with her. So here I am, knowing that everything I don't want, but desperately do is in that flat. Molly's long blonde hair is pulled into a sharp pony tail. Her skin tight purple dress is very short and her long legs slip into a pair of my black Louboutin's. I'm wearing a little floral summer dress and cowboy boots. As per usual I couldn't be bothered with my hair so it's in its usual disarray of loose waves. I’m trying to look like I made no effort, which isn’t hard because I really didn’t.
Molly presses the buzzer and some random girl throws the door open. She's already drunk by the looks of it as she staggers back a step. We step inside and she walks away without a word to either of us. The flat is sparse, lots of white furniture with a couple of bright paintings decorating the walls. Flat really isn’t the word, massive bloody apartment is closer. 
Music blares around the place, vibrating the walls. The front room is full of swaying bodies. The female to male ratio is about five to one, most of which are in a state of undress. A few turn their heads when we enter the room, and as per the bitch code they look us up and down before sneering and looking away.
"I can't believe you wanted to come to this shit." I grumble.
"Oh, ignore these bitches." Molly shrugs.
"Fine. Let’s get this over with. An hour Mole and then we're leaving." I say sternly. 
She rolls her eyes. "Fine, but if I get laid with the man candy then you're going home alone, or with Theo." She giggles. I don't even respond to that.
We wonder into the kitchen where various bottles of alcohol are on the side. I grab a bottle of Corona. I don't trust unsealed drinks. I wedge a lime slice in it and take a sip. I look around the room, but I can't see Hugo or Theo. 
One of Molly's favourite songs comes on and she drags me into the front room. I finally spot Theo on one of the sofas in the corner. One girl is sat on his lap whilst another sits next to him nibbling his ear, both are wearing next to no clothing. He seems to be completely oblivious and carries on a normal conversation with the guy on his other side. For some unbeknown reason I'm...I don't know, disappointed I guess, I'm not sure, but I'm definitely bothered and that disturbs me. So I decide it's a good thing that there are women all over him. The more women that surround him, the better to distract him. Still, the sight of him with Malibu Barbie attached to his neck is enough to make me hurry back to the kitchen for several shots of tequila.
"Interesting." Molly says as she stalks up behind me.
"Not a word." I growl.
She shrugs. "I just find it fascinating that you should be pushed to tequila because he's sat with another girl." She smiles smugly.
"As if. I'm pushed to tequila to get through this bloody party with all the half-naked tramps. I feel like I might catch an STD just looking at them. I shouldn’t have expected anything less with Theo and co organising."
She laughs. "Okay. Let’s dance." She grabs my hand and tows me to the centre of the room.
The tequila quickly numbs my senses and lowers my inhibitions. I dance with Molly and forget about everyone else in the room, forget about Theo. I didn't want to come here, didn't want to see him, but there's that weak part of me that kind of did want to see him. There's a part of me that wants to own him body and soul, that loves that he still wants me after I slept with him. Fucked up I know, but that's exactly what I am... fucked up. The problem is that I will never possess him, because he's a player, just like me, and if he thinks anything like me then just the thought of being possessed will scare him shitless. By this point we've garnered the attention of the few males in the room, a normal occurrence when I've had a few shots and decide to start busting out the moves. I dance with Molly like I'm being paid for it. She grinds and shakes against me until Hugo appears with another bottle of tequila and a huge grin on his face. I take the bottle from him as he becomes Molly's willing substitute. I swear to god, Molly may be pregnant by the time they're done.
I take a few deep gulps of the burning liquid before I turn and dance with the first guy I come into contact with.  I wrap my arms around his neck, still holding the bottle. He puts his hands on my hips as I snake my body up against his. I don't miss the hardening crotch of his jeans pressed against me. This is what I need, what I love, to own a man, to control him, to have power over him. He is a slave to my body right now and that gives me power, power is strength. I edge us back to the wall and push him up against it. He's attractive, with rich hazel eyes and dark copper hair that falls slightly over his forehead.
"What's your name he asks?" I watch him for a moment before I take a swig of the tequila. I'm definitely tipsy now, my head spinning, the comforting numbness allowing me to block out all thoughts or perspective and so I act in the moment, taking what I want right now. What I want is to use somebody, to control them. Like I said, fucked up, but this is my life, reduced to just these few minutes or hours when I’m not the used girl that I’ve spent most of my life being. It’s a means to an end, an emotional outlet if you like. I smile seductively, at least I think it’s seductive, it may just be a drunken squint, who knows. I then push him up against the wall so hard that I hear the breath whoosh out of him. Before he can recover I press my lips to his firmly. Teasing and nipping him. A tap on my shoulder makes me turn around. Molly and Hugo are stood there, Molly smirking, Hugo looking awed. "Your friend is seriously hot babe. I swear to god she looks like she just got disturbed from a kill." Hugo laughs.
"Fuck you." I spit. He only laughs harder.
"Um, we're going somewhere quieter." Molly cocks an eyebrow. 
I nod and turn back to my 'kill'. He smiles sheepishly as I run my hand up his chest and around the back of his neck. I tilt my head and bite his neck before running my tongue over his throat. He smells good, although not as good as Theo, he lacks that undertone of pure man, ugh why am I thinking about Theo? His fingers wind into my hair and my hands travel under his shirt.
Suddenly a thick arm is wrapping around my waist and I'm hauled backwards against a broad chest.
"What the fuck?!" The guy I was just kissing shouts, looking over my shoulder with a scowl.
"Get the fuck out of here!" A deep voice growls from behind me. I spin around and am met with those fierce blue eyes spitting fire. His hands are firmly planted on my waist still. 
"What the hell do you think you're doing?!" I scream at him.
He leans forward so that his lips are near my ear. "Stopping you from doing something you'll regret." He snaps.
"Fuck you!" I shove away from him and storm across the room through the sea of bodies. Somewhere along the line I've lost my tequila. Great, just great. I head to the kitchen to find some more. I find a bottle of Jaegermeister and down a shot before pouring another. My stomach shudders at the dark bitter liquid, but I ignore it. The alcohol is keeping the cluster-fuck that is my head at bay right now. Just as I go to pour a third shot, the bottle is snatched from my hand. He slams it on the counter top, nostrils flaring, eyes blazing. I open my mouth to tell him to do one, but my breath is cut off when his shoulder slams into my stomach.
"Theo, put me down!" He completely ignores me as he moves through the house, me thrown over his shoulder.
He eventually puts me down before turning around and locking a door behind him.
 I look around at what is clearly a man cave. One half of the room is occupied by leather sofas and an enormous flat screen with various game console controllers strewn across the room. The other half is taken up by a pool table and a small bar sits in the corner of the room. 
"You want to play pool?" I snort.
He stares at me unflinchingly. "No. I want to talk." He says coldly. His whole body is rigid tense, his breathing slow and deep. His muscular chest strains against his black t-shirt, the short sleeves showing his tattoos. Oh god he looks good. I take a deep breath. I'm now in a room alone with Theodore Ellis and I'm drunk. Drunk Lilly and hot Theo are not a good combination. Shit. Sober up Lilly. Do not do anything stupid.
He steps towards me and runs his hand down my arm, his fingers trace delicate lines on the underside of my wrist.
My mind has to work hard to clear through the tequila and Theo induced fog of desire and think coherently. If I stay in this room the likelihood of something happening between us is high. Oh who am I kidding it's a full blown guarantee. I need to leave now. 
"We have nothing to talk about." I state bluntly. "I'm leaving." I turn towards the door but he pulls me back and encircles an arm around my waist.
"What were you doing with that guy just now?" His eyes meet mine and I can see the burning rage behind them.
"What did it look like?" I raise an eyebrow at him.
He exhales. "Okay. Why?" He meets my gaze with a startling intensity.
"Why do you fuck random women?" I ask with a smirk, catching him off guard slightly.
He shrugs. "Because I can, for an orgasm, who knows."
"Hmm, looks like you have your answer."
"If you want a fuck, then why not just find me." He strokes his thumb in rhythmic circles on my wrist.
I drop my gaze from his. "I don't want you." I answer.
"We both know that's a lie, but assuming I believed you. Why not?" His tone is clipped. Why not? Let me see, because you’re a dirty slut who’s screwed half the female population of London.
"Jesus Theo. We had sex once, that doesn't make this a fucking relationship. What, you just assume that's it now and I'll come to you when I need sorting out? You’re an arrogant prick. If I wanted an orgasm I'd use my bloody vibrator!" I try to wrestle out of his grip, but he holds on. His expression remains surprisingly calm.   
He brings his face close to mine and for the first time I can smell whiskey on his breath. His eyes lock with mine, the intensity between us unnerving. "So you're not just looking for an orgasm...what are you looking for?" 
"Fuck you." I spit at him. "None of your fucking business." He's hitting way to close to the mark and it's making me uncomfortable.
His voice becomes flat and cold. "Maybe you just like the attention, like to tease men.” He turns his cold glare on me. 
I lean in until my lips almost touch his. “Fuck. You.” I say icily. The smile that touches his lips is just as cold. I try to snatch my wrist away but he won’t let go. 
"What are you running from Lilly?" Everything, I think to myself. He’s treading a very fine line and it makes me snap. Who the hell does he think he is!?
“I’m not running. I’m walking away from a mistake.” I hold his gaze, and I don’t miss the flash of hurt behind his hard expression.
He wraps his fingers around the nape of my neck and speaks close to my ear. “Call it what you like, but you want me every bit as much as I want you. I just don’t lie about it.” 
"I don't fucking want you Theo, why is that so hard for you to understand?!" I seethe. Before I know it I'm pinned against the pool table and his lips crash into mine angrily. I kiss him back in a dazed moment before shoving him away from me.
"Tell me why Lilly. The truth. Stop lying to me. Why him and not me!? I bet you didn't even know his name." He growls. He looks genuinely angry now, his face a bare inch away from mine. His hand grips the back of my neck. I’m trapped.
“Oh, because I’m sure you know the name of every girl you stick it to. Don’t you dare start judging me! Let me go.” I struggle.
“I thought you were better than that.” He says coldly, pinning me against the edge of the pool table.
“Well I’m not!” I scream at him. “I’m not much better than you!”
“Why him?!” He asks again.
I snap. I don't know what comes over me but I just snap. "Because I can use him! I can screw him and walk away without a second thought. Jesus. Just leave me the fuck alone Theo." Once again I try to push past him to leave, but he wraps his arms around me and pulls me against his chest. I struggle to no avail. 
“Let me go.” I say calmly.
“You are better than this Lilly, so much better. I wish you could see what I see.” He looks at me with such sincerity. His fingers brush my cheek gently. I exhale on a shuddering breath and relax into his strong arms, his fresh masculine scent. There’s something about his presence that comforts me, that soothes my battered soul. Theodore Ellis is not a man to take comfort in, my mind knows this, my body doesn’t.
His hot breath brushes my neck as he whispers close to my ear. "I'm not using you Lilly I promise. Far from it." He takes a deep breath. The way he see’s straight through me scares me. Without me even saying it, he knows exactly what I’m thinking.
I don’t need him reading me, trying to work me out. I step out of his embrace, putting some distance between us. I need to quit Theo. I need to walk away for my own good, or he’ll just seduce me and keep dragging me back. He is not somebody I need to get involved with in any way. 
"Look Theo. Let’s be honest. You can bullshit me all you like, but we both know what you are. Monday was great, we both got what we wanted. No hard feelings. I think it's best that we just leave it at that." I close my eyes unable to meet his piercing blue eyes.
"And what exactly am I Lilly?" His voice is deep, seductive in a way that simply cannot be learnt. He steps forward, caging me against the table again.
I open my eyes to see his serious expression, his eyes study my face intently. "A whore." I shrug unapologetically. "A player, womaniser, whatever you want to call it. A man who uses women."
"You shouldn't listen to rumours." He brushes his lips across my jaw making me tremble in his arms.
I laugh lightly. "So you're the pinnacle of moral behaviour?"
"No. I do as I please. I never promise anyone anything. When women come to my bed they have no expectations of me beyond an orgasm. They know it's nothing more than sex. I do not use them." He frowns, his eyes gripping me in their depths. “It’s mutually beneficial.”
I look away, focusing on a spot on the table behind him. "Well, that as maybe, but I can't be your play thing." 
"Have you ever stopped to think that maybe you used me? I gave you an orgasm before you walked out and now want nothing to do with me. Pot, kettle, black I think." His lips pull up at one side, his usual cockiness gone. "I think you're scared Lilly." He whispers, his breath touches my lips making me shiver slightly. He pulls me closer, aligning his body flush to mine. 
My stomach clenches as his gaze fixes me. "That tight leash of control that you keep at all times starts to loosen when I'm around you. You love it secretly, the liberation of acting purely on carnal desire, and yet you fight against it so hard." His lips brush my ear lobe. I gasp at the contact. I want to push away, but the urge to pull him closer quickly overrides it. How does he do this to me? 
"I represent everything you hate, you think it's weak to give in to your desires, but I believe that only the strong take what they want in life." His hushed voice tingles over my senses. His hand winds into my hair, pulling my head back so that he has access to my throat. His tongue traces a taunting line up my throat. I close my eyes, fighting the overwhelming need to succumb to him. God, he's so good at this. "You're a strong woman Lilly, and yet you deny yourself the very thing you want right now." His voice drops to a husky whisper. "I'm right here for the taking sugar, all yours." His lips press into my neck and heat crawls over my skin. My body bursts into flames, stoked by his slow torturous words.
"Wow arrogant much." I gasp, barely able to breathe. 
He laughs. "Maybe. It doesn't change the facts Lilly. You're body was made for me. You're all I can think about, all I want." His teeth graze my earlobe. "I want to kiss you, touch you, taste you." I tremble. I want to tell him that clearly I'm not all he wants as proved by Barbie attached to his neck earlier, but that would make it seem as though I care and I don’t. Not really. 
I know I’m being played, but my traitorous body won’t let me move away from him, I’m drawn to him on such a primal level it’s almost painful to deny myself. He kisses down my neck until I'm panting wildly. God I need to get a grip. "Stop fighting it Lilly. Switch off your mind and let your body have its way. You want someone to use sugar, use me. I'm more than willing." I whimper desperately. The war between my body and mind reaches a frenzied crescendo.
I fist my fingers in his tousled hair, his beautiful face barely an inch from mine. My mind switches off, and my body takes over. "You're still a prick." I breathe before pressing my lips to his firmly. His lips part and I eagerly explore his mouth. He moans as his hands roam my waist and hips.
"And you are the most infuriating and ridiculously fucking sexy woman I’ve ever met." He growls against my lips. He quickly picks me up placing me on the edge of the pool table, his firm thighs pressed between my legs. My fingers make quick work of his shirt until his glorious torso is on display. His shoulders and arms are layered in muscle, his chest is broad with perfectly defined pecs, and his abs look like they were chiselled from stone. His deep set guidelines dip into his jeans, which just about finishes me off. He has a large tribal tattoo which starts at his shoulder and spreads out across his right pec and halfway down his abs on the right side. His other arm has what looks like a lion in a snarling roar that covers his entire upper arm. Then ironically there are a pair of angel wings tattooed symmetrically to sit parallel with each of his guide lines, just above the waist band of his jeans. If there's one thing that I'm a sucker for, it's tattoos. The businessman turned rebellious bad boy in full view, and shit it's so damn sexy. Just like that our serious conversation is forgotten and I am literally breathless, gasping and hyperventilating whilst my fingers claw at his hard flesh.
He smiles widely at me. "That good huh?" He laughs.
I have to laugh back. "Hey, I appreciate the finer things in life."
"Oh, so do I." He eyes the length of my body and presses closer to me. I meet his gaze boldly, not backing down from him. A small wry smile lights up his godly face. He really is stunning, his features so sculpted they look as though they should have been created by Da Vinci himself. He's so close that I can feel his breath on my neck, my whole body is so tightly wound, waiting and wanting. He smells amazing, of cologne and something else I can't place, it's so manly and intoxicating.
I kiss him, my tongue caresses his and I nip at his bottom lip. Like a primed predator, he snaps and loses control. Before I know it, I’m flat on my back on the pool table. His lips and tongue are everywhere at once. His hands thrust under my skirt before I hear the tearing of my lace thong. Moisture pools between my thighs as the material bites into the skin at my hips. His hands grip my hips, dragging me down the pool table, pulling my dress up as I go. Before I can do anything, his head dips down and his tongue lashes against my clit. The only sound from my mouth is a strangled moan. My hips buck off the table as I tremble under his assault. His grip on my hips tightens, pinning me down as my nails claw at the velvet surface underneath me. He releases one of my hips before suddenly thrusting two fingers inside me without warning. I come hard against his relentless tongue, screaming and thrashing underneath him. My entire body feels numb as I lay there for a moment, panting. He flashes me a shit eating grin before offering me his hand and pulling me off the table. The whole thing could only have taken a couple of minutes. Like I said, he’s good.
He spins me away from him and pulls my back up to his hard chest and abdomen. His tongue traces a slow line up the side of my neck as I hear the unmistakeable sound of a zip being lowered. 
“You taste as good as you look sugar.” His breath tickles my neck. He then grabs my hip in one hand whilst the other presses between my shoulder blades. He pushes me down roughly, until I’m thrown onto the pool table, chest pressed against the velvet, hips bent over the mahogany edge. His body folds over mine and I can feel his erection pressing against my inner thigh. I’d normally be fighting for control at this point, but I’m so hot for him, so eager for him to just take me that I don’t care. 
He moves until the head of his cock is pressing against my entrance. “You want my cock sugar?”  His lips are pressed against the side of my neck. 
Ugh, I can’t take this. I need him in me, now. I press my palms into the table and push all my weight back against him. His grip on my hip tightens almost painfully, halting my movement. 
He laughs. “Oh, you do want my cock.” Still he doesn’t move. 
“Theo.” I growl.
“You’ll get it… but not now.” The cold rush of air at my back tells me he’s stepped away from me. I hear him do his zip back up. 
I stand and whirl to face him. “I’m sorry did you just turn down offered, on a silver platter sex?!” 
He smirks at me devilishly. “Believe it or not I do have that ability, and not turned down, just delayed.”
“You’re Theodore Ellis for fucks sake. I just got turned down by man whore of the century, fucking great.”
He laughs. “Actually I think Hugo takes that title, and like I said, not turned down just delayed.”
“Delayed?” I cock an eyebrow at him.
“Delayed. If I give it to you now, there’s every possibility I’ll never see you again. Whereas now…well it looks like if you want my cock, you’ll have to see me again.”
“Oh god. Trust me, your manly appendage is not that good.” I snap. 
His face breaks into an enormous grin. “Oh yeah it is.”
I sigh. “Just when I think you couldn’t be any more of a dick, you surprise me.”
“Keeps you on your toes sugar.” He laughs.
He grabs my face, gives me a quick peck and leaves the room. What the hell just happened!? I will not fuck Theodore Ellis…again. That was what I vowed before I came here. Ugh, I am so screwed when it comes to that man…or not as the case appears.
There is something about him that so infuriating yet attractive and almost endearing at the same time. Shit, you’re losing your edge Parker.
 
I catch a cab home straight away having text Molly to tell her I'm leaving.
George is sprawled out on the sofa when I get in.
“Where’s Molly?” He asks.
“With Hugo.” 
"Oh, Hugo. So I take it the party was good? It was for her apparently anyway." He laughs.
"Yeah, it was good." I keep it short as I sit on the end of the sofa with him.
"Oh, I know that look. I thought I could smell expensive cologne when you walked in here." He leans over and sniffs at me whilst I try to crawl into the sofa cushions. "Lilly!" He feigns a shocked look.
"It wasn't my fault." I frown.
"Oh, what you just fell on it." He raises his eyebrow whilst smiling at me.
I exhale with a huff. "Well as you know I didn't want to go to that party for this very reason." I put my head in my hands.
George laughs. "So you had a private party instead?" 
I frown again feeling my earlier confusion returning. "Um, well not exactly." George cocks his head questioningly, probing me with his eyes.
"He wouldn't have sex with me..." I wait for George’s response, he says nothing. "He just gave me head...on a pool table... which he then bent me over and almost had sex with me on, before he refused me… and then I left."
George looks shocked. "Firstly I need to come to more of these parties you girls go to. Secondly, well shit." 
"What?" Why is that a big deal?
He shakes his head. "I just didn't take him for that kind of guy." I eye him waiting for further explanation. "Well I thought the same as you, that he was a use and abuse kind of guy. Clearly not."
“Did you not hear the part where he turned me down?” 
“All part of the game sweetie, he’s trying to keep you coming back. I can tell by your face you definitely want another piece of Mr Ellis, so I’d say its working.” He grins.
"Oh god." I grumble. "This just got even more complicated."
"Only because you can't keep those pretty little legs of yours closed." He mocks in a sing song voice.
"George!" I swat him with a cushion.
"Lill's I don't blame you. He's beyond gorgeous. I would have given it up a long time ago."
I sigh, feeling mentally tired. "I just can't help it. When he's near me it's just...I swear to god there is not a woman on this planet that could resist that. I shit you not the man is just pure sex. I am so fucked!" I cry.
"I know chicken." George opens his arms and I go into them, he kisses the top of my head and holds me. "Maybe you should just stop fighting it?"
"I could have coped with a one-time thing and then just forgetting about it, but he won’t just leave it at that. I can't do this George. He's Theodore Ellis - Millionaire man whore extraordinaire. Fuck!" I say, as though this should explain everything.
"Lilly you really can’t criticise, you’re not exactly virginal. I'd just enjoy the hot sex if I were you. Whatever happens after that...well, you overthink these things. Just act in the moment." George shrugs.
"I like sex, not STD’s, that being the difference between him and me.” I huff.
George laughs. “There’s this invention called a condom sweetie. Use it.” 
I give him the finger. “No shit. I don’t know maybe I could have a fling with him or something, just you know, work him out of my system.”
He laughs loudly. "Oh I definitely think you should let Mr Ellis lead you down the dark and dirty path. Plus if you think about it, the only reason you're opposed is because he always wins, by making you give in. If you just gave yourself permission in the first place then you wouldn't feel like he always has the upper hand."
"You're just as bad as he is." I slap him lightly on the chest. 
"No, I am the voice of reason and you know I'm right. Plus, I love to encourage anarchy and corrupt morals." He grins. I collapse against him, burying my face in his vast chest, blocking out the world. He wraps his arms around me and holds me tight.
"Ugh. I think we should go out and get ratted tomorrow night. If I'm going to be a wild uncontrolled mess I might as well do a proper job of it." I murmur against his chest.
He laughs. "What happened to ‘I’m never drinking again’?" 
"It went to shit along with 'I will not fuck Theodore Ellis'." I groan. "We both know what happened there and seeing as how he pretty much offered to be my booty call… what is pretty guaranteed to happen again."
"You have Theodore fucking Ellis as a booty call! What the hell Lill's!?" He whines. I laugh at him.
 



Chapter 9 – Theo
 
It's Monday morning, so I'm at the office going through client lists and marketing strategies. Yawn, I know.
I haven't been able to get Lilly out of my mind since seeing her on Friday evening. It took all my will power to turn and walk away rather than fuck her senseless on that pool table. I've been horny as hell ever since. I've tried to take my mind off of it with work, the gym, women. None of it works and I’ve disturbingly stopped even attempting to get my release elsewhere. But the point of the exercise was to make her see how much she actually wants me, and oh, does she want me. I have no idea why I'm so bloody obsessed with Lilly Parker. Perhaps it's just the classic case of wanting what you can't have. I want her, of course I do, what man wouldn't, but it's more than that, it's an all-consuming need to possess her in a way I've never felt before. She's challenging and outright antagonistic in a way that makes me feel as though I want to tame her. Never have I gone to such lengths over a woman. I’m having to convince her that she wants me for god’s sake. I close my eyes and I can hear her moaning as I taste that sweet pussy of hers. Her cries as she trembles against my tongue. Oh god. My cock stiffens immediately at the memory.
Just as I'm debating whether to go and stroke one out real quick, the intercom beeps.
"Lucy." I greet her curtly.
"Sir, I have Mr Walker’s office on the phone for you."
"Put them through." I realise that I’m leant forward in my chair tensed with anticipation, hoping desperately that it's Lilly's voice I hear. There's a pause.
"Mr Ellis." She greets me. Even her voice is hot. She spoke two words down a phone and I'm ready to blow, Jesus. This is not healthy.
I lean forward placing my elbows on the desk. "Lilly. How are you today?"
"Good thank you. Yourself?" She asks brightly.
"All the better for hearing your voice."
"Oh please." I can almost see her rolling her eyes. "Anyway. Stop side tracking me. I called in a professional capacity."
"Of course. Our relationship is nothing but professional." I tease her easily.
I hear her exasperated sigh. "Mr Walker has asked if you could possibly pop into the office and sign some more paperwork. He's unavailable after three as he has meetings, but I assured him that I could manage if you happened to stop by later. It should take about half an hour." The implication in her tone is clear.
"Wow that must be a lot of papers." 
"Well, we do like to be thorough Mr Ellis. I wouldn't want you leaving until we're finished and you're completely satisfied." She says innocently.
"I'll be there at three thirty." I all but growl down the phone.
"I look forward to it Mr Ellis." Her voice adopts that husky tone that I’ve noticed she has when she's either turned on or angry. The sound of it has all the blood in my body rushing south. I hang up before she can say any more, I may actually pass out from a lack of blood to the brain soon.
 
I arrive at Florell and Simmons at three twenty. I step out of the elevator into a wide open space with a single desk and a young Asian woman at the desk. 
"Hello." She greets me with a warm smile and then quickly blushes and looks away.
"I'm here to see Lilly Parker." 
"Um, yes of course, just one moment." She scrambles for the phone. "Lilly. Mr um...." She looks at me sheepishly.
"Ellis." I say, smiling at her. 
"Um, uh, yes." She giggles at something Lilly says, then hangs up and composes her features.
"She'll be one moment." She looks apologetic. 
I hear the unmistakeable sound of stiletto heels clicking down the hallway. Lilly rounds the corner wearing a green dress that hugs every inch of her perfect figure, clinging to her thighs before flicking out just above the knee. It has a V neck line, exposing more cleavage than she has previously. A thin black belt accentuates her tiny waist. I realise that I’ve spent far too long studying her body. I look up and meet her amused expression. Her hair hangs in a fiery cascade over one shoulder. Everything about her is perfectly executed and sinfully seductive.
"If you're quite ready Mr Ellis?" She turns on her heel and heads back down the corridor. She doesn’t look back as I follow her.
She holds the door open into the office. Its split into two the first is smaller, more like a reception area to the main office, this is Lilly's office. The partitioning glass wall divides her office from Walkers. I step in after her and she closes the door behind me and locks it. I turn at the sound of the latch clicking into place. She has her back pressed to the door as she looks up at me. The look on her face is that of a predator toying with its prey. My cock goes from zero to rock hard in two seconds.
She moves away from the door and into the bigger office, glancing over her shoulder to beckon me forward.
"Sit." She commands in that husky tone which makes me come over all unnecessary.
I sit in the chair at the desk. She places some papers in front of me, I’m so turned on I can't see straight and she wants me to do fucking paper work.
“I was under the impression that I wasn’t here for paper work.” I smirk at her.
“Hmm, presumptive of you Mr Ellis.” 
“I’d call it perceptive.” I counter.
“You’re right, you’re not here just for papers. You’re here because I’ve made a decision.” Her green eyes fix me.
“Oh?”  I smile.
“You were right, I am attracted to you and I do want you, but it will be on my terms.” She raises an eyebrow.
“I’m listening.” 
“This is just sex, at no point will it be any more than that. Do not attempt to get to know me in any way. Just sex.” Holy shit this is my kind of girl.
“Done.” I smile. “Is that all?”
“You will be there when I want you.” She raises an eyebrow and smirks at me.
I stand and wind my fingers into her hair, bringing her lips close to mine. “Oh no sugar. I will be there when I want you, and trust me you will want me just as much. I’m not a lap dog sweetheart.” I trace her ear with my tongue, she trembles. “I bite.” I nip her earlobe and she gasps. 
She brings her lips to mine and kisses me hard, her tongue traces my lower lip before she bites hard enough to draw blood.
“So do I.” She whispers against my lips. “Now sit.” She pushes me back into the chair. 
She slowly circles around behind my chair, her fingers lightly trace across the back of my neck sending shivers down my spine.
I feel her hair brush my neck as she leans down and trails kisses across my neck and jaw, kissing and gently nipping me. She's killing me. Next she removes my tie.
She runs her hands leisurely over my biceps, then applies more pressure when she reaches my fore arms. "Do you mind?" I can hear the smile in her voice. I oblige and allow her to pull my arms behind my chair.
She wraps the tie around my wrists and pulls it tight so that I’m effectively unable to move. Well, well, where has this little vixen been hiding? I didn’t take her for the tying up type.
She stands in front of me her eyes dark with desire. She bends over and presses her lips to mine, her tongue caressing my own. Her fingers grasp at the roots of my hair, wrenching my head back with the slightest bite of pain. Suddenly she's straddling me and kissing hungrily down my throat and neck. My entire body is on fire. My groin aches like a motherfucker.
"So just so we're clear. This is purely a sexual exchange. I still think you're a whore and a prick, but I'm happy to use you. Understand?" She murmurs against my jaw.
"Yes ma’am." I manage to gasp out.
She pulls her lips back to mine forcefully and opens her mouth, allowing me access, my tongue caresses hers. God, she tastes so good. She starts to undo the buttons of my shirt, slowly working her hands down my body. My eyes follow her hands down and then notice that her dress is pulled up exposing the lace tops of her stockings.
"Ah fuck Lilly." I groan. She smiles coyly. She's like every fantasy that any guy has ever had straddling me and taking my clothes off. She pulls my shirt back and over my shoulders, her eyes light up.
"I love your tattoos." She leans forward to whisper in my ear. "Nothing turns me on more than a man with some dirty ink." I bite my lip. Where has this woman been hiding, seriously? I wish all women were like this.
"If I'd known that I'd have got them out that first time I met you." I smile.
She slides off of my lap and crouches in front of me, kissing and nipping her way down over my stomach, whilst undoing my belt and fly. She looks up at me, her eyes bright and wild. She completely owns me right now.
She drops her head and gently kisses the tip of my exposed erection, I groan at the sight of those perfect lips on my cock.
She wraps her lips around me and begins to work the length of my shaft, taking me deep into her mouth whilst flicking her tongue across the tip. In an embarrassingly short period of time, my balls start to tighten and my cock jerks in warning.
"Lilly, you need to stop or I’m going to come." I beg breathlessly.
She looks up and runs her tongue over her top lip, her expression smug. She materialises a foil packet from somewhere, rips it open and rolls the condom down over my sensitive cock.
She stands and hitching up her dress, moves to straddle me again. She lifts her weight off of me and grabs the base of my cock before slowly lowering back down, taking just an inch before lifting again. It takes me a delirious moment to realise that she must not have been wearing any underwear. Ah shit that's hot.
She lowers again until I’m buried balls deep in her. She moans when she finally takes all of me. She's so tight, I have to grit my teeth and focus hard so I don't explode. She stays there unmoving while she grabs the back of my head and kisses me fiercely, nipping at my bottom lip. She rocks her hips, grinding into me. I groan and pull against my restrained wrists which sends a stab of pain through my shoulders. She smiles, then leans around me and pulls the tie loose, releasing me.
I've let her have her fun, but this is where the ride gets bumpy. Her forehead is against mine, her breath on my lips. I grab her hips and thrust upward into her hard as she grinds against me. She moans loudly, and drags her nails across my shoulders. I love rough, dirty, biting, scratching sex. This girl has dirty written all over her. We pick up a rhythm and I meet her with every thrust, pounding repeatedly into her.
"Lean back and hold onto the desk." I say against her lips. She does as I say and the adjusted angle means I’m rubbing on one spot inside her that I know will have her screaming.
"Oh, fuck." She cries. A groan slips past my lips as she rubs the head of my cock. She feels so good, so tight. I reach up under her skirt and place my palm low on her stomach, pressing my thumb against her clit, rubbing gently.
She throws back her head and groans, her eyes flutter shut. The sight of her like this has me so close to coming.
I start to feel her tighten and clench and pound upwards into her.
"Oh, shit! Theo!" She cries out and her body jerks and quivers, she tightens around me like a vice, sending me plummeting over the edge. I come hard with a growl.
She collapses against me, her chest heaving. I wrap my arms around her and bury my face in her neck. She smells amazing, her own sweet scent mixed with sex. I hold her close until her breathing calms and slows. She pulls back and looks at me with sparkling green eyes. Her smile is breath-taking.
"That was..." She trails off.
"Yeah." I reply, at a similar loss for words. 
She laughs as she stands up, wincing slightly. 
"Are you ok?" 
"Fine, just...you know." I smile at her as she straightens her skirt.
“Sorry, that happens sometimes, what with my monster cock.” I laugh as she rolls her eyes.
“And he’s back. Lucky for you I love it rough…and that is not a monster, it’s a little teddy bear.” She winks at me and I can feel my cock starting to ready itself for round two. Jesus Christ! What is wrong with me?! She winked. I don't know what the hell she does to me, but she's like some sort of non-chemical Viagra. 
I dispose of the condom and pull up my boxers and trousers. 
“Here.” She perches on my lap and buttons my shirt, working her fingers downward until she’s done. She then retrieves my tie, lifting my collar to place it around my neck. She ties a perfect Windsor knot before folding the collar back down. She kisses me quickly and then stands
 “Well, as much as I would love to go for round two…” She checks her watch. “It’s nearly four fifteen, and I have a meeting in Covent Garden in twenty minutes.”
I smile at her. “I’ll drive you. I’m going that way.” I wasn’t really going that way as such, and I don’t know why I so rashly offered to drive her, but I suddenly don’t want her to leave. I’ll take an extra twenty minutes with her. It’s only a small detour to Covent Garden, and who knows I may just grow a vagina on the way.
"It's okay, you don't have to." She replies.
"Its fine, like I said, I'm going that way."
“Um, well okay. Thank you.” She offers me a small smile.
She grabs her handbag and briefcase and heads out the door. I follow her along the corridor to the elevator. She presses the call button and we wait. I glance over my shoulder to see the receptionist from earlier staring open mouthed at our backs. She quickly drops her gaze when she sees me look toward her. I glance at Lilly who has pressed her lips firmly together in an attempt to supress a smile.
The elevator arrives and we step inside. Lilly leans casually against the hand rail in the corner of the elevator looking very relaxed. She possesses a steady confidence and self-assuredness that I’ve never witnessed in her before, or any other woman for that matter. I stare at her, assessing her mood. Last time we had sex she completely blanked me afterward. Today she seems almost happy. I suppose that is the desired effect, always good to know you’re doing it right. She notices my scrutiny and smiles sweetly at me, blushing a delicate shade of pink.
“What?” She tilts her head.
I smile and shake my head. “I’m just admiring your seemingly good mood. You’re normally a bit of a bitch, no offense.” I wink at her.
She rolls her eyes. “That’s because you usually antagonise me.”
“I don’t antagonise you. I pursue you. There’s a difference.”
“Really?” She’s sarcastic.
“Clearly I need to brush up on my skills. I wouldn’t want you to think I’m a stalker. I have reputation to uphold.” I smirk.
She rolls her eyes. ”I’ll do my best not to tarnish your ladies man rep.” The doors open and she strides into the lobby, me trailing along behind her and out the front where James is waiting in the car.      
"We're stopping off at Covent garden James." I say to him.
"Henrietta Street." Lilly elaborates as she settles into her seat.
I watch her as she gazes out of the window. She’s like this conundrum that I can’t work out. I don’t even know why I want to work her out! Fucking hell I’m officially becoming a pussy. This girl is driving me insane.
“So does no getting to know you mean I can’t ask you out to dinner?” I smile in an attempt to lighten the suddenly tense atmosphere in the car. 
She frowns and her features harden. "No. No dinner, no dates. I'll make it clear for you right now. I don't do relationships, dates and dinners are a relationship thing. Just sex." She stares me down. Something about the way she says it makes me pay attention. She's almost panicked by the idea. I can't say I'm not happy about it though. I'm starting to wonder if there is a god and he manufactured this woman just for me.
"Neither do I." I smile at her. "But most women at least expect dinner." I raise an eyebrow at her.
She leans closer to me and presses her lips to mine, tracing my lower lip with her tongue. "I'm not most women." Christ, no shit. "All I expect from you hot stuff...is an orgasm." She whispers against my lips and I groan as my cock twitches.
We pull up outside a small Victorian style block of offices on the busy street
"I have your number. I'll be in touch when I need you." She smiles and places what was supposed to be a swift kiss on my lips, but I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her closer, deepening the kiss. When I pull away she’s flushed and a little breathless. She looks at me for a moment with bright eyes and runs her nails over the stubble of my jaw in an intimate gesture before leaving the car. I watch her as she walks through the front door. Everything about her is articulate, she moves with the grace of a ballerina. Wherever she goes people notice her, male and female. She just has a presence that commands attention, combined with a beauty that cannot be rivalled. The woman is seriously hot.
"Head to the gym please James." I lean back in the seat and try and try to clear my head. I can still taste her, and the scent of her perfume still hangs in the air. My cock still aches for her. I inhale deeply. I'm destined to spend the rest of my days with a boner, always wanting her again and again.
 



Chapter 10 – Lilly
 
It's Thursday night and as promised, George and I are heading out for drinks. We asked Molly to join us, but she had to work a show tonight. I dress in a navy blue wrap dress with capped sleeves, a deep neckline and a skirt that is definitely leaning toward the shorter side of mid-thigh, paired with heels, its killer.
George slings an arm around my shoulder as we stand at the bar in ‘Vodka’, which as the name suggests is a vodka bar. Two little trays of six shots are placed in front of us. 
"So my little vixen, are we drowning sorrows over an arsehole, or are we celebrating a new toy?" He grins whilst wiggling his eyebrows at me.
I laugh. "Well he is an arsehole, but he happens to be a very attractive arsehole. So yes, I may indulge in a little play." 
He chuckles. "Girl after my own heart. Chin chin." He clinks his first shot to mine. We down all six shots in succession. The sickly sweet alcohol makes my stomach churn, but I manage to keep them down. I must be losing my touch.
"Right, we're going to play the number game. Deadline is one 'o' clock, after that you owe me drinks for the rest of the night." He smiles.
"Pft, you'll be owing me more like. You're on." 
We drink, we dance, we laugh, we go to several bars, though I couldn't tell you where. All I know is that in the last club we somehow kicked the dancers off their podiums and took their places. George got kicked out. I’d just like to note, I didn’t, probably because I’m female, but I’m not telling him that in the morning. The story will be that he was so wasted he got physically removed from the pole. By the end of the night I have a lot of numbers, but George cheats and chats up girls as well as guys prior to his removal of course. They all swoon and practically throw their knickers at him. I have argued many a time that this is unfair, as George would not sleep with them. He argued that I wouldn’t sleep with half the men who give me their number either. Sneaky bastard.
Now usually I'm the one that's being carried home, throwing up and passing out, however this time it's George that quickly ends up wasted. For once I'm the responsible one and stop drinking once I see this going south fast, although by the time I stop I'm already pretty pissed. At a measly twelve o’ clock we stagger out of some club and start wondering aimlessly down the street. My head is still seriously spinning from all the tequila shots we had about an hour ago.
"Baaabe. I am soooo hoorny right noow." George slurs.
"Oh my god. Me too." I giggle.
"Let’s have sex!" He shouts before laughing so hard he ends up slumped against a shop window.
"Ew George. I'm pretty sure I'm missing some necessary body parts for that."
"You're riiight babe. If I were straight though..." He squints at me, which I think is supposed to be sexy but just makes me giggle more. "...totally would. I'm gonna text T.J." He slurs. T.J is a dancer friend of Georges. They sometimes hook up. "You should totally use that fine piece of arse. Call him." He waves toward my clutch bag whilst he concentrates on his phone. I have a feeling that whatever George is intending to write is not the same text T.J will actually receive.
"Which one? Cruise or Theo?" I laugh.
"Ooh. Both! Shit that would be sooo fucking hot." He grins like a loon.
I laugh. "You just sit down here. I'm going to call a taxi." He slides to the floor and waves me off dismissively.
I look at my phone and there's a text from Theo: Can't stop thinking about my afternoon ride yesterday.... x
I smile at the screen. I'm tipsy and that always makes me horny, and now I'm thinking of him which makes me doubly horny. Without thinking on it much more I call him. He answers after a few rings.
"Hey sugar." His deep voice makes me instantly wet.
"Hey." I purr down the phone at him. "So I have a little problem I'm hoping you can fix."
"Oh, what's that?" I can hear the smile in his voice. 
"Well...I have an itch only you can scratch." I hear George snort behind me and I giggle.
He laughs. "Is that so?" 
I drop my voice to almost a whisper. "Mmm Hmm. In fact I'm wet for you. Right. Now." George erupts into giggles where he's slumped on the ground. I press my lips together to stop myself laughing. I’ve always been terrible at talking dirty, I just laugh.
"Fuck. Where are you?" He hisses.
"I'll be home in half an hour. Meet me there." 
"That doesn't answer my question sugar. Where are you right now?" His tone is clipped.
"Um…" I scan my surroundings. Not really knowing quite where we are. "George. George!" I kick his slumped form. "Where are we?" 
"Jesus Lilly. You don't even know where you are? How drunk are you?" He sounds exasperated.
"Tipsy..." I hold my hand up and pinch my thumb and index finger together as if he can see me. 
"I think we came out of ‘Pulse’." George laughs again mainly to himself I think.
"You're by ‘Pulse’?" Theo asks.
"Apparently. Though I warn you that George may not be a reliable source right now." I shrug at George who now has his head tilted down almost in his lap.
"Who's George?" He asks with what I swear sounds like a hint of jealousy.
"My flat mate." I don't elaborate. It's none of his business.
"I wish I could give myself a blow job. That would be sooo coool!” George slurs without lifting his head. I laugh at his crumpled form.
"I'll be there in five minutes. I'm just around the corner." Theo says.
"Theo no. We don't need..." I say eventually when I've got myself under control. Click. "Theo?" He's gone.
"Lill's. I am so jealous you get to tap that tonight." George tips his head up and smiles at me drunkenly. I sigh and sit down on the pavement next to him and pull his head into my lap where he promptly passes out.
I look up when a white Range Rover pulls up to the curb a few minutes later. The door opens and heavy black boots with long jean sheathed legs step out. He’s wearing a tight white t-shirt that puts his muscled, tattooed arms on full display. God he looks good right now. No-one should be allowed to look that good.
"Well. You two look worse for wear." Those beautiful lips curl up as he smirks at me. I've pretty much sobered up by this point, but my mind feels cloudy and intoxicated by him. "Don't you have to work tomorrow?" He tilts his head at me.
"Yes, hence I'm the responsible one tonight." I cock an eyebrow. "So not the case usually." I poke George and tell him he has to move. Theo and I guide him to the back seat where he crawls in and collapses. Theo shuts the door before turning and pinning me against it.
His eyes drop and scan my body, sending a flush crawling up my neck. He looks so good in his tight t-shirt, I just want to rip it off right now. He flashes me a devious smile and I have to check my knickers haven't burst into flames. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. I feel his arm snake around my waist and pull me hard against his chest. When I open my eyes his penetrating gaze meets mine, his eyes bright against his tanned skin are just inches away. My breathing becomes ragged. He smiles before grasping the back of my neck firmly and pressing his lips to mine gently. I suddenly can't take it anymore. I need him right now. I turn and press his back against the car. One hand grabs a handful of his hair whilst the other creeps under his shirt to trace the hard ridges of muscle over his stomach, he shivers slightly under my touch and I'm inwardly gloating. He groans, before gently pushing me away. His eyes smoulder and his breathing is just as laboured as mine.
"We should go." He smiles, clearly amused by my assault. 
"Ok." I agree begrudgingly. He chuckles as I follow him around the car, he holds the door open whilst I climb in.
 
As we drive back through the quiet London streets I can feel the energy radiating through the car. I feel as though I’m physically gravitating toward him. He places one hand on my thigh and I have to clamp my thighs together. I glance at him out of the corner of my eye. He keeps his gazed firmly fixed out the windscreen, but I spot the hint of a smile on his lips.
 He pulls up outside my flat and I’m almost grateful for the opportunity to escape the intensity in the car. I turn to look at him and his bright eyes seem to smoulder in the darkness. My heart races and I bite my lip to stop myself from actually panting like some kind of animal, dear god I need to get a grip of myself. 
I lean back into the seat trying to calm myself and gasp when his fingers brush my cheek. When I turn to look at him, the look in his eyes is savage and raw. His hand moves from a gentle brush of my cheek, to a near violent gesture, winding into my hair and grabbing it firmly at the nape of my neck. His lips collide with mine, demanding from me everything I have to give. I part my lips willing him to explore my mouth. One second I’m sat in my seat and the next I’m being dragged across the centre console to straddle him. It’s a cramped space, but somehow I can’t seem to get close enough to him. I pull away gasping for breath. His lips drop to my neck, kissing greedily down my throat, his arms wrap around me pulling me hard against him. My back is bowed, forcing my breasts forward against his chest. His teeth graze my earlobe making me shiver. I instinctively grind against him. I can feel his erection straining against his trousers, separated only by the thin lace of my underwear. 
“Lilly.” He groans against my neck.
“I want you.” I manage to gasp. He brings his lips back to mine and kisses and nips at my lips
 “Not here.” His breathing is heavy.
“I don’t care.” I grab the back of his neck and kiss him hard again. He gently pushes me away.
“Come on.” He opens the door and slides out of the car, taking me with him. He sets me on my feet and shuts the door. I practically run to my front door, fumbling with the keys. My heart races in anticipation as I enter the hallway. I immediately find myself pushed up against the wall next to the flat door as Theo kisses me and then lifts me off the ground. I wrap my legs around his waist. He fumbles for the door handle without breaking the kiss as we burst into the flat. 
“First door on the right.” I gasp.
 
He lowers me to the bed and undoes the hidden clip on my dress, it falls open like a robe. He rips off his shirt revealing that beautiful body. The art work that covers his torso looks twisted and dangerous in the dim light of my room. The curtains are wide open, the bright light of the moon streaming in painting everything in shades of silver and grey.
 “God, you are just so fucking beautiful.” He murmurs as he lowers himself over me, he pushes one knee between my legs forcing them open. My skin becomes over sensitised as the bare skin of his torso presses against mine. His lips graze my neck, jaw, lips, teasing as they go. Oh god, I’m so turned on right now. I hurriedly fumble with his belt and then the zip on his jeans. Within minutes we’re both completely naked. I realise that I’ve never seen him completely naked, but my god he is unbelievable. I’ve had my share of hot men, but damn, this one takes the prize. He moves his body over mine, leaning on his elbows while he kisses me. His tongue finds mine eagerly. He trails one hand down my neck and over my breast causing my nipple to stiffen against his fingers. He continues down my ribs and over my stomach until he reaches the apex of my thighs. My body trembles and quivers under his confident touch. His fingers flutter over my clit causing me to clench and tighten underneath him. He chuckles quietly, clearly pleased with his effect over me. He slowly dips one finger into me, stroking and teasing me. I’m already dripping wet and far too eager. I roll my hips against his hand, desperately seeking a relief from the deep ache that has been building since I heard his voice this evening.
“Patience.” He whispers against my lips.
“Theo, please.” I whine unashamedly. He moves quickly and produces a foil packet, he tears it open and rolls the condom swiftly over his impressive cock. He stares at me for a moment before lowering himself so that his entire body is flush with mine, his biceps strain and flex as he moves. I wrap my arms around him and run my hands over the defined muscles of his sculpted back. He pushes into me just an inch before withdrawing again. My frustration builds. I run my hands down his back to his perfect arse. He slowly thrusts into me again and I grab at him, trying to force him deeper. He stops and I might as well be pushing against a brick wall, he’s so impossibly powerful.
“Lilly.” He growls. His jaw is taught and his voice is low. I realise that he is trying to keep a hold of his own control.
“Theo, fuck me.” I growl out. His control snaps. He seizes my mouth aggressively with his. My head becomes quickly clouded in a haze that is Theo’s tongue wrestling with my own. I feel his muscles coil and tense under my hands before he slams into me with the force of a sledge hammer. I cry out and throw my head back, revelling in the exquisite feeling of him in me, possessing me. His breath hisses through his clenched teeth. He places one hand against my face.
“You ok?” He breathes. I nod and dig my fingernails into him, urging him onward. This is what I need, rough dirty sex with the godly creature that is Theodore Ellis. He picks up a punishing rhythm that quickly has me teetering on the edge of oblivion. His fingers dig into my hips. Ecstasy spikes through me as he pounds into me relentlessly. My core starts to tighten with waves of pleasure that then roll outwards. He plunges into me even harder and my entire body clenches and trembles in delicious pleasure as I reach climax. I cry out with the sheer relief. 
I lay there panting and trembling, vaguely aware of Theo's lips on my chest. He suddenly grabs my hips and twists, flipping me onto my front as though I weighed no more than a doll. I gasp at the unexpected force.
He leans over me and nibbles my earlobe. "I'm not done with you yet sugar." He whispers.
He grabs my hips pulling me up so that I’m leant on my elbows with my arse in the air. In one swift move he thrusts into be from behind, burying himself in me to the hilt. My insides are still trembling from the last orgasm, and yet it feels so good, it's so deep. I moan as he pulls out ever so slowly, dragging himself against me inch by inch, and then thrusts back into me hard. He slides a hand down my stomach and presses a finger against my clit, massaging and teasing me whilst pounding into me again and again. It is a complete sensory over load, his cock is so deep inside me while his fingers work their magic. I start to build again, my muscles tremble before everything seems to detonate. Theo’s movements quicken causing wave after wave of tremors to wrack my body. He bites my neck as he growls on a deep thrust. His body stiffens and then relaxes. He pulls out of me and collapses on the bed breathing heavily. I lay on my back beside him. All my muscles feel like jelly.
His breathing steadies and he places a gentle kiss on the top of my head. I roll over onto my front beside him and lean up on my elbow to look at him. He has one arm thrown over his eyes and a lazy smile plays on his lips. I climb on him, sitting astride him and pull his arm away from his face. He smiles up at me. 
"Well, you are keen." He mocks. I can feel him starting to get hard again. 
I raise an eyebrow at him. "Really?!" 
"You do this to me." He looks unapologetic. “So you have no-one to blame but yourself." He grins before suddenly flipping me over so I’m underneath him and kissing me almost gently. "But I’m going to need feeding before I can go again. I've got serious sex munchies." I laugh. "Shower?" He asks.
"Sure." I smirk, knowing where that's going to lead. "And then I'll find you some food...and perhaps an energy drink." He grins as he pulls me off the bed and towards the shower.
An hour and two more orgasms later and we finally get out of the shower. 
 
I wake up at some point in the night to a car alarm going off just outside my window. I roll over and bury my face in the pillow, but it keeps going.
"Ugh, who's fucking car is that?" I grumble to myself.
The bed moves and the previous few hours comes back to me in a flash as I look over and see Theo's silhouetted form stood at the window. His very fine silhouetted form. That arse…
"Oh shit." He murmurs in the darkness.
"What?" I whisper. I have a pounding headache and noise hurts right now. Especially the fucking racket that car is making.
"Um, I think we left your friend in the car." He says. 
I laugh, it hurts but I can't help it. "He is going to be so pissed. You best go let him out." 
"Yeah, I'll go do that." He says as he pulls his jeans on. Even with my head pounding, I still want him.
"Babe, can you grab me a glass of water on your way back in." I say without too much thought to my words, I basically just asked him to stay until morning...and I called him babe, eew…What the fuck?! I’m just going to pretend I’m still drunk.
 



Chapter 11 – Theo
 
I wake again in the early hours of the morning. Lilly is sprawled naked across my chest. One of her legs is hooked over mine and my arms are wrapped firmly around her. I feel strangely peaceful with her this close to me. Usually when I wake up with a woman like this my first thought is how I'm going to either get out or get her out, I'm not sure whether I like that I don't feel  that with Lilly. Perhaps it's because I know she doesn't want or expect anything from me. In my experience women can sometimes take sex to mean more than it actually does. When some one night stand bimbo starts trying to trap me in a relationship I jump ship pretty damn quick. Lilly's different though, she actively discourages it, exactly like I do and it makes her all the more intriguing.
She stirs, then presses her lips into my chest. "You stayed." She whispers.
"We've only been asleep for a few hours, and I'm not done with you yet sugar." I smile. I swear the woman is like a bloody demon. I can't get enough of her.
She smiles as she slowly runs her hand over my chest and stomach before stroking my already hard cock. She laughs against my neck as she kisses and nips her way down my throat.
I roll over, pressing her into the mattress. 
"So you think my permanent hard-on is amusing do you?" I grin. She nods. "Well, seeing as how you are responsible, I think it's only fair that you fix it." A thin shaft of moonlight penetrates the room illuminating her face and casting shadows. She bites her lip, her eyes sparkle in the darkness. She grabs my hair and pulls me down so she can kiss me. Her tongue moves teasingly along my bottom lip.
She pushes up against me with a surprising amount of force. Of course I’m stronger than her, but I oblige and allow her to push me onto my back and straddle me. Such hardships I endure. She reaches over and fumbles in the drawer beside the bed, I hear a rip and she hastily rolls a condom over my now rigid cock. She kisses me quickly, before reaching down and gripping me hard. She lowers onto me, guiding the head of my erection into her. I'm surprised by how wet she is, her body ready and willing, so eager.
She eases herself slowly down, she feels so damn good. When she's taken me completely she lets out a little groan which makes me shiver.
She moves up and down my length, riding me. Her skin glows in the strip of pale moonlight. Her hair falls around her shoulders. Her erect nipples are so enticing on her perfect tit's. She rolls her hips into me, the sculpted planes of her torso flex and writhe as she moves.
I grip her hips firmly and pull her hard onto me, she throws her head back and groans in response. The sight is so sexy I have to hold her hips firmly ceasing her movement. "Don't stop." She moans.
"Just give me a second or I'm going to come." I pant. She rocks into me forcefully.
"Good." She smiles wickedly.
I sit up so that I'm face to face with her, her breathing is laboured and I can taste her breath on my tongue. I wrap my arms around her as she winds her fingers into my hair. She grinds into me whilst kissing me firmly. I grab her hips pulling her into me harder. I run my tongue lightly along the top lip of her parted mouth as her body moves. Oh god she feels fucking amazing, I’m so close. 
"Theo." She gasps against my lips.
I thrust upward into her as she grinds against me. She throws her head back and cries out as I feel her tighten and clench around me. 
"Oh shit. Lilly!" I growl  against her neck as I come hard and fast with her. 
I collapse back onto the bed gasping and trembling with aftershocks. Lilly lays against my chest heaving and speechless. I have never had such intense and staggering sex with anyone, she takes my breath away. 
 
My phone alarm goes off at seven thirty. It takes me a moment to realise where I am as I look around the pale grey walls of Lilly's room. Lilly lays on her front, the duvet is half discarded and just covers her bum. The beautiful curve of her back is exposed, partially covered by her copper waves. Her face is turned toward me, she looks completely peaceful and perfect in sleep, and it's now when she looks so relaxed that I realise the constant strain her features normally carry, as though she has the weight of the world on her shoulders. 
I reluctantly climb out of bed and throw on my jeans and shirt. I approach her sleeping form and for the first time I notice small scripted writing across the side of her hip. I lean in to study the tiny font.  It reads: Diamonds are made under pressure. She’s definitely a diamond, and I have no doubt that her life has followed a difficult path. I want to know her, and that’s really stupid of me. This is just sex, nothing more.
 I sit on the edge of the bed and brush her hair gently off her back to press a soft kiss between her shoulder blades, unable to keep my hands or lips off her for too long. She groans and her eyelids flutter open, she rolls over and smiles sleepily at me. A shaft of sunlight escapes the curtains and lights her face. Light reflects off of her hair, shining a brilliant flaming red. I study her features, her bright eyes, her full lips, sex rumpled hair, she's never looked more sexy and I immediately want to bury myself in her... again, but I really have to go. Sadly I can't spend my life in bed with her. 
I lean down and brush my lips over hers. She places a hand around my neck and holds me there. She releases me sulkily. "You're going?"
"Sorry sugar. I promised I'd meet my sister for coffee this morning, before she flies to Paris."
"Well, that is a shame. I could really go for morning sex right now." She bites her bottom lip whilst running her hands over her amazing tits. 
"Lilly." I growl as I yank open the fly of my trousers. 
 
I meet Cat at our usual spot. They serve the best cooked breakfasts here. Cat's her usual bubbly self. I’m not exactly well rested this morning and I must look like shit.
"Theo, are you even listening to me?" She scowls at me. 
"Sorry, yes I am. I'm just a bit distracted at the moment."
She looks thoughtful. "With a girl?" Damn she's good.
"I don't get distracted by women. It's just work." Lilly technically works for me in a roundabout way...
"Whatever. I know that look." She grins. I glare back at her.
"So when do I have to meet your latest douchebag?" I smile as her face morphs into a scowl. 
"He's not a douchebag." She pouts.
I laugh at her. "They're always douchebags. Men are arseholes. Take it from someone who knows."
"No, you're an arsehole. Don't measure other people by your own fucked up standards." She grumbles.
"You see that's where you're wrong. We're all arseholes, I'm just honest enough to admit it. Fact of nature, it is instinct for the male of any species to spread his seed." 
"God you're a twat." She mutters as she takes a sip of her coffee. I laugh.
After harassing her for an hour, I give Cat a lift to the airport with the promise of doing dinner with said douchebag soon. Joy.
 
Monday evening Hugo invites a few of the ‘lads’ as he refers to them, although how you could refer to Henry and Will as lads I don’t know, over for a game night. This means drinking beer and playing video games. If anyone ever asked any of us we’d deny it, but it is fundamental part of male DNA to want to run about and shoot stuff. Obviously I can’t do that, although Hugo did buy two acres of land last year for the sole use of paint balling. Video games are the only available option. 
I knock on Hugo’s front door but get no answer. He sometimes works in the office which is in the loft, so leaves the front door open. I push the door open and step inside. I place the pack of Corona on the side table.
“Hugo!” I shout.
“One minute!” He calls back from what sounds like the front room. I walk down the hall and can hear what sounds like voices, maybe crying. I turn the corner and, oh shit that’s not crying. It’s screaming.
“Hey mate. I promise I’ll make this real quick.” Hugo says, whilst on his knees, butt naked and giving it to some girl from behind, a girl who in turn has her face in another girl’s crotch. All this, right there on Hugo’s sofa. 
“Dude, I don’t mind you watching, but unless you want to see me shoot my load you might want to turn around.” Hugo says with a stupid grin on his face. Fucking hell, I love him but he seriously has no limits.
“That would definitely scar me. I’ll be in the kitchen.” I go into the kitchen and sit at the breakfast bar whilst the chorus of screams get louder and finally stops. Fucking Hugo.
“Sorry about that mate.” He says when he finally emerges.
“No you’re not.” I laugh.
“You’re right. That was the best fucking I’ve had in weeks. They’re twins. Very talented. Pricey mind.” He shrugs.
“They’re hookers?!” I snort.
“Hey, they prefer the term escorts. They are, and I do pay them, but they throw in a lot of free extras if you know what I mean. Hence we ran over.” He raises an eyebrow at me. “Don’t tell me you’ve never paid for it. It’s just less hassle to pay for what you know will be a quality lay. Bar crawling’s always a gamble.” 
I laugh. “Of course I’ve never paid for it.”
“Bullshit.”
“Hey, if you had this face you wouldn’t have to pay for it either.” I duck as he moves to punch my arm.
“Fucking prick. “ He mumbles as he opens a beer.
“Anyway, I thought Molly was a quality lay, otherwise you wouldn’t be going back for seconds would you?” I sip the Corona. 
“Molly’s cool. She doesn’t give a fuck. That’s why I go back, and yeah she’s a good lay. Same reason you’re fucking Lilly is it not?” He grins wickedly.
“Stop.” I sigh.
“What?” 
“I know you’re imagining fucking Lilly right now, stop. Fucking pervert.” I grumble.
“Dude, that’s freaky. What are you a mind reader?!” He looks genuinely confused.
“No, you’re just that predictable.”
He shrugs. “Anywhere that girl goes, every guy in the room is fucking her in his mind a hundred different ways anyway. My one little fantasy won’t hurt. Everything about that girl reeks of sex…dirty, nasty sex.” He grins. I can’t deny that.
The door goes and Hugo answers it for Henry and Will. 
“Hey bro. You ready to have your arse handed to you like a little bitch?” Hugo taunts as they come into the kitchen. Will is Hugo’s little brother, but they are polar opposites. Will is always immaculate, quiet and mature. Very un-Hugo like.
“Hey guys.” I greet them. Will waves from where Hugo now has him in a head lock. 
“Hey Theo. How’s it going?” Henry sits on the stool next to me. Henry is an old school friend of ours, he was wild back in the day, but now he’s married and settled down. Fuck. That.  “He seems in a good mood.” He nods at Hugo.
“Yeah, he just got laid.” I say.
“That explains it.” He chuckles.
“Move your arse’s bitches. COD calls.” Hugo says in a theatrical singing voice and then mimic’s like he’s riding a horse out of the room. I have never said that I think Hugo is completely sane, but he does make for entertaining times, of which we’ve had many.
I don’t even know who won the game. Only that Hugo accused us all of cheating, in a game where there is no cheating, just tactics.
By the end of the night I end up drunk enough that I crash on the floor. I wasn’t drunk enough to forget what happened on the couch and sleep on it.
 



Chapter 12 – Lilly
 
I meet Molly for dinner at Albi’s, which is our favourite local pizza parlour. Its two pounds for a huge slice of pizza. If there’s one thing better than pizza, it’s cheap pizza.
“So, Hugo invited me to go play pool with him and his friends tonight.” Molly says once I’ve demolished my huge slice of pepperoni.
“Hugo? As in ‘even more of a whore than Theo’ Hugo?” I raise an eyebrow.
“Firstly, you can’t listen to the papers. Secondly, we’re just having fun.” She takes a bite of her pizza.
“Does just having fun include the swapping of STD’s?” 
She sighs. “Lilly.”
“Okay fine. How did I not know about this? I thought it was just a one night thing?” I huff.
“Well I haven’t seen you since last weekend, there’s been a couple of times since then.” She shrugs. “Don’t judge Lill’s.” She points a warning finger at me.
I hold up my hands. “Oh believe me, right now I am in no position.”
She laughs. “True. So you and Theo have a thing now?” She muses.
“Thing? No” I laugh. “Sex. Yes. I figure there’s a few week’s worth of sexual tension built up. It’ll fizzle out soon”
“You don’t think it could become more?”  
I snort. “Definitely not.  Would you want more than just sex with Hugo?” I tilt my head.
She laughs. “Definitely not.” She raises her beer bottle. “A toast to the using and abusing of man whore’s. May they fuck well and move on quickly.” I clink my bottle to hers. “So, will you come play pool with me anyway?” She gives me her practiced puppy dog eyes. “I don’t want to go on my own with a group of smelly boys.”
I sigh. “Is Theo going to be there?” I ask.
She shrugs one shoulder. “No idea. You could text him and find out.”
“No.” I shake my head.
“Wait, you want to see him, or you don’t?” She asks.
“Don’t. I do not want to socialise with him.” She frowns. “Lines Molly, lines!”
“Oh, okay. Well look, let’s just go. If he’s there, he’s there. If you’re chilled out about it then it’ll be fine.” She smiles. “Pretty please.”
“Molly.” I whine. 
“I’ll owe you.” She grins, sensing an easy victory. 
“You’ll owe me big time.” I huff.
 
The bar is a traditional English pub. A large mahogany bar sits to the right hand side of the room and is packed with people. 
Molly texted Hugo to say that I was coming, to which he replied; ‘Great, she can play with Theo. He’s being a miserable fuck.’
We’ve just got here and are now sat in a booth with Hugo. 
My gaze drifts across the room and finds Theo's tall frame stood at the bar amongst the crowd. His black t-shirt clings to his broad muscular shoulders, making my mouth water and my mind wonder to less than innocent thoughts. He turns his head and I find myself staring into his startling blue gaze. I can't help but smile at him. He flashes a devil may care smile at me and winks before turning back to the bar. I swear that man could melt underwear with his thoughts alone.
Molly and Hugo are chatting loudly. Hugo seems like a nice enough guy, but he is a dirty dog. 
You get players like Theo, now players like a challenge, they like the game. An easy lay is of no interest to the player. He likes to manipulate and inflate his ego with his own seduction abilities. Then there are dogs. A dog will stick it anywhere, the easier the better. Hugo, is a dog. Molly see's through it as easily as I do though, calling him out on some of his more predictable lines.
"I give up!" Hugo finally shouts. "There is no impressing you." He smiles weakly at me, feigning hurt.
"Oh you can impress me...but it certainly won't involve talking." She cocks one eyebrow and smiles wickedly at him. I burst out laughing at Hugo's shocked and then amused face.
“So where are the rest of your friends?” I ask Hugo.
“Theo told them to fuck off when he heard you were coming. He doesn’t want the guys seeing you.” He smirks.
“Um…okay.” Shit, I ruined their guy’s night.
“Don’t feel bad princess, the guys are cool, but you two would provide them with a year’s worth of wank bank material. I’m cool with it, but he’s…well he’s Theo, and you’re not a normal casual fuck.” His eyes flick down to my chest as he raises an eyebrow. “…at all.”
“So, he wouldn’t let the other guys come, but you’re here.” 
“I’m special, and fucking the friend that brought you here. I’m not that bad, I promise. We’ll be besties before you know it.” He grins like a naughty little boy. I chuckle at him. He is endearing in a really strange way.
"What's so funny?" Theo asks, quietly sliding into the seat beside me.
"Nothing." I whisper, smiling at the weird high I have from his presence, like a buzzing energy that thrums through my body. Its strange being out with him like this, as though he were just another friend, one I have sex with...which would make him awfully close to a boyfriend. That’s a scary thought which I completely asked for by coming here. Why do I have to make life so complicated for myself? He pours me a glass of wine from a bottle he's brought over, before pouring Molly one.
"Well ladies, it would appear that you owe us a game of pool. I think you two should play Theo and I." Hugo has a boyish charm that I can imagine could be very hard to resist.
"You're on." Molly stands, unfolding her lengthy frame from her chair. "But I only play for gain..." Molly flashes a seemingly innocent smile at Hugo. I know better. The girl’s got game. 
"Oh sweetheart, I’m sure we can arrange something." Hugo winks at her before snaking an arm around her waist and guiding her toward the pool table.
"Okay, I’m going to apologise in advance for him..." Theo says sheepishly before standing, he offers me his hand pulling me to my feet.
"Molly can handle herself Theo. She's a big girl." I run a hand over his defined forearm and smile at him. He exhales and shakes his head.
"Come on." He shocks me by grabbing my hand as we walk over to Molly and Hugo. "You play?" He asks.
"Oh, I play." I cock an eyebrow and he laughs lightly as he squeezes my hand tighter.
 
The first game is won by the boys and the second by Molly and I. We're now on our third and the gloves are off so to speak. Molly and I are winning. I've just sunk two balls in a row and am going for a third. I line up my shot and just as I pull back my arm to strike Theo gently brushes his fingers over the exposed skin of my lower back, where my top has ridden up.
“Do you remember the last time we were near a pool table sugar?” He says in that dripping in sex tone of his.  Heat surges through me and I miss my shot. This is the third time he's done something like this. I turn around and lightly slap his chest. 
"Violence is totally uncalled for." He smiles wryly at me, looking devious and good enough to eat.
"Oh, you haven't seen violence. Your turn." I say quietly. He smiles arrogantly before picking up his queue. He bends over the table to reach a long shot. I wink at Molly and Hugo before walking up behind him and pressing my hips against his arse.
"It'll take more than that to distract me sugar." I can hear the amused arrogance in his voice. Well then, I shall just have to do 'more'.
I bend over, folding my body over his, bringing my chin to rest on his shoulder. I slip one hand under his shirt, wrapping it around his waist and trailing it down his defined abs toward the waistband of his jeans, I can feel his muscles tremble under my touch. I bring my lips close to his ear. "How badly do you want to bend me over this pool table Theo?" I whisper against his ear.
He groans and his breath hitches and becomes shallow. He huffs a laugh under his breath.
"Come along, we don't have all day. Take your shot." I say a little louder as I run my nails across his stomach and press my pelvis against him more firmly. 
Hugo laughs. "Damn, this is making me hard mate. I can't imagine your jeans are a comfortable place to be right now."
"Just so you know...you will be paying for this later...repeatedly." Theo whispers.
"I'm counting on it. Now take your shot." He pulls back his arm focusing on the shot. Just as he goes to take it I gently graze his earlobe with my teeth. His breath hisses through clenched teeth and he misses.
"Ah, too bad sugar." I mock, using his own term of endearment. Molly steps up to take the next shot, but I don't bother to watch. Theo straightens and turns around to face me. The look in his eyes is all heat and sexy as fuck. All that sexual power slams into me like a punch in the stomach. I take a step back away from him trying to control my thundering heart rate. A small smile plays at his lips as he stalks toward me like the predator he is until I'm backed into the wall. He leans down and brushes his lips across my neck.
"I warned you sugar." His breath tickles my neck. "Remember that when you're begging me later." His voice is deep and husky. His stubble brushes my cheek as he kisses me just below my ear. I’m practically drooling for him right now, never mind later. 
I pull out my game face and smile at him cockily. "I look forward to it." I whisper against his perilously close lips before ducking under his arm and escaping. He raises an eyebrow at me shaking his head.
"When you guys are finished... it's your turn Lilly." Molly says.
Molly and I win the game and Hugo ends up owing Molly a bottle of champagne. Molly did stipulate that it needed to be a good one.
As we turn and walk away from the pool table a woman approaches us. She's dressed in a fitted dress that hugs her long, lean frame, its cut low in front revealing her ample cleavage. She looks a bit overdressed for the venue. Her platinum blonde hair hangs to her waist in a sleek curtain. Her heels click across the wooden floor of the pub as she approaches us. Her eyes fix on Theo and then on me when she sees his arm hooked around my waist. 
"Theo." Her red painted lips are almost a sneer as she says it, her eyes darting between the two of us.
"Hey Edie." Hugo sounds almost bored as he greets her.
"Hugo." She turns and hugs him.
"I haven't seen you boys over at my place for a while. We've missed you." She purrs, her eyes flick to me again. God, really? She might as well just piss on him and get it over with she's so bloody territorial. I try to shrug out of Theo's embrace and leave him to talk to his 'friend', but he pins me firmly to his side. I look over at Molly who is glaring at the woman’s back.
"Is this your girlfriend?" She asks, very bluntly but seemingly politely, however the distaste is written all over her face. Before I can open my mouth to deny it, or tell her where to go Theo answers.
"This is Lilly Parker." I note that he doesn't deny nor enhance the fact that I may be his girlfriend. She eyes the length of my body.
"Lilly, this is Eden Croft, a friend of mine. She owns a club over in Pall Mall." I guess that explains the 'my place'.
"A pleasure." She raises an eyebrow at me. I only smile politely. I figure bitch slapping Theo’s friend might make me look a tad possessive or just crazy. Either way Theo and I are ‘just sex’, so what do I care?
"I'm going to go back to the table." I say to Theo. He studies me for a moment before releasing his grip.
"I'll be two minutes." He smiles at me.
"Bye." Eden flashes me a perfect blinding smile. I roll my eyes and walk away.
I'm sat at the table with Molly trying not to look at Theo and Eden, every time I look she seems to be touching him, his arm, his chest. It irritates me, but I'm pretty sure it's just her that annoys me in general, she's just so smarmy. He doesn't seem to return the gesture. Then I become irritated at myself for even remotely giving a shit, he can hang around with snarky bitches if he wants, it's nothing to do with me. We're just friends…with benefits. 
Theo appears next to me, pressing his lips against my temple. I recoil against his public display of affection. Edie's appearance has sharpened my focus on the fact that we're not together, nor will we ever be. This is just sex, purely physical. I need to keep my head and not let his charm blur the lines in my mind, just sex or nothing at all. Why am I even here? Fuck! An all too familiar panic starts to crawl up my throat. I’m about five minutes away from a full scale freak out.
“I need to go. Molly are you coming?” I say as I jump up and put my jacket on.
“Um…no, I think I’ll stay a bit longer.” She frowns at me and tilts her head. She knows something’s wrong. I just need to get out of here, I feel like I can’t breathe.
“I can take you home.” Theo stands, a subtle frown on his face.
“No, you stay I’ll get a taxi. Thanks guys, bye.” I practically run out of the pub. I walk around the corner and lean against the wall. I close my eyes as I take several deep breaths. I rub at my chest trying to ease the tightness. 
“Fuck, fuck, fuck.” I curse under my breath. People pass by completely unaware of the mental breakdown happening right here on the street.
I feel Theo before I see him. “You okay?” He asks quietly.
I don’t answer him. I’m clearly not, so I can’t say yes, but I can’t explain this. God, I have issues.
“It’s okay.” He says. “I get it.” I open my eyes and glance sideways at him. He’s leant against the wall next to me. His arms are crossed over his chest and he has a small smile on his face. “You can’t be in a room with me for too long without wanting to rip my clothes off. It’s okay, I get it a lot believe me.”
I laugh. He’s an arse, but under it he’s actually an okay guy. He’s making light of the situation rather than drawing attention to it. I can appreciate that.
“That’s better.” He turns toward me, his broad shoulders blocking out the world around us. He brushes his knuckles across my cheek. “You’re much better looking when you smile.” He grins at me. I roll my eyes.
“So, can I give you that lift home?” He wiggles his eyebrows.
“Sure.” I smile. In the space of five minutes I’ve gone from major freak out to fine. He presses his lips to mine which sends my mind into a dribbling mess, ridding me of any traces of my former panic.
Theo keeps one arm securely wrapped around my waist as he guides me toward the waiting car. 
I become increasingly aware of his closeness to me, my heart rate quickens into a familiar rhythm and my skin prickles, my body acting on pure primal instinct to the man stood next to me. It’s not my fault, my DNA is programmed to want him, knowing that he is on the winning end of the gene pool.  I glance up at him subtly and can see his small smile. We reach the car and I turn and look straight at him, he continues to smile as his gaze brushes over me, igniting every nerve in my body. His fingers lightly brush my neck. This I can cope with, this is familiar and safe, just good old sexual attraction.
He traces a finger over my bottom lip before bending to press his lips to mine. I close my eyes and wind my fingers around his neck. I allow the blissful relief of my mind switching off and my body taking over, something only Theo seems to be able to achieve. 
The stubble over his top lip brushes my face. I lightly nip his bottom lip and he growls against my mouth.
"Lilly..." He warns. He pulls away and holds me just an inch away from his face. His eyes are wild and savage with an animal quality. Apprehension coils in my stomach at the offered promise in that one look.
"Yes?" I sound breathy.
He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. "Behave or I’ll bend you over the bonnet right here in front of James." I smile and raise an eyebrow at him. "I'm a man of my word sugar...but you can push me if you like?" God I’m so horny right now. I clamp my thighs together as I try to calm myself. "That's what I thought." He smirks.
I want to argue, but I don’t doubt he’ll do as he says, so I bite my bottom lip trying to supress my less than tame feelings. He holds the door open for me and I climb in the back seat, he follows me into the car and James pulls away. The small space between us suddenly seems too much to bear, as though it's a physical pressure crushing my lungs. I grasp the door handle as though I were on a cliff edge and about to fall to my death. My breathing is embarrassingly loud and I know it won't have escaped his notice.
We sit in silence for a long time before he eventually chuckles quietly under his breath. I glance up at him.
"And to think you ever denied this." He gestures to the space between us. 
I scowl at him. "Oh, sorry I didn't just immediately fall at your feet with willingly spread legs." I roll my eyes sarcastically.
"It is exactly your lack of willing that causes this. You make me so crazy. Most of my time is spent either thinking about the last time I had sex with you or plotting how to get it again as soon as possible."
I look up at him. "Well you know Theo there's really no plotting necessary. This..." I gesture between us again."... is really very easy. I want sex, you want sex. Simple."
He smiles brilliantly at me. "I most certainly do...right now." He opens the door and pulls me out. I hadn't even noticed that we'd stopped.
He pulls me along to the front door of a large town house. It's a beautiful building set back from the road with a small semi-circle drive way and big electric gates on each side. Tall period windows adorn the front of the house either side of an enormous front door.
“I thought you were taking me home?” I ask.
“Well, my home is closer, and I’m kind of impatient right now.” He smirks.
He unlocks the door disarms the alarm system. The hallway is painted a dark grey and has a mirror that runs about eight feet along the wall. The stairs are to the left of the spacious hall. He leads me through the hall switching on lights and pushes open a door into a very large bedroom. The tall ceilings and floor to ceiling windows give the room a certain grandeur. The over-sized iron framed bed takes central focus in the room, with its intricately woven metal vines. The furnishings are antique, yet all have been sympathetically modernised. The room is a soft aqua colour with one feature wall of black and silver embellished paper behind the bed. The light reflects off of the silver throwing patterns on the walls. 
"Your house is really quite beautiful." I say. He smiles at me in a way that makes my knees feel weak. He stalks towards me slowly. My chest tightens and I take an involuntary step back. He suddenly catches me around the waist and pulls me to him, startling me. I gasp and meet his piercing gaze, filled with danger and lust. He pushes my coat off over my shoulders so it falls to the floor.
His eyes wonder over my face, studying me. "You are really quite beautiful Lilly." His voice is a deep husky rasp as it washes over my startled senses, throwing petrol on the flames of desire that already burn through my veins. I close my eyes as I fight to tame my hammering heart and heaving chest.
He tilts his head and presses his lips to mine. My entire body is drawn toward him as I claw to get closer to him. I moan as he traces my bottom lip with the tip of his tongue, he seizes the opportunity and forces his tongue into my mouth. My mind quickly becomes clouded, unable to form any coherent thought other than ripping his clothes off. His steady assured control only serves to turn me on even more. I grab the hem of his shirt and rip it up and over his head to reveal his glorious body. I run my hands over him, tracing the lines of his tattoo as it winds over his solid pecs and down over his chiselled abs. His expression is mildly amused. He fists a hand roughly into my hair and wrenches my head back. His lips work over my neck and throat kissing and nipping his way down to the seam of my top. He pulls it over my head, before unbuttoning my jeans and slipping them down my legs where I step out of them. He runs his hands down my sides making me tremble, before continuing down until he cups my bum with both hands and then lifts me as though I weigh nothing. I willingly part my legs, wrapping them around his waist, the bare skin of my stomach presses against his chest making me shiver. He kisses my neck and throat with a fevered passion as he walks me to the bed.
His lips cover mine as my back hits the mattress. I moan against his lips as my fingers cling to his back. He pulls away from me and stands, I watch as he unbuttons his jeans sliding them down to reveal his proud erection. He is the absolute embodiment of masculinity. The muscles of his torso flex as he crawls up the bed toward me. I squirm which makes him smile and his cock twitch.
He hooks his fingers into the lace of my knickers and pulls them down my legs, skimming my skin with his fingers. His lips quickly find my neck and he makes his way down my throat, my breathing is embarrassingly laboured as I wind my hands into his hair. He trails kisses down my chest to my breasts, pushing the cup of my bra down and exposing one nipple. He sucks and then nips it gently making me buck underneath him. His eyes are wild and unrestrained and his breath comes in rapid gasps.
He trails a hand down between my breasts and over my stomach, I tremble uncontrollably. He presses his hand between my legs and strokes me gently. I moan, dragging my nails across his back. He slips one finger inside me and I nearly explode, I’m so wound up.
“You’re so hot when you’re like this.” He murmurs against my throat. 
He fumbles in the bedside table and finds a condom.
 He lowers his body to mine and I eagerly part my legs to accommodate him. His lips brush across my jaw before nipping my earlobe gently. My pulse thunders in my ears.
I grasp at his hair, bringing my lips to his ear. "Fuck me hard." I whisper. That seems to flick a switch. He thrusts forward into me with a growl. His jaw is rigid, revealing his fine grip on his control. He pulls back and thrusts again, not quite all the way. I grab his arse and on the third thrust he slams into me all the way. I cry out and then bite his neck hard. It takes a moment to calm the overload of sensation as my body stretches to accommodate him.
He begins to move, slowly rolling into me. I wrap my legs around him, enticing him onward.
He grasps each of my calves, releasing my locked grip around him and brings them up to rest against his shoulders. He then leans over me slightly and pushes into me. I groan as he sinks deeper inside me. He grinds into me over and over, hitting that one magic spot until I start to tighten and tremble everywhere. I scream as my body shudders and stiffens with the force of the orgasm. 
He releases my legs and kisses me gently. I lay still, breathing heavily.
 After a minute I sit up and remove my bra, before pushing him onto his back on the bed. I lean over the bed and feel around on the floor until I find his discarded trousers...and belt. When I come back up with the belt he frowns at me questioningly. I only smile back at him. 
"It's not what you think." I straddle him and then pull both his hands above his head, he obliges. I wrap the belt around his wrists a couple of times before attaching it to the metal of the head board.
"You seem to like tying me up?" He smirks.
"What’s not to like?" I smile seductively before leaning down and tracing his ear with my tongue. "I like control. It turns me on." I whisper against his ear, grazing it with my teeth. 
He groans. “Everything about you turns me on.” 
I sit up and grab his cock, guiding the head to the entrance of my vagina. I lower myself and slowly slide all the way down until he is completely consumed by me. The immediate pleasure of being so totally in control of him creates a heated craze within me. He moans as I take all of him. I watch in a riveted trance as I start to roll my hips, his entire body writhes and flexes underneath me.
I continue to ride him without inhibition. He pulls against the restraint and I can't help but smile. Barely breaking rhythm I lean down and kiss his neck.
"Theo, there’s no use in fighting. I will have my way with you." I sit back up and wink at him. His eyes become wild and turbulent, he grits his teeth as compulsion takes him.
I grind into him again and again. The feeling is exquisite and I find I’m starting to lose control myself. He tenses underneath me, his abs rising and providing friction against my throbbing clit. 
“Oh god.” I moan as everything starts to tighten for the second time. I bite my lip and look down at Theo, he studies me like the hungry animal that he is. I bring one hand up and pinch my nipple. He growls in response and I know he’s close to losing his shit.
I roll my hips one more time, and he lets out an animalistic roar as he comes thrusting deep into me. I come, screaming loudly as he bucks underneath me. I ride him relentlessly, taking everything from him. He collapses back onto the bed gasping and trembling. I smile at him before leaning down and pressing my lips to his.
"See." I gasp against his lips. He laughs. 
"Fuck." He pants, shaking his head. I shrug before undoing the belt and releasing his wrists.
 
I wake up to Theo trailing kisses down my bare back. I smile. There are worse ways to wake up. I roll over. He's sat on the edge of the bed, freshly showered wearing only a towel. Definitely worse ways to wake up.
I suddenly panic as I realise it's light outside. "Shit. What time is it?"
"Don't panic. It's seven thirty. Do you really think I’d let you be late for work?" He flashes a heart stopping smile.
"No, you'd just phone my work and tell them I was 'helping' you today." I air quote.
"You're learning." He grins unashamedly.
"What...that you just throw money around to get what you want." I raise an eyebrow at him.
"Never have solicitors been more deserving of their obscene rate." He smiles. 
"Why does that make me feel like a hooker?" I grumble.
"Because you like to be negative...I pay your boss, not you...and you are definitely not a hooker." He kisses my hair before standing and moving over to the walk in wardrobe. As he walks away I notice the symmetrical angry red lines that mar his back. Nail marks. They must hurt and I kind of feel bad, but a small part of me, the possessive part likes the fact that I’ve marked him. Ah shit, where the fuck did that come from!?
 "I'll give you a lift home, you can get changed and then I’ll take you to work." He shouts from the depths of the wardrobe.
"Thank you." I reply. I get out of bed and stroll to the en-suite. "So much for the do not sleep over rule."
He laughs from inside the wardrobe. “That’s a rule?”
“It was until now.” 
"You are strange. I'll be up...stairs." I turn around and Theo is stood in the doorway just staring at me. He instantly changes from serious businessman to sexual predator in a split second. The look on his face becomes focused, yet totally primal and seductive.
I step back into the bathroom and he steps forward on the other side of the room. I teasingly press my body against the door frame and look up at him from under my lashes in faux innocence. His gaze darkens dramatically before my eyes. He growls and storms across the room toward me.
I squeal and slam the bathroom door, only to realise it doesn't have a lock. Shit. Excitement coils in my stomach. I launch for the shower and turn on the water. The door opens and he leans casually against the frame.
"You have to come out of there at some point...I've got all day." He smiles wickedly.
"Even you have better things to do than spend all day waiting for me to come out just so you can have sex with me." 
"Perks of the job..." He smiles lazily. "I can do what the fuck I like...and there is nothing I’d enjoy more than watching you get all wet and soapy so that I can then take the time to make you dirty again... and again." He smirks.
"Well some of us have employers and can't live the life of riley..." I squeeze out some of his body wash and lather it over my body until I see his straining fly at which point I stop. I'd happily have sex with Theo all day, but I need to go to work. I can't work my life around him and his penis.
"You asked for this, walking around all naked." He starts rubbing his chest, flicking his head from side to side. He looks ridiculous and I burst out laughing.
"Go!" I throw a bottle of shampoo at him, still laughing hard. He ducks and then walks away with a chuckle.
 
The upstairs of Theo's house is completely unexpected. It's one enormous open space. The kitchen is to the right hand side of the room. It's modern yet sympathetic to the period features of the house.  To the left of the room is the living area. Two enormous cream corner sofas are pushed together to form three sides of a rectangle. A big glass table sits in front of it. Across from the sofa is an open fire and mounted above it on the wall is a flat screen. At the other end of the room, behind the stairway is an antique dining table and chairs. The dining area is all very traditional with draped curtains and a chandelier hanging from the ceiling, totally contrasting with the modern design of the rest of the room. The most impressive feature by far is the wall of glass doors at the back of the room, which open out onto a large terrace with a pool.
"Wow, this is really nice." I breathe.
Theo is sat at the breakfast bar with a cup of coffee and the newspaper. "Thanks." He looks over his paper at me. "Coffee?" 
"Sure, thanks. You read the paper?" I smirk as I sit on the stool next to his while he stands and pours me a cup.
“Uh, yeah. Why is that funny?” He smiles at me over his shoulder, looking fresh faced and gorgeous as ever. 
“It’s just so…normal. I guess I don’t expect such trivial things of you.” I shrug. “Or for you to have time to pay attention to current affairs outside of your bedroom.”
His lips turn up in an amused smirk. “Hmm, despite what you might think, I do actually run several very successful businesses, so I do keep up with current affairs. You never know who’s going to try and screw you next.” He winks before turning back to the coffee maker.  
I turn over the paper and laugh. “Current affairs such as the latest silicone wannabe?” 
“Hey. The Sun can be very informative.” He smirks.
It's then that I notice a small picture in the corner of the gossip page at the back of the paper Theo was just reading. It's small and not very clear, but I recognise the two people in the photo. It's Theo and I. "Shit." I murmur. 
"What?" Theo wraps his arms around me as he reads over my shoulder. I skim through the brief paragraph next to the picture, basically stating that Theodore Ellis was spotted leaving a pub with a mystery woman.
"Ignore that crap. The press are like fucking stalkers. I swear I can't take a shit without them knowing about it." He grumbles.
"I just... I don't want them to get the wrong idea... about us." Something crosses his expression, but disappears quickly. 
"Look, if you're worried then we'll be more careful in public, okay?" He strokes my cheek before giving me a quick peck on the lips.
"Okay." I whisper.
"You ready?" I nod. "Right. Let’s go then." He smiles, but it doesn't reach his eyes.
 



Chapter 13 – Theo
 
I find myself in an unusually good mood on Saturday night as I head into north London. I'm attending a charity function, which Ellis Corporate sponsor. I know Lilly's going. Apparently Molly's mother is a co-founder of the charity. Small world.
I stop and pick up Cat on the way, being a budding fashion designer I try and bring her to these sorts of things. It's good for networking, any successful business is all about networking.
I pull up outside The Ivy Hotel and walk to the passenger side to open the door for Cat. I throw the keys to the valet who looks like he may be nursing a semi as he practically drools on my car.
A royal blue carpet paths the way to the entrance of the hotel. There are brass poles lining the carpet with thick ropes hanging between each one. Guests are making their way inside and the entrance is crowded. Just inside are a large group of photographers. They shout names as they recognise various guests, whilst snapping furiously. The right hand wall is an enormous board with 'Rosemary Trust' printed in huge letters across it, underneath is a list of sponsors including Ellis Corporate Ltd. Cat loops her hand under my elbow as we walk.
"Mr Ellis! Mr Ellis!" They shout frantically when I step through the entrance. I stand against the wall and smile for a moment, Cat smiles for the cameras beside me, allowing them to get their shot before moving on into the lobby. We're led through the lobby to the main ballroom where the event is being held.
The room is decorated in black and gold. One side of the room is tables, whilst the other is a dance floor. On the other side of the dance floor are Blackjack, Roulette and Poker tables.
Lady Thompson is the chairman of the charity and a close friend of my uncle Mike. She approaches us on arrival. She's dressed in a floor length gold satin dress. She's a very elegant woman with a willowy frame, her greying hair is pulled up into a twist on the back of her head.
"Theo darling. How are you?" She air kisses each of my cheeks.
"Louella. I'm good thank you. How are you?" I flash her a smile.
"Fabulous. Oh and little Cat, look at you." She spins Cat around getting a good look at her dress. Cat designed it herself. It's coral pink, strapless with a slit up to her thigh in the skirt, the fabric is light and billowy and clings to her legs as she walks. I'd prefer she was slightly more covered, but oddly she manages to make the whole thing timelessly classy.
"Hi Louella. How are you?" Cat beams at her.
"Oh, I'm very well. Much better for seeing you two. No date today?" She winks and grins at me. I've known her for a few years now. We met at this very event through Mike. I liked her instantly, she's the sort of woman who commands instant respect. 
"My sister." I smile at her and she laughs. "It all looks great as usual." I gesture around the room. There must be about a hundred or so round tables all set with chairs, the table cloths are all black and each table has a centre piece with flowers and fairy lights, making each table glow. 
"Thank you. Dinner will be in half an hour. Mike is already over at the bar. I must get on, but I’ll see you later. You're on my table." She hurries off out the front entrance.
As promised I find my Uncle Mike at the bar. He's my mother’s brother and has been more like a father to Cat and I over the years. He used to come and spring us from school in the holidays when my mother had just left us there, we'd go to his house and run riot. He's a good man, although probably not the best role model. He told me on my sixteenth birthday that you haven't lived unless you’ve been arrested and caught an STD at least once. He's a living legend, he used to come to all the parties and drink and bag women with the rest of us, up until a few months ago when he moved out of London. The thing is though; Mike's all we've ever had. Our mother is too busy getting married and divorced half a dozen times to even notice she has children and her multiple husbands were never around long enough to bother with us. I have a huge amount of respect for Mike, he stepped up when no-one else did.
He slaps me on the back when he sees me. "Theo. You're looking flash." He grins. 
"Thanks." I roll my eyes.
"Cat, I might have to keep a close eye on you." He mock scolds her. She rolls her eyes as well.
"What are you two drinking?"
"I'll have a corona. Cat?"
"Margherita?" She smiles.
"See, now that's the spirit." He wraps an arm around her shoulders fondly.
The bar tender places the drinks on the bar in front of mike.
We venture over to our table and chat with Mike as he lovingly asks Cat about her fashion line. Cat is the baby of the family, and everyone’s favourite, including mine.
 
A few more people have started to arrive and the bar is quite busy now, a few business acquaintances come and speak to us boring me to the point of wanting to claw my own eyeballs out.
"God that man's a bore." Mike moans when an older guy from one of our IT companies leaves.
"Well, he does work in IT." I state.
"True. Anyway, I'm going to get another drink. I’ll need it if I have to speak to many more of these bloody people. You two want anything?"
"No. I'm good thanks." I reply.
"I'll come with you." Cat jumps up with Mike.
I turn and see Arabella has sat in the chair Mike just vacated, Jesus that woman moves fast. Her thick blonde hair hangs in loose waves down her back. She's wearing an ice blue dress with a little too much cleavage on show to be appropriate. Arabella was a very drunken one nighter from about a year ago, she's really hot but it was a huge mistake. She's what you would call a social climber and in her eyes I am the summit. She clearly didn’t get the one night only memo. I see her every now and then and every time she tries for a repeat, but I'm not into her at all. The only reason I humour her is because her Daddy is the owner of one of my biggest clients. I'm pretty sure that if she told him I'd banged her we'd lose the account. Drinking, it gets you into stupid situations like this.
So I'm forced to make small talk with her and even when Mike comes back she doesn't leave. She keeps making seemingly innocent gestures and gently touching my arm, for some reason it makes me irritable today. I absentmindedly glance across the room and meet those blazing green eyes that make my crotch tighten every time I see them.
I'm aware that Arabella is still speaking to me, but I can no longer hear her. Everything drops out of focus as I stare back at Lilly. She looks smoking hot. The dress she wears is black and floor length, fitted snugly to show her amazing figure. The top is a black bodice, while the skirt is a sheer fabric, so although it's technically floor length, you can make out every perfect detail of her long legs as if she were wearing only underwear. Her full breasts are hinted at, but by no means shown in any way. She wears black heels that make her legs look amazing. Her red hair is carefully pinned up, but a few tendrils have fallen around her face. Every man in the room is looking at her and I don’t blame them. A touch on my arm pulls me from my trance.
"Theo. Did you hear me?" Arabella asks impatiently. Her eyes dart in Lilly's direction.
"Sorry. What?"
"I said that you should come to Daddy's dinner party next week. I know he'd love to see you." Oh shit.
"I'll have to get back to you. I'm pretty busy over the next couple of weeks." I dismiss her.
"Okay, well you still have my number right?" I glance back to the bar where Lilly is now standing with her back to me, I hadn't noticed the man standing with her before, but I do now due to his arm being wrapped around her waist. An irrational possessiveness surges to the fore.
"Um, yes." I lie to her easily. "If you'll excuse me." I stand and leave her there.
I had promised myself that I wouldn't make any move toward Lilly here. Our strange relationship is not something that I want public, not the way it is now. If the papers got hold of it they would portray me as the millionaire playboy and her as a slut. Lilly would run a mile and I don’t want her portrayed that way. If I'm seen with her people will soon catch on, I can't control or hide my fixation with her. At this particular moment however that has all gone to shit, because another man has got his arm around her waist, and although I have no right to be...I'm angry about it.
 
"Miss Parker. Can I buy you a drink?" She turns, startled by my appearance. Her smile is dazzling.
"Theo. You're looking very... smart." The comment is innocent but the look she gives me as her eyes rake over my body definitely isn't. I smile, knowing that she’s a woman who will appreciate a tux. She leans forward placing her hands on my shoulders to air kiss my cheeks. "That tux makes me want to do horrible things to you." She whispers so quietly in my ear that I struggle to hear her. Told you.
I grin. "And you look... words fail me."
She smiles wickedly. "Thanks. Molly hooked me up, I can have the dress free if I wear it here...though it was a dress of the designers choosing..." She sighs. "Hence why I’m half naked...still, who's going to turn down Valentino!?" I nod. I have no idea what that is, some girl shit I’m guessing.
"You look stunning." I smile reassuringly at her.
I notice the man standing with her at the same time she does. He's tall, but no taller than me. His dark curly hair hangs in a mop of curls giving him a boyish touch. He's handsome, but for his large nose which dominates his face. His square jaw is now locked and tense as he weighs me up.
"Oh, Theo this is my very good friend Donnie, he came up with my brother Harry last night." I shake his hand.
"And you are Theodore Ellis." I don't miss the distaste with which he says my name, but I let it slip because it clearly has to do with my proximity to Lilly. He doesn't like it.
"Yes." I smile wryly at him, knowing that I've unsettled the boy.
"How do you two know each other?" He asks seemingly politely. 
"My boss is Theo's solicitor. I sort a lot of his contracts." Lilly replies. "Although we've become friends as well." She flashes me a secret smile.
"I see. Well..." He starts.
"Lill's there you are." Another guy approaches her with a broad smile and familiar green eyes.
"We're getting drinks." She rolls her eyes at him.
"Theo..." She turns to me. "This is my annoying brother Harry." He smiles widely and is instantly likeable.
"Hi Theo.  Nice to meet you. I've heard a lot about you." He laughs. Lilly smacks him lightly across the back of his head.
"Ow. Uncalled for. I only meant the vomit in the car situation." She moves to hit him again but this time he ducks.
"Ha, missed." He laughs.
"Yes, but I know where you sleep dick shit." She smiles smugly. They're obviously close.
"Why were you sick in his car?" Donnie asks with a deep frown.
Lilly groans. "Thanks Harry.” She scowls at him. “I was very drunk." Lilly says, shaking her head clearly embarrassed.
"It valeted out, it was ok." I try to make her feel better. For some reason I hate the thought of her feeling uncomfortable.
"What car was it?" Harry asks.
"Aston Martin." Lilly replies before I do. Harry raises both eyebrows. "I know, I know." She grumbles.
"Well shit..." Harry looks to me. "Fair play man. If she vommed in my Aston I’d have kicked her to the curb." There's an awkward silence at Harry's implied term suggesting we have a relationship of some sort. He clearly knows more about Lilly and I than I thought.
"Anyway Harry...I'm sure there's someone else you could be harassing..." She glares at him.
"Yeah, there are a few ladies here who look lonely. Let’s go fix that shall we Don." Harry punches the Donnie lightly on the shoulder. 
"I'm getting drinks." Donnie replies impatiently, glaring at me.
"Theo and I will get them. Go... have fun." Lilly laughs at her brother’s sulky expression. Donnie leaves reluctantly, he glances back at us before disappearing into the crowd.
"I think you have an admirer there," I say when they leave.
"Well, I have many admirers." She smiles at me. "Donnie's just protective. I've known him for years. He kind of tried to make it more, but well we all know how I can't do relationships." She sounds almost sad. "He's like a brother to me though, and Harry's best friend."
"So, he tried to put the moves on you huh? Didn't really peg him for your type." I smirk at her.
"I don't really have a type, and if I didn't know any better I'd swear you’re jealous." She cocks an eyebrow.
"Ah, but to quote a very clever woman...you're playing in the big boy’s playground now." I smile at her and wink. 
"I like the improvement." Her eyes flick over my body as her lips part and her tongue traces her bottom lip. She looks me in the eye and I can feel the weight of her desire like a tangible force. Her entire body is set solely for the purpose of enticing me.
"Keep thinking those thoughts Lilly..." I know I’m throwing fuel on the fire, but I do so love to provoke her less than tame side.
"Oh, you have no idea." She flashes a wry smile and narrows her eyes. She leans forward. "Horrible things." She whispers so close her breath tickles my neck. Her words making my already hard cock ache like a bitch. I'm about to tell her that I need her now, even if I have to take her to my car, when Louella appears at my side.
"Dinner will be in ten minutes...Oh Lilly, you look lovely dear. In fact...you two make a beautiful couple." She smiles fondly at me and winks before heading outside.
“Oh god.” Lilly grumbles. I chuckle to myself.
I buy the round of drinks and follow Lilly to her table. Molly, George, Donnie and Harry are already there. 
Molly smiles brightly at me. "Hi Theo. You're looking very smart."
"Thank you Molly, you're looking lovely." She stands.
"Thanks." She blushes slightly.
"I should go rescue my sister, before my uncle gets her wasted. It's kind of a speciality of his." I say.
"Your sister is here?" Lilly asks brightly.
"Yeah, the young one over there." Even though she's twenty two now, I still see her as a little girl.  I point to Cat as she's stood beside my uncle’s chair chatting to Louella.
Someone behind me lets out a low whistle. I turn and glare at the culprit to find Harry laughing. "Chill out man, I’m only kidding. She is a looker mind you."
Just as I’m about to rip him a new one Lilly punches his arm hard. "You're such a bloke. Have some respect. She is not a piece of meat!" She growls at him.
"Ow. You're such a bloke with a swing like that." She glares at him, but he just laughs. Apparently Harry doesn't take life too seriously. Throughout this entire exchange Donnie only sits and glares at me.
"I'll see you guys later." I wink at Lilly making her smile brilliantly.
 
Later in the evening Mike and I decide to hit the poker tables. Mikes fiercely competitive, but I almost never lose a hand at poker.
We sit and put in. I win the first three hands before the chair opposite me pulls out and Lilly takes a seat at the table. I smile and cock an eyebrow at her.
"Mr Ellis." She greets me.
"Miss Parker. I didn't take you for the gambling type." I say.
"Well, you shouldn't judge a book by its cover." She smiles sweetly. We play and she's surprisingly good. Not good enough to beat me, but better than mike. Eventually Lilly runs out of money, so I offer to team up with her. I move to stand behind her, leaning over her shoulder to play. 
"Who taught you to play?" I whisper in her ear as the dealer places cards on the table.
"I taught myself. You learn quickly when necessary. I used to get roped into playing strip poker a lot." She smirks.
"I can't imagine why." I smile wryly.
"I never lost a single item of clothing in three years." She whispers, her eyes focused on the cards in front of her.
"Well, I might just have to challenge you to a game then." I say quietly.
"No games necessary." She smirks. I groan.  Jesus the girl knows how to work a guy, I'll give her that.
"Careful, or I'll be throwing you over my shoulder and dragging you to my car."
She smiles broadly as she throws down a straight flush and wins the game. People clap as she smiles at them, charming everyone around her without even knowing it. "Care to dance Mr Ellis?" She cocks an eyebrow at me.
"With pleasure." I take her hand and guide her to the centre of the room.
 



Chapter 14 – Lilly
 
Theo quickly pulls me to his chest and spins me away from him before I even have a chance to move. Dancing with Theo is an indescribable feeling, it's almost as good as having sex with him, and in the same way he hypnotises me with his power and grace, my body becoming putty in his hands. His steps are limited, however he makes up for it with his assured confident movements and savage grace. The way he moves me across the floor is with righteous authority. His steps are athletic and lithe with possessed dominance. The familiar flames of desire start to lick through my body as he holds me close, pressing every rock solid plane of his body against me. My hand presses against his well-muscled shoulder. The more we dance, and the more he moves against me, the hotter the flames burn. I feel like I can't get enough of his touch, as though I’ve been starved of it. My skin tingles where his palm presses against the bare skin of my back. 
I try desperately to steady my erratic breathing. The song stops and melds into another. He spins me away from him, and for a moment I just stop and look at him. The forced pretences have dramatically intensified my yearning for him, unbearably so. He looks edible in that tux and I've pictured myself ripping it off him at least a hundred times tonight, yet I have to appear professional with him. Ugh, it's killing me. His square jaw is lined with dark stubble, His sculpted lips tilted up in a small smirk his blue eyes study me intensely. He's removed his jacket exposing his perfectly fitted shirt which follows the tight lines of his narrow hips and clings to his broadly muscled chest and shoulders. My eyes travel down his body to the bulge at the fly of his trousers. I look up and meet his amused expression, raising an eyebrow at him.
"When you're ready Miss Parker?" He holds out a hand to me trying very hard not to smile. I can feel the heat crawling up my cheeks. I take his hand and he chuckles before spinning me easily across the dance floor. He holds me against his chest and brushes his lips quickly against my neck.
"Whatever you were thinking...I can guarantee I'm thinking much worse." He pulls me firmly against him and shows me exactly what's on his mind as his rigid cock presses against my stomach. 
"Well...how about we turn idea into reality?" I dare him.
He raises an eyebrow and smiles. "With pleasure." He takes my hand and pulls me from the dance floor. I stumble after him. He marches swiftly through the room toward a hallway and out a fire exit. The cool night air envelopes me, cooling my feverish skin. Once we're alone he turns and grabs my face, pressing his lips to mine fiercely. I can no longer control myself. I throw myself against him, pressing my body against every perfect inch of his. I dip my tongue into his mouth and am rewarded with his tortured moan. His arms wrap firmly around me, bowing my back into him. My entire body is overheated, consumed by the single need for him. His rigid cock sits between us, reminding me of exactly what I’m missing out on. Without thinking I grab his belt and yank it undone, followed swiftly by his button and fly. I thrust my hand inside his boxers and grab his thick cock in my hand. He trembles under my assault.
"Lilly." He groans against my lips. "God I want you so much. I've missed..." His breath hitches as I begin to move my hand up and down the length of his cock. His breath hisses through his teeth as I cup his balls, gently rubbing that spot just behind them. I kiss gently up his neck and lightly suck his earlobe. His breathing is laboured as he holds me close. One hand cups my bum whilst the other is wound firmly into my hair.
"Wait, wait." Theo pulls back and grabs my wrist stilling my hand. "Not here. Someone is bound to see." 
I shrug. "Makes it more exciting doesn't it." I smile before pressing my lips to his and gently biting his bottom lip. He moans before carefully pulling away from me again. 
"I...we can't be seen together Lilly. There's a lot of press here. I've already pushed it, the rumours will be rife tomorrow morning." He rolls his eyes. 
Anger rises in an instant. I rip my hand away from him and step back.
"You're right, of course how stupid of me. We couldn't possibly have anyone think that the Theodore Ellis is fucking a solicitor." His face changes from shock to panic and finally anger. "It just wouldn't do would it." I snap out with clear venom. I try to appear logical and emotionally unaffected by this latest revelation, but my treacherous body shakes with anger and hurt.
"That is not what I mean..." Theo barks harshly as he hurriedly tucks his shirt in and refastens his trousers.
His harsh tone only serves to hurt me further, and so I turn and bolt before he can see my weakness. 
 
"Lilly come back." He calls after me as I hurry back inside the Hotel. My chest clenches painfully, though I don't understand why. Why am I so angry? So hurt? I myself made it clear to him that I only wanted sex, and that's all it is, just sex. Why should I care who he does or doesn't want to be seen with? Maybe I’m just disappointed. I didn't think he cared about what anyone thinks of him, but I guess I was wrong. My feeling toward this whole situation has revealed something that scares me; it is not just sex and I am in too deep. I finally come to the shocking realisation that whatever this is or isn't, I actually trust him. I don't trust anybody, yet I trust him of all people. Oh god, this is a disaster waiting to happen. I've been kidding myself into thinking everything is just fine, well it's not. I can't do this. The panic starts to creep up my throat, threatening to choke me. I need to finish whatever strange arrangement we have or I will be the one to suffer the damage. The thought makes my chest constrict and a lump form in my throat. Both wavering and hardening my resolve.
 
I head back inside. 
 George, Molly and Donnie are sat at a table sipping champagne.
"Guys I'm going. Donnie it was really great to see you again." Donnie nods.
"You going already?" George frowns.
"Yeah, I need to leave I uh...I don't feel well." 
"How are you getting back?" Molly demands.
"Taxi." I lie. 
"Okay. We'll see you tomorrow then I guess." Molly looks suspicious. I nod and quickly make my exit.
We didn't bother with the valet's. Instead I walk the two blocks to where the car is parked. I drove everyone here in Harry's BMW, he was already too pissed to drive. We were going to get a taxi and pick up the car in the morning. I know I’m probably over the limit, but I’m not drunk. I just desperately need to get out of here. I really can't deal with any of this right now.
I find the car and fumble with the fob, trying to find the button in the dim light, in doing so I drop the key.
"For fuck sake." I curse as I crouch and feel around until I find it.
"Please tell me you’re not intending to drive Lilly." The deep sultry voice has a bite of authority in it which makes my whole body stand to attention. I hate that he has this effect on me, even now. 
I turn to face the silhouetted character behind me. "Yes, I am. As far as I can recall it has fuck all to do with you." I snap. I turn and force the key in the lock rather than fiddle with the fob again. The door unlocks and I pull it open before it's slammed shut in front of me.
Theo is standing right next to me with his hand against the door of the car. My temper is at breaking point right now.
"It has everything to do with me. You're not getting in that car." His voice is low, but stern and full of warning. I narrow my eyes at his shadowy figure, seething with rage.
"What is your problem?!" I scream at him. "I can do what the fuck I like. It has nothing to do with you!" I repeat, my blood practically boiling.
"Lilly, either way you are not driving home. We can do this the easy way or the hard way..." He steps forward pressing me against the car. His closeness does strange things to me, and as angry as I am with him, I can't help but want him. He stands so that his broad shoulders block me in.
"Give me the key Lilly." He whispers against my cheek. He's using his sex appeal to manipulate me. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. I fight through the fog clouding my mind. Summoning all my strength I shove hard against his chest. It's enough for him to take a step back. I seize the opportunity and storm down the street. I quickly hear footsteps coming up behind me before his arm wraps around my waist, pulling me up against his strong body. 
“Let go of me.” I struggle in his arms.
"No." He growls. "You're walking through the streets of London on your own, at midnight, pissed and in that dress! Seriously Lilly...you’re just asking to get raped!"
The shock hits me like a punch in the gut and I freeze. A violent tremor shakes my body and I start to struggle for breath. Images flash through my mind at a hundred miles an hour. Voices. ‘You ask for it you little slut. You like it’. The smell of tobacco fills my senses threatening to make me gag. I squeeze my eyes shut trying to push the torment away. Fingers brush my cheek and I flinch away from the touch.
“Lilly. Lilly!” I snap back to the cold London street, and Theo’s concerned face staring back at me. His hands cup my cheeks as he studies me, worry etched all over his features.
“Don’t touch me.” I snap out. I can’t be touched right now. Not with the memory of him crawling over my skin.

He looks hurt. “What happened to you?” He whispers.
I look at the pavement. “Nothing. I need to go.” 
I turn back to the parked Beemer, but Theo steps in front of me. “You still can’t drive Lilly.” My previous state is quickly over taken by boiling rage. Who the fuck does he think he is?!
“Can you not see that I don’t want to be around you right now?! Are you that fucking stupid!” I scream at him.
“Hard way it is.” He mumbles. Suddenly strong hands grab me around the waist and the next thing I know I’m being thrown over Theo's shoulder.
"Theo!" I scream. "Fucking put me down right now!"
“No, I don’t care what issue you have with me, you’re not driving home tonight, and you’re not staggering around at this time of night. Stop being such a fucking brat!” He shouts.
"Put me down." I try to keep my voice threatening.
"No." 
Well, I asked nicely. From where I’m situated across his shoulder I manage to hook my arm around his neck, grabbing my wrist with the other hand I pull back, crushing his windpipe in the crook of my arm.
"Lilly!" He coughs. 
I hold it there for a few more seconds. "Put me the fuck down." I keep my voice low. His grip on my thighs loosens. I release his neck and slide down his body until my feet touch the ground.
I straighten my skirt before turning to look at him. He's still coughing and his face is red.
"The next time you speak to me like that, you'll be needing a new windpipe." I growl. I turn and pull open the door of the car, it abruptly slams again. I grit my teeth and take a deep breath. He is seriously testing my patience now. 
I turn and glare at him. "You're not driving home." He repeats.
"Really?" I smirk at him.
"Oh come on Lilly. You may have got one up on me when I wasn't expecting it, but we both know you can't take me." He rolls his eyes. 
As my anger slowly subsides it gives way to the crippling unfamiliar pain in my chest. I take a deep breath, keeping my voice quiet so that he hopefully won't hear it break. "Please Theo. Just go. I'll be fine. I just need to leave right now."
"Why?" He growls.
"Because you're an arsehole!" I shout. Hello again anger, nice to see you rather than that bitch self-pity.
"Really Lilly?" He says through gritted teeth.
There is a long silence. "Because I can't be this close to you right now. Happy?!" I only hear him take a sharp breath. Fuck, I'm pathetic. He's fucking done this to me. I vowed this would never happen to me. I despise myself right now.
"Lilly...you have it all wrong..." 
"Please Theo..." I beg. "Please just let me go." I whisper the words as my chest tightens.
"I..." He struggles.
"Please." I close my eyes, trying to force back my instincts to kiss him, to want to be near him, even as self-loathing invades every cell in my body.
"I'll give you what you want. I'll let you go Lilly. But you are not driving. I'll take you wherever you want to go." His words are hushed. 
"Ugh! Please just leave." The pain in his eyes is too much to bare. I can't look at him. He opens the passenger door, waiting.
"Please Lilly." His voice is gentle and in the dim glow from the interior light I can see his broken expression.
"Fine." I climb in, fed up of fighting with him. We'll be out here all night at this rate.
We sit in silence as he winds his way around the streets of London. There's that usual energy between us that thrums through the small space in the car. I try very hard to ignore it, but it's difficult.
"You were wrong earlier." He says quietly. I say nothing. "It's not that I don't want to be seen with you Lilly. I don't want you to be seen with me." 
"Theo, its fine. You don't have to explain. You need to be seen with the right people. I understand." I say calmly. The anxiety is clawing at me and I try to force it away. This will be fine. Better I do it sooner than later. I just need to summon the courage to deny my hopeless addiction to him, that's all it is, it's a chemical reaction. My body craves his, but it's just sex.
"Lilly..." He barks.
"It was just sex, I don't care." I stare out of the window at the passing blackness.
He growls and thumps his fist against the steering wheel. "Was? Shit Lilly! You don't get it. I've always been a horrible bastard. I seduce women, have sex with them and then don't ever speak to them again. I couldn't even tell you half their names. And I have no respect for any of them, because they're all so damn easy." He takes a deep breath, anger radiates from him. This information is nothing new to me. I'd spotted it the moment I met him. It's the reason I didn't want to be involved with him. His body relaxes slightly and his tone softens. 
"You're different Lilly. You're anything but easy. You infuriate me so much at times, but I care about you. The press know my reputation though and if we're seen together you will be portrayed as one of those girls. I can't bear the thought of anyone thinking of you like that." His admission surprises me.
"Theo, the only difference between me and those other girls is that I’ve fucked you more than once." I smile at him. "Funny that after all of my efforts to stay away from you at the beginning I've ended up being exactly what I didn't want to be, a notch." I can't help but think back and try to work out how I got to this point.
"You're wrong. You have no idea how wrong you are." He says quietly. If that’s true then why do I feel so pathetic?
"Theo, I don't think we should do this anymore." I say quietly.
"No Lilly. I won't let you do this. We'll work this out." He growls.
 I doubt anyone has ever walked away from him. I knew it wouldn't go down well. He's not going to let me go.... Then it occurs to me, I'll have to just walk out without any warning, make it quick like ripping off a plaster. I close my eyes as the reality of never seeing him again sinks in. This is why I avoid getting close to people, and especially people like him. It makes you weak. It makes you vulnerable. Oh god, this is going to be a long night. I need to stay strong, remember this feeling, because the likelihood is that he will resort to anything to change my mind. I can't though. I need to get out before it's too late.
 
I hadn't realised where we were going until Theo pulls the car into the double garage at the side of his house.
"I need to go home Theo." I close my eyes, silently praying that it will be that easy.
"Please don't Lilly. I need you to talk to me." He pleads desperately. Of course he would have to make it hard for me. I nod once and get out to follow him. One last night with him I tell myself and then I’ll leave and that will be it. It was fun, but people like me aren’t meant to get involved, and so I plaster on a smile and follow through the house to his bedroom. 
He turns and looks at me with narrowed eyes. His jaw is tense and locked. I realise that I want him so much right now. I just want to feel the security he brings me one last time.  He opens his mouth to say something and I move. I press my body to his wrapping my arms tightly around his neck. I pour every ounce of my desire and need for him into this moment, because it will be my last chance. My lips work over his, coaxing him and easing the tension. Slowly his arms wind around me and his tongue traces my lower lip. I rip his jacket off of his shoulders before quickly unfastening his shirt buttons. His lips never leave mine as he unfastens his cufflinks and drops them. He yanks the zip of my dress down and crouches sliding it down my legs, watching me the whole time. His eyes are dark and turbulent as they survey my body. I'm left wearing only a black lace thong. His breath quickens. The muscles of his torso ripple and flex as he moves. He stands, running his hands up my body as he moves. His lips collide with mine again in an aggressive kiss. He bites my bottom lip hard as his fingers dig into by back. I gasp and moan as he thrusts his pelvis against me, pressing his rigid cock against my hip. Both our movements are desperate, crazed.
I struggle to breathe. My senses are overloaded with him. His touch, his kiss, just him. I rip open his button and fly, pushing his trousers and boxers down his legs. 
He moves behind me and pushes me down so that I’m bent over the bed leaning on my hands. He folds his body over mine and kisses my shoulder and back whilst gently caressing my bum. He pushes my thong aside and carefully slips one finger inside me, feeling the hot moisture there.
"Always so willing Lilly." He purrs in my ear.  His other hand is pressed against my stomach pinning my body to his. He slips another finger into me and I moan. He begins to move, thrusting into me over and over. My body bows trying to seek relief. His other hand moves lower and presses against my lower stomach. This changes the angle somehow and abruptly my body starts to tremble. He thrusts again and again. The orgasm rips through me so forcefully that my legs give out underneath me. Theo holds me as I cry out in relief. 
He holds me until my breathing steadies, then he flattens his body over mine and shocks me by tearing my thong off. He slowly eases into me. He thrusts forward over and over until he's buried within me. The feeling is euphoric. He cups my breasts, stroking and pinching my nipples. He pulls out and slams forward into me. Each time he pushes me to the edge of pain and pleasure, relentlessly torturing me with an overload of sensation. My insides start to tremble and just when I’m close, he pulls away from me and sits on the edge of the bed. My entire body is like an elastic band pulled too tight and ready to snap. He smiles at me alluringly ebbing away some of my frustration. He inclines his chin, beckoning me forward. I straddle his lap. He kisses across my neck and collar bone whilst I gradually lower onto him. A moan escapes me when I take all of him. I begin to grind into him. His hands gently stroke my back as he stares at me, his beautiful eyes study mine. We've never had sex like this before, this is somehow so intimate. He places his hands on either side of my face and kisses me gently yet passionately. His lips mould to mine perfectly. I continue an unrelenting but leisurely rhythm. When I come, he holds me close and climaxes with me, crying out my name. Something just changed, something has changed, but I’m not sure what. Either way, it makes me feel comforted yet uncomfortable at the same time.
 
I wait until Theo is sleeping soundly, breathing slow and deep before crawling out of the bed. I just need to hold it together until I can get out of here. The worst part of this is knowing it will hurt me and yet he will probably have gotten over it by this evening and found someone else to take my place. I sigh, slip on my dress and tiptoe down the hall. I creep upstairs into the living area. In the office desk I find paper and a pen and begin to write.
 
Theo.
 
I am writing you this letter because I know that if I tell you this in person you will try to change my mind, but I know this is best for both of us.
I can't do this anymore. It was inevitable. I'm sorry.
Lilly. 
 
 
 
I don't know what else to say. There is nothing else to say. I take the note and go back downstairs. Theo is still asleep, he looks so peaceful and so beautiful. I want desperately to kiss him, but I’m afraid he'll wake up and then change my mind. I need to do this. As much as I feel toward him, I have to protect myself. I place the note on the bedside table and pick up the BMW keys. Goodbye Theo. I walk away knowing that a piece of me is still lying in that bed with him.
 



Chapter 15 – Theo
 
I awake in the morning and stretch out my arm. Lilly's not there and the bed is cold. Her scent still hangs in the air, mixed with the unmistakeable smell of sex. I climb out of bed and head upstairs.
"Lilly?" I search the house but she's gone. I walk back into the bedroom and spot the small white square of paper on the bedside table. I open it and read the two written sentences. My chest aches at the sight of her words. Sheer panic followed by desolation consumes me. I should have known, her kisses last night were crazed, almost desperate. She was saying goodbye, and I was so wrapped up in her that I ignored it. As I stare blankly at the scrap of paper I realise that now I know what it is to have her...I can't go back. I will fight for her, no matter what.
 
I call her several times before deciding to just go over to her flat. By the time I get there I'm irrationally angry. Why I don't know. She's doing what she thinks is best for her. I can't fault her for that, but I feel betrayed in a way that I really shouldn't. This whole situation is so fucked up. I care about her, but I don't want to and she certainly doesn't want me to. I shouldn't be bothered in the slightest by her middle of the night disappearance, yet I feel like she just cut me and by rehashing it in my mind over and over, I keep rubbing salt in the wound. 
From the start Lilly has made me go against all rational behaviour. I shouldn't have wanted her so much, but I did. I should have just dropped it when she said she wasn't interested, I didn't. And now, I shouldn't be here acting like a whiney little bitch who just got dumped, yet here I am. Sucks to be me.
I press the buzzer and wait.
"Hello." Her voice is barely a whisper as it comes through the intercom.
"Lilly it's me. Buzz me in." I struggle to keep a lid on my temper.
"Theo..." She sighs. "Please just leave."
"Not until you at least talk to me. You think you can just leave a note and that’s it, we're done?!" Again too stern. "We are not done!"
She sighs. "We are done Theo. Jesus, get over it!" She snaps.
"Lilly." I growl into the intercom just as it clicks off. She hung up.
 
I quickly find myself sinking into a black hole of nothingness. Never have I felt like this, it's like someone has punched a hole through my chest. How has ‘just sex’ come to this? The only thing I can focus on is her, and the loss of her. It takes me a long time and a lot of confused suffering before I come to a shocking realisation. I'm in love with her. I'm fucking in love with her! The irony that after all my years of fucking around, the one woman I’m actually in love with doesn't want to know. And so I have a drink, and another, and another, until the pain starts to numb into a low buzz.
 
I wake up at my desk at home on Monday morning. My head is throbbing and my stomach is delicate to say the least. I'm still wearing the clothes I had on yesterday. I must have drunk myself into a coma.
I check the clock. It's nine thirty. I call Lucy and tell her I won't be coming in today, but to divert anything essential to my home office. 
Once I’ve showered and changed I decide to check my emails. There's an email from my PR manager with an attachment. The attachment is a magazine article with a picture of Lilly and I dancing. The headline reads Is London’s most eligible bachelor finally off the market? Perfect fucking timing.
There are three pictures on the page. In each one Lilly looks exquisite, the epitome of elegance, beauty and vitality. One shot is a very zoomed in shot of us close together outside The Duke. The second is outside Circus House, I’m holding the car door open for her and she's smiling at me. The last is from last night, we're dancing, eyes locked on each other. The way she looks at me is certainly not the look of a woman who is unhappy. How did I manage to fuck this up so badly? The article states that her identity is as of yet unknown. At least she won't be hounded by the paparazzi.
I can't get past this hole of self-pity, and so I wallow and give in to the misery. By midday I can't take it anymore, and so I start drinking again. This is the pattern of my life for the next two days. At times I miss her painfully, at others I hate her for making me this pathetic, but no matter what I always want her.
On day three I wake up to someone shaking me hard. "Theo!"
"What?" I groan. I lift my head from the sofa to see Hugo standing there. I haven't been back to my bed since Lilly left, it smells of her, even after the sheets were changed and I can’t stomach it.
"Mate, what the fuck happened to you?" He frowns at me.
"I got drunk." I state matter of factly.
"I can see that but why?" 
"Because I felt like it." I sit up and rub my face.
"No shit, but on a Tuesday night, and on your own?" He folds his arms across his chest. “Do I need to book you into rehab? There are better ways to become famous.”
"Why are you here?" I change the subject.
"Maria called me. She said she came to drop off some food shopping this morning and you were unconscious on the sofa, stinking of whisky." He raises an eyebrow at me.
"Well you've seen it for yourself now. Take a picture." I mock. I get up and head toward the kitchen. "Coffee?" I ask as I switch on the coffee machine.
"Please." He eyes me warily. “So dare I ask why you're like this?"
I shrug. "I'm just having a rough couple of days." 
"Theo, this is not just a rough couple of days. What's going on?" I don't feel like revealing my problems to Hugo. He's a good friend but he won't understand this.
"You won't understand this Hugo."
"Ah, shit. Is it Lilly?" I avert my gaze away from him. "I'll take your silence as a yes."
"Like I said you won't understand." I mumble.
"Look, whatever's going on, I can see that she's different. She's your exception. I can understand that much." The sincerity in his eyes surprises me. "She makes you happy."
"We're done. She said she can't do this anymore." I take a deep breath.
"I thought you guys were just Fuck buddies?" 
"Yeah we were, but to be honest it's kind of complicated. This outcome was...'inevitable'" I pour out two cups of coffee.
"So why the 'just sex' arrangement?" He looks genuinely confused. 
"She's the one who stipulated a no strings situation." I explain.
He raises his eyebrows. “Wow. But now she wants out?"
I shrug. "Apparently so."
He's silent for a long time. "Theo, I've seen you two together and she’s clearly into you dude. If she's the no strings kind of girl then that's probably got her panicking. She's probably just freaked out." I think carefully as he speaks. It sounds plausible.
"She's doing exactly what I would normally do." I laugh and put my head in my hands, desperately trying to process these new possibilities.
"Mmm hmm, and me. So do you like… want to be with her?"
"Yes." I answer without hesitation.
"Man you suck. Then you need to tell her. You don’t want regrets in life." He stands and places a hand on my shoulder. I nod. I'm just not sure I can let her break me all over again when she turns me down.
"Thanks, you’ve actually been helpful." I smile.
He laughs. "Bet you never thought you'd be saying that to me."
I laugh with him. "True."
 
The next week is the same pain filled pity party as the first few days. If this is what being in love is all about then I want nothing to do with it. I start to think that Lilly Parker is the worst thing that's ever happened to me, I was happy just blindly avoiding love and fucking my way through life until she came along, and now I’m reduced to this pathetic miserable mess. 
Even as I attempt to convince myself and try desperately to hate her, I can't. I'm in love with her, no matter how much I don't want to be and the loss of her is what's killing me. I just want the pain to stop. I haven't had a drink since the day when Hugo came around, but that doesn't mean I don't want to. The weekend was quiet, none of the usual parties.
I've thrown myself into work as a distraction. I'm aiming to go to Rome in a few weeks, I need to get away from London and sort myself the fuck out. I would just up and leave now, but there are some big deals going on here in London at the moment, I’m still thinking rationally enough to know that I can't fuck all of that up for a girl, no matter who she is or how messed up my head is. Oh god, I’ve turned into such a fucking pussy, I think I just need putting down.
The following week seems to drag, I can't find enthusiasm for anything. The Media Inc. deal has all been finalised. Walker comes to the offices for the final sign over of papers, it's a difficult meeting, he's probably heard the rumours by now, seen the papers and the pictures. After signing the papers he stands to leave.
"I'm guessing you've heard..." I start. I don't know why I’m talking to him about this. I don't have to explain myself. "I just...I hope Lilly isn't in any trouble because of it, it was completely my fault..."
He frowns. "She's not. I've managed to convince the partners that it was a passing infatuation. I know better, but I think that Lilly's suffering more than enough without getting a bollocking, and judging by the state of you, so are you." He nods before turning and leaving. 
The mention of her and the idea of her suffering in any way has a lump forming in my throat. I don't want her to hurt over this. I wouldn't wish this pain on anyone. It confuses me, because she has the power to end this, she would rather suffer this than be with me, and so the scab is ripped from the wound. I don't know why I brought it up. I guess the idea of her losing her job over me would be too much. I would have threatened to drop the firm if they had, perhaps that’s why it’s been allowed to slide, fear of provoking a reaction.
 
Come the weekend I’ve managed to control my emotions, control the pain. Now I’m just numb, I keep myself in a constant state of nothing. I feel nothing. The numbness becomes like a comforting blanket, the second it starts to slip I quickly make sure it's back in place, warding off all feeling. 
Saturday night, I’m sat staring at the TV, but not actually watching anything when the doorbell goes. 
I open the front door to see Hugo stood on the doorstep with a frown on his face.
"Mate, you look like shit."
"Thanks, so I’ve been told." I mutter.
"Well, you need to shower and shave because we're going out tonight. “He smiles broadly.
I shake my head. "I don't feel like going out Hugo."
"Well you know what, I don't care. All you do is stay locked up in this house. You need to get back out there. Get over it." He slaps my shoulder, there's nothing I’d love more than to be 'over it'.
I sigh. Maybe just one night to pretend that everything is fine, even try to go back to the way I used to be. "Okay."
"Okay? You're not arguing with me?" I shake my head. "And there was me, all prepared to bind and gag you if I had to." He laughs. "You need to shower and shave though, cause mate, you look like a homeless person." He grabs my shoulder and looks me in the eye. "Dude, you're a millionaire. You need to get your swag on." I roll my eyes at him. 
"Give me half an hour." 
 
We roar through the streets of London in Hugo's Lambo. It's a warm night and Hugo has the roof down, which I find a bit unnecessary.
"Dude, this way the chicks can actually see us. I mean I’m a good looking fucker, but with you here it'll be like something out of a lynx advert. We'll be fighting them off my paint work." He laughs. I smile at Hugo, he never changes and I find the familiarity of it grounding. Almost as though I can pretend the last two months never happened. It's just Hugo and I out on a normal Saturday night.
We pull up outside poison. Hugo revs the monstrous engine causing everyone queuing to turn and look at the obnoxious bright orange Lambo and the tool driving it. He parks the car right outside the club on double yellow lines and pops the roof up before getting out. All eyes are on us as we approach the door. Hugo's looking his usual self in black jeans and a smart white shirt with a waist coat over the top. He winks at almost every woman he comes across. 
I stroll in behind him in jeans and a plain black T-shirt, having made decidedly less effort.
Being a Saturday night, the club is rammed. The queue at the bar is at least five people deep. The dance floor is packed and the temperature inside must be a good fifteen degrees warmer than outside. 
Hugo heads upstairs to the VIP section. We don't even stop and speak to the bouncer on the door. We're well known in here for spending a lot of money, what with Hugo buying drinks for anything female, I'm pretty sure he keeps this place in business.
The bar is busy in here but nowhere near as packed as downstairs, it doesn't take long for us to get served.
"What you drinking?" He turns to me, dragging his eyes form the very busty barmaid.
This is going to be a tough night I think. "Tequila, lots and lots of Tequila." 
"That's the spirit." He slaps be on the back.
"Ten tequila shots please and two Corona's." She smiles flirtatiously at him.
When the shot glasses are lined up and filled Hugo hands over some cash before turning to me. "Right, my mission tonight is to get you so wasted you won't remember your own name, let alone Lilly's." The sound of her name has myself induced aesthetic quickly fading. I pick up the first shot and slam it, followed by the next and then the next until I’ve done seven tequila shots. Hugo does the other three. 
"I'm going to be hammered in about ten minutes, and you will be in about half an hour..." I eye him sternly. "If I find out you drove me home pissed in that fucking car of yours I’m going to kick your arse. Okay?"
He laughs loudly. "It's alright. I intend to pack you off with some girl by the end of the night." The idea of sleeping with another girl repulses me, but then at least Lilly won’t be the last place I stuck my dick. Maybe it will help. I'll cross that bridge when I get there I guess.
The tequila kicks in faster than I thought it would and I find myself actually having quite a good time. Everything is numb, beautifully, blissfully numb. There's a blonde woman sat beside me, I look down to see her hand on my thigh. I look back up at her frowning. Where did she come from? She's speaking, but my mind is working in super slow motion and I can't keep up with what she's saying.
 She grabs my face making me focus on her. She's pretty. She has green eyes, not as bright as Lilly's but similar. “Do you want to dance?" She asks.
I nod my head. She grabs my hand pulling me from the sofa. She's wearing a green dress that matches her eyes. Hugo's waiting for us with another girl, his arm thrown around her neck. We all head down the stairs to the dance floor. I wrap my arm around the blonde girl’s waist and grip the railing with the other hand to avoid falling down the stairs. My head feels heavy, too heavy.
"My name's Cassie by the way." She shouts over the music.
"Theo."
"Oh, I know." I must have introduced myself earlier I guess.
The dance floor is hot with bodies all packed together. I'm too drunk to dance, so I just stand there while Cassie pretty much uses me like a pole.
Suddenly she grabs my face and she presses her lips to mine. Guilt niggles at the back of my mind. I don't want to kiss her, she's not Lilly. But Lilly's gone and she
doesn't want you. I'm stuck between pining for her and hating that I’m pining for her. The alcohol happily numbs my system enough for me not to over think the action and so I fist my fingers into her hair and I pretend she's Lilly. I press my tongue into her mouth and I suck on her bottom lip. She moans against my lips, making me pull her closer. God how I’ve missed her lips. She pulls away and grabs my hand, dragging me through the crowded dance floor, I stagger after her.
The next thing I know I’m in a toilet cubicle and I’m being pushed back to sit on the closed loo seat. I squint up at her as she pulls her underwear down her legs. I look down and realise that my jeans and boxers are round my ankles. Holy shit, she wants to fuck me in a club toilet. Before my mind can object she straddles me and lowers herself over my miraculously erect cock, god knows how that happened with this much tequila in me. I look up into her eyes, green eyes I think to myself. So beautiful. She kisses me hard again whilst she rides me. I love it when she rides me like this, like she owns me. It's been so long that within minutes I come inside her. "Oh god Lilly." I cry as my orgasm rips through me.
She kisses my lips quickly once more. "I can be whoever you want me to be sweetheart." She whispers before climbing off of me. What the hell? 
She opens the door and leaves me there. 
 
When I eventually manage to stagger out of the cubicle I’m greeted with a group of giggling women. I salute them, causing them to laugh, and leave the toilets. Everything is spinning, I can't focus on anything. 
"Theo?...Theo?" I turn toward the sound, it's Hugo. He's frowning at me. "Where did you go?"
"With Lilly." I slur.
"Oh, yeah. I thought you might bump into her. I came to warn you." What is he on about, he was with me earlier. 
I frown at him. "I need air." Without waiting for a response I turn and head towards the doors, but spot a fire exit on the way there and head for that instead. I push on the handle and find myself in a dimly lit alleyway. I sit on the floor with my back against the wall and put my head between my knees trying to stop the spinning. I don't know how long I’m there but eventually I hear footsteps approach.
"Well, well, look what we have here, someone's had too much to drink." The rough Cockney voice is not one I recognise.
I look up and see two men standing in the alleyway looking down at me.
"Give us your wallet and your phone." He demands. I look at him in disbelief.
"Seriously, you're mugging me?" I ask.
He laughs. "Looks like it pretty boy. Hand them over and I won't have to smash up that nice face of yours." I laugh, I don't know why, but I laugh.
"If that's how you want to play it." He takes a step toward me, but stops when someone steps through the exit into the alley.
"What's going on here?" She demands, her voice is so warming that I smile, until I realise that she's in danger. I stagger to my feet ready to kill the fuckers if they go near her.
"Hello sweetheart. You're a pretty one. I won't be a moment." He smiles before taking another step toward me.
"Don't you dare take another step." Her voice is low, the threat clear. What the hell is she doing?! 
He turns to her smiling and then stalks toward her. She doesn't move. She looks so small and delicate, stood there in her little black dress and her heels. He walks right up to her and grabs her hair, wrenching her head to the side. He runs his tongue up her exposed neck. His friend laughs. I stagger to get to her. 
"Big mistake buddy." She says before quickly bringing her knee up to his crotch with blinding speed, he doubles over gasping for air. She grabs the back of his head and brings her knee up again, smashing his face into it. Blood explodes everywhere. He cries out clutching his face. 
The second guy storms toward her grabbing her wrist and twisting it, she cries out. Anger surges through me at the sight of him touching her. I swing and punch him in the jaw. I don't even see the return punch coming and I don't feel it. It only serves to feed the red mist that’s now descending, before I can take another swing at him, Lilly thrusts the heel of her hand at his throat, making him  cough and stagger back. She quickly repeats the movement, this time breaking his nose. 
Two bouncers burst through the fire exit, taking in the scene. 
"Holy shit." They look at me leaning against the wall with blood running down my lip. The two guys both clutching their faces on the floor. "Did you do this?" They ask me, I shake my head and indicate toward Lilly. "They were trying to mug me." I laugh. 
Lilly glares at me from across the alley. Her chest and neck are spattered in blood, as is her right knee. "Are you okay?" One of the bouncers asks her with wide eyes.
She nods her head once. "It's not my blood."
"Damn girl, do you want a job?" The second bouncer asks laughing, seeming to appraise her differently.
She smiles. "I'm good thanks."
She turns and walks back through the door and I push off the wall to follow her. "Lilly wait." The fight outside has sobered me up somewhat.
I grab her elbow and she turns around to face me, her jaw is set in a determined stance. "What Theo?"
"I...thank you." People are staring at us both covered in blood, god knows what we must look like.
"Yeah well, the next time you decide to get stupidly drunk, don't go wondering off on your own in the dark. You're asking for trouble." Anger rolls off of her in waves.
"Lilly I..." I have to tell her, right now, at least then I can live my life without regret right? "Lilly I love you." I blurt. Her face goes pale before her expression softens. She reaches up and wipes away the tear I hadn’t realised was streaming down my cheek. I close my eyes, wanting to make this moment last just a little longer.
"If you knew me, you wouldn’t.” She whispers. 
“I know you.” I whisper. “I love you.”
 “I'm sorry Theo...I can't." She turns away, but not before I see her face crumple. As I watch her walk away the tears freely stream down my face.
No, I think I’d rather live in regret, not knowing that she doesn't feel the same way. It’s official. I’m a pussy.
 



Chapter 16 – Lilly
 
I'm sitting on the sofa with an ice pack on my knee when Molly walks in and slaps a newspaper down in front of me, stabbing at the page with her finger. "Have you seen this?" She asks coldly.
There are two pictures on the page, one is of me leaving Poison on Saturday night spattered in blood, looking like something out of a horror film. The second is of Theo leaving with blood trickling down his lip, holding an ice pack to his jaw. The article speculates whether London’s former most eligible has bitten off more than he can chew and is suffering some form of domestic abuse at the hands of his new 'feisty red head'. I roll my eyes and push the paper away. Seriously? The whole thing is ridiculous. People put two and two together and came up with that?! 
She shakes her head. "I can't believe you did that last night Lilly. What were you thinking? What if they'd had a knife or something?" She has her hands on her hips.
I roll my eyes again at her melodramatic tone. "They didn't though, and I wasn't just going to leave his stupid drunk arse there to get the shit kicked out of him."
She sighs. "You should have shouted for help."
"By the time I had gotten help they would have been long gone." 
"You just..." She takes a deep breath. "I want you to realise that it could have been so much worse. I'd rather see Theo get the shit kicked out of him than you."
I close my eyes, taking a deep breath in an attempt to ward off the lump in my throat. "I couldn't leave him." I whisper. 
She places her hand on my cheek. "He's out there getting himself so wasted that you have to defend him, and you're throwing yourself into fights to protect him." She shakes her head. "When are the two of you going to stop fighting fate and realise that you're meant for each other."
I shake my head. "It'll get easier." I breathe.
"No Lilly, it won't. I heard what he said to you last night." 
My tightening throat makes my voice hoarse. "I just can't be with him Molly."
"He's in love with you Lilly!" She shouts startling me. "And don't tell me you don't love him, because you've been miserable for two weeks now!" She takes a steadying breath. I stare at a spot on the floor.
"Lilly, I love you dearly and all I want is for you to be happy." Her face is etched with concern. "But I’m going to be cruel to be kind now. I think that the only reason you're unsure of Theo is because you're scared of getting hurt, because you view it as some kind of weakness. Well, I think you're weak for running away." I stare open mouthed at her. I've never been called weak in my life! Her face softens. "Nothing worth having in life is easy. Sometimes the greatest risks are taken for greater rewards. Jump in with both feet and you may find something wonderful. Theo adores you, he could make you really happy if you just give him the chance. You're my dearest friend, but you can be so quick to judge. Please, I beg you, don't let the past ruin the rest of your life. You must learn to trust again. You are worthy of love. Be the strong person that I know you are. Be happy."
I nod weakly before I turn and walk to my room. I can't listen to this right now.
I change into dry fit shorts and a sports bra and head to the dance studio around the corner.  I used to dance. I used to love it, and I was good at it, but nowadays I don’t dance very often. I do, however dance when I’m stressed. I’ve spent every evening of the last two weeks in the studio working myself to physical exhaustion. It's the only way I can switch off my overactive mind from dragging everything to the surface. 
I keep asking myself why I’m so scared of my feelings toward Theo. I don’t know why, but I can’t comprehend him loving me. Why is that? Am I that fucked up? Then of course I start thinking about the past, about my mother and my step father, and if I didn’t hate them enough already, I do now, because they fucked me up. They broke me. Am I destined to spend the rest of my life broken and unlovable? I can’t deal with these endless questions because I don’t want the answers, and so I dance.
 
When I get to the studio I slip off my trainers and go through some contempory routines. I find the gentle music soothing to my fraught emotions. I switch off my mind and block out everything. My body reacts on instinct to the music, without thought. I twist and pirouette, and I’m free of everything. I pause the music and take a swig of water, my chest is heaving.
There's a gentle knock on the door. I see him reflected in the wall to wall mirrors, looking through the glass of the door. The bruise that mars his face is visible even from here. I turn slowly to face him as he sheepishly steps into the room.
A long moment of silence passes between us. "What are you doing here Theo?" I eventually ask.
"Molly said you’d be here.” He looks at the ground. Bloody Molly. “You dance beautifully."
"Thanks." I drop my gaze to the floor, unable to look at him anymore. "Why are you here?" I look back up to meet his pained gaze.
"You know why." He whispers.
"Please don't do this Theo." I beg.
"I can't just let you go." He says brusquely.
A small amount of anger surfaces and I grab it with both hands. "You just can't stand it can you?" I stare at him. "You can't bare that I walked away, that I just don't want you." I put as much venom in my words as possible, whilst trying to swallow the lump in my throat.
"For a start, you and I both know that's not true." He states arrogantly. I glare at him. "And lots of women have walked away from me. I'm an arsehole remember, it comes with the territory." He frowns.
"Of course."
He sighs. "I've never cared about a woman before. But you're...I guess you're my weakness Lilly."
"Don't kid yourself Theo. You're just a sucker for pretty things. You said so yourself. That is your weakness." I sneer. I'm seriously hoping he doesn't remember what he said to me last night. I can't deal with that right now.
"What do you want me to say? Of course I was attracted to you because you're beautiful, beyond beautiful. But it's more than that..." He stops. "I thought you wanted the whole casual sex thing." He whispers.
"I did because it means no-one gets hurt, but things are starting to spiral out of control. I'm doing us both a favour and ending things before either of us gets hurt. Theo we're done. Just have some dignity and let it go." I say coldly. Why is he making this so hard. Part of me wants desperately to give in to him, the other part knows that this is an inevitable outcome, the longer it goes on the harder it will become.
“It’s too late for that.” His tone softens and his voice sounds tortured. "Lilly...I...I need you. I've never felt about anyone the way I feel about you." He looks almost ashamed of this revelation.
I draw in a ragged breath. "Theo..."
"Look me in the eye and tell me you feel nothing for me, that I was nothing but a fuck to you." He growls. 
I close my eyes and shake my head. "I...I can't." I whisper. “But I can’t be with you either.”
He takes a couple of steps toward me. "I know you're scared Lilly, and I'm scared too...I mean shit, I've spent the past two weeks wanting to hate you, just so I could be over you." He frowns. "Hating what I’ve become because of you, but the truth is; you made me feel Lilly. I would take feeling the pain, because you made me feel something I didn't even realise I needed until I met you." My chest rips apart at his words. Shit, he's good.
"I can't trust you not to hurt me Theo." I whisper.
"You think I’m un-trustworthy because of my past, but that's exactly what it is Lilly, the past. I am not defined by my past.” I can’t argue with that. “Give me a chance and I’ll earn your trust. Please." My resolve wavers slightly. "I'll do anything you need."
"You don't even know me Theo, we've always been all about the sex, how can you…?" I start.
"I know enough to know how I feel, and I want to know more. I’ll prove we’re more than sex. Give me two weeks, two weeks without sex. If at the end of those two weeks you still feel the same then I’ll let you go without a word." His eyes are pleading, begging me to say yes.
"How will I know you're not just getting it elsewhere?" A glimmer of hope starts to blossom. I want so badly to believe that I’m the only one he wants, but I refuse to be that naive. There’s still that part of me, the lost little girl hidden behind the cool exterior, who just wants to be loved. Then there’s the woman I’ve had to become, because that lost little girl was weak and the world broke her. The strong woman says he’s a risk I can’t take. The little girl says risk it all because he loves you and perhaps you might love him too.
He sighs. "If only I could." He murmurs. "Live with me for the two weeks. You can have the spare room." His face is so hopeful.
"Theo, before you do this, there's something you should know." I sigh as I fix my gaze on the floor. This conversation is something I hoped I would never have to have with him.
"Okay." He touches my cheek and I relish his touch. As much as I hate to admit it I've missed him.
"I…" Fuck, what to tell him. "I have a really bad past." Well that’s one way of putting it. I close my eyes as my chest tightens. "I just want you to know that I have issues, and I can't promise that I will ever be able to truly feel for you in the same way you might for me. Not because I don't want to, but because...I'm broken." I whisper the words, knowing that they must be difficult for him to hear.
"A difficult past as in a boyfriend?" He asks quietly.
I shake my head. "I wish it was, but no. I… I’m sorry, but I can't talk about it." I feel my eyes start to prickle with moisture and bite the inside of my cheek to keep them from welling up. I don’t cry, ever. 
He wraps his arms around me and crushes me to his chest. "It's okay Lilly. I don't care. I'll take whatever I can of you. I don't think you’re broken." God, he has no idea what hearing him say that means to me.
“I can’t do a relationship Theo, it’s too much. I just… I can’t do it.” I say against his chest. I can’t explain to him the fear and sheer panic at the idea of placing so much trust and faith in one person. Giving one person so much power over you is terrifying. I just cannot do it.
“That’s okay. I told you I’ll take whatever I can get. I don’t need labels.”
My mind battles against itself until finally a small voice says; ‘You’re already broken. What have you got to lose? That which is broken cannot break’. It’s true. There is nothing Theo could do to me that could be any worse than what I’ve already endured. If I do this I may get hurt, but if I don’t then I’ll just carry on in my closed off world. I don’t want to be the broken girl any more. I want to be the strong woman.
I slowly nod. "Okay." I whisper.
"Okay?"
I nod. “I’ll give you a chance, but no labels.” I warn. His face breaks into a beautiful smile, like the sun breaking through the clouds, making my stomach flutter.
He lifts me off the floor and spins me around.
I laugh breathlessly, unable to help myself from being caught up in his elation. He puts me down and rests his forehead against mine. I close my eyes and breathe in the wonderful scent of him that I’ve missed so much.
"You won't regret this." He whispers.
"I really hope not Theo." He kisses my forehead and I feel that content and safe feeling that I often feel with him, except it no longer scares me, but reassures me. I've been fighting him so much, that I’ve never taken a moment to just stop and realise how right this feels. "When do you want me to come over?"
He laughs. "I've never wanted you to leave."
 
After our emotional conversation Theo gives me a ride home to my flat. We're both silent on the way, having said everything there is to say for now.
When we pull up outside Theo gets out of the car. 
"Here." He hands me the keys to the Range Rover. "Just pop over when you're ready."
He's giving me some space after our intense conversation and I’m grateful for it.
James pulls up behind the Range Rover in the Rolls.
"I'll see you later." He brushes his knuckles across my cheek before turning and sliding into the back of the car.
 
Molly and George are both sat on the sofa when I get in.
"How was dancing?" George chirps from the sofa.
"Good...um interesting." Molly and George both swing their heads in my direction. This going to sound insane. 'I'm moving in with the guy that I’ve just spent two weeks avoiding and wallowing over.' 
"Um, Theo came to speak to me." George's eyebrows shoot up, whilst Molly's face breaks into an ear to ear grin. "We're going to give things a go."
Molly claps her hands together. "I knew it."
"So like actually together, not just sex." George looks shocked.
"Actually it'll be no sex, at least not for two weeks." They both stare at me like I’ve grown a second head. 
"Um, why?" George asks.
I sigh. "I think he was desperate. He wants to prove to me that I’m more than just sex to him." I drop my gaze. "He told me last night that he's in love with me."
“Holy cow. My girl’s gonna marry a millionaire!” George squeals. I feel all the blood drain from my face.
"Oh ignore him, sweetie I’m happy for you." Molly stands and folds me into a hug.
George pipes up. "I'm not going to lie Lill's I was just about ready to hand you the noose myself if you didn't do something about that boy. God you were depressing last week." Molly slaps him lightly. 
"Don't say that to her!" He only laughs.
"So, I’m living at his place for two weeks."
"What?!" They both screech.
I shrug. "How else am I supposed to make sure he's upholding his no sex policy?" 
"It just seems extreme." Molly narrows her pale blue eyes at me.
"It's Theo. Everything’s extreme." I wave her off. "I'm heading over there this evening. I'll still see you guys." I reassure them both.
"Pft, if I were living with Mr Fine, there's no way I’d bother with you fuckers!" George laughs. Molly throws a cushion at him. "Do you need a lift over there Lill's?" George calls as I head toward my room.
"No, I’ve got Theo's car. Thanks though." I don't miss the look they both exchange. 
 



 
 
When Theo came to the studio last week it had completely thrown me. He totally challenged my convictions, made me doubt my judgement of him. I realised that I had affected him in a way that I hadn't thought possible. I was surprised and relieved that he wants to be with me in a way that he never has with anyone else, it enabled me to justify my affections for him which I had tried so hard to deny even to myself. However, no matter how hard I try I’m still scared, I'm all too aware of how easily I could fall under the spell of Theodore Ellis. 
I remember the conversation I had with Molly that morning. I realise now that she was right, and despite all my efforts, wanting to think the worst of him, I had developed a regard for him that I could no longer deny myself. I had only caused both Theo and myself misery with my denial. I knew though that if I did this I needed to be all in. If I’m going to try this then I need to give it my all and try to ignore my fears, otherwise it’s doomed before it’s even begun. This is the very reason I’ve never been in a relationship, I can’t go all in. I can’t put that much faith in one person, and yet now I’ve put that faith in Theodore Ellis of all people...and so I’ve ended up in my current situation - Day five living with Theo. 
The last few days at Theo's house have actually been amazing much to my surprise. I had my reservations that we would be totally incompatible outside of sex, so it's been a shock to realise that aside from his obvious charms I genuinely enjoy his company, even fully clothed. He's trying really hard, always asking what I want to do when I know he'd usually spend his evenings working or with friends. Every day he asks relentless questions about me, from my favourite colour to my favourite food, the names of my childhood pets and everything in between. At first I found it exasperating, but he told me that he wanted to know every trivial detail about me. We're slowly becoming more natural and relaxed in each other’s company. I think this is helped by removing sex from the situation.
I have to admit though the lack of sex is starting to slowly affect me. The spare room went out the window after only one night. That moment when we've just gone to bed and I curl against his side and run my hand over his beautiful chiselled body...at that moment I would do anything to have him just take me. I've never wanted anyone so much. I don't know how much longer I can sleep next to him without throwing myself at him, but the whole reason he's doing this is to prove a point to me. If I show my own weakness now I’ll just be a hypocrite, unless I tempt him to the point where he physically cannot resist....
 
I finish work and step into the back of the rolls as has become a custom since living with Theo.
"Good afternoon Miss Parker." James greets me as I slide across the smooth leather seat.
"Hello James." I reply chirpily. I can't deny that since being with Theo I've been in a very good mood, despite my lack of uh…release.
I tried so hard to initially deny my need for Theo and later deny any sort of attraction other than sexual. It's almost a relief to just admit it...that I want to be with him. I like it. Who’d have thought?
Ten minutes later we pull up outside my flat. I need to stop and pick up a dress. Theo has a business dinner tonight and has asked me to join him, but I didn't bring anything to wear.
I hurry to my wardrobe and search through the garment bags, looking for my Oyster Donner Karen dress. It's perfect, classy and sophisticated. I spot it and hurry back out of the flat almost colliding into Molly as I do.
"Oh, sorry. Hi Moll's." 
"Hey babes. How's it going over on the wealthy side?" She teases.
"Good actually. I think I actually like him."
She rolls her eyes at me. "How does it take you weeks to see what I could have told you that first day..." She shakes her head.
"Yeah yeah, babes I’ve got to go, but I’ll call you tonight. Love you." I shout as I head down the corridor.
"You too." She shouts after me.
 
I pin my hair up in a loose up do and apply natural make up before slipping on my dress. The material dances and shimmers under the bright lights of Theo’s bathroom. The strapless garment sits just above my knee, the material hangs in artfully placed drapes, emphasizing my hour glass shape. I slip on the matching peep toe heels and with one last look in the mirror I step out of the bathroom
Theo makes a low whistle from his place sat on the bed. "You look...wow." He shakes his head.
"Thanks. You don't look so bad yourself." He's wearing a simple black suit with light grey shirt and a black tie. It hugs him in all the right places hinting at that beautiful physique underneath. Images of his naked body burst unbidden into my mind and I find myself clamping my thighs together at the onslaught. I hear his quiet chuckle and glare at him.
"I'm glad it's not just me." He raises a suggestive eyebrow.
My eyes automatically survey his body and I note the subtle bulge at his fly. I look up and meet his amused gaze. 
He stands and strolls towards me, placing a gentle hand against my neck. "I can't help it." He whispers against my neck "... you look seriously hot right now." His eyes flicker down my body and I can see the burning hunger in his gaze. 
He traces one finger down my neck and along the line of my collar bone, his touch sets my skin ablaze. His sapphire gaze meets mine, the longer he stares at me the more intense the atmosphere becomes as though the air is charged with static electricity crackling between our bodies. 
"Lilly." He whispers as his lips brush mine. I can't help the low moan that escapes me at the sheer pleasure of his touch. I throw my arms around his neck, pressing my body against his and deepening the kiss. He kisses me back, tracing my lower lip with the tip of his tongue. One arm wrapped around my waist pulling me to him, while the other holds my neck still.
All too soon he pulls away from me and presses his forehead against mine. Damn it.
"I'm sorry." He smirks.
"Theo, you can kiss me..." I sigh in frustration.
He shakes his head. "Sugar, when it comes to you and me, it’s never just a kiss." He smiles lazily.
I scowl at him. "Let's go." I turn on my heel and stalk out of the room. 
Theo drives us to the restaurant which is about twenty minutes outside of London. It's an old country house which is now used as a hotel. The restaurant is lovely with all the classical features from the original house. It’s all very cosy but upmarket.
We're seated at a large table next to one of the huge floor to ceiling windows. We appear to be the first ones here.
"So who are we meeting again?" I ask when we're seated. Theo didn't really tell me who we were meeting, only a business associate.
"Steve Hillford. He's the director of Media Inc. at the moment. I intend to keep him on in the business. He seems to be good at his job, but I like to get to know the people who work for me. His wife is also coming and my uncle Mike who you've met. Mike and Steve are old business acquaintances." He states matter of factly. It surprises me that Theo would take the time to get to know an employee.
“You and your uncle seem close.” I ponder.
He nods. “Yeah, he was pretty much the closest thing to a parent Cat and I had growing up.” This information surprises me. I sort of assumed that Theo was from a super stable background. I feel bad that I’ve never asked him about this. In fact I haven’t really asked him about much. I am curious, but I don’t want to ask about his parents in case he asks about mine. I really should know more about him though.
“I’m curious about something.” I muse.
“What’s that?” He smiles.
“Well, you run all these businesses and would by anyone’s standards be considered a businessman, yet you don’t actually do all that much.” I smile. “I always thought businessman worked twenty hours a day and died of heart attacks at the age of forty.” I raise an eyebrow at him.
He laughs. “Ah well you see sugar, business and pleasure can easily be mixed.” He flicks his gaze down to my chest. I roll my eyes. “It’s all about delegation. I make sure that the people who work for me are the very best, that way they do the work and make me money whilst I play millionaire. It suits me very well.”
“But surely if they can run your business they could run their own?” I ask.
“I pay them so well that the stress of finding funding and setting up an entirely new business just doesn’t appeal. If someone is vital to your business then you treat them as such. I value my staff, and so they stay loyal to me.” He shrugs.
“Huh, and I thought you were just a pretty face with a trust fund.” I smirk.
“I do have a pretty face don’t I?” He smiles and winks. I roll my eyes at him. “Anyway, you’re not entirely wrong. William and I did start the business with our trust funds.” He shrugs.
“So William runs it with you?”
“He runs the offices in Paris. Went out there for a business trip, met a woman, next thing I know he’s moving out there. Crazy bastard.” He shrugs clearly baffled by his brother’s behaviour.
"What would you like to drink?" He asks changing the subject. 
"White Wine please." As he speaks to the waitress I notice that the soft lighting and the glow from the fire give his skin a rustic tone making his eyes glow brightly. He looks too beautiful, almost inhuman. The waitress blushes and stutters as he speaks to her. He doesn't even seem to notice her tripping over herself. She glances nervously in my direction before scurrying off.
"Wow. That was just embarrassing." I murmur under my breath. Theo smiles wryly at me.
"Yeah, he gets that a lot. I keep telling him, he's a taken man now. Send them my way. I thought there was something going on with you two at The Ivy. I knew I was right." I look up and into the infectiously smiley face of Theo's uncle Mike. We met briefly at the poker table.
"You wouldn't know what to do with them if I did, and please, you thought for years that I was shagging my over-weight maths tutor." Theo rolls his eyes.
"Don't listen to him, I taught him everything he knows. As for Lola, there is something to be said for a larger lady, they try harder." Mike winks at me. I can't help but smile at the two of them. I get the impression that Theo isn't close to many people and it's truly heart-warming to see him so at ease with his uncle, even if they do talk about shagging fat girls.
"Lilly, may I say you look stunning." Mike takes my hand and kisses it. Theo just rolls his eyes.
"Maybe he did teach you..." I tease Theo.
"Oh, please." He scoffs.
Steve and his wife are shown to our table and seated. Theo sits to one side of me and Steve's wife on the other. Steve introduces his wife as Sarah, who seems nice if not a little quiet.
"Steve, you know Mike." Mike shakes his hand. "And this is Lilly Parker, my girlfriend." Theo says with a little too much enthusiasm. I glance up at him, but can't bring myself to correct him, despite the panic that crawls in my stomach. The look on his face is so proud and full of joy. I shake Steve’s hand. His lingering eyes do not escape my notice as they rake over my frame. I sense Theo stiffen slightly beside me and place my hand on his thigh in a calming gesture.
The waitress takes our food orders and the conversation is very quickly business. I chat to Sarah politely about her life, she tells me that she is a full time mother of three boys who sound like a handful. 
"What do you do for a living Lilly?" She asks in her quiet soothing voice.
"I'm a solicitor, specialising in business law." I reply brightly. I notice her eyes flick to Theo and then back to me with a confused expression.
"That sounds very challenging." She nods enthusiastically.
I shrug. "I enjoy it." 
The food arrives and the conversation turns to business which let’s be honest isn’t exactly thrilling.They're discussing possible options for Media Inc. as a company.
"I think scrap anything to do with the old company and rebrand it entirely." Mike says.
"But the company is a trusted brand, you should stick with it." Steve counters. Theo leans back in his chair looking totally controlled and self-possessed. He's removed his jacket and his muscular shoulders strain at the fabric of his shirt making me suddenly overheated. Once again images of his naked form burst through my mind. What is wrong with me? I have no control over my own thoughts! My chest feels tight and my pulse starts thundering in my ears. Theo places his hand gently on my thigh as he chats away, seemingly unaware of me hyperventilating next to him. Jesus, this is ridiculous.
The guys carry on their conversation as I fairly innocently place my hand on Theo’s thy. I drag my hand up until my fingers just brush the edge of his package. His hand settles over mine stilling me. He tilts his face to me and narrows his eyes, a smirk fixed on those beautiful lips. He leans over as if placing a chaste kiss on my cheek.
“Don’t play games you can’t win sugar.” He whispers. 
I smile innocently. “I don’t know what you mean.” I say, before taking a bite of food.
He removes his hand and picks up his glass of wine. He swills the glass as he appears to listen to the conversation, but I’m the one with my hand on his crotch, and I know better. I drift my fingers very carefully over the material of his trousers, which becomes increasingly more taught with each passing second.
Once again his hand clamps over mine. He carries on his conversation whilst lifting my hand and placing it on my thigh. He guides my fingers up the inside of my thigh ever so slowly, taking my skirt with him. Okay, so perhaps I am playing with fire here.
“Lilly?” Steve and Mike are both staring at me. Theo has a smug grin on his face. 
“Oh, sorry. What was that?” I try to compose myself.
“What do you do?” Steve asks, his eyes drifting far too far south of my face.
I narrow my eyes at him. “I’m a solicitor.” 
He frowns. “Really?”
No I just made that up for shits and giggles. “Yes.” I smile sweetly and see Theo shaking with laughter slightly beside me.
“Wow, you don’t look like a solicitor.” He shakes his head.
“And what do I look like Mr Hillford?” He gives me a smarmy smile.
“Well you are with Mr Ellis here, and he is well known for dating models.” He nods toward Theo, that slimy grin still on his face. “And you look like that. I figured you probably put those looks to good use.” He laughs and looks at Theo and Mike like he just said something hilarious. Oh, he did not.
Theo smiles before leaning into Mike. “Brace yourself.” He whispers.
If there is one thing I cannot stand its dicks like this. “I do hate to burst your bubble, but just because a woman is sporting a set of tits does not mean she is automatically discounted from any intelligible profession and must get naked to earn money.” I say, very calmly I might add.
“I didn’t say you get naked, but now that you mention it I expect you’d make more than you do as a solicitor if you did.” He laughs again. “Just saying.” He holds up his hands. Mike groans and puts his head in his hands. Sarah seems completely oblivious to the fact that her husband is an arsehole who is making inappropriate comments to another woman.
I turn to Theo. “Really?” He looks at me and frowns. “These are the type of people you have running multi-million pound companies?”
He smiles. “No.” That’s it, just no.
“What?” He is so odd sometimes.
“It’s been a pleasure guys but we have to go. Steve I’ll call you on Monday.” Steve looks as white as a sheet. Theo pulls me to my feet. I glare at Steve as I leave. 
Theo tucks my hand under his arm as we walk to the waiting car. The temperature has dropped outside. I shiver as he holds my door for me. 
"Here." He takes off his jacket and places it over me like a blanket.
"Thanks." I say grateful for its warmth. It smells of him, cologne and masculinity.
He climbs behind the wheel and turns to face me. “Well done sugar.”
“What? What are you on about?” I ask.
“You did exactly what I thought you would.”
“What, call your staff out on their sexist shit.” I frown.
“No, confirm my suspicions. There have been some informal insinuations of sexual harassment against Hillford. I won’t have that in my company, but I needed confirmation as no formal complaints were made.” He chuckles. “So I brought the most beautiful woman that twat will ever see to dinner and waited for him to make a comment. Like I said, I only have the best running my companies, I have to fish out the rubbish.”
“Gee, thanks. Nice to know I’m good pervert bait.” I grumble.
He grabs my chin and presses a kiss on my lips. “The very best.” He says with a smile.
 
"Lilly." Theo's voice breaks through my deep unconsciousness.
I pull back my eyelids squinting against the bright light.
"We're home. Come on." He places a firm arm around my waist and helps me from the car. I lean against the side of the car feeling totally disorientated, when did I fall asleep? Theo sighs.
"Dear god woman, a couple of glasses of wine and you're like the walking dead."  With that he suddenly scoops me off my feet so that I’m cradled against his chest. I want to tell him to put me down and I am perfectly capable of walking, but his chest is so inviting, radiating red hot heat and that wonderful fragrance he has. I snuggle closer to him and instantly fall back into unconsciousness.
 
I awake at three in the morning with a mouth like the Sahara. The bed is cold and Theo is nowhere to be seen. I climb out of bed and walk into the hallway, I realise that I’m wearing one of his t-shirts, but I don't remember putting it on. There is a soft glow filling the hall which seems to be coming from upstairs. I groggily climb the stairs. As I reach the top it becomes apparent that the light is coming from behind me, from Theo's desk. He sits at the desk staring at the computer screen. He's still dressed in the same suit he wore to dinner. 
He smiles when I step into the light. "Hey sugar." His face is drawn and there are dark circles under his eyes.
I round the desk and perch in front of him sitting on the edge. I pick up his bottle of water from the desk and take a huge gulp, quenching my burning throat. He watches me as I place it back on the desk before wrapping his arms around me, pushing his hands under my t-shirt to caress the bare skin of my back. I place my hands on either side of his face and stare into his bloodshot eyes.
"You haven't been to bed. Why are you still up?" I whisper.
"I'm sorry. There's been some hassle in Italy. I've been trying to sort it, but I think I’m going to have to go out there." He drags his hand through his hair. 
"How long for?" I ask.
"No longer than a week hopefully." He smiles at me.
"Okay." I whisper.
"I'm going to talk to Simmons, convince him that I need my UK solicitors on board. I want you to come with me." 
I roll my eyes at him. "You don't have to do that. I'll be fine. I was just fine before you came along Theo." I smile at him. 
"You might be fine, but I won't be. Besides I could genuinely use you. There are a lot of legal issues at the moment." He frowns.
"Bullshit, anyone could sort that out." I shake my head. "Look, now that we're 'together', I think it would be best if we keep personal and professional separate. I don't want my career to be affected by you.” I lightly brush my fingers across the stubble of his jaw. "I will miss you though." I wink at him.
He smiles. “Check you with the mushy declarations.”
“Don’t get used to it.” I grumble. 
He laughs. “Look...we had a deal. Two weeks, and you would live with me to witness it, so you're coming. I made a promise and I will see it through. I'm doing this to prove to you beyond a shadow of a doubt how much you mean to me, even if it kills me, which it may do." He smiles wryly.
“You call me mushy. I think I just wretched a little.” I smirk.
“Wow, that’s such an attractive image.” 
“Hey, you’ve seen me throw up monumentally. You should be immune by now.” I smile.
“Sugar, I love you, but I have to say you are not a graceful vomiter, what with the dribbling and the crying…” I punch his arm as he laughs.
“Dick.” I mumble.
“So you’ll come?” He tries to catch me off guard.
I sigh. I'm not going to win this argument right now. "You're impossible. Come on. Let’s go to bed." I take his hand and lead him back to bed. He climbs into bed next to me wearing only his boxers. He wraps a strong arm around me pinning me to him.
“Theo can I ask you something?” I say quietly.
“Anything sugar.” He kisses my hair.
Okay, here goes. “What happened to your parents? I mean, you and Mike are so close, you said he was a parent to you.” I feel like I’m prying, but I guess I’m just really curious. “You don’t have to answer.” I whisper.
“No, it’s okay. My mother lives in Italy. She’s been married six times. My brother William and I were the product of marriage number one, Cat from number two. My father died of cancer when I was five. Cat’s dad doesn’t want to know.  She sent us to boarding schools when we were very young. Her husbands didn’t want kids around.” He squeezes me tighter. ”We don’t really speak much anymore.”
“I’m sorry.” Theo’s story is not indifferent to mine, except that I would have gladly been packed off to boarding school. Dead father, mother who doesn’t give a fuck. It’s all very familiar. “Do you think…do you think you’re mother loves you?” I whisper. It’s a question I ask myself all the time, but the answer is always the same and always hard to take. The truth hurts.
“In her own strange way maybe, but not in the traditional sense, no.” He says calmly. 
“But you’re okay. I mean you’re successful, so you obviously got past it?” This seems important for some reason. 
“I think that you can let the shit wear you down and wallow in it, or you can pick yourself up and make a life for yourself.” He kisses my hair. “What about your parents? You never talk about them.” I tense. “You don’t have to tell me.” He rubs my arm, trying to release some of the tension. He asked me once before about my parents, but I managed to change the subject.
“Um, my father died when I was five in a car crash. My mother…” Images of my mother’s demented face flash through my mind. Her standing watching me. “My mother is dead to me.” I say finally.  
“Okay. I love you Sugar.” I smile. He knows exactly what I need to hear and when I need to hear it.
“Thank you.” I whisper, and I mean it. I’m truly grateful for him. I snuggle against his chest as he strokes my hair, soothing me into a deep sleep.
 
 
The next morning I wake up with Theo wrapped around me, his strong arms like iron. "Hey." He breathes.
"Hey." I turn to face him. His smile is heart stopping. His face illuminated in the morning light. Immediately my blood starts to heat and a dull ache forms between my legs. It's been over a week and it's killing me. I can take no more. I decide to go on the offensive. I sit up and roll onto him, straddling his hips. I can already feel his red hot erection through his boxers. I grab his wrists, pinning them above his head on the pillow before kissing him. I tease him with my tongue, before nipping his lip. I run my hands over his naked torso, followed by my lips. I circle each nipple with my tongue and graze each one with my teeth, causing his breathing to quicken. I get to the waistband of his boxers and run my tongue enticingly across the skin at the edge. He trembles slightly before suddenly flipping me on my back and pinning me to the mattress.
"Enough." He says, clearly amused.
That's it. How can he be so restrained? I'm so horny I will resort to begging. "Ugh, Theo, please." I huff as I slump back into the pillows.
He kisses my neck slowly. "You're so hot when you're horny." He breathes against my neck. "You get that maddening look on your face. It's almost irresistible." He purrs.
"Almost..." I raise an eyebrow and smirk at him as I pull his oversized t-shirt over my head leaving me in only a scrap of lace.
He takes a deep breath. His eyes heat with desire and I can see his control slipping. He ducks his head and takes one nipple in his mouth, he sucks hard causing pleasure to shoot through me. My back bows off the bed as I gasp.
"Mmm, completely irresistible." He trails kisses down my stomach until he reaches the edge of my knickers, kissing along the seam mimicking my earlier actions. 
He hooks his fingers into the lace at my hips and pulls them down my legs in one swift action. My breath hitches and then quickens. His gaze holds mine as his eyes blaze dangerously. My pulse hammers. I lean back into the pillow trying desperately to calm my wild reactions. I jump as his lips skim my inner thigh. Moisture pools between my legs making me squirm, desperate for relief. He chuckles a low throaty sound, before flicking his tongue over my sensitive clitoris. I moan incoherently at the contact. He loops his arms around my thighs pinning my back to the bed and my pelvis firmly in place. The sight of his dark head bent between my legs is enough to make me come on its own, let alone the torturous teasing of his tongue. Within moments it's too much and with one swift final flick of his tongue I come violently. The relief is heady and leaves me in a dream like haze. 
Theo nips the inside of my thigh before leaning over me with a smug grin on his face.
"Better?" 
"Much." I breathe.
"Making you come turns me on so much." He raises an eyebrow, his blue eyes twinkle mischievously. He gets up and heads to the bathroom, leaving me sated, yet desperate for more.
"Where are you going?" I moan.
"Cold shower." He replies as he shuts the bathroom door. He is impossible.
 
Later in the morning I go to the dance studio for an hour, I haven't been all week and it's killing me.  After a thorough session I go back to Theo's, but get a text.
Molly: Fancy Lunch? El Diabolo's? xx. 
Me: Sure. What time? xx  
Molly: 1.30? xx  
I check my watch, that's an hour. Other than my brief run in with Molly I haven't seen her. I miss her and George.
It's warm out today, for once the British summer is as it’s supposed to be, sunny.  I wear a short navy blue summer dress and cowboy boots. Theo has already gone out to the garage, he's meeting Cat this afternoon and said he'd drop me off on the way.
"Wow, look at you." He beams when I get in the car.
"Thanks. I'm trying to expose my skin to some of this sunshine." I pull my enormous sunglasses on as the garage door opens. Theo looks typically good in his white shirt and chino's with his Ray Ban's.
"It's supposed to be even hotter tomorrow. I was thinking we could invite a few people over for a barbeque?" He smiles hopefully.
"As in your friends?” I ask. Things have been going really well, but I’m not sure I can deal with a meet and greet just yet.
“And yours.” 
“Um, Theo isn’t that a bit of a statement. Don’t you think we should wait a few weeks…or month’s.” The panic must be written all over my face by this point.
“Lilly, it’s just a barbeque. Calm down and stop freaking out.” He rolls his eyes.
“I am not freaking out.” I grumble. I am totally freaking out.
“Good, barbeque it is then.” He turns around and backs the car out calling an end to the conversation. Great, just great.
 
I meet Molly at the Tapas bar around the corner from our flat.
I feel as though I haven't seen her in so long. 
“I’ve missed you.” She squeals.
“I know. I’ve missed you too, and George.” We’re sat outside and the sun makes her hair shimmer like spun gold.
“Well, it’s only another week, and then you’ll be home right? You’re not moving in with him?” She looks at me as if daring me to say yes.
“Uh, no. I am not moving in with him. Jesus Mole. Like you said it’s been a week. I’m not that stupid.” I roll my eyes.
“You never know. I thought you might have gotten used to how the other half live.” She cocks an eyebrow.
“God, you make out as though we’re slumming it. You do realise we live in one of the most expensive areas of London.”
“Whatever. It’s not Belgravia.” Molly lives in a state of denial about our accommodation, what with her estranged father paying for most of it. 
“No, but Theo’s house doesn’t have a park outside. Greenery is like gold around here you know.” I grin.
“Oh no. No greenery.” She feigns mock horror. “We shall just have to make do with an enormous house and a pool.” I laugh.
“Yeah yeah. It’s not mine remember. Give him grief. Anyway, Hugo’s apartment is just as nice.” 
“Yeah, no pool though. He sucks. Although he did lend me one of his cars the other day.” She smiles wryly. "So, how is it going living with Millionaire arsehole anyway?" She asks casually. I laugh at her term.
"Really good actually, I really like him, which was unexpected."
"Okay, and has he stuck to his abstinence?" She raises a questioning eyebrow at me.
I sigh. "Sadly, yes. It's killing me."
"So why not put the man out of his misery?"
"I've tried. He says he needs to prove this to me, prove what I mean to him." I roll my eyes.
"That's kind of cute." She tries to hide her smile.
"Fuck cute, right now I am so horny I just want horrible, dirty Theo back."
Molly laughs. "Well, he must be feeling it to. You're Lilly Parker remember, the girl who changed the Theodore Ellis. Don't tell me you don't have the power of seduction."
"I could try, although I suppose it defeats the object somewhat." I sigh.
"Well, you're going to stay with him regardless right?" She fixes her blue eyes on me.
"Yes, of course."
"Well then, no point in causing each other more pain." She shrugs.
I laugh at her. "True. Seduction it is."
I begrudgingly invite both Molly and George to the barbeque tomorrow. If I have to go through with this then I at least want back up for what feels like a date with the firing squad. 
By the time we leave the sun is starting to set.
 



Chapter 17 – Theo
 
The front door bell rings while I’m on the phone to Hugo.
"Hold on, there's someone at the door." I descend the stairs and into the hallway.
"No worries mate. I’ll see you tomorrow anyway. What time?" I swing the front door open and Lilly smiles brightly at me. I frown at her.
"I'll text you. I've got to go."
"Alright mate, laters, bye." He hangs up.
I step back and open the door letting Lilly in.
She studies my face. "Something wrong?" She asks.
"Lilly, its dark and you've just walked home alone. I told you to call me." Her expression softens and she smiles.
"It's barely dark, and I think we both know I can take care of myself." She steps toward me wrapping her arms around my neck so that her entire body is stretched out and pressed against mine. I grab her perfect arse with both hands.
"Just call me next time, please." 
She rolls her eyes. "Where did arsehole Theo go? I kind of miss him." She presses her lips to mine. 
“Sorry to disappoint sugar.” I smile at her.
"I need a shower. Care to join me?" She dares.
My cock is already throbbing from her fairly innocent kiss. I shake my head. "Not a good idea sugar. I don't have as much control as you seem to think I do. Your wet, soapy little body is not going to help." I raise one eyebrow at her. 
She shrugs and turns to walk away. "Okay, I’ll just be in the shower." She glances back tossing her hair back over her shoulder "...getting myself off." She winks as she walks away. Damn, she is so fucking sexy. Her hips swing as she saunters down the corridor. She undoes her dress and lets it fall to the floor, stepping out of it as she goes revealing her bare, braless back. She turns when she reaches the end of the corridor and leans against the bedroom door frame, showcasing her perfect tits. She's wearing a pair of black lace french knickers and her cowboy boots. Nothing else.  Ah fuck. I stride after her. She squeals running into the bedroom. She's almost to the bed when I snag her waist and flip her on her back on the bed. 
"The only one who'll be 'getting you off' is me." I growl against her neck. She squirms under me.
I kiss her hard until she's gasping for breath. I move my lips to her throat and can feel her rapid pulse under my lips. I run my hand up her thigh to the lace edge of her knickers. My cock is so rigid it's painful. I reach down and undo my button and fly, just to release some pressure. Her breathing becomes panting as I run my fingers over her clit through the lace of her knickers. She pulls my face to hers and bites and sucks my bottom lip, breathing heavily against my mouth. She runs one hand up my back beneath my shirt. I graze her earlobe with my teeth before ripping her knickers with one swift tear. 
I slip one finger inside her, she's so warm and tight. I massage her clit with my palm, she bucks beneath me trying to gain more friction, her hand flexes on my back, digging her nails in. I dip my head to her chest and pull one hardened nipple into my mouth, flicking my tongue over it. She moans and runs her fingers into my hair. She squirms as I continue to work her, pressing her breasts against my chest. Her moans cause a tremor to wrack through my body and for a moment I think I might actually come.
She reaches down and strokes my crotch before trying to remove my jeans.
I lift away from her slightly out of reach.
"Please Theo." Her eyes are so pleading. "Please fuck me." Jesus, I close my eyes trying to control myself. 
I shake my head and fix her eyes with mine. I resume the rhythm inside her, rubbing my palm against her harder this time. Her eyes never leave mine as she comes apart crying out. I kiss her softly as she gasps for breath. 
"That was..." She smiles widely, still panting. "…awesome." She reaches up and fists her fingers in my hair, pulling me down for another kiss.
 
Sunday morning brings with it more brilliant sunshine. I text Hugo and a few of the other guys to let them know we'll be having the barbeque this afternoon. Lilly insists on going and getting the food, as I still have a few things to sort out for Italy. It looks like we may have to leave on Tuesday, but it's not confirmed so I haven't told Lilly yet.
Hugo, Will, his wife Heather, yes that’s right Hugo’s younger brother is married, Henry, his wife Leanne and Johnny all turn up around Midday with Packs of beer in hand. Lilly said George and Molly aren't coming until one o clock. Everyone's hanging around the pool, sitting on sun loungers. The barbeque is on and the sound system is playing a jazz tune through the house and out through the folding doors that are now pulled completely back.
Lilly is nowhere to be seen. I go back inside the house to find her. I eventually find her in the bedroom on the phone. She has her back to me when I walk in.
"You get your arse over here right now Molly! I don't give a shit when George is done, he can meet you here." She pauses. "I'll come get you, I'll pay for a taxi, just please Mole." She pauses again, listening. "Fine, half an hour, but be warned I’ll probably be ratted by the time you get here." She laughs and then hangs up. She turns around looking surprised to see me.
"Jesus Theo, you scared the shit out of me!" She presses her hand to her chest.
"Sorry. Everything ok?" 
"Yeah, I'll be out in a bit. Can you make an excuse for me." A small frown line appears between her eyebrows.
"What's wrong Lilly?" I place one hand against her cheek and stroke my thumb across her face.
"It's just, well..." She takes a deep breath. "I'm worried I’m going to be like some sort of zoo attraction, you know, the girl that conquered Theodore Ellis." She rolls her eyes. "I don't mean literally, but you know..." She looks up at me with worried eyes.
"Well you know Hugo already, and he definitely likes you. The others will love you, and they will see exactly why you're the only girl I want to be with. They don't bite Lilly I promise. Come on, you can beat the shit out of fully grown men, but you can't meet a few of my friends?" I hold out my hand to her and she takes it. "Have I told you how beautiful you look today?"
She smiles. "You tell me every day Theo, so yes, but thank you." She kisses my neck softly before following me upstairs.
She heads straight to the kitchen and grabs the jug of Pimms from the fridge. "Come on, I’ll introduce you." I stand behind her and wrap my arms around her waist as she pours out a glass.
"Okay, let’s do this." She takes a big gulp of her drink before slipping her hand in mine. 
We walk out onto the patio where everyone is dotted around on various sun loungers. I notice the girls look up at Lilly with fond smiles.
Hugo strolls over from his position of manning the barbeque, he’swearing only flip flops and a pair of cargo shorts. "Hey Lilly, how are you babe?" He opens his arms pulling her against his bare chest into a bear like hug. 
"Okay, enough man handling my girl, get your own. Prick." I shove him lightly. 
She laughs. "I'm good thanks Hugo. How are you?"
"I'm great, but I’ll be even better when that hot young thing Molly gets here." He winks at her.
Lilly sighs. "She'll be here in about half an hour. Behave Hugo." She eyes him sternly.
He feigns a wounded expression. "I am nothing but a gentleman I’ll have you know." He laughs wickedly. "Unlike your little man beating self." He laughs harder.
"Yeah, yeah." She turns away from Hugo. I turn back around to catch him looking at her arse. I flick him the bird and he smiles like a naughty little boy, caught red handed. I can't really blame him, she's wearing a pair of tiny denim shorts that leave little to the imagination.
I introduce her to everyone. Heather and Leanne of course gush over her, telling her how happy they are that I've finally found someone.
"Theo's never introduced a girl to any of his friends." I over hear Heather as I go and take a seat next to Will and Henry. I pull off my shirt, letting the warmth of the sun soak into my skin.
"So, this is the girl you've been talking about?" Will asks me.
"Yep, the very one." My eyes flit to her, sat on the end of Leanne's sun lounger. She has a plain white tank top on, the straps of her blue bikini are visible around her neck. She has enormous sunglasses on and her flaming hair is loose and wild. She looks like she just stepped off of a beach shoot.
She looks up and smiles brightly when she sees me watching her, I wink at her and turn back to Will.
"She seems nice." Henry adds. "Although, so not what I expected. I mean she's a solicitor!" He laughs.
"Yeah, well what can I say." I shrug. Will and Henry both laugh.
The doorbell goes again and I get up to answer it.
I lead Molly, George and T.J out onto the patio. Lilly leaps up when she sees them. George hugs her hard lifting her off her feet. 
"Oh my god, I feel like I haven't seen you in forever." She squeals at him.
"Oh, babes." He waves a dismissive hand. "I'd sack you off for that in a heartbeat!" He gestures toward me, much to everyone’s amusement. 
"Oh, guys this is Molly and George, my flat mates, and T.J, George’s friend?" She eyes him meaningfully. He leans forward and whispers something in her ear that makes her laugh.
"Friend." She confirms.
"You guys want drinks?" I ask them.
"I'll have Pimms please." Molly replies.
"Beer for us if you have it?" George adds.
I'm stood in the kitchen when two familiar arms wrap around my waist. Her scent engulfs me immediately. I turn around to see her smiling up at me.
"Shouldn't you be entertaining?" 
"Nope, I should be right here perving at my seriously hot boyfriend." She runs her hand down my stomach to the waist band of my shorts. I can’t deny how good it feels to hear her say that, what with her ‘no labels’ policy. Yes, my penis is shrivelling as we speak.
I scoop her up and place her on the kitchen side, standing between her legs. I run my hands up her bare thighs.
"Is that right?" I smirk at her. She nods, biting her bottom lip.
I lean in and kiss her, softly at first, until she deepens the kiss. My cock is instantly stood to attention. I groan and pull her off the counter placing her back on her feet. 
"You should go back out there." She pouts slightly, making me laugh.
"Fine, are you coming?"
"I, uh, I need a minute ok?" She frowns before flicking her eyes downward. She turns and leaves, giggling as she goes.
 
Later in the afternoon we set up the net across the pool for volleyball. Everyone's been drinking for a couple of hours now, so it's going to be a less than sober affair. Lilly and Molly dump their shorts and tanks on the sun loungers.
Hugo runs up and slaps Molly's arse, warranting a shriek and Hugo getting pushed in the pool.
I stare at Lilly as she walks across the patio in her bright blue bikini. I have to shift and adjust myself as my dick decides to make an unwanted appearance again. She smiles at me as she approaches before straddling me on the sun lounger.
"You coming to play?" She kisses me lightly.
"Um, yeah." I fumble.
"You okay?" She frowns.
"Yeah, just..." I bite my bottom lip trying to supress my ridiculous grin. I feel like the cat that got the cream. “Holy shit, you look amazing babe." I run my hands over the bare skin at her waist.
She rolls her eyes. "Pervert." She mumbles. I laugh.
I shake my head. "It's you." I whisper against her ear. "You drive me crazy."
"Good." She whispers against my ear before gently nibbling at my ear lobe. A low groan escapes my throat. She quickly hops up, smiling. "Come on." She holds out her hand to me. I groan and take it, why did I propose a sex ban. I must be certifiably insane.
We end up with Lilly, George, Will and I on one team, and Hugo, Molly and T.J on the other.
We play for about an hour, after a while we lost score and just ended up volleying the ball back and forth. Hugo eventually announced that he’d just pissed in the pool putting a swift end to that. I love him, but he is disgusting at times. 
 
Everyone disperses at about six o clock, except Molly and George.
"Finally." I sigh having just let Will and Heather out. I sit on the couch next to Lilly, taking her hand a holding it against my thigh.
"It was really kind of you to invite us Theo." Molly says.
"Yeah thanks bud." George adds.
“No worries.” 
“Oh, Lill’s. The opening night of the show is next weekend. Can you come?” George smiles at Lilly.
“Of course.” She grins back at him.
“Um, actually Lilly, I’m aiming to go to Rome on Tuesday and I think I might actually need you. Simmons is fine with it.” I murmur sheepishly, waiting for her wrath.
“We’ll talk about it.” She says dismissively.
 
Once Molly and George leave Lilly turns to me, I'm expecting her to be angry. I take a deep breath braced for it.
"So you're going to Rome on Tuesday?" She asks quietly. I nod my head in response.
"I'm sorry, I should have told you, but it was only confirmed this morning and..." She presses her fingers to my lips stopping me.
"Theo, if I go to Rome with you as your 'solicitor' everyone I work with will know that I’m not there for work. It looks like you’re paying the firm for my time, essentially making me a hooker." I open my mouth to object but she silences me again. "Next time just give me more notice and I’ll book holiday."
"But I don't want to spend five days without you." 
"Neither do I, but it's business. I'll still be here when you get back." I don't want to push her into a situation that might make her uncomfortable with her work colleagues.
"Okay, how about a compromise?" Her green eyes narrow. "I'll fly out on Tuesday and you come and join me for the weekend. James can pick you up straight from work on Friday. We'll fly back on Sunday evening." 
Her face slowly breaks into a smile. "A weekend in Rome?"
I nod. "Uh- huh."
"Sweet." She squeals before launching herself into my arms.
 
It's Midday on Monday, I'm sat at the breakfast bar on the phone to Lorenzo, the M.D at the Rome office, when Lilly steps into the living area. I check my watch making sure that I'm not going mad.
"Si puo email che?" Lilly raises her eyebrows. I give her the full megawatt smile and raise an eyebrow at her. She closes her eyes and draws in a deep breath.
"Lo farò adesso." He replies. I turn around and fill a glass of water from the fridge.
"Ottimo, ci vediamo domani. Ciao." I hang up. When I turn around I almost drop my glass. Lilly has removed her dress and is stood in her black bra and matching Lace thong, hold ups and her heels. I stare at her speechless as I take in every perfect inch of her. 
"You, uh, like Italian?" I smile and raise an eyebrow at her. She nods her head.
"Lei è incredibilmente bello. Voglio fare l'amore con te." I caress the words as I speak them, slowly walking toward her.  
She closes her eyes and rolls her head back letting out an almost inaudible little moan. She snaps her head toward me and opens her eyes, I almost come in my pants. She stares at me like a lion with a cornered antelope. I’ve managed to deflect her advances so far, but I think this time I might lose this fight. Her lips part slightly and her tongue traces her bottom lip. My eyes lock onto her mouth. I'm stood right in front of her now. Lilly throws herself across the small space between us, her lips colliding with mine. I grab her bare behind and lift her easily, she wraps her legs around my waist. My tongue dips into her mouth eliciting a moan from her. She bites my bottom lip as I walk her to my desk, throwing things off it and laying her down on it. My lips move to her throat and down over her heaving chest. I scoop her up, running my hand under her back unhooking her bra. She pushes it down her arms and I dive for her left nipple, pulling it into my mouth and sucking it hard. She gasps and digs her fingers into my neck.
"Theo. Please, please take me." She cries.
I take a deep breath. "Lilly..."
She grabs at the collar of my shirt, pulling me down to her. “Fuck. Me.”  She snarls.
"But..." She kisses me hard quickly, before pulling away again.
"But, nothing. Fuck me Theo." She begs. Her words unhinge an explosive desire. I've spent a week with her, desperate for her every second. I can't resist her anymore. I rip her thong down her legs so fast she gasps in shock. I have my button and fly undone even quicker. My erection springs free. I still, poised at her entrance.
"Promise, you're okay with this? You're not just waiting for an excuse to sack me off?" 
She smiles beautifully up at me. "Definitely not, I promise. I will dump you if you don’t fuck me right now.” My heart thumps heavily against my ribs. I kiss her and thrust forward hard, burying myself deep within her. She cries out and moans against my lips. She's so warm and tight I can barely control myself, I've ached for her every minute of the last week. I still inside her, fighting to get control of myself. She wraps her legs around my waist, urging me to move.
"Give me a second." I say through gritted teeth. She studies my face, squirming in anticipation. I slowly pull back before thrusting forward into her again. I press my lips to hers as she moans. 
"Sugar, this is going to be over really, really quickly." I breathe against her mouth. "But I promise I’ll make it up to you." She wraps her legs tighter around me urging me on. I pound into her several times before exploding into her. The relief is staggering. I press my face into her neck as I try to regain my breath, my body spasms with the aftershock of my orgasm.
"Fuck Lilly. I've missed you." She runs her fingers into my hair and stares at me, her startling eyes bare into me as though she can see into my very soul. God, I love her. I've tried to deny it to myself ever since I first realised it. Love is something I’ve always believed to be a naive childish fantasy, but looking at her right now there was no way to deny it any more. She owns me body and soul. I'm pretty sure she loves me too, but Lilly is guarded and anything but naive, her walls are still firmly intact, and I can't blame her for keeping them that way, feeling this way about someone else makes you vulnerable....and weak. I’d rather be weak with her than strong without her though.
 



Chapter 18 – Lilly
 
Panic settles as I realise what is about to happen to me again. "Shh, quiet now." He strokes my hair and bile rises in my throat. He lifts my nightie up and I scrunch my eyes together, praying that I pass out or something. I hear the unmistakeable sound of a fly unzipping and my heart breaks into a sprint.
"There's a good girl." He mumbles.
My eyes dart to the door, but it's closed. I will someone to come in, someone to help me, no-one does. I panic more, and my breathing accelerates. I can't move. Tears start to trickle down my temples as his weight presses down on me.
Acting completely on reflex I panic and push against the weight with all my force, leaping out of the bed. I stand beside the bed struggling to breathe as Theo looks at me with a worried expression on his face and both hands held up toward me. He's wearing only his boxers, his abs ripple in the morning light. It's okay, it's Theo. It was only a dream. Only a dream. It's Theo, I'm safe with Theo.
"Lilly? It's ok. I'm sorry." He speaks slowly as somebody would to a child. I struggle for breathe as my pulse still thunders in my ears.
"I'm..." How do I explain this? My body acted completely on instinct. "I was having a dream, you must have startled me." I laugh lightly, brushing it off. 
He narrows his eyes."O-kaaay." He says quietly. I could kick myself, he was trying to wake me up very nicely and now he's acting like he's unsure around me. Damn it. I study him for a few more seconds before sighing and crawling onto the bed. I straddle his lap and look at him. He studies my face, a small frown line etched between his eyes. He reaches up and wipes under my eyes gently.
"Lilly, you're crying." He whispers. I shake my head and reach up wiping away the drop of moisture from my face, denying to myself the weakness that is steadily trickling down my cheek in the form of a lone tear.
He holds my face forcing me to look at him. "What was your dream about?" I avert my eyes from his, not wanting to talk to him about this. I'm not ready to tell him about this, I’m not sure I ever will be. That was the old Lilly, the weak Lilly. I don't want him to know that girl, or that she ever existed. 
"I don't know. It was just a dream. I think I was being chased by someone." That’s plausible, everyone has those dreams right? He study's me intently before speaking.
"You're lying." He whispers, looking hurt. I place my hands on either side of his face, searching the depths of his beautiful eyes.
"There are some things you don't want to know. Maybe one day." I whisper, silently pleading with him to let it go. He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath, He nods his head once in acceptance. 
I lean forward and gently press my lips to his. "Thank you." I whisper against his mouth. I’m grateful that he trusts me enough to let this go, for now.
"Now, you had best get ready to go. What time does the fight leave?" I'm sad that he's leaving today but I’m excited for Friday I've always wanted to go to Rome. I managed to get a day’s leave on Friday, so I'm taking an early morning flight.
He smiles at me, sensing my excitement. "I need to leave here in an hour." 
"Okay, come on, let’s shower." I jump off the bed strip off his T-shirt, which I’ve taken to wearing to bed. He smirks as he assesses my almost naked state.
"I said an hour sugar, not three." He flashes me an impossibly sexy smirk. 
"Well you'll just have to make it quick. After all I know you can do quick." I giggle. He did make it up to me several times throughout yesterday afternoon and last night, but I was shocked at just how quickly it was over that first time. Poor guy must have been gagging for it. He stands and closes the distance between us, placing his hand at the base of my throat.
"So you think it's funny huh? I'd just like to remind you, that I was horny as hell, then you go and spring your smoking hot body on me, clad in lace hold ups. I'm sorry, but there are guys that would have just come in their pants at the sight of that."
"Pervert." I murmur. He smiles his oh so fucking hot, I’m going to do you damage smile at me and I melt. My mouth goes dry. I study his broad defined chest and his chiselled abs, the ink work that winds over his sculpted arms. Moisture pools between my thighs, making me clamp them together. His smile gets bigger and he chuckles. "And you think I’m a pervert. Shit." He shakes his head. 
I glare at him, resenting the power he has over me. "I like tattoo’s."
Suddenly he pushes my knickers down my legs before discarding his own underwear. He picks me up and I wrap my legs around his waist laughing as he walks us into the bathroom.
 
Needless to say it wasn't a quickie and we were half an hour late leaving the house. 
James stops and drops me off at work on the way to the airport. I keep telling myself it's only three days, but already I’ve come to depend on him, and count on my daily fix. Something about him has become comforting to me, like a safe harbour. 
"I'll see you on Friday." He smiles, but I know he's unhappy about the impending short separation. 
"Okay. I'll see you then." Not really knowing what else to say I kiss him. Softly at first, but by the time we pull apart both our breathing is ragged. I give him one last peck on the lips before stepping out of the car. 
 
I'm staying at the flat for the next couple of days. Theo told me to stay at the house, but it feels so big and empty on my own, besides, I haven't spent much time with Molly and George lately so it'll be nice to have a few days with them.
I love being with Theo, and waking up with him in the morning has become a guilty pleasure, but I miss the morning banter with my closest friends. Plus, I really need to man up and deal with being on my own. My addiction to him is just as it always has been…unhealthy.
I'm in the car on the way to work on Wednesday morning when my phone rings. I smile as I read the display.
"Hey." I grin as I speak into the receiver.
"Hi sugar. I missed you last night."  I didn't even realise I was tense until I hear his voice, it's like a soothing balm to my entire being, I smile, letting it sink in and sedate my body.
"Hmmm, I missed you to. How is Rome?"
"Good, I crammed meetings from eight this morning until eight this evening. So it's looking like I could have his all wrapped up by Thursday. You and I can spend the whole weekend together." 
"Oh, lucky me. What shall we do?" I say seductively.
He chuckles down the phone. "Well if you keep talking like that you won't be seeing anything of Rome aside from my bed." His voice is a low rumble that sends goose bumps over my body.
"Sounds good." I manage to gasp, though my voice sounds breathy and strained. He laughs. God I want him so much. Images burst through my mind. Theo with that ridiculously sexy smile on his perfect face, his eyebrow cocked in that blatant invitation. I take a deep breath as an ache starts to form between my legs. I bite my lower lip trying to tame my wild fantasies. The next image of his chest, his defined abs flexing over me. 
"Lilly?" His voice pulls me to the present.
"Yes." I breathe.
He laughs again. "Do you need a minute?"
I sigh, irritated by his effect on me. "Maybe." I mumble.
"Don't worry sugar. I can't wait to see you either. I'll speak to you tomorrow?"
"Okay." I huff. "Bye."
"Bye." He whispers, before the line goes dead. Luckily he hasn't taken to saying those dreaded three words to me regularly yet. Not that it didn't mean a lot, but I’m worried that if he says the words to me then I’ll be expected to reciprocate. I'm not sure that I don't love Theo, but even if I do, I’m not about to put my heart out there like that until I’m sure it won't be shredded.
 
It's Friday morning and I’m literally bouncing in my seat as we head to the airport. We don't go to the terminal, James drives straight out onto the runway and up to a much smaller aircraft than the commercial planes that are stationed nearby.
A man in a suit stands at the bottom of the steps, he walks over and opens my door.
"Ma’am. My name is Tom, I’ll be your flight attendant today." He offers me his arm and leads me straight up the steps into the plane. The interior is made up of cream leather sofas and pale blue blinds. There are only a handful of seats. He leads me to one of the chairs with a dark wood table in front of it.
"Miss Parker can I get you anything to drink before we take off?" He asks.
"Please call me Lilly, and water would be lovely. Thank you Tom." He nods, smiling politely at me.
The plane fires along the runway before becoming weightless in the air. I've always found something liberating in flying, watching everything of any importance disappear into little specs of inconsequential nothingness. Although the private jet thing isn’t new to me, this is the first time I’ve really enjoyed it.
 
I'm awoken from my deep sleep when the plane bumps roughly onto the runway at Leonardo da Vinci International Airport. I'm immediately wide awake, yet calmer than I have been in days, soothed by the fact that I’m no longer a continent away from Theo, the source of my calm. This should probably concern me more than it does, but I’ve come to accept my inexplicable need for him.
By the time the plane comes to a stop I’m practically clawing to get off.
The door opens revealing a gleaming midnight blue Maserati parked just meters from the steps, but it's the man leant against it that sends my heart into a sprint. He looks un-righteously gorgeous in a tight white T-shirt and chino's, his ankles are crossed and his arms folded across his chest showing his strained biceps. His Aviators are covering his dazzling eyes, but the smile that breaks across his face when he sees me almost makes up for it. I can't help the grin that stretches ear to ear when I see him. I almost sprint down the steps toward him. He pushes away from the car to meet me at the bottom and I jump the last few steps and launch myself into his arms, wrapping my arms firmly around his neck. He lifts me off the ground spinning me around. There is no greater feeling in the world than having Theo's arms wrapped around me, they bring such a sense of peace and security it's almost scary. He places me back on the ground before grabbing my face and pressing his lips firmly to mine, I open my mouth inviting him in. He groans as his tongue touches mine. 
I eventually pull away gasping. He chuckles lightly. "Miss me?"
I shrug. "Maybe a little." I can't seem to stop the huge smile on my face. 
Tom descends the steps smiling warmly at both of us. "Mr Ellis." He greets Theo.
"Tom, thank you." He takes my bag from Tom before turning and putting it in the car.
I look the car over again. Much like the man driving it, it is undoubtedly beautiful, yet even at a stand-still it oozes power and superiority. "You like it?" Theo asks watching be stare at the car.
"It's beautiful, but how did you manage to get one of these? They're not even out until next month." I turn to see him shut his gaping mouth and flash me an adoring smile.
"You know that?" I nod once in response. "I love that you know that." He steps forward and brushes his lips across my neck.
"So. How?" I incline my head toward the car. 
He smiles smugly. "The same way I got an Aston Martin One-77 two months before it was released."
"Money?" It's more of a statement.
"No, it takes more than money...Friends. Very good friends." He doesn't elaborate before taking a step toward the car. "Here." He turns and throws something at me, I catch it and open my hand to see a fob with a little silver trident on it. My face breaks into a huge smile again.
"You're letting me drive?" I ask dubiously.
He shrugs with a wry smile. "Guess so."  I look around at the long stretch of empty runway, between us and the terminal.
"Sweeeet." I rip open the door and slide into the seat. I inhale the luxurious scent of the bright red leather seats and interior.
Theo's laughing when he slides into the seat next to me. "You are so adorable." He shakes his head. I scowl, resenting that description. Keen to prove him wrong I press the enormous red button on the dashboard and the engine roars to life. I press the accelerator and the car snarls, vibrating around me. 
I almost groan. "Oh God, I think I’m having a moment." I sigh.
His smiles seductively. "Adorable." Although this time there’s an edge to the way he says it. I focus on the computer in the centre console and start adjusting the suspension and ABS settings.
"What are you doing?" He frowns at me.
I fix him with my stare and smile deviously, lifting one eyebrow. "I prefer a firmer... more ballsy ride." Before he can respond I slam my foot on the accelerator and the launch control kicks in, firing the car forward. From nought to sixty in four seconds to be exact. 
"Fuck Lilly." Theo grabs the door handle. I laugh, pure elation at the long missed adrenaline coursing through my veins. The digital display glows an angry red as the numbers speed by to hit one hundred and fifty before the end of the runway. I break at the end and Theo lets out the breath he's been holding. The road off the runway to the exit gate is a sharp right. I smile to myself before dropping a gear and flicking the steering wheel around, dabbing the throttle, drip feeding the power to the wheels. The car glides effortlessly in a four wheel drift around the tight bend. I revel in the pure joy of being let lose at the wheel of a five hundred break horse power monster. I slow at the gate and Theo hands me passes for the guard.
"Evening madam." He says in a thick Italian accent. His amused smile suggests he may have just seen my less then mature driving. "You like the Italian cars?" 
"Oh, very much." I wink at him and he seems to stammer before looking away retreating. The gate opens and I pull the car smoothly out of the airport.
"Which way?" I ask. When I get no response I turn to look at Theo who is smirking at me, his body twisted toward me. "What?" I frown.
"Number one, where the hell did you learn to drive like that?!" His raised eyebrows reiterate his shock.
"I'll have you know that I’ve been driving track cars since I was seventeen." I smirk back at him. “My brother is a mechanic. I know my way around a car.”
"And secondly...I think you just gave that guard about a month’s worth of wank bank material with the look you just gave him." He winks to let me know he's joking.
I roll my eyes. "Hardly...although the car maybe." I lovingly stroke the steering wheel.
He smiles. "There is something incredibly hot about you sitting behind that wheel."
"Yeah?" I smile seductively and slowly run my hand up his thigh. When I reach his crotch I can feel the rock hard boner he now has.
"Oh yeah." He smirks. 
I laugh. "I think we should hurry and get to the hotel."
"Turn left here." I can hear the smile in his voice as I focus on the road in front of me.
 
After a twenty minute drive away from the city we arrive at our destination it's not what I’m expecting, the electric gates swing open revealing a pale yellow house. It's an understated sort of grandeur. The small gravel driveway is adorned with well-maintained flower beds blooming with roses. The doorway is framed by two marble pillars. Once inside the hallway is small, but the marble floors sparkle under the sunlight streaming through the windows. There is a set of stairs off the hallway and an enormous two floor window runs the length of them. 
Theo leads me through to the open living room and kitchen, which is surprisingly modern in contrast to the outside of the house. At the end of the space are a set of French doors, he takes my hand and pulls me through them. I instantly gasp at the view. The countryside scene is beautiful, rolling hills and vineyards stretch for miles, and in the distance I can make out the city.
There’s a small pool at the back of the house and a perfectly kempt lawn stretching beyond. There are a few orange trees and their fresh scent fills the air.
Theo's warm arms wrap around my waist, pulling my back into his chest. "Do you like it?" His voice is low and rough making me tremble
"I love it. Is it yours?" I ask.
"The company owns it technically." His breath is on my neck, making it hard to actually focus on his words.
"But you're never here." I counter.
He shrugs. "It gets about a week of use each month." Oddly I found this sad, that such a beautiful home was mostly empty. A house like this should be loved and lived in. 
"But it's beautiful." I whisper.
He laughs. "You haven't even seen the bedroom yet." That's all it takes for all my earlier base instincts to slam back into me full force. He drops his arms and takes my hand leading me back through the house. Theo points out various rooms as we go, but I don't see any of them. I'm focused on the muscles of his back that are visible through his tight T-shirt. "And this is the bedroom..." I attack him. There really is no other way to describe it. Initially he doesn't react to my barrage, but quickly his lips are just as frantic as mine. His tongue teases mine, and his teeth grate along my bottom lip. I grab the hem of his shirt and pull it over his head, running my fingers over the deep ridges of muscle that cover his body. My stomach tightens in anticipation.
Theo makes quick work of discarding my Jeans and tank top. His warm hands run over my bare skin leaving me with goose bumps. I rip his belt off and fumble with the button and then zip of his chinos. When we're both down to underwear he pushes me down on the bed and leaves a burning trail of kisses down my body.
When he reaches the lace edge of my thong he slowly drags it down my legs. My body is trembling with need and anticipation.
He kisses his way back up my inner thigh. Murmuring between kisses. "God...missed you...so much." Then his tongue caresses me and I can't focus on anything, I wildly grab his hair and grind my hips, but he presses one arm across my hips, stilling me.
Quicker than I would have thought possible; I'm clawing at the sheets and screaming his name as the orgasm tears through me. He chuckles as he brings his body back over mine. I'm still a dishevelled gasping mess.
"I love it when you get wild." He smiles as he kisses my neck. 
"Fuck." I gasp.
He laughs before he slams into me, burying himself inside me. "Oh god, you're so damn tight Lilly." He groans as he pulls back and thrusts forward again. "So fucking good." He hisses between his teeth.
He grabs my left ankle, pulling it over his shoulder, he kisses down my calf as he continues his unyielding assault. "I'm close sugar. Come with me." He breathes.
I nod once to indicate that I’m close, he pulls my other ankle over his shoulder and leans over me, going so deep. I can feel my insides start to tremble, my head rolls back and I cry out as I come. 
Theo pounds into me and then with a growl he stiffens, before collapsing on top of me.
 



Chapter 19 – Theo
 
We've been invited to the Opera this evening by a business acquaintance of mine. I figured Lilly would want to see some of Rome. 
I shower and dress and wait down stairs for her. I don't know what women find to do, but it seems to take them forever to get ready to go anywhere. Lilly could go out in a bin bag and she'd still capture the undivided attention of everyone. She just has that kind of magnetic draw, something about her that seduces and captivates you without her ever ushering a word.  
I turn as she descends the stairs and my jaw almost hits the floor, okay that dress is definitely better than a bin bag. The silk material of the floor length gown is a deep steel grey. The halter neck is made of thick encrusted jewel straps that meet together in the centre of her chest before dropping between her breasts and splitting out to either side of her ribs. Another strap runs around her waist, leaving a small triangular patch of skin visible. Her hair is half pinned up and soft waves cascade down her back. When my eyes finally meet hers she smiles brightly. Her red painted lips and shining emerald eyes a stark contrast to the silver and grey pallet of her dress.
"Wow Lilly, that dress...you...you look stunning." I stumble over my words.
She looks down. "I love it, thank you for getting it." I had Cat ship the dress yesterday, luckily it arrived this morning on a special delivery.
"You have Cat to thank for that one." I meet her surprised gaze.
"Cat made this?" She gasps. I nod. "Wow, she is really talented." She looks down seeming to reassess the garment.
 
We pull up outside the Teatro dell'Opera. Lilly begged me to drive again, and of course I couldn't deny her. It's a seemingly big event tonight. The outside is packed with security guards and various photographers. Elegantly clad women and men in tuxedo's are making their way inside. 
Lilly steps out of the car and hands the keys to a valet, as I move around the front of the car I catch the end of her sentence. "...even one scratch and I’ll hunt you down and cut your balls off." She stares at the boy with one eyebrow raised. I feel sorry for the guy who withers under her stare but is making a huge effort not to look at her buoyant chest. I grab her elbow chuckling to myself at how possessive she is of the car. She flicks one final glare over her shoulder as he pulls away.
"My my, you're feisty tonight." I try to supress my smile.
"Yeah well you didn't see his face light up when I handed him the keys." She grumbles.
I laugh. "Wow, I wish you were that possessive over me." I mock.
She lightly shoves my shoulder. "You're capable of looking after yourself. She can't." She pouts.
"She?" I snort.
"Of course, she is far to beautiful and perfect..." She sighs. Yes, she actually just sighed, over a car! "....to be anything but a she." She cocks an eyebrow daring an argument.
I roll my eyes, guiding her toward the doors.
 
After standing for what felt like hours of photos and speaking to what seemed like a never ending stream of business related people, we eventually make it to the private box that Alberto, my main man in the Rome office arranged for us. We're seated in plush velvet covered chairs. The opera house is staggering in its size. The walls are lined with private boxes, four high that run in a semi-circle facing the stage. There is then tiered seating and finally ground seating. Everything about the place screams of grandeur, from the gold painted pillars adorning each box, to the elaborate art work depicted on the high ceiling and the thick red carpet that lines all of the walkways.  
An ice bucket is on a small table in the corner and a waiter stands rigidly beside it, waiting to assist us with anything we might need. I reach over and take Lilly's hand, holding it to my thigh. The lights dim signalling the start of the performance. The electricity that usually crackles between us seems to intensify in the darkness. My gaze flicks toward her, but I can't make out her features in the darkness.
My whole body seems to thrum with energy, hyper aware and attuned to her presence. Her fingers tighten against my thigh making my cock stiffen, I thread my fingers through hers, stilling her. A soft voice has begun drifting up from the stage, but my mind has blocked it out to mere background noise. I sit rigid and braced trying to calm myself as my cock starts to ache, fighting the urge to just drag her back to the villa right now. How does she do this to me?! I can't even sit alone with her for five minutes without her formidable lure corrupting me to a walking hard on.
I glance up again and in the glow from the stage lighting I can make out the small smirk on her face. Fuck. She knows exactly what she does to me. I reach over and slowly trail my hand up her leg, I can feel the warmth of her skin through the thin silk. 
She turns her head and locks me in her gaze, her eyes sparkle in the darkness, the green so bright they're all I can make out. Her stare burns me to the spot, sending red hot desire coursing through my veins until I feel charred and desperate in my painful need for her.
I abruptly stand and hand the waiter in the corner a handful of notes, asking him to make himself scarce for the next half an hour. He obliges and scurries from the box. I lock the door behind him, and sit back down on the chair. Lilly is smiling smugly. She abruptly stands and hitches her dress up to straddle my lap. Her lips meet mine in a near violent gesture and I know then that her need is just as great as mine. I run my hands up her thighs, making her shudder and gasp. I reach the lace edge of her under wear, slipping my finger beneath the lace and into the warm wetness beneath. I moan into her mouth, delighting in her arousal. I slip one finger inside her and her breathing becomes ragged. The music drifts eerily around us, making everything so intense. She rocks against my hand as her fingers grip my hair roughly, her teeth pull at my bottom lip as she groans into my mouth. I have never seen anything so erotic or beautiful. 
She suddenly jerks back, ripping open my belt and the fly of my trousers. I lift my hips, allowing her to pull my boxers down enough for my rigid cock to spring free. I grasp the lace at either side of her hips and wrap it around my hands, before tearing it away with one swift yank. Her teeth grate her bottom lip and her eyes flash wildly as the material roughly bites into her soft skin. She abruptly lifts and sinks down onto my cock in one movement. I slam my hand over her mouth, blocking her loud moan. There are people in the boxes either side of us, merely a few feet away. I have no problem being seen in fact it adds to the thrill, but the idea of somebody watching Lilly come bothers me a lot. Plus, I can't imagine what kind of money someone would get if they managed to film this. 
Her eyes squeeze shut as she stills on top of me for a moment, I release my hand from her mouth when I’m sure she's gained control. She leans her forehead against mine, breathing heavily and then she begins to move, her hips grinding against mine. “Oh...god." She breathes against my lips. I grip her hips, guiding her movement, holding her as close as possible. The music is climbing in pace and intensity, as are Lilly's movements. She feels so damn good, but it's not enough, I need more of her. 
I grasp her thighs and stand, taking her with me. She wraps her legs around my waist. I move into the darkness at the back of the box, pressing her against the wall next to the door. I slam into her again, pinning her in place with my hips. She bites my neck, trying to bury her moans in my skin. My fingers dig into her soft flesh. The angelic voice below us climbs higher and higher, driving me on. My thrusts come hard and fast as I pound into her. Her ragged breath is hot against my searing skin. The music creeps higher again reaching its dramatic climax, I slam into her even harder. She starts to moan loudly and I clamp my hand over her mouth again, forcing her head back against the wall. The singer hits her final note, booming out a long high pitched symphony. I release Lilly's mouth as she screams my name, her cries drowned out and inaudible over the one elongated note. She tightens around me as she comes and I growl into her neck as I come hard, deep inside her. The singing abruptly stops, followed by loud applause. I stand motionless, with Lilly's legs wrapped around me. Our faces are inches apart as we stare at each other. Both our chests are still heaving and a thin sheen of sweat covers her beautiful face. I slowly lift her off of me and tenderly place her on the ground. Her skirt whispers to the floor, she straightens the dress and smooth’s a loose lock of hair. She looks perfect as though nothing happened. 
 
The rest of our time in Rome was spent much the same as the first day...inside of Lilly...In the bedroom...over the kitchen counter... in the pool. It was the best weekend of my life. Now, back to reality.
 
It's Wednesday and I have agreed to meet my sister’s new boyfriend this evening, much to my displeasure. I never know why she wants me to meet anyone, no-one will ever be good enough for her in my eyes. The only saving grace is that Lilly is coming with me, and I really do want her to meet Cat.
My sisters flat is in a large Chelsea town house which I happen to own. I press the buzzer and she buzzes us in.
Her apartment is very girly, everything is cream with soft landscapes on the walls. She has a varied range of furniture in the house, antique chairs have been re-upholstered with bright pink animal print, which contrasts the very modern glass dining table. Her kitchen looks like Cath Kidson threw up in there.
"Theo." She beams at me. She always gets overly loud when she's nervous, and I know she will be nervous.
"Cat." She kisses me on each cheek. “This is Lilly. Lilly, my sister Cat."
They exchange a hug. "It's so good to finally meet you properly." Cat gushes.
"You too." Lilly looks slightly awkward, but handles the whole thing rather well for her. I know this kind of thing freaks her out.
"Something smells good." I interrupt. Cat has always been a talented cook, something which I have never taken the slightest interest in.
"I'm making Lamb shanks." She turns and heads into the kitchen.
"Would you two like a drink?" She shouts from the kitchen.
"Water please." The glass dining table is set for four people, with a beautiful arrangement of flowers in the middle.
"Lilly, would you like wine?" Cat pokes her head around the door.
"Yes please, white would be great."
She comes out of the kitchen and hands us both a glass. "So where is he?" I sigh, resigned.
"Oh don't be like that. He'll be here soon. Please be nice Theo." She pouts and looks all sulky.
"I'm always nice." She frowns and cocks her head to the side. "The last one didn't count. He was an arse."
"No, you just thought he was. You think every man I have any interest in is an arse!" She says in an angry huff. Lilly laughs.
I shrug. "I won't deny it."
"Ugh. You have to like someone at some point surely." 
"Only if he doesn't believe in sex before marriage." I smirk at her and she laughs a girlish giggle.
"Lilly, please tell him he's ridiculous!" She whines.
"My brother's the same with me. I get it." She shrugs.
The buzzer sounds for the flat and Cat skips to the wall and presses the door release. She suddenly looks very anxious. She takes a deep breath and turns to me. 
"Please be nice." She's so whiney. I roll my eyes and shrug out of my suit jacket. I toss it on the back of the sofa and take off my tie, undoing the first two buttons of my shirt.
I hear Cat open the door and a man's voice. I turn toward the door and she leads in a fairly average looking man, he's about 5'10", medium build, mousey brown hair and brown eyes. He's wearing black jeans and a white shirt. Both he and Cat look edgy and nervous, Jesus, anyone would think I was a right twat.
"Theodore Ellis. You must be Brad." I got the lowdown from Cat last night so I already know his name, what he does etc.
"Yes. It's a pleasure to meet you Mr Ellis." He holds out his hand to me and I shake it.
"Please, call me Theo." I catch Cat's eye over his shoulder and smile at her. See, I can be nice. Sometimes.
"This is my girlfriend Lilly." He shakes her hand, looking quite flustered, not that I blame him. 
Cat serves dinner and it smells delicious. Lamb shanks with asparagus and dauphinoise potatoes.
We sit and eat, it tastes as good as it looks.
"So Brad, what do you do for a living?" I ask to make polite conversation.
"I'm an investment broker, stocks, shares and bonds mostly." I nod.
"Interesting job, playing with other people’s money." I ponder.
"Yes, but also risking other people’s money, it's hideously stressful sometimes." 
"Yes, I can imagine it is." I smile politely. "So Cat, how is the show coming along?" I ask changing the subject. I conclude that he's a little dull and Cat could definitely do better, but often the high flyers are the ones that would screw her over. I suddenly realise that I am what one might call a high flyer, and that this is probably most people’s opinion of me. Ironic.
"Good, I’ve designed the line, got a venue for it and a date. What I could really do with is some publicity and some influential people to be there." She eyes me meaningfully. Cat has been planning a big show to launch fashion line.
"Well I don't have much reach within the industry, but I’ll see what I can do." She grins, clearly delighted. I could meet with some editors, invest in their publications in exchange for some exposure. I would do anything for my little sister, I’ve seen her work and she really is talented. There is no limit to what I would pay for her to be happy and successful. Plus, it's all investment.
"Whenever Theo gets involved with anything it's pretty much always an overnight success. People just can't resist him, they practically throw business and money at him." She talks to Brad and Lilly, but smiles indulgently at me.
"Not quite." I frown at her.
"Well that's quite a talent to have." Brad raises an eyebrow.
Cat scoffs. "Plus fashion editors are usually female." She grins.
"Putty." I laugh. Mimicking the action with my hand.
“Oh god, don’t encourage him.” Lilly scolds.
Cat rolls her eyes but laughs with me. "That face best not let me down." She tries to look serious, pointing a finger at me but then giggles. “Sorry Lilly, us budding art types have to use everything at our disposal.” 
"It’s fine, he is pretty aren’t you princess.” She squeezes my cheek as she laughs, much to Cats delight. “My house mate is actually an intern for Catwalk. I could try and get her to put in a good word." Lilly offers.
"That would be amazing. Thank you." Cat grins.
When we're done Cat jumps up to clear the table announcing that there's pudding. She disappears into the kitchen.
I turn to Brad. "Now Brad, I just need to make you aware that if you touch my sister I’m going to break your legs." I stare him down.
"But..." He splutters. "I..."
"Theo!" Lilly scolds beside me. I place a hand on her thigh and squeeze.
I point at him. "No. Don't even think about it...You'll have to marry her first." I stare him straight in the eye and he squirms under my gaze.
"Um...ok." He stares down at his hands. I pause for a moment.
I slap him on the back. "I'm only winding you up." I chuckle. The kid looks scared shitless.
"Oh, thank god." He's visibly relieved. "That would have been awkward."
"In all seriousness though, if you hurt her I will hunt you down and I will ruin your life." He turns white. 
"I'm glad we got that cleared up." I smile at him broadly just as Cat walks back in the room.
Lilly is shaking her head at me, with what looks like disapproval written all over her features.
Cat eyes me. "How are you all getting on?" Her eyes flick suspiciously between the three of us.
"Good." I smile at Brad who meekly returns it.
The crème brulee that Cat made is so good, it melts on my tongue.
After dinner I help her wash up. Brad offers, but Cat sends him to 'relax and watch TV', which I thought unlikely seeing as how he probably knows we're discussing him. Lilly tries to help, but eventually gives up and decides to go and take care of some emails.
"What do you think?" Cat prompts as soon as we're alone.
"He seems nice enough."
"I can sense a but..." She fixes me with her bright blue eyes, probing me for information.
"Well, if I’m honest he's just a bit dull and a bit average." I look up expecting her to be stroppy, but instead she smiles.
"He's being quiet because he's terrified of you. He knows we're not close with our parents and that your opinion is the only one that matters to me. That's a lot of pressure on him. Plus, you're not exactly the kind of person who puts people at ease. Especially if they don't know you, I guess you're kind of intimidating." She giggles.
"And why is that funny?"
"Because it's you, I’d never see you that way. You're soft as shit really." She wraps her arms around my waist and squeezes me in a hug. I muss her hair.
"Thanks." I laugh. "Don't tell anyone though, I've got a reputation to uphold you know."
 



Chapter 20 – Lilly
 
Theo and I leave Cat's house fairly late. I thought both her and Brad were really lovely, despite Theo's best interest to make the poor guy uncomfortable.
"You know, you could have been nicer to him." I say once we're in the car.
He flashes me an innocent smile that doesn't wash in the slightest. "I have to make sure he's good enough for my baby sister." He shrugs.
"I'm pretty sure you're sister's old enough to work that out for herself." I roll my eyes.
"Yeah, but men are arseholes and Cat's young and naive. I don't want to see her fucked over." He says sincerely.
I stare at him in the darkness of the car. "You two seem really close." I whisper.
"We are. Like I said, our mother was never around much. We only had each other. William and I were always competitive, so we weren't that close, but Cat's always been everything to me." The tenderness in his voice makes my chest squeeze. He sounds so much like Harry. 
"Me and my brother are exactly the same." I say. "He pretty much raised me."
"You don’t talk about your family much." He says softly. Oh shit. 
"I told you, my dad died in a car accident and my Mother's, well I wish she was dead, put it that way." I try to keep my tone short, unopen to questioning. “Harry’s my best friend, my brother…my saviour.” I whisper.
"So you don’t see your mother or talk to her?"
"No. I hate her." I'm curt, but I don't want to talk about that woman.
“Lilly…” He rubs his hand over his face. “I don’t want to pry, but something’s been bugging me for a while.” Oh god, where is this going? “Do you remember that night at Allure when I pulled you into that alley and you had a panic attack?”
I don’t answer him, only nod. “And then again after the Rosemary Trust function, and then that nightmare.” I sigh. Yep, this is not going to go well.
He turns away from me and looks straight out the windscreen. “What happened to you?” He whispers.
“I…” What can I tell him? Shit think Lilly, think. “I told you before, I have a bad past.”
He focuses on me again. “You never tell me anything about you.” He’s trying to be careful but I can sense his under lying frustration.
“I’ve told you everything about me. I just haven’t told you about my past, because that’s exactly what it is, the past. It doesn’t define me.” I don’t want him to feel hurt by this, but my sordid past is not something that I want to taint my present and my future. I take his hand. “Just trust me when I say you’re better off not knowing. Please?” 
He studies me for a long time. His fingers brush my cheek and I can just make out his pained expression. I turn and kiss his palm. “Okay.” He whispers.
"Thank you." I whisper. He nods, but says nothing.
 
 
We go back to Theo's house. As soon as we get in I decide to take a shower. 
Theo unzips my dress and places a soft kiss between my shoulder blades. "I just need to send an email. I'll be back in a minute."
"Okay" I respond as I step out of my dress.
The water in the shower is scalding hot, just how I like it. It burns my skin pleasantly, bringing it almost to the point of pain, but not quite. I wash my hair with Theo's shampoo, the distinctive citrus scent always reminds me of him. My eyes are closed, rinsing the shampoo away when his warm body slides up against mine.
He brushes his fingers across my cheek before kissing me softly, almost delicately. His touch is soft and careful. I grip the back of his neck and press my lips to his hard, his response is not the usual fire I’m used to.
I sigh. “Theo, don’t treat me like I’m breakable.” I growl. I kiss him again, running my tongue across his lip. His hands wind into my hair as he kisses me back fiercely.  He releases my lips and takes one of my nipples in his mouth, sucking hard. I moan at the sensation. 
The look on his face is lust and burning desire, but also adoration. My hands explore the deeply etched lines of his torso. I run my hands down his sides until they reach the cut guidelines and trace them down until I reach his erection.
I grasp him in my hand and he moans against my lips. The water runs down my body, peaking off of my nipples and splashing down his stomach. He moans as I kiss him and slip my tongue inside his mouth. I Kiss my way down his chest and down over his stomach until I'm knelt in front of him. I take his hard cock in my mouth, flicking my tongue over the end. I suck and lick him, devouring him. He braces himself against the wall and groans. I take him as deep as I can, until I almost gag. He sucks in a sharp intake of breath. "Fuck." He growls before grasping the tops of my arms and pulling me to my feet. 
He spins me and pushes me roughly up against the wall. My chest presses against the cool tiles making me gasp as my nipples stiffen. The contrast of the cold wall and the hot water heightens my senses. He presses his chest up against my back, wrapping his arms around me tightly. One hand trails down the front of my stomach. He rubs my clit, making me moan and I throw my head back against his shoulder. 
"I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk tomorrow." He growls in my ear. Oh god, I love it when he's rough like this. I love that I can drive him to this. He places a thigh between my legs and pushes my legs apart. The pressure on my clit increases, making me clench deliciously. My whole body shudders as I cry out. He slams into me just as my orgasm rips through me and holy shit. 
"Ah, fuck." He groans as my body clenches around him, pulling him deeper.
He grabs my hips and slams into me. My palms are pressed against the wall, braced against the onslaught.
He pulls me back a step away from the wall before pushing my back down so I'm bent over in front of him. The water cascades over my back. He pumps into me, growling in his frenzy. He grabs my hair, wrapping it around his hand and pulling my head back. My back bows and he slips even deeper inside me.
I cry out as I start to tremble. "Not yet sugar." He says.
He folds his body over mine and kisses my back. He grabs both of my shoulders, pulling me back against him. 
"Oh god, I'm going to come." I moan. He picks up his pace and I explode around him. My insides tremble and shudder. I cry out as he growls and then stiffens behind me.
He pulls me up and leans back against the wall, holding me against him. We're both breathing heavily.
"Wow." That's all I manage to say. He laughs before pressing a kiss into the side of my neck.
 
The next morning I'm woken up by my phone ringing. I check the clock as I reach for it. Who the hell is calling at nine on a Sunday? I quickly answer it as a creep out of the room and into the hallway. Theo stirs but doesn't wake up.
"Hello?" I rasp in a sleepy voice.
"Miss Parker?" A very formal female voice asks.
"Speaking."
"Miss Parker it's Detective Harwood here." My stomach bottoms out.
"Oh, hi."
"Sorry to call on a Sunday but I thought you should know immediately...We've had a DNA match for your attacker. He was arrested after another attack last night."
"Um...Okay." I whisper.
"Are you okay?" She sounds concerned.
"I'm fine. That's good news." I rasp.
"It is. I'll keep you posted on court dates. The case should be pretty water tight, but if you have legal representation then do tell them. They can contact us if they wish to obtain evidence."
"Um, yeah, sure. Thanks for letting me know." I whisper.
"Of course. I'll be in touch." Then she hangs up. My knees buckle and I slide down the wall. The cold of the wooden floor bites into my bare thighs as I fall in a heap. I bring my knees to my chest and pull Theo's oversized T-shirt over them. I wrap my arms around my shins and rest my chin on my knees holding myself together. I feel numb. This should be a good thing, but right now it's just a shock. I've pushed it so far from my mind for so long. Tried to pretend it didn't happen, along with all the other shit in my life and now it's right there, staring me in the face. I fix my stare on a painting hanging on the wall opposite. It's a scene of a lake with a small rowing boat drifting across it. Everything about it seems so serene. I try and absorb it's serenity and calm my panicked state.
The door clicks open beside me, but I don't turn to look at him.
"Lilly?" He crouches down beside me and strokes my hair softly. "What's wrong?" I swallow hard. I open my mouth to respond but no words will come out. "Lilly you're scaring me. You're as white as a sheet." He holds my face, forcing me to look at him. His eyebrows pinch together, his beautiful deep blue eyes etched with concern.
"I'm fine." I manage to whisper. He searches my face. I won't lie to him, but I'm not ready to tell him this. I need a few days to get my head around it. It feels like I’m keeping so much from him, but its better this way.
Without a word he hooks his arms underneath me and picks me up off the floor. I sink into his chest, taking comfort in his warmth.
He puts me back in the bed and crawls behind me, pulling me back against him. He strokes my hair over and over, soothing me.
"Whatever it is, we'll deal with it." He whispers. He wouldn't be able to guess in a million years what the problem is. He's probably panicking thinking I'm pregnant or something. This is so much worse. I've seen the way people react when I've told them my story before, even trained professionals. Their reaction is pity, they see me as a victim. It makes me sick to my stomach. The one person I couldn't bear to have look at me like that is Theo.
 
Theo wakes me up later in the morning. He sits on the edge of the bed wearing a T-shirt and sweats, holding a cup of coffee. His hair is messy and catches the light streaming through the window. I smile at his ridiculous beauty. His lips pull into a heart stopping smile, making my heart flutter. I grab the front of his shirt and pull him down to me. He kisses me softly. I run my nails over the back of his neck, inhaling his fresh citrus scent.
"Hmm, I think I'll keep you. You're a very nice alarm clock." He smiles against my lips, before dipping his head and kissing down my neck.
"I would happily wake up next to you every morning." His tongue traces a line to the edge of my jaw. I small moan escapes me as I wrap my arms around him, pinning him to me.
His hands run up over my thighs. "Very happily." He chuckles before pulling back away from me.
"Where do you think you're going?" I whine.
He laughs. "Well we are eager this morning." He smiles that perfect, dripping in sex smile.
I raise an eyebrow. "Don't look at me like that unless you’re prepared to do something about it." I grumble.
"I will most definitely do something about it, but first I have a surprise for you. Get dressed." He kisses my forehead before standing.
"This had better be really bloody good." I grumble.
"Oh it is."
"Better than you naked and on top of me on a Sunday morning?" I raise an eyebrow. He just laughs before leaving the room.
Theo is waiting for me in the hallway when I open the bedroom door. He hands me something. I open my hand and plastic fob. 
"What's this?" I frown down at the object.
"Why don't you go outside and see." He steps aside as I move to the front door. I look down at the fob again and notice the little silver trident against the black plastic. My eyes dart to his. "Oh my god you didn't?!" 
I yank the front door open and there in the driveway is the midnight blue Maserati. The number plate: L1LLY. I squeal and turn to find Theo stood right behind me.
"You brought it all the way from Italy?"
"Well, you two seemed rather attached, so I had her shipped over. She's all yours." He smiles widely.
"Theo!" I slap his chest lightly. "You cannot give me a car!" I whine. "Especially not that car. I mean it's sooo nice." I look longingly at it.
He laughs. "I only use it when I’m in Italy. And I would donate a hundred cars just to put that smile on your face." He brushes his knuckles across my cheek.
"But it's a ridiculous amount of money to gift someone."
"You're not just someone, you're the one Lilly. I'd lay the world at your feet to make you happy." Oh my god, how the hell did I end up with this man. Any day now something is going to happen and he'll disappear in a puff of smoke.
"You're good." I raise an eyebrow and smile at him.
He leans in and kisses me. "I know." He murmurs against my lips.
"Want to go for a drive? Christen the inside?" I giggle.
"Sure." He flashes his sexy little wry smile.
Best weekend ever!
 



Chapter 21 – Theo
 
I wake up to the loud buzzing of a phone vibrating against a surface. I groan and reach over the bedside table in search of it.
"Hey." Lilly's sleepy voice breaks off the hideous sound.
"What! How?" She sounds panicked. There's a long pause. "Yeah I guess...Okay, thanks for calling babe. I'll look now." She puts the phone back on the bedside table and leans down to pull an Ipad out of her bag beside the bed.
"What's wrong?" I ask her.
"That was Molly, apparently we're all over every gossip site there is, as an official couple." She mumbles. She taps the screen a few times before turning it towards me.
The page is titled: Ellis' New Squeeze.
There are three pictures. The first is a picture of Lilly and I at the Rosemary Trust fund raiser. We're dancing, her back is to the camera and my face is pressed into her neck in a clearly intimate way, my arms are wrapped around her. The second is of me holding open the door of the Aston for her, and the third is of us outside the opera in Rome. She looks smoking. 
"You look hot Sugar." I kiss her shoulder and flick my tongue teasingly along her skin. She slaps my chest gently.
"This is serious Theo. They know who I am." She looks upset.
"Don't panic." I take the tablet from her and read the article.
It appears that our very own millionaire playboy Theodore Ellis has finally settled down. He's previously been romantically linked to Darcy Lorell, Tina Cortilla and Nancy Porter, but never in an official capacity. 
He arrived dateless last weekend as he attended the Rosemary trust fundraiser. However once inside the event he was quickly spotted with the same red head he's been seen with several times over the last month. Sources have confirmed that the pair are in fact an item. So who exactly is the woman that has managed to capture the ever elusive Theodore Ellis I hear you say. Based on her looks you’d think perhaps a model? Wrong.  Sources have confirmed her as Lilly Parker, a solicitor for Florell and Simmons. Yes that's right brains and beauty, but we wouldn't expect anything less from the woman dating Britain’s most notorious ladies’ man. One thing’s for sure, they make a sickeningly good looking couple.
"Well, they were bound to find out who you are eventually. I think they've portrayed you quite well." I smile at her and stroke her hair, trying to calm her.
"I just know there will be rumours and speculation that you're still up to old tricks." She huffs. "They just love the idea of you fucking a different celebrity each week."
I roll over her, pressing her into the mattress. I cup her face with my hand. "But I'm not. I'm with you, and no-one else even comes close to you in my eyes. How can you doubt my feelings for you?" I kiss her nose.
She sighs. "I know. I trust you." She relaxes against me and runs her fingers into my hair. "I just hate being perceived as the stupid girlfriend, naive to your ways." She rolls her eyes.
"It doesn't matter what anyone else thinks." I press my lips to hers firmly. "You are everything I want." I whisper against her lips.
She kisses me back hard, her lips part allowing me access to her tongue. She hums against my lips. I pull away to kiss her throat, leaving her breathless.
"Okay. You're right." She sighs. 
"Of course. I'm always right."
She runs her fingers across my stubble, holding my gaze. "Well as much as I would love to stay right here I need to get ready for work and the guaranteed barrage of shit I'm going to get for fucking my client." She presses her lips to mine quickly before shimmying out from underneath me. I watch her naked retreating back as she makes her way into the bathroom. I may need to take a cold shower after watching her perfect little arse.
 
Over the next couple of days I have photographers outside my offices. I was then hounded by them outside Florell and Simmons when I went to pick Lilly up for lunch, and they were at her flat when I dropped her off that evening. Jesus, surely they've got better things to do. 
I can cope with the press, I’m used to it, but Lilly’s not. I just hope the vultures don’t go dragging through every scrap of information they can find about her, it might be enough to spook her.
 
I'm in the office on Wednesday morning when Hugo bursts through the door. He's wearing what looks like gym kit and he's out of breath. He's carrying only a newspaper.
"Jesus Hugo, don't you knock." It's only eight thirty and I haven't had coffee yet, which always leaves me in a sour mood. Speaking of which, what the hell is Hugo doing up this early, he's usually hung-over...or still pissed.
"I came as soon as I saw it. I was worried you'd see it on the street or something and freak out." His face is etched with concern.
"What are you on about?"
He puts the paper down in front of me and steps back carefully as though it were explosive.
There's a big picture of Lilly and I leaving her offices on Monday lunchtime.
The article reads: Lilly Parker Court Case
Lilly Parker, the twenty two year old Girlfriend of Theodore Ellis is due in court at the end of the month. Miss Parker was the victim of a vicious University Date Rape scandal back in September last year, whereby she was drugged with Rohypnol and sexually attacked. She was overdosed with the drug, resulting in a week long coma after the attack. The suspect, twenty two year old Daryl Lawson was caught after another attack on Saturday night. The evidence at this stage is unclear, but sources have confirmed DNA evidence has linked Mr Lawson to both attacks.......
 
I stop reading. By the time I put the paper down my hands are shaking. A red mist descends as the anger and fury slowly take a hold of me. It pulses through me like a tangible force, beating away at me.
"She was raped?" I barely whisper.
"Wait, you didn't know?!" Hugo's eyebrows shoot up.
"Some bastard fucking raped her!" I roar. Suddenly everything clicks into place. Her behaviour, her mistrust of people. I've never been one to lose my temper, but I have a near desperate desire to kill the faceless man responsible for this.
"Fuck Theo. I mean, I was shocked, but I assumed you knew. Shit. I'm sorry man. I just thought you'd maybe try and protect her from it. The press are going to be all over her for this."
"She didn't tell me." I growl. "She didn't trust me enough to tell me." I stand abruptly pulling on my jacket, before striding from the room. I don't stop until I'm in the elevator. Hugo hops in with me.
"Theo, I know your upset right now, but please don't do anything rash." The doors ping open. He grabs my shoulder. "You know where I am if you need to talk."
"Thanks." I mumble as I stalk through the lobby. A few paparazzi wait outside the building.
"Mr Ellis, Mr Ellis." They shout. "How do you feel about your girlfriends up and coming court appearance?" I turn toward the pack of vultures and glare at them. A few of them physically recoil away from me.
"How do you think I feel!?" I shout. Cameras click furiously as I stalk to the pavement and hail a cab. I left in such a rush I didn't get a chance to even call James.
Once in the cab I call through to Kerry, the head of P.R.
"Mr Ellis?" Kerry's voice sounds nervous, as it should be with this shit storm getting out.
"Why the fuck is my girlfriend’s court case spread all over the fucking Sun?!" I yell.
"Sir, I'm sorry. We've heard nothing about it until this morning." She stammers.
"Well I want whatever waste of space that felt the need to write that article finished. I want to know how they got hold of the information in the first place. Is that clear?!" I seethe.
"Yes sir." I hang up.
The cab pulls up outside Circus House. I throw some notes at him and cross the pavement into the building.
 
I don't bother to stop and speak to the receptionist when I reach the Thirteenth floor. My anger is still very much in full effect as I walk straight down the corridor to Lilly's office. I knock once before pushing the door open. Lilly's shocked gaze meets mine. 
"Hi..." She looks confused.
"Mr Ellis." Mr Walker is welcoming but clearly perplexed by my unexpected arrival.
"Mr Walker could you please give us a moment." My eyes never leave Lilly. I grind my teeth in an attempt to keep the rage contained. Walker leaves, perhaps sensing this isn't the time to question me. The door quietly clicks shut behind him.
"Have you seen page five of The Sun this morning?" I ask coldly, keeping my voice low.
"Um, no. It's not really my kind of thing." She frowns.
"Well I have. Never the best place to find out that your girlfriend was raped." I secretly hope that she'll tell me it's all just a fabrication of the press, a complete lie, but her face goes white.
She closes her eyes. "No, no, no." She whispers. Her head drops into her hands. My anger dissipates slightly at seeing her crumble.
I lean against her desk and touch her shoulder. "Lilly why didn't you tell me?" I ask.
"No-one knows. Until now." The horror is clear on her features as she lifts her head.
"No-one?"
"Only Molly and George knew." She shakes her head. "Because they were there."
"But you didn't think I deserved to know something like this?" I say flatly.
Her eyes snap up to meet mine. "No, I didn't, not yet. It's my shit to deal with Theo." She says coldly.
"So instead I have to find out at the same time as the rest of the world!?" I try to bite back the flash of temper.
"You know what Theo, this isn't about you. It's not something you needed to know. What I choose to tell you is my fucking choice." Her voice is low and distant. I can almost see the moment where the shutters come down, blocking me out as though I were just any other person and not the guy who would walk on hot coals for her. I know she's just hurting, but it still fucking kills me that she won't let me in.
"Jesus Christ Lilly, this isn't just a titbit of information, this is huge. If I'd known I could have made sure this never got into the papers at all." I run my hands through my hair as I start pacing the room. "Why do you have to be so god damn evasive all the time?!" I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to rein it in.
Her fiery temper surfaces like a viper. "I don't need you to protect me Theo. I don't need anyone. Fuck off and go and play the caveman role elsewhere." She screams, spitting venom in my direction.
My temper jumps to the forefront burning in my chest and boiling over, spurred by her blatant rejection. "Fuck!" I launch my fist into the nearest wall, leaving a hole in the dry wall. I grit my teeth and take deep breaths before turning to her. Her eyes are blazing with fury, ready for the fight. Something in me breaks. "Fine Lilly. You know what fucking fine. You don't tell me shit anyway. I'm done with all these secrets and lies. This relationship is such bullshit!" I turn on my heel and storm out. I don't stop until I'm in the back of a cab again. 
The red hot rage starts to give way to something else. As I piece together the fragmented shards of Lilly's closed off personality I see a woman who is broken. I feel the loss for the trusting carefree woman she could have been and a crippling pain over the tragic events inflicted upon that woman. I want to take away her pain and hold her. 
No matter how hard I try though I can't let it go, I can't move past the hurt and betrayal that I feel over her lack of trust in me. God I'm such a selfish arsehole.
 
Within an hour of my leaving her office I call Lilly to apologise. It goes to answerphone, so I call again, same result. I call fifteen times in the next three hours. Nothing. In the end I call Walkers office, but he tells me she's gone home for the rest of the day.
 
I pull up outside Lilly's flat and see the Maserati parked outside on double yellow lines. She must be in.
I press the buzzer a few times before someone eventually answers. "Hello?"
"Lilly?" 
"No, it's me, Molly." Her voice is quiet.
"Is she there?" The desperation leaks into my voice.
"She had a rough morning. She's taking a nap."
I rest my head against the door in defeat. "I really fucked up." I say quietly.
"Yeah, you did. Look, give me five minutes." The speaker crackles and then goes dead.
A few minutes later Molly opens the door and steps outside. "Let’s take a walk." She heads off down the pavement as I slowly turn and follow her in a daze. We cross the road into Holland Park.
We walk for a while before I break the silence. "How is she?" I ask.
"Okay, all things considered. She's tough, you know that." Her eyes soften as she talks about her friend.
"She is." I whisper. "I was a total prick to her earlier." The guilt grips me painfully.
She nods. "Yeah, from what I can gather you were kind of a douche." She smiles.
"I didn't know what to do. I guess I was just pissed that she didn't tell me you know." I search her features.
"I know." She gives me a reassuring nod. "But you have to realise that she's has been through a lot. Lilly's tough exterior is the result of having to toughen up. Lilly learned very early on, too early on, that the world is a tough place and people can be very cruel.  The Lilly you know is just a protective wall for the person I know underneath it. She will have wanted to tell you, I expect she was just trying to find the right time. She never talks about it, not to anyone." She shakes her head and looks desperately sad.
"I...was it..." I take a deep breath, unable to form the words that I'm not sure I want an answer to.
Her eyes fix me. "Was it bad?" I nod my head. She sighs. "The most horrific thing I've ever seen...I found her. I should have kept a better eye on her, but never in a million years did I think that would happen." Her face contorts in pain. We pause at a bench under an oak tree and sit. "We were at a house party. She was barely tipsy, and George was wasted, so I was keeping an eye on him. Even when I noticed she was missing I just assumed she'd pulled." Her eyes drop to her hands in her lap. Her eyebrows pinch together. I can tell this is hard for her. "After a while I went upstairs to find her." She gasps a shuddering sharp intake of breath as a tear slips down her cheek. 
I sit closer to her and wrap an arm around her shoulders. "You don't have to tell me Molly."
She shakes her head. "No I do, because Lilly will never tell you." She takes a deep breath. "When I opened the door all I saw at first was a bed and then blood. I panicked. She was unconscious and I couldn't work out where the bleeding was coming from. Then I noticed her lips were blue. She wasn't breathing." A sob shakes her frame. "I gave her CPR and screamed for someone to call an ambulance." Her eyes are distant as she relives the night. "When the ambulance got there they had to defibrillate her." More tears stream down her cheeks.
She turns to look at me again. "The forensics surmised that she was overdosed with Rohypnol, enough to stop her heart, but she still put up a fight until the drugs over powered her. The blood was from a cut to her head, probably from the struggle. He broke her wrist and two ribs as well. She was in a coma for six days. The police photographed all the bruises and took DNA samples. Bastard didn't even use a condom." She sniffs. “When she woke up, she didn't say a word about it. It's like she just pretended it never happened. The worst part about it is that she'd already had a terrible life before that.” She looks at me. “I know you love her Theo, but you can’t even begin to guess what she’s been through. It’s a wonder she can even get out of bed in the morning. She was trying to get her life back when the rape happened. I thought after that she might be damaged beyond repair." She shakes her head. "In true Lilly fashion, she picked herself up, dusted herself off and got on with her life. I wish I had half her strength.” She smiles. “You know, if that happened to me I think I’d be suicidal, but Lilly didn't shed a single tear. I asked her to go and see a psychiatrist, but she wouldn't. Instead she took up self-defence training."
"Yeah, I've seen her in action. That must have been some teacher." I whisper, afraid that if I raise my voice at all it'll crack. Unable to respond to what I've just been told, the images flash through my mind and my heart breaks for the woman I love more than anything in this world. I would give anything to protect her from this.
She places her hand on my forearm. "I know you love her, and I truly think you can make her happy Theo. God knows she deserves some happiness." She smiles warmly at me. "That's why I'm telling you this. I'm hoping it might help you to see why she didn't tell you. She's going to need you over the next few weeks. Lilly is a closed book, and there is a lot more to the story. I hope that one day she tells you, but be warned it's not pretty. All you can do is respect her for what she's overcome. She hates weakness and loathes pity. Remember that."
"I doubt she'll even want to see me after today." I swallow hard, crippled by the prospect that I may have messed up irrevocably. 
"Lilly will do what Lilly does best, she'll push you away because you hurt her, exactly the same as you pushed her away because she hurt you. You should know by now that Lilly is worth fighting for." I can see how much Molly loves Lilly. "I've known her for twenty years Theo, she's never been happier than with you."
"Thanks Molly. I will fight." I promise her.
 
It turns out that fighting is really difficult when the person you're fighting for won't see you. I make an appointment with Josh on Thursday to try and see her. When I arrive at his office he tells me she's taken annual leave for the remainder of the week.
I try her at the flat. I call her. I email her. Nothing. Molly keeps me updated on how she is via the occasional text, but that's the only contact I have to Lilly's life. 
 
By Friday night I've fallen into a deep depression. I feel as though the best part of my life has just vanished and all that's left is the benign details. It's as though all the colour has been washed from my world, leaving me in muted tones of grey. 
My phone rings, shrill through the silence of my living room. The display reads Hugo. 
"Hugo, I told you I'm not coming out." I say curtly.
"Theo. Look, I'm at the club." He pauses. "Lilly's here. Mate, she's absolutely wasted. Molly's just come to find me. She can't get her to stop." His voice is as serious as I've ever heard.
"Well fucking cut her off. Jesus Hugo." I grit my teeth.
"I have, but well let’s just say the sharks are circling. They keep buying her bloody drinks. I've already had four kicked out, but they just keep coming. She won't listen to me or Molly. That girl is on serious self-destruct mode Theo. You need to get the fuck down here."
"For fuck’s sake. Give me ten minutes."
"Thank you." He sounds relieved. 
I leave the Range Rover parked on the curb right outside the club, before jumping out and jogging inside. The bass of the music thrums through my body, the flashing of strobe lights and coloured lasers across the dance floor daze my senses. I turn when I feel a hand on my arm. Molly's face is white. She looks like she's been crying.
"Molly. Are you okay?" I ask, concerned.
"Theo. I'm so glad you're here." Before I can reply she throws her arms around my neck and hugs me. "Thank you." She says against my shoulder. I push her back and look at her face.
"Molly, where is she?" 
She points across the dance floor. At first I don't see her, until I spot the form of a woman slumped and being physically held up by a man. Another man stands close behind her. 
Once again, the familiar rage of the past few days surfaces. A rage that only she has the ability to rile in me, derived form a fierce need to protect her. I feel it burn through my veins. Except this time I have a target for it. An outlet.
"Molly, follow me." I say coldly. 
I storm across the dance floor with one thing in mind.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck. Theo no!" I hear Hugo's voice nearby, but I'm too focused to turn away. I don't even break stride as I pull my elbow back and drive my fist forward with all my force into the face of the guy behind her. He goes down hard and doesn't move.
"Ah, shit." Hugo appears beside me. I turn to look at the guy still holding Lilly. She's slumped forward, barely able to hold her own weight. 
"I'm going to give you three seconds. If you're still fucking touching her you're a dead man." I roar over the music.
I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her backwards against my chest. The guy steps away, holding his hands up before seeing to his unconscious friend. 
I brush the hair off of her face and look at her, her eyes are shut as her body falls limp in my arms. "Theo." She says so quietly I can barely hear her.
"Its okay sugar, I've got you." I scoop her up and hold her against my chest as I carry her out of the club.
She mumbles incoherently, but otherwise makes no attempt to move.
"Is she Okay?" Molly jogs along beside me, her heels clicking along the pavement.
"She's unconscious. I'll make sure she's okay." I say shortly, because I don't want to shout at Molly, but right now I want to just for letting her get into this state.
"Okay." She whispers. "Thanks Theo." I nod.
I recline the passenger seat of the Range Rover and lay Lilly down on it. I brush her hair to the side and stroke her cheek. The feisty, take no shit woman seems so far away now and it breaks my heart.
When I get her home I carry her to bed. I take off her dress and manage to dress her limp body in one of my T-shirts. I climb into bed with her and hold her, wishing desperately that I could shield her from all the shit the world has already inflicted on her. 
 
I'm cooking dinner when Lilly finally steps into the living area. She's been out cold all day. Her eyebrows are pulled together in confusion.
"Hey." I say, trying to break the silence.
"Hey." Her voice is raspy. "How...Why am I...?" She stammers.
"Hugo called me last night. Asked me to come and get you. He was worried." I say curtly whilst still cutting veg.
"I...I can't remember." She stares at a spot on the ground. "Thank you." She whispers before turning to descend the stairs again.
"What were you thinking Lilly?" I say through gritted teeth, trying hard not to allow my anger to surface. "Anything could have happened to you last night." She stills, her back still turned toward me. Her shoulders stiffen.
"I just needed to forget again." She whispers. I say nothing. She sounds so lost. "It’s easier to pretend it never happened.” She pauses. “Any of it. So I got drunk, and I forgot..." She takes a step toward the stairs.
"Where are you going?" I ask.
She stops and glances over her shoulder. "Home." She says quietly.
"Lilly." I say her name, my voice breaking, one word with a thousand different words hiding behind it, words I wish I could tell her.
She takes a deep breath, her shoulders rising and falling. "Please don't. I can't do this Theo." Her voice is a broken whisper which rips my chest open.
"Look I'm sorry. I'm sorry for what happened to you, more than you can possibly know. And I'm so fucking sorry for the way I reacted to it. I just...I want to protect you from anything that would hurt you. I was hurt that you didn't tell me. I thought you trusted me." I inhale shakily. I step around the kitchen counter and toward where she stands at the top of the stairs with her back to me. "Please just stay for dinner so we can talk." I plead.
“I need to go home.” 
“Please Lilly, just give me a chance.” I beg
She sighs. "Okay. I'll stay because I owe you, but then I'm going home." She turns and walks through the open french doors and out onto the patio. 
 



Chapter 22 – Lilly
 
I lean on the railings that surround Theo's huge patio, the light in the pool makes the entire space glow a luminescent blue. I stare out over the vast city. The lights glitter like a thousand firefly's in the distance. I feel so removed from my surroundings up here. 
I don’t know what I was thinking last night. It was drinking to forget that got me attacked in the first place. Maybe there’s a subconscious part of my brain that likes misery, that doesn’t want to be happy. God knows I can’t actually remember what happiness feels like. I think I’m the closest to it when I’m with Theo, and now that’s ruined too. I’m self-destructive.
This week has been awful. I got date raped, big deal. I don’t remember it. I was in a coma apparently, I woke up and I was fine. Do I feel violated? Of course. Do I want to kill the fucker that did it? Yes. Do I feel like a victim? Never. I will never be a victim. Theo, Molly, George, the press, they all make me feel like a victim. I feel horribly fragile and I'm angry at myself for allowing such weakness. 
"Lilly." Theo stands behind me holding out a bottle of water. 
I take it from him, my fingers lightly brushing his. "Thanks." I mumble.
He motions for me to sit at a small table pushed up against the railings. I sit, the cool metal of the chair sending a chill up my bare thighs. Theo sits across from me.
"I hurt you Lilly, and I'm sorry. I want to protect you from anyone who would harm you, not cause it." His head hangs low, the shame rolls off of him in waves. He looks dishevelled. Dark circles have formed under his beautiful eyes. 
"I should have told you. The reason I didn't tell you Theo is because you've never made me feel anything but strong." I meet his pained gaze. "You're the last person who I ever wanted to look at me the way you're looking at me now." I turn and look out over the city, unable to meet his gaze for the first time since I met him.
"Looking at you like what?"
"Like I'm a wounded animal. Like you feel sorry for me." I swallow hard.
His face blanches. "Of course I feel sorry for you Lilly. I'm not a heartless bastard. Jesus." He frowns.
"I don't want your pity Theo." I snap back. 
He reaches across the table and grabs my chin, forcing me to look at him. "What do you want from me? What am I supposed to do with this Lilly? Tell me, because right now all I want to do is find the piece of shit that did this to you and kill him." He closes his eyes and takes deep breaths. His jaw twitches with the strain. His fingers move and cup my cheek.
"I need you to do what you do best." I inhale deeply, leaning into his touch. "Be strong, make me feel strong." I meet his desperate gaze, his features so strained.
"I don't know how." His hand drops away as his eyes become desperately sad.
"You don't need to, it's just you." I think back to the way he was in my office that day. The anger, and the hurt in his eyes. "You walked away Theo. You found out and you walked away. That’s why I didn’t tell you.”
 "I didn't handle it well. I'm so sorry." He looks ashamed of himself.
“This is why I warned you. I told you I had some shit in my past.” I bite my lip. "The look in your eyes when you were in my office...it was disgust." A wave of emotion threatens, my chest tightens with it as I speak the words. He moves and crouches in front of my chair. He brushes his thumb across my cheek, making my skin tingle.
"No. Never. The only disgust I feel is toward the bastard that did this to you. I'm in awe of you Lilly. I always have been, long before I knew about this. It hasn't changed anything." His lips pull up in a small sad smile.
I stare at him for a long time, studying his deep blue eyes, his full lips. He grabs my face in both hands and leans his forehead against mine. "I'm so sorry sugar." He breathes against my lips. For the first time in days I feel as though I can breathe, as though he's physically pumping oxygen into my atmosphere. "I love you." He whispers. I crumble and fall against his chest, gravitating towards the safety of his embrace. He wraps his strong arms around me, holding me tightly. I bury my face in his neck, inhaling the wonderfully rich scent of him. "It's okay. I'm here." He whispers over and over. Theo is not a man to take comfort in, but he’s my man to take comfort in.
I pull back and press my lips to his firmly. He kisses me tenderly, making me feel his love. I melt into him and fuse my body against his, as though his very essence is essential to my survival right now. My hands cling to his back as he holds my face, stroking his thumbs over my jaw as his lips soothe me.
I pull at the hem of the oversized T-shirt I'm wearing, pulling it up and over my head, leaving me completely naked. He holds my face as he pulls back slightly. 
"Lilly, we don't have to do that." He whispers, though I can see the desire in his dark eyes.
"Make me feel strong Theo." I whisper against his lips, a groan rumbles from his throat before his lips crash back down over mine. I claw at his shirt and pull it over his head. My hands run over the thick muscles of his torso, my fingers trace the lines and valleys of his abs, before hooking into the waistband of his jeans. He stands abruptly and drops them to the ground before stepping out of them. The sight of Theo naked is something I will never get used to. He's perfect in every way. His broad defined chest, those chiselled abs and his guidelines which drop down to his beautiful cock and his thickly muscled legs. He's all man, so incredibly virile and pure alpha male. 
He bends down and picks me up around my waist. I wrap my legs around him, his feverishly hot skin heats the insides of my thighs as they press against him. I crush my lips to his as he moves us. He sits on one of the sun loungers, holding me so that I’m hovering just above his cock. His hand slips between my legs, brushing against me gently. His teeth graze my earlobe. His touch is gentle, careful. His lips, tongue and teeth work over my exposed throat. He dips a finger inside me and my body tightens, trying to pull him deeper, begging for more. His finger retreats and is quickly replaced with the head of his cock. He lowers me onto him before pulling back up. He holds my arse, his biceps bulging as he flexes my weight easily. I run my hands over his strong muscles, complimented so beautifully by the ink work winding over his skin. 
"Please, Theo." I whimper. His lips leave my neck and his gaze meets mine, he holds my stare as I sink all the way onto him. I cry out, the feeling of him buried inside me is exquisite. His intense blue eyes grip me, making it hard to breathe. That one look makes me feel loved, adored, wanted, needed and strong. I feel unbreakably strong in this man's arms.
I rock my hips against him, my eyes never leaving his. He just holds me close whilst I take what I need from him, his forehead against mine, placing gentle kisses on my face and lips. His hands stroke my back, my face, my hair. This is more than sex, this is something I can’t explain. Some things just don’t need an explanation. When I finally climax I cry out his name as my body trembles. He growls my name, his eyes never leaving mine. The moment is so unbearably intense, yet so incredibly sweet. 
I sit there with him for what feels like hours as he just holds me, strokes my hair, my skin, my lips until I start to feel the shiver of the night air. Silently he picks me up and walks me inside, down the stairs and into his bedroom. He places me on the bed and climbs in with me, pulling me onto his enormous chest. I press my face against the smooth skin and almost instantly fall asleep.
 
I wake up to bright sunshine streaming through the windows. I'm alone but the smell of Theo's citrus shower gel permeates my senses. I've missed him this last week, funny that I never thought I would miss a man. I’ve fought Theo so hard. Even when I agreed to be with him, I’ve never let him in. I’ve never let him love me. I’ve always been so determined not to need anybody, to be fine on my own, that I’ve fought his love. I finally realise that it’s okay to need someone once in a while and it’s okay to have someone to lean on, to help you when the going gets tough. There is no shame or weakness in that, it’s just life. Theo is that person for me. He understands me, he supports me and he loves me. 
I smile to myself as I notice a note on the bedside table. 
Sugar. 
I'm making breakfast when you're ready. You've gotten skinny, so be prepared to eat lots! x
I smile as I hop out of bed and throw on a pair of his tracky bums and a hoody. It's all massive of course, but I don't care.
I head upstairs and just as I'm crossing the hall the doorbell rings. I have no idea who it could be on a Sunday morning. I open the door and see a small blonde woman at the door. She's pretty with shoulder length blonde hair and sparkling green eyes. She's wearing a sky blue maxi dress with a black leather jacket. Her large sun glasses are propped in her sun kissed hair. 
"Hi." I greet her, becoming aware far too late that I'm dressed like a homeless person. "Can I help you?" I ask politely.
"Is Theo in?" She asks, her eyes assessing me.
"Yeah, he's upstairs. Are you a friend?" I don't want to sound rude, but I don't want to let her in. What if she's some random stalker? 
"Yeah. My name's Cassie." She holds out her hand to me.
"I'm Lilly. Theo's girlfriend." I shake her hand. She raises both eye brows.
"Figures." She says very quietly.
"Well if you want to come in, I'll take you to him." I can’t very well just leave her on the doorstep, so I open the door wider.
"Sure. Thanks." 
I lead her upstairs to the living area.
Theo frowns at me as I lead the girl to the kitchen area. "Do you want a drink or anything?" I ask as I pour a glass of water for myself.
"Oh, no thanks. I just need to talk to Theo." Her bubbly voice is almost childlike.
"Um, do I know you?" He asks coldly. Oh shit, maybe she is a stalker.
"I'm Cassie. You might not remember me. We bumped into each other a few months back in Poison..." He continues to frown at her, this is clearly not clarification. I'm pretty sure that if he met her in a club then this is not exactly a conversation I want to be privy to. I look her over again. She seems young, no older than twenty. The thought of Theo sleeping with her makes my stomach drop, but I think that would be the case for any of his former conquests, which is half of London apparently. 
"Um, do you mind if we speak alone." She looks embarrassed as she stares at the floor.
"Look. I have no idea who you are. If I had a thing with you and didn't call then I apologise, but as you can see I have a girlfriend who I'm very happy with. I have things to do if you'll excuse me. Lilly, can you show her out babe." 
He starts to turn away when her small voice halts him. "We did have a ‘thing’ and I'm pregnant." I freeze as my world comes to a screeching halt. She's not showing which means this was recent. I hear the air leave his body. He whirls back around and glares at her so fiercely I almost want to protect the girl. She looks so fragile and scared. I study her and weirdly I believe her. I start to shake. He cheated, just like you always thought he would Lilly and you fucking trusted him. You stupid bitch.
I turn and numbly stagger down the stairs. "Lilly!" Theo's pained voice calls after me. 
My chest grips in an all-out panic. I need to get out of here. Fuck. I don't have a car. I hurry into the bedroom and throw on my dress from the night before. Leaving his clothes and going sans underwear. I grab my clutch and shoes. I can hear shouting coming from upstairs. 
"You're fucking lying. How much money do you want?!" Theo's voice booms. I don't have money on me for a cab, I just need to get out of here. Without thinking it through at all I grab the keys to the Range Rover and run down the hall to the garage.
I rev the engine of the big car and gun it out of the garage just in time to see Theo burst into the garage. He's shouting something and his face is strained, but I can't even bring myself to look at him. I floor it down the road and away from him, my heart is literally shattering in my chest. I want to cry, but I will not. I haven't cried for anyone and I'm not about to for him, though I know that he has just broken me beyond repair. He's damaged me more than the man who attacked me, more than my step father’s abuse even, more than my good for nothing mother, because I gave myself to him willingly, I love him and he fucking pissed on it. I can't believe I'm such an idiot. After everything we've been through, I really thought he'd changed for me. Stupid Naive little Lilly of course he didn't. He's Theodore Ellis you stupid bitch. What the hell did you expect?! I park the car in the underground garage around the corner from our flat. 
 
As soon as I get into the flat I pour a glass of vodka; that being the only hard liquor to hand. My hands shake as I lift the glass to my lips. How could I be so stupid?!
The door buzzer goes off and I jump, dropping my glass. It smashes against the counter and slashes my hand as I scramble to catch it. I grab a towel and wrap it around my bleeding palm before answering it. It's Theo of course.
"Lilly, please give me five minutes." He begs.
"I don't want to talk to you. I can't even look at you right now." I say coldly.
"I'll wait here all night if I have to. Please buzz me up." 
I know him, he won't give up. I sigh and lean my head against the wall. Best to just get this over with now I suppose. "I'll come down. You have two minutes and then you leave and you don't come back."
"Okay." He whispers.
I step out the front door and Theo scowls at me. "What happened?" He grabs my injured hand and I notice that the towel has soaked through with blood.
I snatch my hand back. "I'm fine. Say what you have to say so you can leave."
"That's a lot of blood, it needs stitches." He growls at me.
"Not the fucking time to play the concerned Ex-boyfriend role!" I scream.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" He shouts. He turns and slams his palm against the roof of the Aston. It must be bad if he's threatening the car. He drags his hand through his hair. "I love you Lilly. I'm sorry. It was a mistake. Please don't let her ruin what we have."
"What we have?! We are done Theo." I scream. "We were fucking done the minute you stuck your dick in that slut."
"Let me explain. Please." He begs.
"No. Leave." I grit my teeth.
"Lilly, please don't shut me out like this." He whispers.
"You shut yourself out Theo. Why are you even here, pretending you give a fuck?" I bite venomously. 
"No-one is more important than you Lilly. I would go to the ends of the earth for you...even if you don't want me anymore." His voice trails off.
"The mother of your child should be more important Theo." I snap. "You need to leave me alone. You're only prolonging the agony on both our parts." 
"Lilly, you need to understand. I did sleep with her, but it wasn't when we were together." 
"When?!" I snap out.
He cringes. "That night at Poison." My mind goes back, I remember how bad he looked. His face drawn and haggard. He was so drunk that I had to defend him.
"You fucked her the same night you told me you loved me!?" I clutch at my chest as it aches painfully. I feel like everything we had is now based on a lie. I shake my head. "Oh god, I can't do this. Leave now.”
“I love you so much Lilly, please don’t do this.”  He pleads. 
“You did this.” I say, my voice breaking. For once I didn’t self-destruct this time. He was the one who destroyed this.
“I’m sorry.” His face crumples.
“Sorry doesn't change anything. She's pregnant Theo. You should be with her." I feel my eyes well up and a tear streaks down my face, I rub it away quickly, hoping he hasn't seen it, but another quickly follows. The tight leash I usually keep on my emotions snaps. The weight of the last week presses down on me. The gravity of the fact that I'm telling the man I love to go and be with someone else hits me. If I thought I was broken before I’m now utterly shattered, ground to a fine powder that can never be fixed.
"I don't want her Lilly. I'll help her, but I don't want her. It wouldn't be fair to her or anyone for that matter when my heart is so undeniably yours. It always will be." The emotion is thick in his voice. "I'm so sorry. I was heartbroken. I loved you even then and you just walked out like I was nothing. I was in a bad place. I went to the club that night and drank so much I could barely stand. Somewhere along the line I thought she was you. Fuck." He drags his hands through his hair as I finally bring my gaze to meet his. 
"I swear to god Lilly, I didn't deliberately betray you, even then, when you'd broken my fucking heart and you didn't want me." His eyes are glassy with unshed tears. I stare at him. 
The broken look in his eyes causes me physical pain. I shouldn’t care but I can’t help it. His broad strong shoulders slump forward. This powerful, unbreakable man suddenly seems so fragile. I realise that I really do love him, which makes his betrayal so much worse. I realise that while I've spent so long trying to build my walls and keep the world out, Theodore Ellis has besieged me. He hasn't broken my walls down, no, they're still firmly in place, but he has scaled them and now stands next to me inside my fortress. He knows me, he sees through me and he loves me with a force that rivals the man himself, even when I've shut him out and hurt him. The worst part about this realisation is that it’s not enough. I'm not strong enough for this. I can't watch him have a baby with another woman, maybe that makes me a terrible person, but it just hurts too much.
"I love you Lilly, more than anyone or anything. I'd give up everything I have, everything I am for you in a heartbeat. I would never intentionally hurt you. I was drunk and broken because I'd lost the love of my life." 
"And now I've lost mine." I whisper as the tears stream freely down my face.
"No Lilly. Please don't do this. Please. I'm so sorry." He shakes his head and now the moisture in his eyes spills over. It breaks my heart, but I need to quit Theodore Ellis. I've become addicted, dependant, but like all addictive things they're damaging. I'm already damaged. There are only so many ways one person can be broken. That which is broken cannot break, but sometimes it only takes a small tap to make a cracked vase shatter. We may not have been together at the time, but it doesn't make this any less painful.
"I'm sorry Theo." I touch his cheek and press my lips softly against his, my tears spilling onto his lips. I press my cheek to his and whisper in his ear. "I will always love you Theo. You gave me strength, but not enough for this." 
I stand and walk away. I shut the door to my flat and slide down to the floor as I cry. I cry for the broken girl I was and the even more broken woman I now am. I cry for the loss of the woman Theodore Ellis made me, even just for a short while, but mostly I cry for the loss of my fractured heart which will always belong to him.
 
The End
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