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Isabella


 


Somebody
stop the pounding please! 


I
squint my eyes in an attempt to open them, the sunlight gleaming in from the
window is blinds me, the pounding increases. I try to lift my head but it feels
so heavy.


With
that small movement of my head I realize the pounding is actually in my head. The
throbbing that feels like a jackhammer is actually in my skull.  I manage to
open my eyes and realize I’m not in my room and someone’s arm is wrapped around
my midsection. I glance down at the big muscular arm and thick fingers splayed
over my navel.


Yup,
I’m definitely naked.


I
slowly look over my shoulder and freeze. My God he’s gorgeous. His dark wavy
hair is tussled, body all corded muscles. On his left arm he has a tattoo that
starts at his shoulder then wraps around his bicep. The crisp white sheet drapes
around his lower abdomen and I’m tempted to run my finger down his solid abs,
follow that thin line of hair that leads down under the sheets.


 No
I can’t do that. I sigh as my head drops back to the pillow. I need an escape
plan-quickly. I promised myself I would stop getting into these situations, and
for the last year I’ve felt like a new person. Dr.Katz has been helping me sway
my reckless urges, now I go and pull this.


I
slowly lift his hand so I can slip out from under it but his arm tightens
around me and pulls me back against his hard body. 


“Where
you going Ella?” he asks in a deep, sleep roughened voice.


Shit,
even his voice is sexy.


The
way he says my name jolts my memory of last night…


He’d
been watching me, leaning casually against the bar for the last hour. His
stunning good looks immediately caught my attention. Every time I made my way
over to the bar I would purposely squeeze in between him and the women he was
sitting next to. She was attempting to keep his attention but his blatant
disregard of her efforts encouraged me to continue brushing my breast against
his arm every time I went to get a drink. The energy between us sizzled every
time I made contact, I’ve never felt anything like this before and I want more.
The dirty looks the woman shoots at me are returned by me with a sneer. With
all the effort she had exerted flirting, she had failed. Mostly because I
already had him in the palm of my hand, without even uttering a single word.


Soon
as he came up behind me on the dance floor, I sensed him. His amazing smell
hitting me even before he touched me. I felt more intoxicated by that scent
then the six cocktails I had already consumed. He pressed against me as my hips
swayed to the music. I could feel his arousal, long and thick against my back.
His hands ran up my sides resting under my breast, his thumbs brushing the edge
of them causing a shiver to run through my body. 


“What’s
your name?” he whispered in my ear, his voice a deep rumble that vibrate
through my body.


“Isabella”
I bite my tongue to keep from moaning.


“Let’s
go. I need you. Now.” He orders as he grabbed my hand and led me across the
dance floor.


As
if in a trance I obey him, following him through the club and into a hallway
that led to an elevator. He pressed the button and the elevator automatically slid
opened. He puts a key in the slot, leans against the back wall and pulls me
into his arms. I’m so completely mesmerized by his sexy smile; I lean in and
bring my lips to his.


I
moan against his mouth, startled by the instant rush that flows through me from
that simple touch of our lips. He takes the opportunity to slip his tongue into
my mouth and I melt against him, slanting my head, desperate for more. The kiss
grew more demanding, his unique flavor penetrated my senses as he devoured my
mouth with an intensity I had never experienced. His hands dug into my ass and
pulled me against his erection just as the doors open. 


He
lifts me up and I wrap my legs around his hips. I don’t even notice that we’ve
moved until he drops me on a bed, covering me with his large body. His tongue
trails down my neck, licking and sucking. This man tongue is sinful. His hand
runs up my thigh just as he starts to suck my nipple through my dress. He grabs
the hem of my dress and pulls it up and over my head. His light green eyes
turning a darker shade of emerald as he gazes down at me, nothing but a tiny
thong left covering my body. He reached down and rolled my nipples between his
fingers. My back arches, the ache between my legs became unbearable. He skims a
finger along the edge of my panties and I felt like screaming out TOUCH ME!
PLEASE!


“I
like it when you beg” he says.


Did
I say that out loud? I can’t believe I just begged him.


His
finger went under the edge of my panties, and then he was parting my slick
folds.


“So
wet Ella” he whispers as he slips a finger into my pussy.


I
moan and he begins to fuck me with his finger while still rubbing my nipple. I
was so close, I felt it coming. 


“Umm…”
I moan.


He
abruptly pulls his finger out of me and I protest with a whimper.


“You’ll
come with my cock buried deep inside you” he says into my ear.


He
rose off the bed and striped. Totally naked with his huge muscles bulging and
his cock thick and swollen he looks so dangerous. He stalked back to the bed
leaned over me to reach into a drawer and pulls out a foil packet. I watch as
he tears it open with his teeth, takes it out and slowly rolls it onto his
shaft. He pulls my thong off and throws it across the room, leans down towards
me and I offer him my mouth. As his tongue invades my mouth he plunges into me
in one stroke, showing no mercy with his large cock. My back arches off the bed
as I cry out into his mouth the mixture of pleasure and pain feeding my
arousal. 


My
nails dig into his back as he rides me hard. He’s so big I feel beyond full of
him, his invasion the most intense sexual experience I’ve ever had. He grabs my
leg and flings it over his shoulder as he fucks me harder, the headboard
banging against the wall with every forceful thrust. Sweat drips from his face
and lands between my breasts. He bends his head down and licks it off. Watching
him taste his sweat mixed with mine is so alluring my climax quickly
approaches. He rocks his hip and pushes his cock against my g-spot.


Oh
God!


Waves
of pleasure washed over me as I clench him deep inside me. I clench him as if I
need to keep him stuck in me forever. He pounds into me a few more times then I
watched as his eyes roll back and he grunts, the muscles on his neck so
strained I can see thick veins bulging from it, he murmurs, “Ella” as he
collapses on top of me.


“You
okay?” his question breaks through my memory.


His
arm still tightly wrapped around me like a steel band as he glides his tongue
up my neck to my ear.


“Uh…yeah,
but I have to go.” I move to get out of the bed and his hold tightens.


“Where
are you going? You haven’t even kissed me good morning yet.”


He
turns me to face him, runs his hand down my cheek, then leans in and touches
his lips to mine. His hand slowly creeps down my back and cups my ass, pulling
me tightly against his cock. A moan escapes from deep in my throat and he
deepens the kiss. I’ve never been kissed this passionately. It feels like he
trying to pull my soul right out of me. Whatever this is that I’m feeling
between us is scaring the shit out of me. 


“We
have to stop,” I whisper as he trails kisses down my neck.


“Why?”
He rolls his tongue over my nipple, reaches over and rolls the other one
between his fingers. A thrill runs through me as he sucks my nipple into his
mouth, gently nibbling on it.


“Umm”
I moan loudly. My back arch’s off the bed forcing him to take more of my breast
into his mouth. I can’t even remember why I wanted to stop anymore, “Feels so
good” I moan.


He
runs his hands up my thighs. Slowly traces one finger through my soaked folds
and whispers, “Open up, I need to taste you.”


I
spread my thighs as he settles between them. He rains kisses over my navel, his
lips warm and soft. Trails his tongue over my bare pussy lips then parts it
with his fingers and flicks his tongue over my clit. Shockwaves run through my
body and my legs begin to tremble as he plunges a finger into me. He runs his
tongue over both lips then latches on to my clit and sucks.


“Umm,
you taste so sweet, Ella.” He moans, adding a second finger. He hooks his fingers
finding my g-spot with little effort. 


“On
My God!” My eyes roll back beneath their heavy lids, a tingle begins in my core
and he slowly licks me through my climax. I grab his unruly locks and mash his
face against me, desperate to get all the pleasure he can dispense. He licks
every last drop of cream from me eagerly. As I drift back down, I open my eyes
to find him kneeling between my spread thighs rolling a condom down his massive
cock. I’ve never been with a man so large, I’m amazed I survived the rough ride
he gave me last night but even though his girth makes me nervous I’m too far
gone to stop him.


He
leans over me, runs his tongue from my neck to my ear as he slowly feeds me his
cock. 


“You’re
so tight and wet” he starts to suck on my bottom lip and begins a rhythm that
creates a slow burn inside me. I gaze into those intense emerald eyes and the
possessive glare he returns frightens me but I don’t care.  I’ll give him
whatever he wants just as long as he continues to make me feel so good. His
slow methodical pace makes me delirious. I cling to his large shoulders,
desperately needing to hold on to this unbelievable reality.


 “Come
for me” he demands.


 “I
can’t” I’ve never been a multiple kind of girl, once is the most I’ve ever
hoped for.


“You’ll
do it for me. I want to feel you squeezing my cock when I come.” He shifts so
every time he enters me he rubs against my clit. He reaches between us and
rolls my nipple between his fingers. Three more thrust and I’m screaming my
release again in amazement of this man’s extraordinary skills. He follows after
me, sucking on my neck to smother his moans. The slight bucking of his body
proving he’s as affected by his climax as I am. We lay unmoving with him deep
inside me still semi-erect for several minutes before my mind begins to clear
from its haze. Thoughts of this man belonging to me threaten my sanity. This
situation is overwhelming me and I know I need to get out of here fast.


“I
got to go” I push against his solid chest.


He
raises his head and looks at me confused and a little dazed. “Why do you keep
trying to leave?”


“Look
it was fun, let’s not pretend this is more than what it was; I don’t even know
your name.”


I
flinch as he rolls off swiftly disconnecting us.


 “Liam”
he says making his way across the room to what I assume is the bathroom to
remove the condom.


I
jump off the bed, rushing to gather my scattered clothes. By the time he comes
out the bathroom I’m fully dressed and searching for my shoes.


“Stay,
we’ll take a shower then I’ll take you out for breakfast.”


“I
can’t, I’m late for work.” I glance at the clock 7:35. I still have over an
hour to get to work but he didn’t need to know that.


“Stay”
he shrugs. “I’ll take care of your expenses. Just make yourself available when
I need you.”


My
eyes widen, “Are you crazy” I gasp. 


“Baby,
after what just happened between us, you have to know I’m going to need to do
that again. Repeatedly.” The jerk expects me drop everything to fuck him when
he wants. He smirks at me, I mean the panty melting kind of smirk. Damn, I’m in
serious trouble if his smile is making me this weak. He reaches over to picks
up my purse, half contents falling to the floor. 


“What
are you doing?” I scream rushing over to pick up the fallen items. He rummages
through my bag until he finds my work I.D., reading the information with a
self-satisfied smile.


“Give
me that back” I say, aggravated at his invasion of my privacy. Great, now he
knows where I work.


“Looks
like you work for me, Isabella Moss IT specialist.” The man looks like a Greek
god standing there totally naked with that devilish smirk on those sexy ass
lips.


Aaggh.
He’s so cockily annoying yet so heart stoppingly beautiful. His strong jaw with
that sexy little indent is driving me insane. 


“What?”
I missed what he said, too busy staring at those strong thick thighs. Umm and
what hung in between them. 


“I’m
your boss” 


“No
you’re not” I stare at him puzzled by his statement. “I work for Lucas Fields.”


He
turns my I.D. over and points to the company logo. 


Maddox-Fields
security LLC.


“Liam
Maddox” he says pointing to himself. 


SHIT!
SHIT! SHIT! I fucked Lucas’s partner.


“Oh
my God, what are you doing here? You’re based in Palm Spring. Five years with
the company, you’ve never made an appearance.”


“If
I knew I’d find you here I would have came out here years ago.”





 


Liam


 


I
stare down at the I.D. badge and shake my head. “Let Lucas know you won’t be in
today. Let’s go shower.” I extend a hand out to her. Isabella Moss, the
opportunity to get a little revenge on Lucas just fell into my lap.


She
steps back, a panicked look on her face, “No. He can’t know about this. We’ll
just pretend this never happened. Lucas and I are seeing each other and this
would crush him.” She shifts around nervously. This is working out even better
than I expected. I can have the girl and break Lucas if I play this right.


 “We’ve
been off and on for years. I know you two don’t really get along but just don’t
tell him. Please,” she begs me.


“So
you fuck that prick?” I ask, embarrassed at myself for caring.


“That’s
not your fucking business.” She said angrily.


“Considering
I was deep inside you ten minutes ago, it is my business. So, are you fucking
my partner?” 


She
looks down and whispers, “Yes.”


My
heart tightens when she answers, a sick feeling growing in my gut. I don’t
understand what’s wrong with me but the thought of Lucas’ hands on her body was
enough to make me want to kill the man. Women don’t affect me this way, I
should just let her leave and free myself from this trap. I actually fell
asleep next to her last night, something I’ve never experienced with a woman. 
It actually felt great to have her sexy body wrapped around me all night. Her
head comes up and tears are forming into those caramel eyes.


“Why’d
you fuck me last night?” I ask, wondering where all this sorrow was when she
was screaming beneath me.


“I
had too much to drink. Lucas and I got into an argument earlier that day and I
wasn’t thinking clearly.”


“And
this morning?” I ask as I inch closer. 


“You’re
right, I shouldn’t have let it happen again, but to be honest with you” she
sighs, fidgeting nervously.  “I feel something when I’m around you that I wish
I could resist. I’ve never felt anything like it before. The instant I saw you
walking to me last night, I knew I was going to do something stupid. Besides,
Lucas knows I’m not really good at commitment.”


I
reach over and stroke her face. She tilts her head further into my hand.


“Well
I don’t give a fuck what Lucas lets you do. When you’re with me, you’re mine
and I’m not sharing you. So make sure you get rid of him.” 


I
run my hands down her neck and she shivers beneath my fingers as I pull the
straps of her dress over her shoulder and down her body. Her skin glows in the
sunlight, her breast even though quiet large are perky with dusty brown colored
nipples. A navel ring glistens on her taut stomach and I wonder what I have to
do to get her to get a couple more piercings. I’m going to push her past her
limits. She turns around and lets me lead her into the shower. 
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Isabella


 


            I
might have lost all common sense but as Liam runs his soapy fingers over my
nipples, making them even harder than I thought possible, I don’t care about
anything else. With one hand on the tile over my head he leans over and claims
my mouth. He kisses the same way he fucks me. His tongue thrusting in and out
of my mouth, taking complete possession of me. 


“I
can’t get enough of you” he whispers against my mouth. “Wrap your legs around
my waist.” I comply without any hesitation, wrapping my arms around his neck. I
feel his cock poking at my entrance as he sucks on my neck. The anticipation is
too much, “Fuck me Liam” I beg.


He
puts a hand on each of my thighs, spreading me wide to fit him. When he plunges
into my wet heat my eyelids snap shut. The pleasure is so amazing. He fucks me
hard and quick. The showerhead sprays hot water over my bouncing breast, down
to my clit. The heat of the water over my most sensitive area and Liam pounding
into my pussy bring me over the edge quickly. Liam swallows my screams with a
deep kiss following me with his climax as my pussy continues to milk him.


My
legs glide down his hip and I grip his shoulders to steady myself. I lean
against the wall as he pulls out and steps out the shower handing me a towel.
As he walks away I realize he didn’t use a condom. Thank god I’m on the pill
but I’m definitely going to have to discuss this with him. From what I hear
from Lucas about Liam and judging from his incredible bedroom skills, we
defiantly need to talk health risks. I’ve never slept with anyone unprotected, not
even Lucas. He tried to get me to lose the condoms but I wouldn’t budge. Last
thing I need is to add a baby to this unstable relationship we share. I’m
pretty strict about condoms, so I’m internally kicking myself for this fuck-up.
I rush to the room, grab my dress and quickly dress before he joins me.


 I
gape as he strides out of his walk in closet totally naked, rubbing the towel
over his hair. A couple words come to mind. Greek God. Adonis. Michelangelo’s
David.


Wait
scratch that one David’s package has nothing on Liam’s. Even at ease it’s still
large enough to make all the men I’ve been with envious.


“I’ll
wait for you in the living room” I have a serious weakness for that man’s body
and I need to put some distance between us so I can think straight. The living
room in the penthouse-like apartment gives off amazing views of Chicago’s
skyline. The furniture was a bit impersonal, like something in a hotel but the
open kitchen off to the left is spectacular. The dark marble countertops on the
island have seating facing the stove and large rooftop patio. I pride myself on
my little remodeled kitchen in my condo but it had nothing on this kitchen. I
walk through the kitchen to the sliding glass doors that lead to a roof top
patio and step out. I notice were up pretty high and steer clear from the edge.
As long as I don’t look down I’ll be fine. I hear a buzzing in my purse and I
know before looking, it’s Lucas. 


“Hey”
I answer nervously.


“Hey
I…um I was wondering if it would be alright to take you to breakfast. We can
talk about what happen yesterday.”


“Lucas
I can’t. I told you last night this wasn’t working out for me. Just give me a
little space and we’ll talk later. I don’t think I’ll be coming in today.”


“Oh”
he sighed. “Are you alright?”


“Don’t
worry about me I’m fine.” I end the call feeling like a dirty slut. How could I
sleep with the man’s worst enemy? He’s been my only family for years. My
lifeline. My safety net.


“Was
that Lucas?” Liam asks, startling me. My body jerks in his direction, he’s
leaning against the doorframe watching me intently. Just as dangerously sexy in
dark wash jeans that ride low on his hips, a plain dark grey t-shirt and black
boots. This man is going to be a huge distraction in my life.


“Yeah,
let’s go” I say as I walk past him back into the penthouse. I go straight to
the elevator press the button repeatedly, as if it will get here faster the more
I press the already lit button. I’m not even sure why am I letting him pressure
me to stay? I should leave before this situation gets any more complicated.


After
a totally silent ride down the elevator, Liam takes my hand and leads me
through MADD Pulse, the club we met in last night then through a door leading
to a restaurant kitchen. The staff greets him as we pass. He briefly greets
them then leads me through another door into MADD Steakhouse, a very popular
restaurant that Lucas and I usually avoid.


He
nods at the hostess and leads us to a booth in the back and slides in next to
me. I glance at him and ask, “Can you sit on the other side?”


“Why
would I want to do that?” From his shocked expression I can tell women don’t
usually push him away.


“We
need to talk and I can’t concentrate with you so close.” The corner of his lip
lifts slightly, enjoying the affect he has on me; he shakes his head as he gets
up and slides in across from me. 


The
waiter silently approaches us and places an array of dishes on our table. There
are eggs, bacon, sausage, pancakes, waffles, orange juice and fresh fruit. He
walks away with an “Enjoy your meal”.


“What?”
he ask when he sees my shocked expression. He begins piling food on his plate.


“We
didn’t even order”


“They
know what I like, and I like my privacy. I don’t need a waiter constantly
attending to me.”


“You
own this restaurant?” I ask.


He
nods his head nonchalantly.


“I’m
guessing that’s the reason Lucas refuses to come here.”


He
shrugs “Eat” he demands. He’s obviously as uncomfortable with the Lucas issue
as I am.


I
grab the bowl of fruit and nibble at a couple pieces.


“So
I think you should know I’m on the pill. That last time in the shower we didn’t
use anything.” I try to throw in casually. 


He
shrugs again, “I take a test every three months, had one last week and I’m
clean if that’s why you’re so nervous.”


“I’m
not nervous; I haven’t been with anyone beside Lucas in a while and we're
always safe.” I say watching his face contort in disgust.


“Why
are you fucking with that prick anyway?” he snaps.


“Lucas
is my best friend, I’m not going to sit here and listen to some guy I just met
put him down.” I answer getting up from the table. He doesn’t make a move to
stop me. I know its better this way but I can’t stop myself from looking back
as I walk out the door. He continues eating, disinterested in my dramatic
departure. 


********


As
I step into my condo I can smell fried bacon in the air. I’m not at all
surprised to see Lucas in my kitchen. Two places have already been set at my
island bar and Lucas is sitting with his back facing me, his forehead resting
on his steepled hands. Our crazy friend/lover relationship is wearing him down
as much as it does me. In college we were inseparable but I never allowed our
relationship get past that friendship line. Deep down I always knew Lucas was
not for me. 


We
spent so much time together most of the guys on campus thought I was taken. I
even went so far as to let him sleep in my bed knowing his feelings for me were
much more than anything I felt for him. The rock hard erection rubbing against
my ass when he slept over left me no doubt about his attraction. He would wake
up in the mornings rubbing on my breast and grinding against me and I would pull
away. I never meant to lead him on but I enjoyed his friendship and clung to it.
Even if I were capable of loving him the way he wants me to I knew I would hurt
him.


Through
the years he became my only family, taking me home for thanksgiving and Christmas,
never questioning me about my unmentioned family.  By our third year his dad
started talking about the wedding we could have after graduation. Wedding
dresses and champagne toast as tempting to me as a casket with roses on it. Dread
raced through my veins just thinking of a life strapped down to Lucas and a
couple kids. Kids?  Ha, how fucked-up would I be as a mother?


Our
last year on campus I actually convinced this cute sorority guy that Lucas was
my friend and we began dating, if that’s what you can call it. I was never
serious about Charles I was mostly using him to get Lucas to back off. He was
getting very persistent and his depressed moods every time I turned him down
worried me. I was hoping he would move on and we could remain friends.


Charles
was hot in the preppy kind of way and I lusted after him like crazy. I wanted
to do things to him that would blow his mind but he didn’t like the way Lucas
clung to me so I had to get Lucas to back off quickly. I never expected Lucas
reaction to my new relationship with Charles to be so hostile. He refused to
talk to me for weeks after I told him he could no longer sleep in my bed. His
irritated glare would follow me as I moved around the classes we had together.
Then he started dating Amber Williamson. Campus cheerleader, Vice President of
her sorority and all around spoilt princess. She had made most of my college career
miserable. 


She
had always wanted Lucas since freshman year but he was too engrossed in me to
even notice her. His boyish good looks, hard body and fuzzy low cut brown hair
had most girls on campus checking him out. When he smiled a single dimple
appeared on his right cheek and his blue eyes would sparkle. 


He
would stroll around campus with Amber completely ignoring me and what I felt in
my stomach was a lot like what I thought jealousy would feel like, having never
experienced jealousy before that time. Her triumphant smiles as they strolled
past me would bring on an urge to bash her head in.


The
last week before winter break Charles invited me to a party at his sorority
house and I was excited. The first frat party I went to freshman year was
ruined by Amber and her sorority sisters. I went on a three year boycott of all
things frat that night walking to my dorm drenched from hair to shoes in beer
foam. 


That
night at the party with Charles, everything started out amazingly. We walked
through campus hand in hand laughing and joking. He never left my side at the party;
he knew how nervous I was about these things. When Amber showed up wrapped
around Lucas, Charles immediately sensed my tension and pulled me to the dance
floor. We danced and drank for what felt like hours.


Amber
was dry humping Lucas up against a wall when Charles dragged me up to his room.
He tossed me onto his mattress and took me fast and furiously. All thoughts of
the party and Lucas vanished from my mind from the force of my orgasm. I’ve
always had a love for sex, it’s just the attachments and commitments I hate or
if I’m honest with myself-fear. Charles was great but he was a means to an end.
I would never belong to anyone. It’s one of the main reasons I never fucked
Lucas. I love him too much to hurt him the way I know I’m capable of.


Lucas
may have been able to keep all the boys on campus away from me but that doesn’t
mean I abstained for all those years. I would occasionally hangout with my
roommate and her friends. When we would hit the off campus clubs I almost always
found a hit. You see, my drug of choice is sex. I love the rush that runs
through my body when I have a beautiful man on his knees licking the cream from
my pussy. The power he exerts to find his release within me, excites me.


Over
the years I slept with countless men. Unfamiliar faces who hold a piece of my
broken soul, in exchange for a hit of their addictive rock hard manhood. From
very early on I understood the power I held over men with my ‘awe-inspiring
beauty’ as my dad would tell me. His constant praise of my beauty caused a huge
rift in my relationship with my mother. She had always been the most beautiful
woman in every room and she resented my beauty outshining hers.


That
night after pulling myself from under a passed out Charles and throwing on my
cloths, I stepped out of the room only to be confronted by a furious Lucas.


“What
the fuck Isabella!!” he screams grabbing me by the shoulders and pushing me up
against the wall. Shocked, does not describe how I felt. I’d never seen Lucas
so angry. His hands shook as he caressed my cheek. He presses his body against mine
and whispers into my ears, “I love you so fucking much. What does he have that
I don’t Izzy? You keep hurting me and I can’t take this shit anymore.” I’m
speechless as he sobs on my shoulder, his tears dampening the strap of my
dress. I run my hand through his hair, soothing him as his tremors subside. 


“Take
me home” I tell him.


We
ride to my place in an uneasy silence; none of us wanting to talk about what
transpired at that party. He quietly follows me to my room where he stands
awkwardly at the door looking lost and unsure where he stands with me. I pull
him in and slowly strip him down to his dark grey boxers. I guide him to the
bed while I shower Charles scent off my body and return to the bed in v cut
camisole and matching black g-string panties and wrap my arms around his
sleeping form.


When
I wake in the morning, Lucas soft hands are rolling my nipples. The hard tips
ache to be pinched. His hand slides down my navel resting over the edge of my
panties, his erection pumping against my ass.


“Please
don’t reject me again Izzy.” He growls in my ear. “I need you so badly.” When I
don’t respond he gets bold enough to slip his hand into my panties. He parts my
lips and rolls my small wet bud between his fingers. I gasp as he pushes one
finger deep in me. My hips circle and I ride his hand as he fingers me. This is
when I made my first mistake, letting Lucas think he had me, that I would be
his. I should’ve said no but I was tired of fighting him and I knew this would
mean the world to him.


He
unexpectedly flips me onto my back and rips my panties off my body. The aggressive
move turns me on and I attack his boxers and get them off as quickly as
possible. I reach up and grab his face and shove my tongue into his mouth. He
pulls back and says, “I don’t want to hurt you, we’ll take it slowly.” But I
don’t want it slow, I want it hard. I want to fuck like animals and come screaming
so loud my voice is hoarse but he has no idea who I really am, or the crazy
sexual exploits I partake in so I hold my thoughts in.


He
slowly worships my body with his hands and mouth. When he finally penetrates me
he takes me like a porcelain doll that need to be handled with care. I love him
for wanting to treat me as more than I am but it cools off my arousal. I roll
him over and enjoy the power I have over him as I ride him to a joint climax.


We’ve
been an official couple since then, if you can call it that. We break up every couple
months, in the last five years I’ve broken up with Luc fifteen times. Agreeing
to come to Chicago to work at his father’s company was a big mistake. I’m
beginning to feel that the only way Luc can get over me is to be as far away from
me as possible. 


He
has no idea about the guys I’ve slept with since we’ve been together but
sometimes I need to let loose and let the tigress in me out. Last year I
decided I wasn’t going to continue to cheat on Luc with the excuse that we were
broken up. He would be devastated if he knew what I’ve done.


 I
even began seeing a head shrink. I call my psychiatrist that because I think I
pay Dr. Katz to shrink my head, to push out all my deplorable behavior till
nothings left but the angel Luc wants me to be. It might have been working too.
I haven’t slept with another man in over a year. 


Until
Liam Maddox walked into my life. 


Just
the thought of that man scares me. No man has ever held any power over me but
that man has the power to make me grovel at his feet just for a taste of his
cock in my mouth.


The
amount of animosity that runs between him and Lucas means my little tryst with
Liam will come back to haunt me. Having sex with your adversary’s girlfriend is
one hell of a hand to hold. A man like Liam is sure to use this card to trump
Luc and I’ll be royally fucked. Literally and figuratively.


Walking
into my condo, seeing Luc with his head bowed, deep in thought I know I’m
hurting him. I just don’t know how to stop without hurting him more or worst
yet, losing him as a friend.


“Hey,”
I say my voice trembling.


He
looks up at me, his eyes slowly taking in my night club clothes and my disheveled
hair. The looks of disgust I received during my walk of shame home not much
different from the look in Luc’s eye as realization sets in.


“You
spent the night out,” he gasps, panic setting in on his face.


“Lucas
I told you yesterday I needed some space.” I say avoiding his question, “This
is not space.”


“Were
you with another man? Is he the reason you all of a sudden need space?” he
screams his anger arising.


“This
is about you and me, no one else. We’ve been doing this back and forth thing
for years Luc.” I approach him and caress his face. He always looks so boyishly
vulnerable when he thinks he’s going to lose me. “You’ll always be the number
one man in my life but I’m not good at relationships. I want us to take some
time and be friends like we used to. Everything was so easy then and I want
that back with you.”


His
frown remains on his face but I know he’ll relent, “If that’s what you need, you
know I’ll do anything for you. Just promise me you won’t leave me.”


“I
won’t leave you Luc, you’re all I’ve had for years. You know how much I love
you.” I pull him into my arms and hold him until I feel the tension ease out of
his body.
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Liam


 


She
walked out on me, I thought to myself when I realized
Isabella Moss just breezed out of here like a hurricane, without a backwards
glance at the destruction she’d left behind. How she managed to dig so deep
under my skin in just one night is a mystery. I had to restrain myself from
ordering her to stay. 


When
I saw that I.D. and realized who she was I should’ve let her leave. I had a
private investigator give me every ounce of information he could get on Lucas
before I came to Chicago. If I’d known his ‘hot, unfaithful girlfriend’ as the investigator
put it, was the woman I met last night I would have steered clear. Isabella
Moss defiantly needed a strong man to keep her in check. She’s spinning out of
control without even realizing the mess her life has become. My investigator
had easily located a few men she’d slept with while portraying Lucas’ angelic
girlfriend. Isabella wasn’t part of my plan, I saw her last night and the pull
to have a taste of her was so strong I got sidetracked from my purpose here. 


There’s
no way a prick like Lucas could keep a women like her in check. He had no idea
of the other men she slept with behind his back. She hangs on Lucas’ arm like
an angel, and then traipsed around the club like a bitch in heat last night.
Lucas’ may worship her too much to keep her in line however once she fell into
my bed; she practically signed her life over to me. Once I rid her of Lucas and
gain controlling interest in Maddox-Fields, everything will be better than
planned.


Since
my plan to spend the morning with Ella backfired, I decide to go back up to my
suite, change then head out to Maddox-Fields. If what I know about Isabella
holds true she won’t tell Lucas I’m here, he’ll be totally blindsided by my
appearance. Though I often came to town, I never go to the Maddox-Fields offices
here. Years ago when our fathers ran the business, it was decided my dad would
run our Florida and New York branches while Lucas’ dad ran the Chicago and
Washington offices.


As
I saunter into the lobby I immediately notice how small this headquarters is
compared to New York and Palm Beach. What it lacked in space was replaced with
an abundance of luxury. The receptionist rises quickly as I approach the
counter. 


“Mr.
Maddox!” she gasps. “Wow, I’ve never seen you here before. I’m honored to
finally meet you.” She blushes as she pushes her chest up then flicks her long
blonde hair over her shoulder to give me a better view of her cleavage. She
reminds me of a Barbie doll, a stick figure with blown up breast.


“Is
Mr. Fields expecting you?” she questions.


“No
and I don’t need directions I know where his office is.” I say over my shoulder
as I head to the bank of elevator behind office Barbie. 


I
ignore the apprehensive glances I receive from people in the hallway leading to
Lucas’ office. Despite all the money obviously spent on remodeling, this place
is still unnervingly familiar. 


Visions
of Lucas and I running up and down the hallways pretending to be covert
operatives dance around in my head. Our fathers were best friends growing up. They
played varsity football together, went to the same college, started a company
and were best man at each other’s weddings. For years Lucas and I were
inseparable, closer than most brothers. Our fathers built this company five
years out of college. A couple years later with the opening of a new branch in
Palm Beach both our mothers fell pregnant. 


I
was born six days before Lucas. As young boys we would joke that we should’ve
been twins. We attended the same schools, played the same sports, once we even
fucked the same girl on the same night. At fifteen Lucas’ mom passed away and
our little family unit was devastated. I spent weeks sleeping on Lucas’ floor
making sure he didn’t have a total breakdown. We were inseparable, our father’s
history was repeating itself in us. Until the day when everything went to shit.


It
was a week before we graduated high school. The day my mom packed up her bag
and told my dad she was leaving him for his best friend. My father asked her in
an eerily calm voice if she was sure this was what she wanted to do. She
glanced back at him and wordlessly dragged her bags to her car without a
backwards glance my way. My father was peeling out of the driveway before my
mother even shut her trunk, wheels spinning against the asphalt leaving behind
the bitter smell of burnt rubber. 


I
jumped in my mustang convertible and made it the three blocks down the road to
Lucas’ house in less than a minute. I burst out the car as soon as it came to a
stop, leaving the door wide open, running towards the shouting voices at the
front steps. 


“I
love her Daniel! She deserves better than you. I’m not going to allow her to
stay with you any longer.” Lucas’ father yells.


The
impact of the blow my father hits Mr. Fields’ face with cause’s blood to
splatter all over his white shirt. He falls into the grass out cold from that
one hit. The years my dad spent as a heavy weight boxer still present in his
stance. My mother runs screaming to her lover, trying to wake him.


“I
gave you everything, I’ve catered to your every whim and you betray me this
way.” My dad’s voice trembles as he speaks to my mom. “Why don’t you at least
look your son in the face and tell him how much of a whore you are!” he roared.


My
mother unexpectedly runs towards him shrieking as she hits and scratches his
face. In attempt to halt her attack he shoves her away from him. She stumbles
backwards and trips on her own feet. The sound of her head hitting the edge of
the step resonates in the shocked silence. Lucas appears at the door just as
she stumbles backwards.


“WHAT
THE FUCK DID YOU DO?” He screams advancing towards my dad. I stand
there-frozen. My dad doesn’t even bother to block Lucas’ blow. “She doesn’t
want you anymore; she belongs here with us you son of a bitch.”


I’m
confused by the words coming out Lucas’ mouth. He knew about this affair all
along and said nothing. The pain of Lucas’ betrayal burns a hole in my heart,
his betrayal worst than my mothers. She’s been distant for years so I knew
something was off with her but Lucas never gave away a hint of knowing anything.
All the nights I vented to Lucas about my mom changing, disappearing at night.
I questioned her love for me and all along he knew what was going on. I don’t
remember moving from the spot I was standing at. It was a total blank until the
police pulled me off Lucas, his blood staining my bruised fist. That day I not
only lost a mother, I lost my brother.


“What
are you are you doing here.” Isabella hisses, jarring me from my memories. She
pulls my arm and leads me into a small office slamming the door behind us.


 She’s
as beautiful as I remember. Her long dark hair pulled into a neat bun, her steel
grey eyes alarmed. She nibbles on that pouty bottom lip. I just have to taste
them. When I lean in she raises her hands, holding me off with her palms.







 


Isabella


 


 


I
can’t let him kiss me.


I
won’t let him kiss me.


But
he looks so good in that Armani suit. The scruffy bad boy I left at the table this
morning has turned into Mr. GQ. He looks like he just stepped out of People’s
sexy man of the alive issue. 


Wait…he
was on that issue. 


Liam's
fame and fortune has overreached Lucas’ by leaps and bounds, with countless
appearances on magazines and online gossip pages as the most coveted bachelor.
The fact that I didn't instantly recognize him boggles my mind. I must have
been extremely drunk or maybe just riding on a sexual high. Right now I just want
him to wrap his tie around my wrist and have his way with me on the desk behind
us.


“You
have to leave,” I demand.


“I
own this company, I’m not going anywhere.” He reaches out, running his fingers down
my arm.


“Look,
I’m begging you not to say anything to Lucas about last night.” I’m ready to
get down on my knees and grovel if need be. 


“Don’t
worry Ella, your dirty little secret is safe with me. Make sure you’re at my
place by eight tonight.” He commands me. I hate that he calls me Ella. My dad
was the only person who ever called me that. Liam calling me that brings back
memories I blocked out years ago.


“Last
night was a onetime thing, don’t wait up you’ll be disappointed.” I head
towards the door, needing a quick escape from his tempting offer.


“If
you don’t show up, I’ll hand deliver the panties you left in my room to Lucas.
You think he’ll be able to recognize your scent?” He taunts me.


“You’re
blackmailing me for sex? You’re really disgusting.” 


“You
like me that way. Don’t make me wait for you.” He glides past me shutting the
door behind him.


*******


Alice,
my secretary and office gossip, is chomping at the bit when I return to my
office. 


“Did
you hear Liam Maddox is here,” she jumps up following me into my office. “Liza
at the reception desk got a glimpse of that sex god and she says he’s far
sexier in person then on those magazines” she continues, sitting her ass on the
edge of my desk. She unbuttons her top two buttons and adjusts her push-up bra
for maximum cleavage. “If he sticks around I’ll have that man in my bed in less
than a week. I wonder if he likes redheads?” she rambles on.


He
likes brunettes.


He
likes me! I want to shout at her. But I feign disinterest in this conversation.
The vision of Alice with her legs wrapped around Liam makes me want to dry
heave.


“Be
careful around him, Lucas says he’s bad news.” I warn her, covertly trying to
deter her sexual motive on my man.


Wait
when did he become mine?


“Oh
please,” Alice rolls her eyes. “Everyone knows that it’s just an old family war
that keeps those two at each other’s throat. Did you know Liam’s father tried
to kill Lucas’ dad and his wife when he found out about their affair.”


Maybe
I’m a little too easygoing with this woman. I mean I’m her boss and she
spreading gossip about my boyfriend to me. She’s the epitome of why I don’t
have female friends.


“Of
course you know all this already, you and Lucas are practically married.” She chirps.


“He’s
always photographed with different women, the man is a whore.” I continue to
degrade him in my effort to veer her away from my man.


There
I go claiming Liam Maddox again.


“I
don’t want to marry the man Isabella. I just want to lick him a little, maybe
suck him a little, and defiantly fuck him-a lot.” She smirks as she walks out
my office.


I
hate that bitch.


I
hate every bitch who thinks she can put a finger on Liam.


I
thought I understood what jealousy was when Lucas was dating Amber in college
but I was wrong. This burning in my chest is like nothing I’ve ever experienced
before. I know I’ll be at Liam’s door tonight. Liam knows I’ll be at his door
tonight. I spent all my life being a cold hearted bitch to men and now that my
heart is beginning to thaw, I’m scared shitless that this man will rip it out,
put it on a platter and eat it. He may be more cold-hearted than I am, his
heart is probably frozen solid.


Lucas
burst through my door frightening me. Confusion and alarm painted over his
face. He rushes towards me and pulls me up into an unexpected hug. I try to
calm him but he fidgets around uncontrollably. 


“He’s
back,” is all he says. He doesn’t need to say anything else, I already know who
‘he’ is. I wish I knew how to fix this for him. I want to tell Liam to leave
for Lucas’ sake but I want him to stay for mine. 


“Who’s
back?” I innocently coerce him into telling me what I already know.


“Liam,”
he answers letting go of me and begins to pace across the office. “Ten years…ten
years and now he’s back. I don’t understand what he wants from me. I think he’s
out for revenge; he’s so cold and angry. That man I just met with is not the
Liam I grew up with.” he’s highly strung and jittery. I can’t understand why he
lets this man affect him so severely. But who am I to talk, Liam has a severe
effect on me too just in a totally different way. 


“Listen
baby, I’m sure it’s not as bad as you think. Maybe he wants to reconcile.” This,
is a flat out lie, and I say it only to calm Lucas down but I know that man is
here to start a war and I may be the first casualty.


“I
don’t know, but Anna can’t handle the stress right now. I need to protect her
at all cost.” Lucas declares decisively. I know Liam showing up here has a
purpose but I doubt he’s come back to hurt his mother.


“Don’t
worry yourself so much Lucas. We’ll protect Anna together. I’m here for you,
whatever you need.”
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Isabella


 


 I
walk down the sidewalk towards MADD Pulse listening to Sia’s titanium on my
iPhone. I notice men stopping to stare at me. My thigh high leather boots hug
my legs like a second skin. The red mini skirt I’m wearing cuts off right under
my ass matched with a black belly shirt that shows off my navel piercing. I
look like an expensive whore but I don’t care, I feel free. Dr. Katz will spend
hours trying to get me to understand why I do these outrageous things but I
just don’t think it runs that deep. Tonight I want to be Liam’s dirty little
whore and no one is going to stop me.


I
arrive at the club and realize it’s closed. Not sure what to do, I go around
the side and find a heavy dark metal door with a bell beside it. I ring the
bell praying I won’t have to wait long in this deserted alley dressed like a
hooker. Dark alley plus scantily clad woman is not a good combination. A buzz
interrupts my nervous rant. I push the door and make my way up the stairwell. 


At
the top of the stairs I can see Liam waiting for me down the hall. He’s leaning
against the doorframe in pajama pant, bare feet, and bare chest. His sexy disheveled
hair and the way he licks his lower lip causes my steps to falter. His hungry gaze
runs down my scantily clad body as I strut towards him.


I
halt inches away from him not sure if I should touch him. Every cell in my body
cries out for me to touch him. I don’t have to wait long as Liam grabs me by
the waist pulling me up against his hard body.


“You
walked the street in this?” he whispers into my ear.


“Yes”


“Don’t
do it again,” he warns me. “Next time you put what’s mine out on display like
this I’ll turn that sexy ass of yours pink.”


I
should be pissed he’s trying to control me but my pussy clenches in
anticipation. Would he really spank me? I’ve never been into that kind of thing
but I want to push him to do it. He leans in and kisses me angrily. He wants me
to know he’s serious, that he possesses all of me. But he doesn’t, he can’t
because I won’t allow him too. Whatever he wants from me physically I’ll
deliver to him. Emotionally, there's nothing there to give.


Liam
drags me into his apartment slamming the door behind him. He drags me over to a
large leather wingback chair in the middle of the living room and calmly sits
leaving me standing in front of him.


“Take
it all off. Leave the boots and your panties on,” he instructs.


I
stand a few feet away from him, his intense gaze urging me on. I slightly
spread my thighs as I inch the skimpy skirt up revealing a black lace v-cut
thong. I pull the stretchable material over my stomach and head and toss it across
the room. I reach behind my back to untie the strings holding my shirt on. As I
loosen the last strand the material drifts to the floor.


“Come
closer,” he shifts to the edge of his seat. “Turn around, bend over and touch
your toes.” He commands when I’m within inches of him. I do as he says without
hesitation, my ass now inches away from his face. His hand runs up my boots
resting at the top, caressing my thigh. He places his face between my legs, his
nose rubbing against the wet crotch of my thong.


“You
smell so good…I have to taste you.” He swiftly pushes my panties to the side
and envelopes my pussy with his hot tongue.


“Oh…Oh
God,” I suck in a breath trying to maintain my balance.
My legs begin to tremble as his tongue draws circles around my clit. He slides
off the chair unto his knees, spreading my legs wider and positioning his head
between my legs to where I can see his hair poking out in between my legs. His
tongue begins thrusting in and out my pussy, I let go of my feet and grab hold
of his hair. The pleasure too intense, I’m not sure how long I’ll be able to
stand on my jelly legs.


He
returns to my throbbing clit lightly sucking on it. His finger replaces the
lost of his tongue inside me. He thrust his fingers in me rapidly while rolling
my clit with his tongue. Flashes of color burst behind my eyelids. I grip his
hair so hard I think I might rip some of it out. My legs give out as my climax
grips me.


“Liam!!
Oh God Liam!! I scream. He withdraws his finger and grips my hips with his hands,
holding me in place as I ride out my orgasm. Liam licks and sucks every last drop
of my essence. As I come down from my high I realize I’m on my knees on the
floor and Liam is standing over me-nude, his erection angry, turning the tip of
his cock almost purple in color. 


He
reaches out his hand and I grab it letting him help me to my feet. He leads me
down a hallway past the room we were in last night to a door at the end of the
hall. He opens a door and reveals an expansive office with chic chairs and
large glass desk. He leads me to the desk, grabs me by the waist and sits me on
the edge of it. The cold glass feels good against my warm ass. 


“I’ve
been thinking about fucking you on a desk since seeing you all prim and proper in
that little business outfit this morning.” He states.


He
leans in and kisses me, gentler this time, sucking on my bottom lip before letting
his tongue explore my mouth. His hands cup my breast engulfing them in heat. I
moan as he unexpectedly pinches my nipples. He rolls them between his rough
fingers sending jolts of electricity through my body. I break the kiss, panting
from the intense sensations running through me. His hands run down my side to
the edge of my thong. He grabs the edge and I lift my ass so he can pull it
down my legs.


He
spreads my leg wider, looking into my eyes as he spread my juice over my clit
with his fingers. My eyelids get heavy from the pleasure but I open them back
up when I feel the tip of his cock is my entrance. I immediately throw up my
hands to hold him off.


“Condom.”
I order.


“Do
you use protection with Lucas?” he asks. 


“Always,”
I respond.


“Perfect,
so we don’t need it. This pussy is mine and nothing comes between me and what’s
mine.” He glides my hands up around his neck, grabs my hips and slowly feeds me
his extraordinary cock. His eyes glaze over and the hands at my hips tremble
slightly as he begins to move. Pushing in then out, in then out, umm…so good.



His
forehead rest against mine as his pace increases. I grab hold of his strained
neck as his hands tighten on my hips and he begins bang me so hard I’m afraid
the glass table will break. His breathing is erratic, a thin sheen of moisture
covers his muscular body. 


 He
squeezes my nipple and commands, “Come now.” He’s holding back for me. I’m so
close, I want to come for him. He shifts and sucks my neck the tingling in my
pussy explodes. I open my mouth to scream but nothing comes out. My mouth
frozen in a silent Ooo. I watch as Liam throws his head back a roars his
release, the veins prominent on his thick neck. Hot cum floods my channel as my
pussy clenches, greedy for more. 


We
stand there panting, still entwined in each other for what seems like eternity.
Gazing into each other’s eyes; shocked by the enormity of this bond we’ve
quickly formed. I can’t wrap my mind around the fact that I met this man last
night.


 My
soul knows him.


My
body craves him.


My
heart abhors him for these emotions he’s conjured up in me.







 


 


Liam


 


I
gaze into her eyes bewildered, not sure if I’m dreaming or awake. Her beautiful
grey eyes beg me for guidance. I’m as confused as she is, possibly more so. Her
beauty outshines all others, I’m not sure how I’ll be able to keep my emotions
in check. I pull out of her warm heat and she gasps from the lost of me within
her, her pussy still clenching, trying to keep me trapped in her Venus fly
trap. I walk out the office towards the bathroom. 


I
jump in the shower before the water warms, needing to get her scent off of me. Her
scent is intoxicating and I need to cut myself off from her. I’m becoming
quickly addicted to her and I’m thinking about things that are I’m possible to
have with her.


Impossible
to have with any woman.


I
walk into the hallway with the towel wrapped around my waist. When I get to the
living area Ella is already dressed pulling her purse on her shoulder. 


She’s
leaving. My heart flutters, missing her already.


“I
should go,” she says nervously walking towards me. She stops in front of me
rising on the tips of her toes and kisses me. Her kiss is so shy and hesitant
for the bold for the same woman who came here dressed like a streetwalker. I
grab the back of her head and deepen the kiss. 


“Don’t
go,” I whisper against her lips. 


“I
don’t know,” she chews on her bottom lip anxiously.


“I
ordered us dinner before you got here, you can shower while I warm it up.” I
offer.


“Ok,”
she sighs, not putting up much of a fight.


I
take her hand and lead her to the bathroom, “everything you need is in there, and
I’ll leave a shirt in my room for you.” I walk away imagining her naked in my
shower, feeling the front of the towel begin to tent.


I
warm our food and set two plates. I hope she likes Thai. I’m pathetic,
worrying over her not liking Thai food. She must be a sorceress, how else could
she have broken through my shield so quickly. I don’t need to feel anything for
a woman I know is capable of being as much of a whore as my mother. Even
considering anything more than using her to ease this ache makes me ill. I refuse
to end up miserable like my father.


She
walks up to the counter wearing my t-shirt. It hangs right above her knees, her
wet hair held up by a clip. This Isabella a contradiction to the pseudo-hooker
that walked in here earlier. More reserved but no less beautiful, maybe more so.
The hint of innocence she’s portraying tempting me to corrupt her.


“I
love Thai food” she exclaims, her face lighting up. “My dad used to always take
me out for Thai.” A reminiscent smile appears on her face as she sits in front
of a plate. I sit next to her, so close our elbows bump. She flinches and I
know she felt the same jolt I did when we touched. 


“Where’s
your dad now?” I ask, watching her face turn sad then cold and closed off. She
shrugs as an answer and I decide its best I don’t touch on the subject any
further. 


“So
tell me how you ended up working for me?” 


 “I
don’t work for you, I work for Luc,” she smiles seductively. She wants to work
for me. She wants to do everything for and to me. I see it in her eyes, in her
body language, in the way she heeds my commands.


“Tell
me how you met Lucas.”


She’s
quiet for a long while and I doubt she’ll answer. “It was freshman
orientation,” she sighs. “I strutted unto campus like I was the hottest bitch
to come to town. I had a huge grudge on my shoulder and the girls hated me
instantly.” A faint smile plays on her pouty lips. “All the guys were hanging
around me, helping me with my bags, helping me rearrange my room. That
afternoon in orientation I noticed this guy sitting off to himself. He looked
so angry and hurt, like he’d just lost his best friend.” Her eyes widen and she
blushes a deep crimson when she realizes I’m the best friend Lucas had just
lost.


She
takes a deep breath and continues, “Anyway, I sat next to him and we talked. We
talked all night about how fucked up our lives were and how we were going to
start fresh. We were friends for years. We didn’t become a couple until our
last semester.”


“Why’d
you wait so long to be together?” 


She
pushes the food on her plate around with her fork. “I don’t like commitment and
even if I did I just never felt enough…chemistry to be with him.” she answers.


“What
changed?” I urge her on while she’s opening up.


“Nothing,”
she responds turning her attention back to her plate.


Hmm,
if nothing changed that means there’s still no chemistry between her and Lucas.
A feeling of satisfaction runs through me knowing that she doesn’t share the
chemistry we share with Lucas.


We
finish eating in a comfortable silence. Afterwards we clean up together and go
back to my bedroom. She immediately strips my shirt and lets her hair down
before getting under the sheets. She must have remembered my earlier comment
about not liking barriers between us. I strip down and join her in bed, already
semi-erect from her quick strip. 


She
quickly straddles my hips, leaning down to run her tongue along my ear. I hold
my breath to keep from moaning, the warm heat rubbing against my torso is
driving me crazy. I fight the urge to flip her over and plunge deep into her. When
she begins to suck my nipple I can’t bear anymore. I urge her up with a hand at
her waist, grab my stone hard cock and sit her onto it.


Her
eyes roll back and she releases a soft moan as she rocks her hips until she’s
fully impaled on me.  She leans forward, her hair curtaining my face as she
kisses me. Her hair smells like fresh fruit-strawberries, everything on her is
edible and I want to feast at her table forever. She sits up gyrating her hips
and squeezing her already tight channel. The tingling beings at the base of my
spine and spreads throughout my body, her rhythm falters and I know she’s going
to explode soon. She begins rubbing on her breast, pinching her nipples.


She’s
so fucking sexy.


I
reach between us and rub that moist bud between her legs. She explodes
immediately, clenching down so hard on my cock I lose all sense of place and
time. Sparks go off behind my eyelids, my head snaps back against the pillow
and I growl loudly. Like a wolf howling in the night. Hot spurts of cum squirt
out in abundance. She collapses on my chest and I caress her hair and neck
until our breathing evens out. She’s asleep when I shift her off of my chest
and unto the pillow. I watch her sleep, taking her in for a while before I fall
into a restful sleep.
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Isabella


 


The
next two weeks go by in a blur of daytime activity but my nights with Liam pass
by in hyper-color. We eat dinner together, take turns picking movies on pay per
view and laugh hysterically when we play board games. Who would have thought
super-serious Liam Maddox knew how to laugh. He’s constantly cheating at scrabble,
I just know he has a secret stash of letters hidden somewhere. I just can’t
catch him because he’s always distracting me with his mind melting kisses when
he cheats.


In
a few short weeks our bond has grown to surpass our sexual chemistry. Not that
the sex is lacking, it gets better and better every night. I’ve spent every
night with Liam since meeting him. Not from lack of trying to stay away, I just
can’t seem to resist the magnetic force pulling us together.


This
morning I woke up pressed against Liam’s body, the alarm jolting us awake at
six am. Liam suggested I bring some of my things over so I could go straight to
work from his place.


“I’m
not moving in with you Liam,” I argue getting out of bed, picking up my
discarded cloths from the night before I make my way to the bathroom.


He
follows me, leaning against the doorframe watching my brush my teeth. “It’s just
a lot more convenient for you to have a few of your things here.” I bend over
to rinse my mouth out and I feel his rigid shaft against my butt. Good thing I didn’t
waste time putting my clothes on yet.


I
watch him fondle my breast in the mirror in front of us. He has me wet instantly,
plunging deep within me as our eyes remain locked in the mirror. His biceps
bunch up, chest ripples, his body contorting into a rock hard machine as he
thrust ferociously. He smacks my ass, the sound bouncing off the walls. His
powerful hand leaving a stinging on my cheek that excites me, he grabs a
handful of my hair with one hand pinching my nipple with the other.


I
unexpectedly erupt, my eyes locked to his in the mirror. I can see a gleam in
his green eyes under his hooded gaze, he begin to grunt as he feels me cum
around his shaft. His sleep tousled hair making him even more beautiful as he
bits his bottom lip, fighting to prolong the pleasure overtaking his body. After
a few strokes he loses his battle and grunts his release. His grip on my hair
tightens as he continues to thrust through his orgasm. I silently admire this incredibly
sexy man losing control because of me. He places a tender kiss on my shoulder
and pulls out of me.


Maybe
bringing some of my things here won’t be a bad idea. I begrudge him the power
he has over me but I know I’ll do it anyway.


*******


I
have a habit of listening to music to express my emotions, it’s the only way I
know how to release what’s pent up inside me. That day I walk into my condo
pumping sex is on fire through my earphones. After our little tryst in the
bathroom I can’t wait for Liam to really unleash his dominance on me, he’s
holding back and I’m not quite sure why.


A
hand taps my shoulder and I leap a few feet, raising a hand to my beating heart
as I quickly turn around to find Lucas’ eyes glaring furiously at me. I really
need to get my keys back


“You
scared the shit out of me!” I scream at him removing the headphones from my
ears.


“Where
have you been?” he questions through gritted teeth.


“Lucas
this is not what I call space, you can’t just show up here anytime you want questioning
me. You’re not my boyfriend anymore.” I say brusquely, avoiding his question.


He
takes a deep breath and begins to pace in front of me, “You don’t think I get
that. You said you wanted a break from our relationship and we would remain
friend but I’ve seen you less in the last couple weeks than ever before.” He
rubs his closely shaven head and huffs, “if you’re seeing someone else let me
know.”


This
is my chance to come clean. If I don’t tell him the truth now I never will but
if I do he’ll hate me as much as he does Liam. 


“There
no one else” I answer. I’m a coward and I know it. I pretend to be protecting
Lucas but really I just selfishly don’t want to lose either man. 


“I’m
sorry I’ve been so occupied lately, I promise we’ll have dinner soon.” I kiss
him on his cheek then pull him into my arms. He rests his head on my shoulder
and runs his nose up my neck smelling my hair. I silently pray the scent of the
hot sex I just had with Liam isn’t still lingering. I pull away and look into
his face, the tension lines have eased. “I’ll see you at work,” I say making my
way to the shower leaving Lucas to let himself out.


********


Two
weeks have past and I still haven’t been able to make time for that dinner I
promised Lucas. Liam is so overbearing, and fiercely dominating. When I told
him I would be meeting Lucas for dinner he threatened to follow us and reveal
our relationship. This morning when I walked in the building Lucas marched past
me without a sideways glance. He’s a total mess and it’s my doing. His usually
closely shaved hair has grown out and eyes are dark and puffy from lack of
sleep. I can’t stand to see him this way so I devise a plan as I walk to my
office.


At
noon I have lunch from Lucas’ favorite sub shop delivered to reception and make
my way to Lucas office with it. His secretary’s desk is empty so I stroll past
and enter his office after a quick knock.


“Hey
babe,” I chirp as I juggle our lunch. “I brought you lun…ch.” I stutter as I
realize Lucas isn’t alone.


“Hey
Izzy,” Lucas smiles, walking towards me. “This is Liam Maddox,” he continues on
not noticing the daggers Liam is shooting towards me. “Liam, Isabella Moss my
girlfriend. Liam was just leaving” he states pulling me into his arms for a hug.
“I missed you” he says loud enough for Liam to hear and I realize he wants me
to play along but I can’t, playing this game is too dangerous. I have no doubt
I’ll be paying for this later tonight. My eyes beg Liam to keep quiet as I
stand there-frozen, not able to return Lucas’ hug with my hands still full. 


“Nice
to meet you” I mumble as Lucas lets go of me. I walk to the desk with my head
hung low too afraid to make anymore eye contact with Liam. He leaves the room
without a parting word, slamming the door behind him hard enough to rattle the frames
on the wall. I flinch at the sound, my hands shaking frantically.


Lucas
sighs, “That dick is trying to buy me out of this company. My father worked as
hard as his did to build this company. He can stay here as long as he wants
trying to find leverage over me, he won’t find it.”


“Relax
Luc, he’s not going to take anything from you, I’ll make sure of it.”


“How
are you going to do that when I barely see you? Your off running around town
all day, you don’t even sleep in your condo anymore.” He spits out bitterly.


“I
sleep at my condo,” I lie.


“No
You Don’t!” he screams. “I’ve been there at least three times in the middle
of the night this week and you weren’t there.”


I’m
stunned silent. Luc is stalking me. We’ve been close for years and I really
believed he would respect my space when I asked for it. “I need my keys back,”
I hold out my hand, waiting for him to place them in my palm.


“Is
that all you have to say? You aren’t going to tell me who this new dickhead
is?” his voice shaking in fury. I stare at him blankly not responding to his
rant. When he realizes I’m really not going to respond he reaches into his
pocket and removes his key ring. It takes seconds for him to remove the key and
place it in my hand. I promptly turn and quietly walk towards the door.


“Anna
wants to see you,” he says calmly.


I
continue out the door without a backwards glance. I love Anna, I really do, but
I don’t know how to be in the same room with Liam’s mother anymore. I feel like
she’ll see right through me. Maybe smell her sons scent on me like a mother
bear seeking her cub. I know I’m being ridiculous but I’ve never been able to
lie to Anna. 


Everything
is so fucked up right now I can’t think straight. Lucas knows I’m lying to him,
I’m avoiding Anna and she’s the only female I have any kind of relationship
with and Liam probably won’t even let me in his apartment tonight. That scares
me the most. I’ve become accustomed to Liam soothingly caressing my back as we
gaze in each other’s eyes until our lids get heavy with sleep. Both of us
afraid if we close our eyes the other will disappear. 


Everyday
a piece of Liam’s armor crumbles and so does mine. This morning as he poured
coffee into my favorite mug that I brought over, he suggested I bring it with
me when we go to Palm Beach. This was news to me because we never discussed me
going anywhere near Florida. I don’t think even Liam can convince me to be that
close to my mother.


 


My
phone buzzes just as I sit at my desk. I pull it out and see I have a new
message from Liam. My heart begins pounding faster as I fumble with the screen
to open the message.


You
have one hour to get your ass to my place or I will drag you out that building
making sure your ‘boyfriend’ knows who you really belong to


I
stare at the screen for several minutes trying to scale how much trouble I’m
in. At least he wants to see me. I’m hoping that means he’s not totally done
with me. As long as I get to lie in his arm tonight taking in that delicious
scent that is only Liam, I’ll be alright.


I
quickly gather my things and tell Alice I won’t be back today. “See you on
Monday Alice” I call over my shoulder trying to escape as soon as possible.


“Oh
Isabella” she calls as I reach the door. I whirl around on my heels and stare
at her impatiently. “I ran into Liam Maddox in the hallway earlier, we’re going
out tomorrow night. I think I may get into that man’s pants after all.”


Her
devilish smile conveys her plans for him. I stand frozen in place staring at
her. She returns to her work like she didn’t just rock my world off its axis. I
take a huge breath to ease the tension rising up in my chest threatening to
choke me. I spin on my heels and head toward the elevator on shaky legs. I was
ready to grovel at Liam’s feet moments ago, now I’m mentally preparing for the
war that will ensue.







 


 


 


 


 


Liam


 


My
bare feet pace across the cold wood floor ‘I can’t believe I let her in’
I scold myself. I began to feel things I knew were never meant for me. Women
don’t wrap me around their fingers no matter how beautiful, sexy and alluring
they are. She almost had me fooled into thinking it was just us. I watched what
I thought was real emotions shimmer in her bright gray eyes as we lay in bed,
running her fingers through my hair. 


This
whole time she was still fucking that prick, strutting her ass into his office offering
him lunch. She hasn’t once brought me lunch. She played me as bad as she did
Lucas, maybe more so because I was aware of what a whore she was before I even
got here. She’s good, really good. I stop and stare at the image in the mirror
hanging on the wall. I’ve pretended for years to be so strong then in walks
Isabella Moss and I’m as weak as my father.


 Keys
jingle at the door causing my heart to flutter. Even in this fucked situation
I’m fucking excited to see her. She breezes in slamming the door behind her. She
marches up to me chest heaving, cheeks pink and eyes glaring. “How dare you!”
she shrieks. What? She’s mad at me? 


“You
come into my workplace, misinterpret something between me and a friend
and now you have the gall to think you’re gonna fuck my secretary.” She’s
seething mad. I can’t believe she’s standing there lying to my face. Thinking
she can cavort with both Lucas and I and we’ll be so engrossed in her, we won’t
even glance at another woman. I don’t even want her secretary, that bimbo
practically threw her soaked panties at my face, she was just a distraction at
the perfect time.


“How
dare you come in here and lie to my face, you slut.” She stammers backwards
shocked by the venom in my voice. “You know how I feel about you spending time
with that asshole. All along you’ve been flaunting your tight little ass around
his office offering him lunch and probably much more.”  I move in so close that
if she flinches our noses will touch. “Did you let him fuck you on his desk
like I fucked you on mine? Did he make you scream the way I did?” I hiss in her
face. Breathing heavily I run the back of my hand along her beautiful face.


Her
breathing slows and she leans into my hand. “I’m not lying to you Liam. I
haven’t touched another man since meeting you.” She reaches up and runs her
hands through my hair, knowing her touch soothes me. “I would never do that to
you. You know me far more than Lucas who’s been with me for ten years. I’ve
seen the files you have of me in your office.” My head snaps up, I had no idea
she found my files. 


“Shh”
she says bringing my forehead up against hers. “You know all that ugly stuff about
me and you accept me despite it. I spend so much time wearing a mask it’s nice
to be able to be myself around someone. I know you think I’ll do all those
things I did to Lucas to you but I won’t betray you Liam. I won’t betray us.”
Her gray eyes gleam with unshed tears. It’s killing her to let anyone see her
so weak and exposed. We have our fear of weakness in common. So much fear of
the emotions churning inside us we can’t even use the words that hang on an
invisible wire between us. The urge to be wrapped in her is immediate. She’s my
Achilles heel and I need to trust her cause being without her isn’t an option.


I
take her hand and entwine it in mines as I pull her towards my bedroom. I close
the door behind us, watching her walk across the room and place her purse on my
nightstand after removing her phone. She docks her iphone on my alarm clock
quickly selecting a playlist.


She
walks towards me slowly unbuttoning her blouse. She stops inches from me slipping
her shirt down her arm and it falls in a puddle at her feet. The tips of her
perfect breast showing through the lacy cups of her bra, her hips shimmy as she
slides her skirt down her legs, revealing her thong and the sexiest garter I’ve
ever seen. She reaches up with her right hand and lets her hair fall from its
messy bun.


She’s
the picture of a goddess as she tilts her head to one side, runs her hand
through her hair letting it fall over her right shoulder. My erection throbs in
my pajama bottoms. 


I
want her.


No
I need her.


I
need her like I need to breath. 


I
need to possess her. To place my brand on her, plant it deep in her. 


I
reach out and place a hand behind her neck, dragging her up against me. I
attack her lips desperately, tasting cinnamon on her lips. Her hands tangle in
my hair as my hands slips down to her hips, pulling her against my erection. I
squeeze her ass urging her to wrap her legs around my waist. I somehow make it
to the bed dropping on top of her, never breaking our kiss. 


My
lips travel to her neck licking and sucking till she moans my name. I rub her
breast over her bra; she arches into my hand wanting more. I rise up on my
knees, making quick work of taking her bra and panties off. As I lean in to
claim her lips a hand at my chest holds me off. She runs them down my side into
the edge of my pajama bottoms. I help her take them off, her hand instantly
encircling my shaft. The pleasure of having her warm hands on me causing my
eyes to shut. Her expert strokes bringing me to the edge. A tingling sensation
begins in my cock. My eyes shot open when her tongue runs up the underside of
my shaft.  Her warm mouth engulfs me as she takes me deep into the back of her
throat in one move. My balls begin to tighten and I grab her by her hair and
pull her off.


Her
eyes plead with me to let her continue. She licks her lips in an effort to keep
my essence in her mouth. I don’t want to lose it in her mouth today, I want to
come deep within her. One more pull from that sexy mouth and I would have lost
it. Before anything else I need to taste her. I stretch her out on the bed,
placing soft kisses on her navel. As I spread her legs wider she begins to
tremble with anticipation.


The
first flick of my tongue causes her to thrash about. I throw her legs over my
shoulders and hold her down with and arm across her midsection. I run my tongue
up one side of her pussy then down the other teasing her until she’s pulling at
my hair for more. I circle her clit, loving the sounds she making. When I
plunge my tongue into her pussy her back arches and she moans. I fuck her with
my tongue trying to drink as much of her juice as possible. When I know she’s
close I pull away.


“Please,
please Liam come back.” She begs me.


“Don’t
worry Ella; I’m not going anywhere.” I move up her body and claim her mouth.
She rotates her hips rubbing her wetness against my cock. I pull back and look
into her eyes. 


“Keep
your eyes open. No matter how much you want close your eyes you look at me.” I
command.


I
slowly guide my thick shaft into her. She spreads her leg wider to accommodate
my size. Her eyelids grow heavy but she doesn’t break eye contact. She grips my
biceps and moans as I begin to slowly pump in and out of her tight heat. I take
her erect nipple into my mouth and suck on it. The intense glassy look of
pleasure in her eyes almost finishes me. 


“Faster,”
she begs.


I
ignore her pleas as I shift slightly and rock against her g-spot. My muscles
tighten and I battle to keep my eyes fixed to hers. I pump in and out of her
tunnel for ages keeping her on the brink. Repeatedly slowing to a standstill
when I know she’s going to come


“Please…Please
Liam” she begs me, letting out a frustrated growl.


I
rise up onto my knees grabbing her hips, finally giving her what she wants. I slam
my hips down and piston into her viciously. She comes hard letting out a
protracted scream. Her body convulses beneath me, her tight heat squeezes my
cock in a milking rhythm. Searing hot cum shots out my shaft into the body I
worship like a religion. She grabs me by the back of the neck and brings my
lips down to hers, drinking her flavor from my mouth. We kiss for an eternity
her hands running though my hair bringing me down from a higher plane.


Ed
Sheeran’s kiss me plays from her iphone.


I
fall asleep in her arms thinking how very fitting that song is.


So
relevant.
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Isabella


 


I
wake at 3am to a cold bed. I roll out with a sigh and grab a shirt from one of Liam’s
drawers and head out in search of him. He’s on the balcony, his back turned
from me. A glass tumbler and a bottle of scotch sit on the ledge. His hands are
pressed against the ledge, supporting his leaning body. He’s deep in thought
and doesn’t hear me approach until I wrap my arms around his naked torso. He
flinches before grabbing his glass and downing the scotch in one shot. I press
my face against his exposed back, cool from the night breeze.


“You’ll
hurt me,” he says, stunning me speechless. “You’ll betray me and I’ll never be
the same man again.” He states factually.


I
wish I knew how to console him, calm his fears. Truth is I’m so fucked up I’m
not sure what I’m capable of. I know what his fear is like though, I suffer
from it every day. My beauty is all I have, love and trust destroy your soul. I
slip under his arm and face him, trying to avoid the pangs of fear from the
height. I caress his face with my hand, trying to wipe away the worry lines
forming on his handsome face.


“I
won’t hurt you. What I feel for you is just as scary for me as your feelings
for me are to you. Give us a chance because I can’t be without you. Yesterday
when I thought I was going to lose you I couldn’t accomplish anything. I had no
mind capacity for anything besides getting to you and fixing us. Let me have
you, your body…your heart. I know if there’s ever going to be someone for me,
it’s you. Maybe were too fucked up to make this work but I’m willing to try”


He
looks in the distance behind me contemplating my words. When he grabs my head
and invades my mouth with his, I melt into him. The kiss is over as fast as it
began. He leans his forehead against mine, his hands trembling on each side of
my face.


“I
love you,” he whispers.


I
stare into his eyes speechless. I love him as much as I am capable of loving
him, more than I’ve ever loved anyone. I just can’t find the courage to say it
aloud. He places a quick kiss on my lips, grabs the bottle of scotch and walks
silently back into the apartment.


I
stay alone on the balcony for a while, hoping to find the inner strength I never
had before to fight for these new feelings I want to explore so badly, if I can
only get past my demons. I know losing him would be worst than anything else
I’ve ever suffered. I’m willing to risk my heart and soul for Liam. Walking
away is not a viable option.


When
I finally go back in, the apartment is dark. Liam is lying across the bed naked
on his back, staring up at the ceiling. I strip his t-shirt over my head and
join him.


I
lay my head on his chest and his arms encircle me; pulling me into his warmth.
He shifts onto his side to face me. I get lost in his brilliantly green eyes as
he draws circles down my naked back.


I
don’t remember if he closed his eyes first or if I did but I know for sure the
connection we shared staring into each other’s eyes didn’t break when we shut
them.


******


The
next morning the apartment is empty when I wake up. I go to the kitchen to
start my coffee but it’s already made. I shower and make breakfast, still no
sign of Liam. By mid afternoon irrational thoughts of him out with Alice taunt
me.


When
Liam finally strolls in I throw my hands up exasperated by his cool demeanor. 


“Where
the fuck have you been?”


“Did
you miss me?” he smiles wickedly at me.


“I
was five minutes away from going home and not come back-ever.”


“Come
on Ella, who do you think your fooling, you can’t stay away from all of this.”
He says lifting his t-shirt over his head, exposing that perfectly rippled
chest and abs.


“Be
careful your head’s about to explode from that humungous ego.” 


“Uh
huh,” he says not believing I’m as unaffected as I’m pretending. He runs his
hand over his chest sliding it down over his abs. I watch his hand rest at his
belt buckle, urging him on with my eyes. If I wasn’t so stubborn I’d be
screaming at him to take it off.


He
chuckles devilishly, watching my eyes deflate when his hands leave the belt
untouched. He grabs my hand, pulling me into his arms. “I had to meet with a
couple people, we leave in one week.”


“What
do you mean?” I’m confused, we didn’t make any plans to go anywhere.


“We’re
leaving for Palm Beach next week.” He thinks I’m going to pick up and move with
him.


“Liam
I can’t just pickup and leave in one week. I have a job, a life here.”


“You
can do the same exact job in Palm Beach and you told me yourself Lucas is never
going to get over you if you’re in the same town.” He cocks an eyebrow at me
knowing he’s right.


“No.” 
I say as he stares at me shocked. He’s still unused to my willful temperament.


His
eyes flash with anger, “How the fuck did you expect this to work then. Last
night you beg me to trust this and now you want to stay here with Lucas.”


“It’s
not about Lucas,” I shout back. “Okay, maybe a little. He’s been my everything
for so long how can I just pick up and leave him.”


“What
do you want me to say to that? How am I supposed to feel when you say another
man is you’re everything?” I watch him quietly retreat to his room. It’s only
been a few hours and I’m already hurting him. I want to go after him and tell
him I’ll go with him but I also want to stay here, where I have a family in
Lucas and Anna. I can’t have both, the damage between the two men is too far
gone for happy reunions. Once my relationship with Liam comes out I know their
battle will turn into a bloody war, worst than the one between their fathers.


When
Lucas told me what happened between their families I thought it odd how two men
could let a women devastate their friendship. Now I’m the one annihilating my
friendship with Luc over Liam. 


Liam
comes out his room dressed to slay hearts. His masculine scent hits me full
force and moisture pools in my panties. His hair still wet and disheveled from
his quick shower.


“Where
are you going?” I ask as he picks up his keys.


“I
have a date,” he walks by me towards the door.


“No,
no, no. You can’t just run out with another woman anytime we disagree. You’re
being juvenile and manipulative.”


He
turns a sharp eye on me, “I’m being manipulative? I see through you Isabella
Moss, I know what you’re doing. You have an emotional relationship with Lucas
and a physical one with me. You want to hold onto that love you share with him
while I fuck you at night.”


He
advances so close to me I can feel his furious breaths against my cheek.


“Your
perfect Lucas doesn’t know how dirty you like it does he? How savagely you like
to be fucked? He probably treats you like a piece of glass he’s afraid he’ll
break. In all those years he’s never even realized you can’t break glass that’s
already been shattered.” He brushes past me, slamming the door behind him.


I’m
shell-shocked, left staring at the door he exited through. How had he discerned
so much about me in such a short time? When I finally move I make it to his bed
and curl into a ball. I don’t bother pulling the blanket over my body. The
shivers running through me won’t subside by a warm blanket, my soul is cold,
empty. 


Liam
is the only person to ever make me confront the truth. I’m a lot more broken
then I would like to admit. Going to Dr. Shultz had only been an attempt to
stop my promiscuity. I never let him dive into anything underneath that issue.
Tonight I realize I’m not just broken I’m shattered and blind. Blind to the
pieces of myself that are long lost to me. 


I
realize my pillow is cold and wet. I shoot up into a sitting position, running
my hand over the moisture on the pillow. Still doubtful of the tangible proof
beneath my hands; my fingers brush against my face. My eyes focus in on the
droplets on my fingers.


Tears?


I
haven’t seen my own tears in so long I no longer believed they existed. Crying
was what the weak Isabella used to do. After realizing how much power one can
gain from her tears, she vowed never to cry again. The new Isabella that
emerged that day was better, stronger. 


A
liar.


I’ve
lied to myself. Denied myself the pain and the fear I’ve felt.


My
head drops back down unto the wet pillow and I let go. Let go of all of it and
bawl my eyes out. 


I
cry until my eyes swell. 


I
cry until there are no more tears left to cry.


I
cry until I drift asleep thinking of the love I let walk out on me.







 


 


Liam


 


I
meet her at Tru. She walks into the restaurant in a tight black mini dress and
fuck-me heels. Ordinarily I would take a woman to dinner then drag her back to
my place, where I would bend her tight little body over a chair and fuck her
until she’s breathless, afterwards I send her on her way while I shower her
scent off of me.


Tonight,
as enticing as Alice looks, my body is not cooperating. My mind keeps rehashing
my encounter with Ella. The agony in her eyes haunting me throughout dinner. I
absent-mindedly participate in conversation with Alice, nodding at the
appropriate times, not remembering much of what she says.


After
realizing she took a taxi to meet me I offer her a ride home. On the ride to
her place her hand creep up my thigh, she’s not expecting this night to end
anytime soon. My mind tells me to take her up on her offer and leave Isabella
in the past but my foolish heart begs me to leave Alice at her door. What the
fuck does my heart know anyway? When Isabelle stomps on it leaving it aching,
it will thank me for this.


I
follow her into her apartment, turning down her offer for a drink. She
immediately moves in to kiss me, both of us already knowing what this is about.
I turn my face before she can claim my lips offering her my neck, her lips on
mine too personal for me at this point.


It
doesn’t take much time before she backs up stripping her dress, revealing her
red lacy thong. Her breast are already bare, she rubs them baiting me to come
taste them. Fuck, this shouldn’t be so hard. I never had a problem fucking
random chicks before I came to Chicago. Ella has me so far gone my cock is only
semi-erect while a sexy, naked women touches herself in front of me.


I
watch her unbutton my shirt, her eyes nervously glancing into mine. She knows
I’m not fully into this. By the time her fingers begin fumbling with my belt
even my brain is screaming at me to run. But I’ve never been good with
listening to orders.


I
stay. 


I
stay when her hand wraps around my cock.


I
stay when she drops down to her knees and licks me.


By
the time she has me fully seated in the back of her throat, I’m so sick with
myself I want to hurl my dinner up. I shove her warm mouth off me and pull my
cloths back on. She’s on her knees gazing up at me with questioning eyes, not
sure where she went wrong.


I
leave without a word. I’m such a fucking dick. I wasn’t satisfied with hurting
one woman today I had to hurt two.


I
came to Chicago feeling like a conqueror. I would take the company away from
Lucas and his dad and my father and I would be free of them for good. Now a
month later I’m walking the streets of Chicago sick over a woman. A woman who
would choose to be with a Fields over me just as my mother did. A mother who
loves another man’s son more than her own, in all the years she’s been gone she’s
never even made a small gesture to acknowledge my existence. 


She’d
chosen Lucas over me. He was the son she always wanted. Now Ella would choose
him too. Maybe they were both right, Lucas is a better man than I am. He would
never do to Ella what I did tonight. But I refuse to be the blind fool he’s
been for all these years. I know she’s capable of doing exactly what I did
tonight, maybe more. Whatever she feels for me is not enough to have stopped
her in a similar situation. 


********


She’s
still here.


Thank
god she’s still here is all I can think when I see Ella’s sleeping form in the
middle of my bed. I hate myself for it but I love this woman. I don’t know how
much longer she’ll let me have her but I don’t want to waste my time with her. If
she leaves me tomorrow for Lucas I want to at least be able to hold her one more
night.


I
remove my cloths and join her in bed, gathering her against my skin. She flinches
at my touch and her head pops up as she looks around trying to identify her
surroundings. Even in the dark I can tell she’s been crying. The moonlight
shines on her tear–stained face. She drops her head back on the pillow gazing
into my eyes.


“How
was your date?”  Her voice distant and cold.


I
shrug not wanting to talk about anything that happened with Alice.


“Did
you fuck her?”


“No,”
thank god I didn’t because I really don’t want to lie to her.


She
shivers as I run my hand down her arm, “You smell like her.”


I
was so excited to have her in my arms I forgot to wash away Alice’s scent. “She
kissed me,” I tell her knowing if I don’t give her something she’ll never stop
digging.


She
pushes her body closer to mine, burrowing her head under my chin. As I begin to
drift she whispers into my chest, “Don’t hurt me again.”


Her
words form a fist around my heart.


I
wanted to hurt her tonight.


 I
wanted to hurt her for choosing Lucas.


I
don’t anymore, I just want to love her.


 


The
next morning Ella is a cold shell of the woman I love. She mopes around the
apartment like she’s lost. After being mute all through breakfast I decide I
need to take her out before she goes deeper into her cocoon. Of course she
refuses. I have to hold her down and strip her sweats from her body to finally
get her to get dressed. 


She
comes out of the room looking sexy as ever in tight jeans, fitted t-shirt and
heeled boots. I adjust my growing erection and she finally smiles at my
efforts. She loves the affect she has on me.


I
take her to the sky deck but she absolutely refuses to even enter the building.


“No
Liam, you know I’m afraid of heights. Your rooftop patio makes me nervous, this
is out of the question.” She grips my hand her eye wide and anxious.


“You’re
not afraid of anything Ella. Let’s just explore the building. You don’t have to
step out on the ledge.” I urge her on with my eyes until she finally gives in
with a nod.


Her
death grip on my hand loosens as we go thru the exhibits but she freezes up at
the elevator. I tug her in and wrap my arms around her soft curves as she leans
her ass against me, her sweet smell enveloping me, making my cock twitch. She
rears her head back and cocks an eyebrow at me. 


“I’m
shaking with fear and you want to fuck,” she smirks at me. The man next to her
glances over, running his eyes over her body, he snaps his head away after
seeing my murderous glare. Smart guy.


“I
always want you,” I whisper into her ears, pulling her up closer against me.
When we get off the elevator she grips my bicep, shielding her body behind
mine. She so freaking cute, she can hold her own against me any day but put her
103 stories up and she’s cowering behind me.


“You
know how to conquer fear, don’t you?” I ask her. She looks at me annoyed by my
comment. She knows the answer she just doesn’t want to do it. “You have to face
it head on.”


“I’m
not stepping on that ledge Liam.”  I push her ahead of me wrapping my arm
around her waist to prevent her escape. I slowly walk her closer to the ledge
as she tries to dig her heels into the floor.


“It’s
a glass ledge Liam, what if it breaks?”


“It
won’t. Remember how hard I fucked you on my glass desk,” I whisper into her ear,
loving the way her body trembles just thinking about it. “Glass is stronger
than you think.” When I finally get her unto the balcony I have to pry her
hands from her face to get her to glimpse at the view. She quickly gets down
and heads for the elevator before I can stop her. I’m satisfied at getting her
up there even though we were headed down the elevator less than five minutes
later. 


She’s
so relieved to be out of the sky deck that by the time we made it to the
sidewalk she is all smiles. Sultry seductive smiles that promise me hours of
pleasure when we get home.
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Isabella



 


I
walk into my office the next day still riding my Liam high. That man pulled me
out of my huff yesterday and got me to face my fear. It’s like he sensed the
inner battle I was having with my fear and made me face it. I know the rest of
my fears will be no where as easy to face as yesterday but I can see a
possibility now. Standing out on that glass ledge I realized my fear wouldn’t
suffocate me.


After
the sky deck we ate lunch at a bistro and laughed about any and everything. He
brought up my family again but I ignored him by changing the subject, one fear
is all I could face in one day. The past would have to stay buried for a while
longer. The burden on my shoulder always feels a lot lighter around Liam, even
when he was prying. Soon as the door to his place closed I was all over him,
practically ripping the cloths off his body. He’d been teasing me all day with
that delicious bulge in his pant and I couldn’t wait to get to it.


He
stood there all calm and collected, not even making a move to touch me as I
tore at his clothes. If it weren’t for his rock hard erection, I would’ve
thought he was uninterested. I step back and remove my cloths slowly, knowing
he loves to watch me strip. He begins caressing himself to ease the tension as
I drag my thong off and throw it at his face. He catches it with his other
hand, puts the crotch against his noise and sniffs it.


He’s
so sexy standing there totally naked with my panties in one hand and his cock
in the other. Moisture begins to leak down my legs, I wipe it up with my
finger. I place that finger in my mouth and suck on it, watching his eye flare.
I know I broke his resolve as he marches over to me. 


He
drags me to the couch and pushes me over the arm with my ass in the air.


Smack!
I start as his palm hits my ass. “You’re such a dirty girl. Did you like
tasting yourself?”


“Umm…yes”


Smack!
This
time I’m ready for it. The stinging sensation excites me. I stick my ass up
further anticipating the next one. He runs his palm over my wetness. Chills run
up my spine as he grazes my clit.


Smack!
This
time when he smacks me his palm is wet with my juices. The sting causes my
pussy to tingle. I push my ass against his hand urging him on. He grabs my hip,
spreads my thighs and slams into me. I scream out from the impact. His pounding
rhythm causing my breast to jiggle and my nipples rub against the couch, the
friction sending jolt of pleasure to my pussy. He grabs a handful of my hair
and continues to piston into my soaked folds. 


“Come,”
he demands letting go of my hair to grab me by the thighs. He spreads them
wider shifting his position so he’s hitting my g-spot with every thrust.
Flashes of bright lights dance behind my eyes as the pleasure become too
intense. Liquid gushes down my leg everytime he pulls out. My channel contracts
holding his cock in a vise grip. He continues on, gritting his teeth from the
pleasure. By the time I scream out my second orgasm I see stars behind my eyes
and I pretty sure I’m on the verge of passing out from the pleasure.


He
roars loudly as he shoots into me, his warm seed mixing with my nectar. He
continues pumping his hips until my pussy has sucked every last ounce of
pleasure from his body, his heavy limbs collapsing over me. I can still feel his
cock twitching between us matching the tremors running through our bodies.


Earth-shaking.


It’s
the only word that can begin to describe the feelings I experience in this
man’s arms.


A
knock on my office door interrupt my wet daydream.


“Come
in.”


Alice
strolls in and drops a folder on my desk, her usually radiant eyes dark and
melancholy. She turns to leave without a word.


Odd.


“Are
you alright?” I don’t want to ask but she looks so sad. Maybe I just want to
know if this has something to do with her date with Liam, “How was your date?”
She sighs loudly, returning to plop her ass in the chair across from me.


“Do
you think I’m sexy?”


What?



“I
mean do you think a man like Liam Maddox would find me attractive?” 


“Uhh…sure”
what am I supposed to say? That I don’t want him to think anyone is sexier than
me.


“Well
the date was good, he was quiet but attentive. Then he takes me back to my
place and things are really looking up. Just when I know I have him he walks
out without a word.”


“Uhh…maybe
he didn’t want to rush things.” God I really wish I never asked her anything. I
don’t want to know about her and Liam.


“I
mean how is a women supposed to feel when a man leaves her naked on her knees,
panting for him.”


“Wait-What!”
I didn’t mean to scream at her; I didn’t but-what the fuck! 


“There
I was,” she continues getting up and pacing in front of me. “Totally hot in
nothing but my thong, I had him. And when I tell you I had him, I mean I had
him down my throat and it was so delicious. Then he just pulls away, gets dressed
and leaves.”


I
don’t even hear anything past him being down her throat. The fire at the pit of
my stomach is roaring so loudly.


“Alice,”
I cut off her storytelling. “I’m sorry but I have an important phone call I
have to make, can we continue this later.”


“Oh-okay”
she says making her way out the room. I dash into my bathroom and heave up my
entire breakfast. After I’ve thrown up everything I ate the sick feeling in my
stomach remains. I brush my teeth and return to my office throwing myself into
my work. The graphic images replay in my mind over and over until I can’t stand
it anymore. At three I let Alice know I’m leaving. I walk past her with my head
down, not able to stomach looking at her face.


********


Liam
is out on the patio talking on his phone when I arrive. I drop my briefcase and
blazer on the couch making my way towards his room. I grab my duffel bag from
the back of the closet and quickly begin throwing all my belonging in it. I
don’t know how much time I have before he ends his phone call but I need to be
done by then. I rush into the bathroom grabbing my make-up kit and toiletries, zip
up the bag throwing it over my shoulder. Liam sees me trying to make an escape
through the glass doors and rushes in, hands raised to the air in question.


“Where
the fuck are you going?” he roars pointing the phone at me.


“You
lied to me. I’m leaving.”


He
hits end on his phone and tosses it on the kitchen counter. He marches thru the
living room to stand in front of me. “Ok I’ll bite; what did I lie about?”


I
cross my arms as if to shield my heart. “You told me nothing happened with
Alice. Her wrapping her lips around what’s supposed to be mine is not Nothing!”
I scream into his face. “Last time I checked that’s called getting head.” His
eyes close as he sighs in defeat. I tilt my head shooting daggers at his
beautiful face waiting for his excuses to start.


“I
didn’t say nothing happened, I said I didn’t fuck her.” he starts


“You
fucked her mouth you dick!” I’m so angry I can’t see straight. His face blurs
in front of me, I could hear my own heart beating frantically in my ears. I try
to grasp onto something, anything as my legs give out and darkness overtakes
me.


When
I wake I’m laying on Liam’s bed with a cool towel on my head. I try to sit up
but he sits on the edge of the bed and pushes my head back into the pillow. 


“I
need to leave Liam.” Pain shots through the back of my head from my straining
movements.


“You
just passed out I’m not going to let you roam the streets. Did you eat today?”


“I
threw up the breakfast you made me after my little visit from Alice.” 


He
looks away anxiously biting his lip. “I’m sorry Ella, I don’t want to keep
hurting you.”


“Then
we should just let go, we’ll never figure out how to make this work, you don’t
trust me and I don’t trust you.”


“Maybe
you’re right but I can’t let you go. I can’t. I’m probably being selfish but I
need you. When you’re not here I think I smell you and my heart aches to touch
you. I want to trust you Ella. It’s just really hard for me to trust any
women.”


“I
get that Anna really fucked you up but I’m not your mother. You can’t hold her
sins over my head when I’ve got plenty of my own to carry around.” I can’t stay
as much as my heart wants me to. I’ve never suffered as much pain as I did
today. I let this thing between us go too far. I let myself hope and dream for
things I never deserved and now I’m paying for it with this crushing feeling in
my chest. I roll over to the other side of the bed getting up before he can
stop me. 


“Ella…”
he releases a heavy sigh, hiding his apparent emotions behind a hand covering
his face. I make my way out of the room ignoring his plea. I grab my bag and
briefcase off the living room floor, passing through the kitchen to grab a
bottle of orange juice. I gulp down the juice as I race down the stairs, not
wanting to pass out on a busy Chicago sidewalk. 







 


 


Liam


 


I
actually thought she would stay.


A
feeling of dread had come over me the minute Alice wrapped her lips around me. In
that moment I knew I would lose Ella. After the amazing afternoon we shared
yesterday I had hoped that she would never find out. What kind of secretary
tells her boss about her sexual exploits? Ella doesn’t seem to be the type to
sit around listening to office gossip.


I
grab a bottle of scotch and my phone and head out to the balcony. A quick
glance at my phone reveals four missed calls. After the way I hung the phone up
on my father earlier I should return his call but I don’t. He was sure to have
heard some part of what happened with Ella and he will come down on me for my
weakness. 


I
grab a glass from the bar and pour the dark liquid, spinning it around before
throwing it back. The warm liquid does nothing to warm the cold feeling that
looms within me. I’ve been on guard waiting to discover what Ella would do to
ruin us and I never realized I’ve been working twice as hard as her to destroy
us. What happened with Alice was deliberate. I wanted to hurt Ella before she
could hurt me.


 Lucas
is her everything and I wanted to punish her for it. I couldn’t accept the
little piece of her she offered me, I wanted all or nothing. At the time it
felt like a wise decision going out with Alice to force her hand. Now that I’m
left with nothing I’d give anything for that piece of her I had back.


My
phone lights up and begins to vibrate on the bar top. As much as I would like
to ignore it I hit answer and prepare for more badgering.


“Yeah,”
I snap.


“Why
did you hang up? And who the fuck was that in the background?” his voice steady
and calm.


“I
had to take care of an urgent matter.” I need to steer clear of this
conversation. I haven’t told him anything about Isabella since I’ve been here.


“Who
was the woman?” Again steady and calm. An eruption is in the making.


“Just
someone that was keeping me company.”


“Liam
I sent you up there for one purpose, take those motherfuckers down then get
back over here.” He screams into the phone. “You were screaming pretty loudly
at that woman, sounded pretty serious to me. I hope you’re not letting a woman
divert your purpose.”


He
has no idea how far I’ve diverted from our plan of course. Two days ago I’d abolished
the plans to take back the company to run back to Palm Beach with Ella. Now I’m
not sure I care about any of this shit anymore. Having to be in the same city
as the man who stole my mother and now has Ella is too much for me. I’m not
going to stay here watching while she goes back to walking around on his arm. 


“I
was just having fun with her, it’s over now.”


“Well
you need to stay on track, and next time I call you pick up.”


“Next
time you call and I don’t answer wait for me to call you back” I snap. I’ve
never been one to take orders. I throw the phone back on the bar. Whatever I
came here to do is over. 


********


I’m
such a lucky bastard.


Soon
as I walk into Maddox-Fields headquarters the next day I run into Alice. After
an awkward greeting I’m forced to ride the elevator up with her, the tension so
thick I have to say something.


“It
wasn’t about you.” I say. She looks up surprised that I was bringing it up.


“Uhh…ok”
she begins to bite on her nails.


“I
was sort of involved with someone and it didn’t feel right.” I continue, hoping
to ease the self doubt I see in her eyes. “You’re an attractive woman you
deserve someone better, trust me.” a smile plays at her lips. “No hard
feelings?” I cock an eyebrow at her, offering her my hand in truce.


She
begins to giggle at my playful flirting, “No hard feelings.” She surprises me
by disregarding my hand and wrapping her arms around me for a hug.


“If
it doesn’t work out between you and this woman call me,” she whispers into my
ear as the door slides open. And of course my luck continues as I peer over her
shoulder to see Ella frozen in shock at our embrace. Alice pulls away, winking
at me as she scurries out the elevator. “Hey Isabella,” she chirps her mood
unmistakably taking a turn for the better.


She
stares at me with her mouth agape until the doors begin to close again. I stop
it from closing with my hand, raising a brow in question at her. She shakes her
head obviously refusing to be in the same elevator car as me. I let the doors
slide shut, closing my eyes and letting out a heavy breath towards the ceiling,
trying to ease the tension building in my chest. Ella is going to take an
innocent hug and turn it into something lecherous. I wanted to grab her arm and
pull her into the elevator but I wouldn’t overstep. I had already fucked up
what we had and I didn’t want to cause her any further distress. 


It’s
almost laughable how I’ve already been in two very awkward situations in the
five minutes since entering the building. I get off the elevator on the floor
leading to Lucas’ office. His secretary buzzes me right in as soon as I enter
the reception area. 


Lucas
is on the phone and promptly makes an excuse to hang up. “What do you want
now?” he sighs rubbing his head.


“I
just came to tell you I’m leaving. You can keep your half of the company. As
much as my dad wants to see you out of the company I couldn’t care less. As
long as I never have to see you again, I’m satisfied.” At the door I could hear
him get up from his chair behind me,


“Just
like that, you give up?” he asks.


“I
don’t give up. I just don’t fight for things that won’t benefit me. Me staying
here trying to get this company doesn’t benefit me in any way.”


“When
are you leaving?”


“Saturday”
I answer.


“You’re
not even going to visit Anna?” the pressure in my chest is immediate. Like
someone has their hands wrapped around my throat. Since I’ve been here he’s
never once mentioned my mother to me. How he can even have the balls to ask
that question is beyond me.


“No.”
I say snatching the door open.


“She
wants to see you” he shouts at my retreating frame. I slam the door loud enough
to make his secretary flinch as I storm out his office.


If
his precious Anna wanted to see me how come she need Lucas to relay the
message. It was public knowledge that I own MADD Pulse if she really wanted to
see me she would have long ago. This is some kind of ploy to make sure my
father and I leave Lucas and his dad alone.


I
walk to my car in a haze not remembering how I got there. Before I know it I’m
driving in front of the home my father and I sold to get away from all this
madness. At the time we needed a fresh start away from the happy family that my
mom and the Fields’ had become.


After
the police pulled me off Lucas I was arrested and spent the night in a holding
cell. I blew off graduation, opting not to walk. My dad’s connections got me
into a college in Florida so we left within two weeks. Replaying all the days
my mom would spend at the Fields after Lucas’ mom died, I had assumed she was
trying to help them get over their grieving period. All along she was warming
Mitchell Fields bed and filling the gap Lucas’ mother had left in his life.


I
drive a couple blocks up and stop in front of the Fields’ house. She’s one of
them now. Anna Fields. She had her happily ever after behind those walls with
the family she handpicked for herself the one that she had created not being
enough for her. My hands tremble on the wheel as a car pulls into the driveway.


I
pull out of my spot and slam my foot down on the gas before anyone can step out
of the vehicle. Seeing her again will do things to me I can’t handle right now.
I have enough emotional shit going on with Ella I don’t need the shit load of
issues that will rise up by seeing my mother again.
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Isabella


 


Last
night was harder than I thought it would be. I was so restless and I spent most
of it hugging my pillow to help relieve the anxiety I felt not having Liam next
to me. By morning I had to apply a couple extra layers of concealer under my
eyes for the dark bags forming. I was so close to giving in and calling him.
Actually I had already made up my mind that I would go see Liam after work, I
missed him like crazy. I just wanted to look into those amazing green eyes and
get lost. Forget about Alice, forget about Lucas, just me and Liam wrapped in
each other’s arm.


When
that elevator door slid open and I saw Alice hanging all over Liam whispering
into his ear, all thoughts of reconciliation came crashing down around me. My
weak heart was willing to give in to a man that could so easily move on. I’ve
never been one for commitment but I can’t share Liam. He’s supposed to be mine
and I want him to be only mine.


That
day Alice flounced around like a teenage girl with her first crush. All her
moping from Liam’s quick withdrawal long gone, replaced by a bubbly idiot. They
probably made plans to meet up that night to finish off what they had already
started. I don’t even know why I’m so upset, I left him and he has a right to
move on. A sexually viral man like Liam was sure to replace me in his bed as
soon as possible, Alice being the obvious choice.


Half
way through the day Alice pokes her head in my office to let me know she’s running
a file up to Lucas. I tell her to leave it with me I was headed up anyway.
Truth is I’ve been itching to know what Liam was doing here this morning. Bringing
this file to Lucas will give me the excuse I need.


When
I enter his office I can tell he is not at all happy to see my face. He leans
back in his chair waiting for me to make the first move in our silent
stand-off.


“Hey”
I’ve never felt awkward around Lucas but there it is. That uneasy ‘what do I
say’ feeling hovering over us. “I have a file for you,” I say inching
forward and laying the folder in front of him.


“So
the last time you came here it didn’t end so well.” He says deciding to skip
over all the bullshit and getting to the point.


“I
was trying to make peace with you. I thought we could have lunch and talk but
then it got ugly.”


He
takes a deep breath running his hand over his head. He always does that when
he’s agitated. “I’m sorry Izzy but with Liam here I’ve been really stressed.
The fact that you’re seeing someone else is killing me inside. I shouldn’t have
come at you that way.”


“Lucas,
I told you I’m not seeing anyone else.” At least now that Liam and I are over I
don’t have to lie to him.


He
shakes his head in disbelief, “Izzy, you don’t have to lie to me. If you don’t
want to tell me about him I won’t ask.”


I
walk towards him and lean on the edge of the desk. I run my fingers through his
fuzzy hair. He rests his head on my lap letting me caress him. I didn’t realize
how much I missed him, our friendship, our bond. 


“Let
me take you out to dinner. We can go to Joe’s…” I can hear him chuckling
against my thigh. In college, if there was a crab restaurant anywhere near we
were there. Since coming to Chicago we haven’t waivered in our love of crabs.


“Alright,
but I have a meeting so I’ll meet you there at 7.” He says standing up and
enveloping me in his arms.


“It’s
a date,” I give him a quick kiss on his cheek and hurry back to my office
realizing I never got any information on Liam’s visit today.


********


I
arrive early and asked to be seated. While I wait I order the crab cakes and a
bottle of sauvignon Blanc as per our ritual. I have to admit when Luc walks in
I do a double take like half the women in the room. He must have gone home
before coming here. His face is now clean shaven and it brightens up when he
smiles at me. Why couldn’t I be with a man like Luc, he’s so kind and loving.
Being with him is simple and easy but my brain doesn’t understand simple. I
always have to get myself into the most complicated situations.


He
gives me a quick kiss on the lips before taking his seat. We eat the crab cakes
and order two platters of crab claws cause there is no sharing when we get our
hands on crabs.


“Remember
that time we decided to have an all-nighter in your room” that sexy little
dimple appears as he smiles.


“Oh
God, you mean the time you decided to bring 20 lb of crab legs to my room. Then
you get the bright idea to steam them in my rice cooker.” 


“That
was a genius idea.” He says. 


“No,
we could hardly fit one at a time in that thing. We spent hours steaming all
those crabs.” I giggle thinking of how much crab we ate.  


‘You
ate so much crabs you went on a boycott for a whole month, I thought you would
never touch another one.” he chuckles.


“That’s
not funny; I really couldn’t even look at another one. Besides it’s my favorite,
I always come back to my favorite things.” 


A
glint of hope flashes in his eyes, “yeah you always do come back.”


“So
how’s Anna?” I say rapidly changing the subject. I want to remain friends with
Lucas so I don’t need him thinking this is me coming back to him.


“She’s
good, says if she doesn’t hear from you by Friday she’ll think she’s done
something to offend you.” He says going to work on his plate.


“I’ll
call her. So what was Liam doing at the office today?” I ask nonchalantly.


His
face darkens and he sits back in his chair, “He came to tell me he’s leaving.”


“Leaving?
As in for good?” I ask with far too much interest.


“Yup,
leaving on Saturday and is not even going to bother to go see Anna.” He says
digging back into his food.


I
hate this awful feeling that’s beginning to fill my stomach. There’s no way I
can let him leave without saying good-bye. But I also know good-bye will take a
huge toll on my heart. How can I let someone go who holds a piece of my heart?
Will I ever be the same without him?


“So
I have a business meeting next month in Vegas with a potential client…” he
shifts nervously in his seat.


“And?”


“Would
you mind coming with me. I know were not together anymore but we always make
these trips together. I’ll feel a lot more confident if you come with me.” his
fingers begin to drum on the table. He’s afraid I’ll refuse him, and I should.
Nothing good will come from spending days alone with Lucas. He has this aura
about him that’s irresistible. He’s made it his life goal to learn all the
pleasure points in my body. He does a fantastic job at bringing me satisfaction
but after being with Liam he pales in comparison. I hate the way he lets me
manipulate him. I know he has no clue I’m doing it but I wish he could see
through my guise as easily as Liam does.


“I
don’t know Lucas,” I sigh sitting back in my chair. He squints his blue eyes at
me, turning on the charm.


“Come
on, your not afraid of me are you? I promise not to do anything you don’t want”
he winks at me. Oh yeah, he’s throwing in all the charm for this one. God he’s
so adorable smirking at me with those gorgeous dimples.


“Ok
I’ll come but no tricks Lucas. This is a business trip.” He breaks out into a
full out grin, his eyes lighting up with joy. 


After
dinner he walks me to my car satisfied with a hug as we part ways. I drive off
feeling good about the progress I’ve made in my relationship with Lucas. So why
is it that I end up parked outside Liam’s place staring at the shadow
occasionally passing behind the curtains? I tap nervously on the steering
wheel, trying to talk myself out of going up those stairs.


After
twenty minutes of useless deliberations I’m walking down his hallway wondering
if I should use my key. Breakeven by The Script is booming through the door as
I bang against it. After the Alice incident, I refuse to use my keys, too
frightened I might see way more than I can handle.


The
music is lowered the second time I bang and the door is swiftly snatched open. I
stand motionless as he crosses his arm over his bare chest, waiting for me to
speak. My eyes impulsively travel down his bare chest to the thin line of hair
leading into his pajama pants. Pants that ride so low they expose his well
defined hip bones, making a v shape pointing down towards my own personal
heaven.


Umm…He’s
so unbelievably hot. One man shouldn’t have the right to look so good. This is
already starting out with an unfair advantage to him. My eyes widen as I watch
him twitch in his pants. God I hadn’t realized I was still staring at him,
practically drooling.


“Are
you done molesting me with your eyes?” he asks raising his hands to let me
further explore his hard body.


“Can
I come in?” I’m surprised by my faltering voice. He steps back and lets me in,
as I pass him my arm drags against his bare chest and I halt in front of him. I
feel like I’m stuck in some kind of magnetic bubble. His warm breath caresses
my cheek and my stomach flutters as his scent hits my overactive senses.


I
hear the door shut somewhere in the distance. His rough fingers graze my neck
pushing my hair away. His heat moves in closer, his nose nuzzling my neck. I
try to pull myself out of this fog my brain has walked into but I feel his
erection against my hip and shut my eyes, my heart racing in anticipation. The one
night we spent apart feeling like I’ve been in a month long drought from him. 


“I
missed you,” he whispers into my ear. His word floating against my skin like a
thousand caresses. I take a deep breath knowing I need to focus on the reason I
came here.


Alice,
Alice, Alice my brain chants to me in self defense.
I take a few steps forward, the space doing nothing to ease the ache between my
legs. “We need to talk.” I walk to the kitchen bar and take a seat, spinning
the chair around to watch him approach.


He
thinks he has me, owns me with a whisper in my ear.


I
see it in the glint in his eyes, the wicked smile playing at the corner of his
full lips. He stops between my parted thighs placing an arm on each side of me,
effectively caging me in as his hands rest on the counter top behind me. 


He
leans in licking on my neck, “talk.” He demands while attacking my senses. I
can’t even format a thought with him licking small circles down my neck. I
reluctantly push against his chest and gain only an inch of space between us.


“I
can’t concentrate when you do that.” I scold him.


“I
know” he cocks an eyebrow at me, “but you love it.” He removes my hand from his
warm skin and returns to the wet path he left on my neck. “How’d you sleep last
night?” he asks between kisses.


“Horribly”
I moan, my eyes drifting shut.


“It
doesn’t have to be this way, come back to me.” Sounding as close to pleading as
I’ve ever heard from him. He pulls back and looks into my eyes searching for an
affirmative answer.


“What
about Alice?” I demand, my eyebrows shooting up.


“There
was never anything with Alice. What you saw this morning was just me
apologizing for the fucked up way I left her. There will be no one else but you,
if you’ll let me have you again.” His fingers run through my hair, massaging my
scalp.


“Even
if we try again how is this going to work? You’re leaving Saturday.”


“Talked
to Lucas already huh?” he snarls, pulling away from me. He begins to pace
furiously, the look he cast my way dark and dangerous. “I can’t stay here and
nurse this sick attachment you have to Lucas but I can’t leave without you.” He
runs a hand through his already tousled hair.


 “So
we’re at a stalemate.”


“What’s
keeping you here,” he snaps grabbing my face with both hands. “You belong to me
and you know it. Lucas will move on, he’s stronger than you think. Stop
pampering him and live your life.” He has a valid argument I just refuse to
take off my Lucas blinders to do something about it. Lucas and I have a
co-dependent relationship but it’s not much different from what I share with
Liam.


My
dependency of Liam seeming far more dangerous; I crave him day in and day out.
I need him to sleep and I can’t breathe when I think of losing him. I cling to
Lucas for the safety he brings me but I cling to Liam like he breathes air into
my lungs. The choice he’s asking of me seemingly impossible.


“Give
me a little time,” I run my hands into his hair, I missed the wavy texture
under my finger tips. His eyes close and his grip on my face loosen, the tension
slowly dissipating from his body.


“I’ll
give you till Friday but when you pick me there will be no turning back, I need
all of you. I’ll need to own all you and I won’t allow you to leave me again.”
Then he claims my lips like a man possessed.


 Possessed
by his love for me.







 


 


Liam


 


When
I open the door and see her standing there my heart begins pounding in my
chest. A million thoughts run through my mind at once. Is she coming back to
me? God she’s beautiful. I missed her more than I realized. I really hope she’s
here to stay. I can’t spend another night in that cold bed without her. I
close my eyes and take a breath hoping to clear my mental ramblings.


I
observe her appraising my body, her mouth agape and eyes dilated. Thank god she
still wants me as much as I want her. Winning her back might not be as hard as
I thought. Her eyes’ worshipping my body causes my cock to twitch, it’s as
happy to see her as I am, hardening by the seconds. Her eyes fly to mine when
she realizes she awoken the beast.


“Are
you done molesting me with your eyes?” I lift my arms letting her know she
welcome to whatever she see’s.


“Can
I come in?” she asks shyly, or maybe nervously. I step back leaving her a small
path. As she passes her arm brushes against me causing her to halt mid-step.
She felt the jolt that ran from my skin to hers. I push the door shut as I move
in closer. Her exotic smell hypnotizing me, I nuzzle my nose against her neck
so I can breathe her in. My fingers graze her soft skin as move her hair to one
side.


“I
missed you,” I confess.


She
takes a deep breath seeming to center herself and takes a few steps away from
me, breaking the warm band we were wrapped in.


“We
need to talk,” she announces walking over to have a seat at the kitchen bar
stool. She’s so affected by me she’s trying to create a barrier against the strong
pull she feels towards me. If I allow her the space she’s requesting she may
pick up and leave again. I approach her ready to attack her with the only
weapon I have.


 Her
weakness for me.


I
lean into her and begin to run my tongue up her neck. “Talk.” I demand. If she
wants to talk we’ll do it my way. She pushes me back and gives me a warning
glare.


“I
can’t concentrate when you do that.” She looks so cute trying to reprimand me.


“I
know,” I remove her hand. “But you love it” I continue to taste her sweet skin,
her responding shivers indicating just how much she loves it.


“How’d
you sleep last night?” If it was anything like my night she didn’t get any
sleep. I missed gazing into her clear gray eyes as I drifted off, caressing her
silky skin with my fingers.


“Horribly”
she moans slightly as I suck on the skin behind her ear. In that small sound I
know I have her. As much as she wants to fight me she can’t fight the pull she
feels.


“It
doesn’t have to be this way, come back to me.” I pull back and look into her eyes,
imploring her to see how much I need her.


“What
about Alice?” She snaps her persistent anger evident. I wish I never let that
women touch me, the amount of animosity in her glare shakes my resolve to win
her back. Her trust in me is already broken and I’m not sure what it’s going to
take to rebuild it.


“There
was never anything with Alice. What you saw this morning was just me
apologizing for the fucked up way I left her. There will no one else but you,
if you’ll let me have you.” 


“Even
if we try again how is this going to work? You’re leaving Saturday.” Of course
her precious Lucas would have already told her I was leaving.


“Talked
to Lucas already huh?” I can’t repress my disgust with her unbreakable bond
with Lucas. I take a step back to get my rising anger in check. “I can’t stay
here and nurse this sick attachment you have to Lucas but I can’t leave without
you.” Even with my fear of losing her eating away at my heart I won’t
compromise on this Lucas situation.


“So
we’re at a stalemate.” She responds, not even attempting to consider giving up
Lucas. When I think I know what her feelings for me are she pulls the Lucas
card. He always seems to trump everything that we have.


“What’s
keeping you here,” I growl grabbing her head between my hands. How can I make
her understand that she doesn’t need him in her life? “You belong to me and you
know it. Lucas will move on, he’s stronger than you think. Stop pampering him
and live your life.” Her eyes glisten with unshed tears. This is as hard for
her as it is for me but I can’t waiver.


“Give
me a little time,” she asks. She drags her finger through my hair, knowing how
much her touch eases my tension. My grip on her face loosens and my eyelids get
heavy as a warm sensation runs through my body.


“I’ll
give you till Friday but when you pick me there no turning back, I need all of
you. Just know that I’ll own you and I won’t allow you to leave me again.”
There’s no doubt in my mind she’ll pick me. 


I
crush her lip against mine; desperate for a taste of what I thought I had lost.
Her lips part immediately to the onslaught of my tongue.  I drink her flavor,
content in just possessing her mouth. Her hands caress my sides slowly creeping
down. If she continues to touch me like this I won’t be able to hold back much
longer, my body begging me to take her immediately.


She
breaks our kiss to run her mouth down my neck, her hands teasing the edge of my
pants. My fingers tremble as I unbutton her shirt, my need for this woman
overwhelming me. I push her shirt down her shoulders revealing a red satin bra,
the creamy globes peaking over the top enticing me. I run my finger over her
smooth cleavage and notice the outline of her erect nipples through the flimsy
fabric. 


I
brush my knuckles against the knotted buds watching a storm brew in her eyes, her
bright gray eyes cloudy with lust. I make quick work unclasping her bra and
throwing it somewhere behind me. My palm rubs her breast avoiding her nipples,
her breath quickens in anticipation. Her back arches urging me to touch her nipples
to ease the ache. I rain kisses down her navel as I pull her skirt down her
thighs.


She’s
wearing one of those sexy garters I love to fuck her in. I reluctantly un-buckle
it and roll her silky stockings down her legs, needing to feel her bare skin against
mine. I come back up tangling my hands in her hair. I force her to look into my
eyes, “I want you so bad I’m afraid I’ll ravage you.”


“Please,”
she begs me gripping my arms. “Please, take me anyway you want.”


This
time the kiss starts out slow and gentle. Sensing that I’m restraining myself
she aggressively takes over biting and licking at my lips. Her hands boldly
invade my pants grasping my length in her palm the warm soft texture emitting a
moan from deep in my throat. She licks my neck gently nipping it with her teeth.
Her aggressive movements making my erection frighteningly thick and heavy.


She
swiftly drops to her knees dragging my pants down my legs. My cock juts out
poking her in the face, which produces an excited smile on her lips. She dabs little
kisses over my navel teasing me with her tongue. The first kiss she places on
the tip of me causes my legs to buckle. I brace my hands on the bar behind her
as she warm mouth engulfs my shaft.  The pleasure must have caused my eyes to
cross because I can no longer focus on my surroundings. 


Her
hand cups my balls as her mouth moves up and down my shaft. She expertly sucks
on the tip before thrusting most of my cock into her mouth. I feel the tip
knock against the back of her throat and I grip her hair tightly trying not to
blow in her mouth. She moans against my cock the vibrations increasing the
tingles running along my cock and spreading throughout my body.


“AHH!”
I roar as I explode in her mouth. I rock my hips thrusting in her mouth letting
her suck every drop out of me. I gasp as she releases her suction hold on my
cock with a pop, licking her lips and smiling seductively at me. She’s sinful,
she exudes sex. She rises up raining kisses over my face, dragging her fingers
through my hair as my breathing slows down.


I
grab her by the waist abruptly placing her on top of the stool, spreading her
thighs so I can move in between her legs. Her eyes widen when she see my intent
in my lazy gaze. I spread her legs trailing kisses up her thighs. I pause over her,
my warm breath teasing her wet folds. Her eyes plead with me as I back up. I reach
up and palm her breast, rolling her nipples between my fingers. 


Her
back arches urging me to continue to play with them. I pinch them and smile
when she quizzers beneath my hands. I nibble on her thighs and the edge of her
pussy. I blow softly over her heated flesh, teasing her.


Her
hand creeps down between her legs but I give her a light tap preventing her
attempt at pleasing herself. She whimpers as I hold her hands hostage behind
her back. She pushes herself to the edge in an attempt to grind against my mouth
but I get up blocking her pursuit. She wants it so severely I almost feel bad
for her. “How bad do you want me?” I whisper into her ears.


“Liam
please…” she begs. “I’ll do anything you want. Just touch me.”


“Whose
pussy is this?”


“It’s
yours Liam”


“I’m
done sharing you. Do I own this?” I run one finger through her wet heat.


“God
yes!!” she shrieks. “You own it baby, it’s yours…” she pants. I pick her up and
spread her open on my counter.


The
first taste of her sweet liquid against my tongue causes my cock to harden. The
sound of her moans growing louder in my ear as my tongue dips into her honey.
Her hips buck uncontrollably with each thrust. My grip on her waist holds her
steady for my manipulations. I slide my tongue over her clit then suck on it.
Her broken moans indicating she’s close to coming.  I slowly feed her my
finger, sensing she needs something more to make her soar. She rolls her hips
in a circle welcoming the invasion of my finger. I hook my finger massaging her
magic button, rolling my tongue over her clit in a figure eight.


She
climaxes hard, her muscles clenching down on my finger. Her earsplitting scream
something between a yell and a moan. She chants my name over and over as I rub
her hips and kiss her thighs. I step back to observe this beautiful women
spread open on my counter. By far the most savory thing I’ve ever eaten in this
kitchen.


I
pull her into my arms; her eyes still closed as I carry her into our room. I
lay her limp body down and pull her up against me. She opens her eyes, now back
to its bright gray color and smiles at me.


“That
was the most intense sexual experience of my life.” She giggles.


“You
think so? Then you better hold on tight. I’m just beginning to make you come.”
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Isabella


 


I
can feel my body still quaking from my orgasm. Liam’s palm teasing my nipples
sends aftershocks though every cell in my body. He leans in and licks them
causing moisture to pool between my legs. I can’t believe how ready I always am
for him. He spreads my thighs and runs his finger over my wet flesh. There’s an
ache deep inside me that only he can fill. As much as I enjoyed his lips on me,
I want more. I crave his thick cock. I need it to fill the void inside of me.


He
kneels between my spread thighs stroking his thick shaft. I watch him with
envy, wanting to wrap my hand around him. I want to place my lips around the engorged
tip and taste his salty flavor. He blankets me with his warm body and whispers
in my ear, “Are you ready for me?”


“Always,”
I answer. I’ll always be ready for whatever he wants to give me.


I
suck in a deep breath as the tip slowly breaches my entrance. The feeling of
being stretched so amazingly unique. He thrust halfway in then pulls out and
thrust back in again. His pace increases as I stretch to accommodate him. His
gentleness surprises me. He murmurs incoherent words as he begins to lose
control, his muscles straining under my hands.


I
push against his chest urging him to let me take over. He hesitates before
flipping over carrying me with him. His hands grip my waist as I begin to grind
into him. His hands cup my bouncing breast as I move up and down his shaft. My continuous
moans echoing throughout the room. I lick my fingers and bring it to the
swollen bud between my legs. This time he watches me touch myself with avid appreciation,
his pale green eyes darkening to emerald. My muscles tense and fizzes of
pleasure race through my core. My movements halt on top of him the pleasure too
intense. He pounds up into me drawing out my climax. I immediately find myself
on my back, Liam’s taut body pounding into me chasing his orgasm. His intensely
dark eyes bore into me, expressing his deep feeling for me. Sweat glistens down
his strong body. His ruthless thrust cause stars to flash behind my eyelids.
Impossibly I explode again letting Liam squeeze out every ounce of pleasure from
me. My insistent screaming finally descends to groans of overbearing pleasure.
I can feel my pussy contracting against Liam.


“I
love it when you come,” he says in a raspy voice. “So tight…So wet…” he groans
as his head rears back and his muscles lock up. His climax rocks him as hard as
mine did. His body is trembles as his weight drops down on top of mine. 


He
caresses my face with feather like strokes, sprinkling kiss over my neck and
collarbone. His gentle loving gesture springing tears to my eyes. This is not
the same Liam I met; he’s so loving with a vulnerable side he usually hides.  My
heart skips a beat thinking of how much his love for me has changed him. 


I
run my fingers through his hair and I’m rewarded with a sigh of contentment.
He’s as relieved to have me here with him as I am to have him in my arms again.
No matter what kind of hell breaks loose after this it won’t matter. Tonight in
this bed I know I love this man and he loves me in return.


“I
love you,” I whisper against his hair.


He
stops nuzzling my neck to look into my eyes. Pure joy from my confession dances
in his eyes.


 “I
love you too Isabella Moss.” Those soft teal eyes will be the end of me. 


********


My
nerve endings sizzle to life jerking me out of my erotic dream of Liam. My eyes
fly open to an even better version of my dream. Liam rock-hard length is
thrusting deeply into me. 


“Good
morning” he says shifting my legs, his thrusts going even deeper.


“Umm…It
is…good…isn’t it?” his constant thrusts causing me to stutter.


“I
love fucking your pussy,” he confesses. Every thrust becoming more frantic. 


I
watch this extraordinarily gorgeous man shudder over me from his intense need
of me. His deep strokes filling me to my root. I get lost in the slide of his
thick cock in and out of me. My hunger for him increasing with each stroke. He
yanks at my hips pulling me into each thrust, rubbing against the aching bundle
of nerves deep within me. My orgasm rages through me beautifully. The euphoria
I feel as he continues to thrust inconceivable. I spasm around him, my pussy
clutching to him like an iron fist.


“Fuck
baby…that’s so good.” He groans.


He
grows thicker threatening to shred me. One thrust, two thrust then he burst
deep within me, warm spurts of him flowing into me. He collapses on me
boneless, his hot heavy body clinging to mine. His still semi-erect penis
twitching within me. 


********


I’m
late.


After
the fantastic way Liam woke me he insisted that we shower together. The man is insatiable.
He took me again in the shower with even more gusto than earlier. I had to slip
out while he was on a business call or risk missing the whole day. The fact
that I already took all my clothes home would delay me that much more. 


It’s
amazing how one man can change my entire world. What was a bleak existence yesterday
has changed dramatically. The sun seems to be brighter, the air fresher, I’m
even walking with more vitality. 


Alice
is sitting at her desk tapping at her Smartphone when I walk in. She would
never survive without her electronic gossip mill. “Hey Isabella, You look
fantastic today.” Throwing me a thumb up.


“Thanks
Alice.”


“Lucas
must have put it down last night cause your glowing.” Her knowing smirk
irritating me, if she knew who really caused the glow she would keel over and
die. She looks at me expectantly, hoping I’ll dish about my sex life. I ignore
her prying eyes and stroll into my office and close the door behind me.


Moments
later Lucas strolls into my office wearing a huge grin. “Alice says our dinner
last night has perked up the gloomy mood you’ve been in.” Wow, I thought I was
doing a compelling job at hiding my emotions. The lost of Liam had shred me so
thoroughly there was no amount of effort that could conceal my dismal existence.


“Yeah,
our dinner was nice. It’s good to have my best friend back.” I have no choice
but to go along with his assumption. I can’t very well tell him it was Liam’s sweet
caresses and hot sweaty loving that had altered my state of mind.


“I’m
glad to have you back too. I think my depressed state had Anna worried.” His
soft smile displaying genuine happiness. “I came by to see if you had time for
a business lunch today. We need to discuss Vegas.”


“Sure
I’m free.”My phone buzzes on my desk and I snatch it up before Lucas’ prying
eyes can see Liam’s name on the screen. He sent me a text.


I
think I’m sick. I can’t possibly miss u this much 


I
chuckle at his message quickly replying.


It’s
contagious, I think I caught it too cause I miss u like crazy 


So
lost in my interplay with Liam I didn’t notice Lucas scrutinizing my reaction
to the text. My phone buzzes again and I put it in my pocket avoiding his
burning gaze.


“So
I’ll order lunch and have it delivered.” I say trying to rustle him out. He
nods his head giving me one last quizzical look before leaving. I’m not going
to be able to keep Liam and me a secret for long with Lucas already suspicious
that I have a man in my life.


I
pull out my phone opening Liam’s message.


Dinner
at Arun’s pick u up at 6. He
remembered that I like Thai food. My phone buzzes with another incoming
message.


Bring
ur things back so I can have you as long as possible tomorrow morning


Ur
assuming I’m stayin the night. 


I
hit send and his reply is swift.


Ella
please, can’t sleep without u 


His
desperate need to be near me mirrors my feelings for him.


Ella?



I’ll
b there. How can I pass up on that sexy body?


Nymphomaniac



That
defiantly sums me up in a word.


Lunch
with Lucas is fun and reminiscent of our earlier times. All the tension that
was suffocating me in our relationship non-existent. The client we are meeting
in Vegas happens to be an old college friend of ours. I find myself getting excited
about this trip with Lucas. We haven’t connected so easily in years. 


Liam
being the only hitch in my Vegas plans. His extreme possessiveness and jealousy
will erupt once I mention Lucas and weekend trip to Vegas, business or not. I
have six weeks to convince him not to worry about this trip but I haven’t even
contemplated Liam’s ultimatum yet. Making the decision to leave everything I
know here for an unstable relationship with a man I’ve known a little over a
month seems insane. My heart doesn’t trust Liam to stay with me. 


If
I was to go to Palm Beach and he decided he couldn’t be with someone as damaged
as I am, I’d be lost. Without Liam or Lucas I’m not sure I could survive how
remote my life would become and the thought of being alone in Florida terrifies
me.


I
leave at five and hurry to my condo. I throw all my necessities into my duffel
bag and take a swift shower. After moisturizing I put on my favorite Cavalli
leopard print dress and gold pumps then I apply my smoky eye and I run my hands
through my long hair giving it a sexy disheveled look.


Liam
buzzes at the door and I grab my bag to meet him downstairs. I went to the
trouble of looking fantastic for him if I let him up he won’t let me out this
condo without going a couple rounds first. I see him before he notices me
coming towards him. His back is turned and he’s chatting with the thin blonde
women at the reception desk. His dark gray slacks cling to his tight ass making
my insides warm. He turns as if sensing my presence, his lazy gaze darts over
my skin tight dress then revert back to my face. His eyes darken with lust as
he makes his way to me leaving his little blonde admirer scowling at me. 


His
muscular shoulders flexes under his gray blazer as he walks. The white shirt
under the blazer unbuttoned three buttons down revealing a peak at his toned
body. His sexual magnetism noticeably affecting the women gathering in the
lobby to get a glimpse. 


He’s
sex. 


He’s
sheet-mangling, shoulder-biting sex and they want some.


His
fingers immediately caress my face once he’s within reach. His intense stare
making me want to drag him back up to my place. I run my hands down his hard
chest then band my arms around his waist. He smells almost as good as he looks.
I want to lick him but it would be inappropriate here.


“You
are stunning,” he says placing a kiss on my cheek.


“You
look pretty good too.” 


“Let’s
go before I drag you back upstairs and fuck you all night.” 


“Yes
please,” I reply. He shakes his head making a tsking sound as he takes the
duffel bag off my shoulder. As we pass the receptionist he nods her way,
acknowledging her. She blushes three shades of red as though he promised her
his body in that simple gesture.


“What’s
with you and receptionist,” I frown at him.


He
smirks at me draping his arm around my shoulder pulling me into his warm body.
“I was trying to get her to let me up to collect you.”


“Be
careful, I’m learning I have a severely jealous side.” I warn him.


“Duly
noted.” He kisses my forehead, leading me to a sleek Audi R8. This man exudes
sexiness in every aspect of his life, from his body to that gorgeous face, his
smell and even the car he drives. How would I ever be able to keep a man who
was every woman’s dream? He should be with some stuck-up socialite that will
kiss ass at his business meetings and give him three or four kids. Kids don’t
seem like an option for someone like me. I’d fuck them up worst than I was.


I
keep my hands on his warm thigh on the ride to the restaurant, singing along to
Coldplay’s clocks as my hand skims his ridged member. His sideways glance
conveying his amusement at my randy behavior. He handles the car with powerful
ease, swerving in and out of lanes like a man on a mission.


At
the restaurant he escorts me in with a hand stroking the small of my back. The
small cozy restaurant is one of my favorites. The intricate Buddhist artwork
that covers the wall ensnares the attention of many. The spring rolls we order
are amazing. We share our entrees feeding each other pieces from our plates.
Liam reaches over and wipes a smudge of mustard from the edge of my mouth with
his finger. Warm heat floods between my legs when he puts that finger in his
mouth and sucks on it. 


“We
need to leave,” I demand. Not wanting to wait another minute more for a taste
of his addictive body. He shakes his head and points to the remaining food on
my plate. The wicked smile on his lips says he’s enjoying teasing me. I shove
the last few pieces of food into my mouth making a show of swallowing. 


He
chuckles as he waves the waiter over to get our check. I walk hastily ahead of
him in a rush to get him alone and naked. He yanks me back with an arm around
my waist, pressing my back up against his growing erection. 


“When
I get you to my place I’m going to pull this sexy ass jungle dress up to your
waist and fuck you.” He whispers into my ear. A full body shiver overtakes me. He
knows how much I love it when he talks dirty to me.


“I’d
let you do it here.” My core is aching for him and I don’t care who see’s this
beautiful man worshipping my body.


“Fuck
I’m hard.” 


The
door is whisked open in front of us and everything stands still. Anna notices
me wrapped in another man’s arm and frowns. She glances at Liam and instant
recognition hits her, the lines on her face soften. She gasps softly as Lucas
walks in behind her. 


I
try to dislodge Liam’s arm from around my waist but it tightens in a death
grip. Lucas halts mid stride, his glare darting between Liam and I then to
Liam’s arm still wrapped possessively around my waist.


“Let’s
go” he growls trying to pull me past the gawking Lucas and Anna. Lucas’ hand
shoots out and grasps my arm. The dangerous glint in Liam’s eyes frightens me. 


“We
need to fucking talk. Now!” Lucas bellows his eye beaming into me. I suddenly
feel torn between the two most important men in my life. I knew I would have to
come clean soon I just wasn’t ready yet. 


“Get
your fucking hands off my girl.” Liam orders, getting into Lucas’ face.


“Your
girl?” Lucas looks puzzled, trying to figure out how I could possibly be Liam’s
girl. This is getting worst by the minute and I have to do something to diffuse
the situation.


“Lucas,
can you give me a minute please.” He wavers, not sure if he should trust me. His
fingers loosen and I quickly pull Liam outside the restaurant door. His eyes are
wild with a hint of distress. He glances anxiously over my shoulder at his
mother then heaves a deep breath.


“Can
you give me a minute to talk to Lucas?” 


“Fuck
no. We're leaving now. I don’t want you having anything to do with those two.”
He runs a hand through his tousled hair. God, I know seeing his mother again is
killing him. I want to help him through this but I need a minute to calm Lucas down.
I step closer rubbing his biceps with my hand. 


“Please
Liam; you already knew yesterday that I would choose you. Just let me have a
minute with him.” he shakes his head letting out a frustrated sound. His hands
shoot to my face holding it captive between them. He moves in so close I can
feel his breath against my lip.


“I
can’t lose you. If you don’t come out in five minutes I will drag you out. I
won’t lose you to him.” he places gentle kisses on my lips and face, cherishing
me.


“You’ll
never lose me.” I answer turning to walk back into the restaurant.


As
I step in Anna pats me on the back and step out into the night. My anxiety
skyrockets but not for me, for Liam. I’m afraid what a confrontation with his
mother might do to him. He’s nearly hysterical with me coming to talk to Lucas.
I’m afraid Anna might cause him to run, and run far.


Lucas
cold glare sends chills down my back. He pulls me into a small corner, crowding
me against the wall. “How long have you been fucking him?” his low growl
rumbles through me.


“I’m
sorry.” Is all I manage to say. Once this rage fades I know he’ll be extremely
hurt and I’m sorry for that.


“Answer
me” he hisses through gritted teeth.


“Over
a month.” I whisper, my eyes aimed at the floor.


“How
is that even possible? He’s only been here five weeks.” He pushes away from me
pacing in front of me. I know he does it calm his anger but when he stops in
front of me the rage is still dancing in his eyes.


“How
many days was he here before this started?” 


“Lucas
I never planned for something like this to happen. I didn’t know who he was and
by the time I found out it was too late.”


“You
didn’t answer the question” he says calmly.


I’m
not going to be able to get out of this question. I contemplate lying but I’ve
done enough of that to Lucas already. 


“His
first night” this time I hold his frigid stare ready to take the brunt of his
anger. I deserve it.


He
storms into my face like a raging bull. His nostrils flaring and his eyes
blazing. “You made me wait for years for you and he walks into town and you
fuck him on the first night. Lying to my face that there was no one else. I’ve
been in love with a lying whore for ten years. I can’t even look at you; you
make me so sick.” He makes a loud growling sound causing me to cower. I watch
as he storms out the restaurant without looking back.


I
slide down the wall with my arms clutched around myself, the stinging in my
heart insistent. I never wanted the day to come when Lucas would see me for the
trash I really was. The disgust in Lucas’ eyes taunting me even now with him
long gone.


Liam
squats down in front of me assessing my condition. He scoops me up in his
capable arms and carries me out of the restaurant.


The
ride to back to Liam’s is quiet, neither of us wanting to discuss the passing
events. One moment we were happy and in love. I couldn’t wait to get home to
show him how happy he made me. Then everything was annihilated when Anna and
Lucas walked through those doors. I glance over at Liam driving yet lost in his
head. I splay my hand over his in a show of support. He glances at my hand and
squeezes it, accepting my small gesture for what it is.


At
his place, Liam guides me to his room and strips my clothes. He pulls a shirt
out of his drawer and pulls it over my head. After pulling back the sheets and
waiting for me to lie down he removes his clothes and gets in next to me and
wraps me in his warm embrace. The comfort we offer each other a substantial
piece of our growing relationship.


We
gaze into each other’s eyes silently communicating, each of us wanting to bear
the burden of the others pain. As my eyelids get heavy and I begin to drift off
I hear the smooth timber of Liam’s voice.


“Thank
god you choose me.”
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Liam


 


The
moment I saw her I thought my heart came up my throat to choke me. She gazed at
me with eyes just like mine. Her appearance hasn’t changed much in the ten
years since I saw her last. The pounding in my heart is drumming in my ear. I
need to get out of here fast. Lucas steps in behind her and I can feel Ella
trying to break free from me. I won’t allow her to. I’m too afraid if I let her
go she’ll run to him.


“Let’s
go” I inadvertently growl in her ear. She stiffens and resist as I half drag
her past Anna. Lucas’ arm latches on to her and rage boils in my gut. He wants
to take her from me the way him and his dad took my mother.


“Get
your fucking hands off my girl.” I approach him ready for battle.


“Your
girl?” his puzzled gaze flicks between me and Ella. The dick actually believed
he still had her. I made her mine weeks ago and there’s no going back. She may
be ensnared in her twisted friendship with Lucas but her heart is wrapped in
what we share. 


“Lucas,
can you give me a minute please.” She’s trying to calm us down. Backing us into
separate corners. Outside the restaurant she twists her hands together anxiously.


“Can
you give me a minute to talk to Lucas?” she wants me to give her time to suck
up to him. He’ll probably make her feel like shit and then she’ll be groveling
at his feet for his forgiveness.


“Fuck
no. We're leaving now. I don’t want you having anything to do with those two.” 
I need to get as far away from that woman as possible. I saw a flash of
something soft in her eyes that I don’t need to uncover. If she’s looking for
absolution it’s far too late.


She
steps into my space rubbing her hands up and down my arm. Her soothing hands
calming something deep within me. “Please Liam; you already knew yesterday that
I would choose you. Just let me have a minute with him.”


Her
confession that she’s already chosen me breaks my determination to not let her
talk to Lucas. I hope I’m not making a mistake; Lucas will do anything to keep Ella
with him. A growl rubbles deep in my chest. My hands closing around the smooth
skin of her face as I compel her to look into my eyes and hopes she sees how
much she means to me.


“I
can’t lose you. If you don’t come out in five minutes I will drag you out. I
won’t lose you to him.” I run my lips over her lips and face needing the
comfort it brings me.


“You’ll
never lose me.” she says rubbing her hands over mine to release my grip. As she
enters the door my stomach is in knots. I finally comprehend the emotions that
raged through my father that day many years ago.


As
if conjured up out of my memories, Anna steps out traipsing cautiously towards
me. My body goes rigid and my mind tells me to walk away but I can’t get my
legs to cooperate. She pauses in front of me an uneasy smile playing at her
lips.


“Lee”
She murmurs her nickname for me. My insides quake at the sudden warmth that
flows through me. My imbecilic mind recollecting the comfort that came with
that name. She reaches out to touch my face and I wince as if burned by the
deception she holds in the palm of her hand.


She
retracts her hand, sadness flooding her eyes as she lowers her eyes towards the
ground. My indignant heart clinging to her sorrow as a balm for its scar's. 


“Will
you give me a chance to explain.” She utters in a small voice. I open my mouth
to refuse but the words are stuck I my throat. In my heart I scream at her,
curse her but my mind won’t permit my mouth to relay the message.


 Lucas
burst out of the door behind us stalking down the sidewalk in a complete rage.
Anna stares at his retreating back then back at me. Then she does exactly what
I expect her to do. She chooses him, running down the sidewalk after Lucas
leaving me behind.


I
race into the restaurant finding Ella distraught, scrunched down into a corner
her eyes hazy and unfocused. I scoop her into my arms, relieved when she
relaxes against me releasing a breath.


Once
Ella falls asleep I lay awake for hours. Restless. Confused. Seeing my mother
again weighing heavy on my heart, the sadness that flashed in her bright green
eyes replaying in my mind. I get out of bed hating that my mother can still affect
me this much after so much time. I glance back at Ella splayed on my white
sheets like a raven haired angel. The emotions that ripple through me just
gazing at her still surprise me. 


I
knew the very first night there was something different about this women. I
fought against those feelings thinking I could keep her a little neat box
marked ‘for pleasure only’. Unfortunately she burst out of that box with little
effort. In this short time she’s become my all. If history was to repeat itself
I would never survive such a lost. My heart rate increases, the mere thought of
losing her so consuming.


I
leave the room and head for the bar, grab a bottle of Auchentoshan
scotch, quickly downing a shot. The warm liquid flows down smoothly. I reflect
over the last few weeks almost regretting the lost of my cold lonely life. 


Before my heart thawed out to Ella I would have laughed in
Anna’s pitiful face. But it seems Ella presence has thawed my heart for more
than just her. It was actually painful watching Anna run after Lucas. I return
to bed after another shot of the heated liquid, wrapping my senses in Ella’s
lingering scent and falling into a fitful slumber.


********


A warm hot glove wrapped around my cock jerks me awake. I lean
up on my elbows and catch a glimpse in the dark room of Ella’s dark hair
bombing over my shaft. Every nerve ending in my body tingles, sending goose bumps
across my skin. Every time this woman touches me the sensations are a hundred
times stronger than anyone else has ever evoked. 


My breath quickens as she devours my girth with her swelteringly
moist mouth. She purposely grazes the tip with her teeth, smirking with her
mouthful when my right leg begins to tremble. Her arousal increasing with every
reaction she can obtain from my body.


I pant heavily and she wraps her hand around the base of my
cock, jerking it while sucking skillfully at the crown. I tangle my hand in her
hair pulling sharply. She protests as I wrench her off my enlarged shaft. I
hold her steady over me as I try to hold on to my last thread of control. A
drop of pre-cum dots at the tip of my cock and she flicks her tongue over it. 


A sharp hiss escapes my lips, causing her to chuckle. “Just let
me finish.” She cocks an eyebrow at me. “I want to taste you deep in my
throat.”


I flip her onto the bed so fast she gasps in surprise. I lie her
down on her side in front of me, pleased that she already lost the shirt I gave
her I tweak her nipples between my fingers. Her back arches bringing her ass up
against my rock hard erection.


I pull her left leg back over my hip, sliding my hand down her
navel to flick her swollen clit with my finger. She sighs dropping her head
down on my arm lying over her pillow. I dip my finger into her moist middle
causing her legs to tremble. She’s hungry for me, her pussy clasping on to my
finger greedily. I swipe my wet finger over her swollen bud, spreading her cream
all over it.


“I’ll come deep inside your tight cunt.” I mutter into her ear.
I grasp the front of her thigh with one hand cocking it back and thrusting deep
into her from behind. Her body jolts in front of me as if shocked by
electricity. Her strangled gasp stuck in her throat. I continue to thrust,
watching her unravel in front of my eyes. 


She plants her foot on my thigh spreading herself wider for me,
her hand holds on to my hand next to her thrashing head. I pull my body as
close to her as possible, nuzzling her neck, my strokes unrelenting. She’s
panting and moaning severely, her grip on my hand unyielding.


I rain kisses down her neck the pleasure from her tight sheath
so intense I need some sort of intimate contact with her. I grip her chin
letting my thumb caress her jaw as I pound into her, my hip rubbing against the
satin sheets. Her hand breaks away from mine moving to rub her clit. I watch
her massaging her clit with heavily weighted eyelids.


She so sexy, my mind goes into overload watching her brazen
display. I pinch nipple and she explodes instantly, so close she only needed
that small push. Her muscles spasm around my cock sending shooting stars behind
my eyelids, the urge to ravage her takes over me.


Withdrawing from her warm grip, I flip her onto her back while
she’s still moaning from her orgasm. I surge into her with barbaric force. Her
back arches, neck snaps back on the pillow. I watch her eyes roll behind her
head as my hips slam into her of their own accord.


The headboard bangs in unfluctuating succession against the
wall. The banging sounds simultaneous to her moans. Her death grip on the sheet
tightens as she screams my name, exploding on me once again. I grip her hips as
she writhes beneath me. My rhythm falters as my orgasm begins to overwhelm my
faculties.


She anchors herself by grasping onto my strained neck with her
right hand. Her left hand grips my ass urging me to surrender to her, my balls
tightening at her silent command. The adoration I read in her eyes as I look
down at her my undoing.  I pant like a feral beast as thick spurts of my semen
burst from my cock bathing her uterus with my seed.


She welcomes the onslaught of my tongue in her mouth as her
contracting pussy continues to milk me, my seed marking her, making her mine. I
rest my head on her shoulder as her fingers entangle in my hair, soothing me. I
pull her onto her side facing me, wrapped in my arms. We fall asleep entangled
with me still deep within her warmth.


I wake hours later to her pulling her hips away from me, releasing
my penis from the warm glove it had become accustomed too. She swings her legs
over the bed standing up then bending over to retrieve my shirt. The view of
her plump ass causing my morning wood to throb with need.


“Where are you going? Come back and give us a kiss,” doing my
best impression of a pout.


“Us?” she questions looking over her shoulder at me.


I grab my growing erection with one hand biting down on my lip,
trying to entice her back to bed. She shakes her head at my attempt to seduce
her. She throws the shirt over her head effectively cutting me off.


“We’ve already overslept,” she says crawling towards me.
“Besides I have a lot to do if I’m moving to Palm Beach in two days.” She
smiles at my huge grin. She drops a kiss on my nose and heads out the room.


I lay back with an arm over my eyes smiling at the ceiling. I
heave a sigh of relief, her words committing to leaving with me a huge relief.
Getting away from Chicago will be good for us; once she stops nurturing her
relationship with Lucas we’ll be able to grow as a couple. 


I shower quickly and join her in the kitchen in a pair of gym
shorts. She’s already set up breakfast and coffee. She’s sitting at the kitchen
bar reading the paper in only my button up shirt, my shirt not doing much to conceal
her sexy body. Man I’m hard.


She bites down on her lip trying to keep from laughing at me
adjusting myself. “You’re like a horny adolescent boy.” She chuckles getting up
from the bar. The shirt is hanging off one shoulder, she left so many buttons open
on top I can see the tip of her nipple peaking through the opening. She follows
my heated gaze and adjusts the shirt as I stride over to her.


I grab her by the waist as she turns to run, my erection nudging
her in the back. I lean down to her ear, “You make me hornier than I ever was
as a boy. If I could fuck you all day long I’d do it.”


She leans her head back and wraps her arm around the back of my
head pushing it down to claim my lips. Her kiss is gentle as she coaxes my lips
open with her tongue. When her tongue tangles with mine a zap of electricity
runs through me, my hand creeps under her shirt to squeeze her breast. My other
hand delves into her wet flesh between her legs and she spins free darting
across the room. 


My heavy erection weighs me down as my eyes stalk her across the
room. She throws a wicked smile my way; she tilts her head flipping her hair
over her shoulder. She wants it as bad as I do. She begins to un-button the
shirt revealing her creamy skin inch by inch. By the time I make it over to her
it’s hanging loosely over her shoulders.  I wrap my arm around the inside of
her shirt and pull her naked front against my bare chest.


“I really have a lot to do Liam,” she whimpers as I suck on her
neck. 


“You should’ve thought about that before you flaunted that sexy
ass in front of me. Now turn around and bend over.”


She always follows my instructions so passionately. 


She saunters out of the bedroom half an hour later in a tight
pair of shorts and a short sleeve blazer belted at her waist with a pair of
fuck-me red heels and I’m get hard again. I never thought it was humanly
possible to be constantly hard. She walks to the door waving at me.


“What no kiss?” I throw up my arms in question.


“If I come over there you’ll have me flat on my back in less
than a minute.” She says smiling at me as she closes the door.


I call my pilot and make sure everything is as planned for Saturday. 
A knock on the door interrupts my conversation. Nobody has access to my
hallway. I pull the door open thinking Ella forgot her key only to find Anna
standing on the other side which is a complete shock. I mumble an excuse into
the phone hanging it up, my eyes never leaving her face.


“How’d you get up here?” 


“Isabella let me in. Don’t be mad at her, she warned me not to
upset you.” She blabbers. I stand there staring at her not sure what to do or
say next.


“Can I come in?” she asks shyly. I step back and let her in. She
still smells like a summer breeze.  She stands in the middle of the living room
not sure if she’s welcome to sit. I extend my hand and nod towards the sofa. I
sit in the chair farthest from her.


“I just wanted a chance to explain to you why I did what I did.”
She says breaking the tense silence.


“You had years to do that.” I snarl, “Why now”


“Your father made me promise to stay away from you.” She’s
nervously wringing her hands. “After seeing you last night I couldn’t stay away
any longer.”


“This will be your last chance, so talk.” My voice sounding
crueler than I meant it to be.


“Liam,” she sighs. “I left your dad because he beat me. I
couldn’t take anymore so I decided to leave.”


I stare at her trying to grasp the words she just said. “If
you’re going to lie to me than you can get the fuck out.” I rise from the couch
ready to kick her lying ass out.


“I know this is hard to take in but it started when you were a
little boy.” She continues, ignoring my defensive stance. “Back then it was
very rare that he got mad enough to hit me. As the years progress so did the
abuse. He was always angry. He was angry at me, Mitchell and Cindy.”


I don’t know why I’m standing here listening to this. I
should’ve dragged her out of here already. She’d say anything now to right her
wrongs. “Why would he be angry at Lucas’ mom? Everyone loved Cindy.”


“Including your father, she was the women he really wanted to
marry. She was too lost in Mitchell to see any other man and it infuriated your
father that he was stuck with me. After she passed away the abuse became worst.
He blamed me for never having a chance with Cindy. I began to escape to Mitchell’s
house. When Mitchell found out about the abuse he confronted your dad. It
became unbearable after that day. Mitchell begged me to leave him for years but
I couldn’t leave you. I wanted to wait until you were eighteen.” 


She gets up and walks over towards me placing a hand on my face.
I flinch at her touch but don’t make any move to break contact. “I never saw
any bruises or heard any fights, you guys always seemed happy.”


“He never hit me in the face, he was too smart for that. He
never wanted you to know what he was doing. You hero worshipped him and he fed
off of that. He never touched me unless you were out of the house with Lucas.
Liam, believe me I’m not trying to turn you from your dad but I need you to
know that I never meant to leave you.” 


She grabs one of my hands and rubs it between both her small
hands. “I’m so proud of the man you’ve become. I’ve watched from a distance and
admired your drive. The only thing that’s been missing is the warmth that
always radiated off you as a boy. You always took care of everyone, even Lucas.
You’ve been so cold all these years and I know I broke you and I’m sorry.” A
sole tear drip’s out of her eye and rolls down her face.


“I saw it in your eyes the other night when you were with
Isabella. You love her and she’s bringing my Lee back. I know this will hurt
Lucas but I’m happy you found each other. I’ve never seen her as happy as she
was a moment ago, bouncing out of here. Just know if I never see you again that
I always loved you…you’re my Lee.” Tears are flowing down her cheeks as she
goes up on the tips of her toe to place a kiss on my cheek.


I don’t turn around to watch her leave. I’m more confused now
than I’ve been in years I stand in the same place for an eternity contemplating
her words. I know my hands tremble as I reach for my phone thinking my whole
life might have been a lie.
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Isabella


 


I
run down the stairs giggling like a sixteen year old with her first crush. Liam
is extraordinary and a little bit overwhelming but I love that about him. After
an awful ending to our night out, I’m amazed that I’m feeling so happy. Liam
pulled me off the floor of that restaurant and did exactly what I needed. He
held me silently without all the pressure of talking because that’s the last
thing I wanted to do.


I
push open the door and am not surprised to see Anna standing there. She smiles
at me, her wavy blonde hair blowing in the breeze. Her eyes, Liam’s eyes stare
into mine happily. “Hey Isabella, you’re absolutely glowing this morning.”


“Thanks
Anna, you’re here to talk to Liam.” I say already knowing what she needs from
here. Closure.


“Do
you think he’ll talk to me?” her nervous behavior is new to me. Anna always
exudes confidence.


“Make
him talk to you, he needs it as much as you do.” I pull her into my arms
offering her some much needed courage. This woman has been the only mother I’ve
had for many years but she’s also the women that gave me Liam and I love her
for it.


Once
I release her I open the door with my key letting her into the stairwell. I
watch her going up the stairs worried about Liam being ready for this. “Anna,”
I call to her and she pauses on the stairwell.


 “Please
don’t hurt him.” she nods as I close the door making my way to Liam’s car.


The
flashy sports car is really enjoyable to drive. It’s like having total control
over a powerful man. If I could only manipulate Liam the way I do this car I
would be a lucky girl. But with Liam I don’t even have the desire to be
manipulative. I love that he sees through my hidden ploys and loves me. 


He
really loves me.


That
sexy ass man that deserves a women ten times better loves me.


A
few people are loitering outside of Maddox-Fields when I pull up. They gape at
me as I make my way in the building, probably more surprised by my provocative
outfit than the flashy car. The short blazer I’m wearing opens at the navel
showing off my piercing. Usually I’m prim in proper Isabella when I step into
this building.


The
men I pass on my way to Lucas’ office visibly appreciate the change. No one dares
to comment or make a pass at me thinking I’m the boss’s girl which in a way I
am. Lucas’ secretary does a double take as I stroll through the reception area
but refrains from commenting.


I
walk in after gently knocking at the door. He waves me in as he finishes his
phone call. Once he hangs up the phone he gets up and approaches me. He walks a
full circle around me taking in my outfit. His glares into my eyes, his lips
thin line expressing his disapproval.


“Is
this how your boyfriend likes you to dress?” The mocking way he says
boyfriend grating my nerves, his repulsion of me shining brightly in his eyes.


“This
is how I like to dress.” I say pointing to myself and putting emphasis
on the word I. 


“Just
because you’re fucking Liam doesn’t mean you can do what you want. For one
thing you’re late and you’re inappropriately dressed for work. I’d fire you
right now if I didn’t think Liam would try to use it against me in some way.”
The venom laced words burn my insides. He absolutely hates me and there’s no band
aid that will fix us.


I
reach inside my handbag and hand him an envelope. “You don’t have to worry
about firing me, that’s my resignation.”


He
looks at the envelope than back at me. After several silent minutes I turn to
leave not able to take the awkwardness that’s hanging between us. I hear him
sigh before I feel his hand grasp my arm.


“You
don’t have to quit because of me. If you want to be with that asshole I won’t
comment on it. Just stay.” He begs. Maybe he doesn’t hate me as much as he’s
pretending to. Maybe it’s just my relationship with Liam that disgusts him.


“I
can’t stay, I’m leaving for Palm Beach on Saturday.” His eyes widen and he lets
go of my arm like he’s been burned. Then he begins his typical pacing.


“You’re
moving with him?” he squints, eyeing me with disbelief. “You don’t even know
that man Izzy!” he screams. “Please don’t do this, He’s as violent as his
father is and he will hurt you.” He rants. I grab hold of his arm halting his
erratic movements.


“I’m
sorry that this is hurting you but I need to leave. The separation will be good
for both of us. I can’t keep impeding on your life this way. I need to let you
go find happiness.”


“And
have you found yours?” he ask warily.


“I
hope so.” I answer honestly. I wrap him in my arms, running my hand over his
fuzzy hair. I pull away when he sighs resigning himself to the lost of me.


“You
told me you’d never leave.” he says, his spirit broken from my lies.


‘I’m
sorry Lucas” I kiss him on his cheek before turning to leave. Not looking back was
the hardest part of this whole encounter. I know in this moment that I may
never be over Lucas. We’ve bonded on a different level, beyond sexual.


 I
walk into my office ignoring Alice’s curious gaze when she notices the
distraught look on my face. I walk into my bathroom closing the door behind me.
I sit on the cold tile floor in a haze of memories.


Memories
of the man who saved me at the loneliest point in my life.


********


I
go into my office and begin to pack my personal items. It takes less than
fifteen minutes to gather anything I really need to take with me. I buzz for
Alice to come in so I could say my good-byes to her.


She
strolls in, looks at my packed box and is truly shocked.


 “You’re
leaving?” her face scrunches up in confusion.


“Yeah,
I’m leaving. I just wanted to let you know you were a very entertaining
secretary and I hope your next boss appreciates your superior knowledge in
gossip.” I smile at her as I grab my box.


“I’ll
miss you,” she pouts.


“Yeah,
I’ll miss you too,” I say nudging her with my elbow as I walk past her. An
unexpected feeling of sorrow overcomes me as I walk out the door. I’m really
going to miss this place, even Alice, I mean I won’t miss the part where she
got a taste of my man but she’s a genuinely cool chick.


Next
I stop at my condo. I pack all of my clothes and necessities into four huge
suitcases. I clean out the fridge, dumping all my perishable items out. Once
I’m done, I leave my bag there knowing we could pick them up on the way to the
airport. 


I
walk back into Liam’s place excited to see him. He’s walking around the kitchen
with his phone attached to his ear while he’s mixing something in a pot .Wearing
only a loose pair of stone washed jeans that hang low enough for me to see the
dimples in his back right above his butt.


A
shot of lust races through me wetting my panties instantly. My body is
constantly aware of Liam's presence. I walk up behind him a run my hands over
his hard abdomen. He smirks over his shoulder at me, knowing how horny I must
be after a few hours without him.


My
hands delve into his pants wrapping around his hard length. The fact that he’s
already hard speaking to me in volumes. As I begin to gently stroke him he
stutters in his conversation. His eyes close and he leans his arm against the
counter top in front of him. I unbutton the pants with my other hand not
wanting to release his steely length from my hand, gently sliding the zipper
down then I let them pool at his feet.


He
shakes his head at me pointing to the phone. Making him lose that business tone
becoming my primary goal, I drop to my knees crawling in front of him. He
stares down at me perched in front of his throbbing penis and scowls at me. I
leer up to him as my tongue gently grazes the crown of his penis. I run my
tongue along the underside of his cock, watching his eye lids droop. He’s
currently resorting to mumbling positive and negative grunts into the phone. I
deep throat as much of him as possible and he sucks in a sharp breath. The
suction I add in breaks his control.


“Fuck,”
he roars tapping end on the phone and throwing it on the counter. His hand
tangles in my hair as he guides my head. His hip buck driving him deeper into
my throat. My tongue wraps around the underside of his cock, loving the feel of
his swollen veins against it. 


I
reach for his balls, massaging them in my hand, they tighten up and I know he’s
close. His thrusts into my mouth become more sporadic as his climax threatens
to overtake him. The grip on my hair tightens, thick veins bulging out of his neck
as he throws back his head and chants my name. His hot liquids squirt down my
throat as he continues to fuck my mouth, riding out his orgasm.


When
I release him from my mouth he looks down at me with a wide grin on his face.
“God I missed you.” He says pulling me up into his arms. He kisses me, plunging
into my mouth, our tongue battling for control.


“Umm…I
taste good on you.” He murmurs.


“You
taste good everywhere and on anything.” I respond licking his neck rubbing my
body against his naked form. “I want you” I whisper.


“Not
now, dinners ready and we need to talk.” He picks up his jeans, stepping back
as he fastens them. “Why’d you let Anna in this morning?” the seriousness of
his tone startles me. He is not happy I let Anna ambush him.  


“I
thought you needed to have a conversation with your mother, hash things out.”


“You
don’t get to make decisions like that for me. Now you can go sit at the bar and
eat your dinner in those moist panties you’re wearing.” My jaw drops at his
authoritive voice 


“You’re
withholding sex?” I ask, flabbergasted.


“No,
you’ll get your pound of flesh after we have a discussion.” He says guiding me
to a chair.


“Fine,
but for your information you have a lot more than a pound of flesh to offer.” I
wink at him. I watch him adjust himself and smile at him. There’s no way he’s going
to make it through dinner without giving it up.


He
sets the plates down and I push the food on my plate around as he tells me
Anna’s story. I can hear the lingering doubts in his tone as he repeats the
details. He huffs, covering his face with his large hand.


“What
are you going to do?” I ask cautiously, not wanting to overstep any boundaries.


“I
don’t know if I should trust her and I hate that I want to believe her.” He
spins his stool towards me, “I’m not ready to deal with this shit but you and
Anna have forced my hand now I need to find the truth.” I angle my stool
towards him, I lay my hands over his giving him a gentle squeeze to show my
support.


“I’m
sorry I didn’t warn you about Anna being here but I’m glad you’re interested in
finding the truth. I’m trying not to overstep here but Anna is like a mother to
me. The woman I’ve loved all these years would not coldly turn her back on her
son. Maybe she made some mistakes but she loves you.” I reach for his face
pulling it towards mine, placing a gentle kiss on his lips.


“Who
wouldn’t love you?” I whisper against his lips.


********


The
next two days flash by and before I have time to wrap my mind around leaving
with Liam, I’m on a private jet landing in Palm Beach. An eerie feeling drifts
over me at the sight of the Florida sun through the miniature window of the
plane. As Liam goes to the cabin to speak to his pilot the air suddenly feel
thick and suffocating. The urge to get off the plane is so severe I rush to the
front, tapping Liam on the shoulder letting him know I’ll meet him in the outside.


He
tells me to get into the car waiting outside the plane. I nod at him and quickly
bound down the stairs ignoring the chauffeur holding the door open. I wave him
off making my way to the back of the plane needing a moment alone and some
fresh air to get myself together. I never considered ever having to come back
to Florida.


Pressure
builds in my chest causing my heart to race so fast it’s painful. I keel over crouching
down with my hands on my knees, gasping for breath. My breath feels like it is
stuck in my throat. A hot prickly feeling runs over my skin. I think I may be
having a heart attack as the intense sensation in my chest become unbearable.


A
shadow falls over me; I can’t focus enough to look at who came to save me. A soft
spoken man’s voice begins to seep through my scattered mind. He asks me
something but I can’t concentrate enough to understand.


“Breathe.
Breathe in through your nose. You’re having an anxiety attack. Breathe through
it, it will be over soon.” My hand reaches out and clings to his arm as if the
torment I’m feeling will drown me if I don’t cling to him. I take a deep breath
through my nose as he instructed.


“Good,”
he praises my effort. “Again” he encourages rubbing his hand up and down my
arm. The pressure slowly decreases with each breath and each word of
encouragement he offers. When I finally open my eyes and look at him I’m
surprised to see he’s not the chauffer as I assumed.


Someone
has sent an angel down to save me. He’s serenely handsome with soft boyish
features. His wavy shoulder length blonde hair blows in the breeze and his
aviator glasses shield his eyes.


“Feel
better?” he asks removing his sunglasses revealing uniquely golden eyes that captivate
me. Flecks of gold brighten in the sunlight as he smiles at me. I can’t seem to
form the words to respond, not sure if it’s an after effect of the attack or
that I’m too mesmerized by him. I nod at him reassuring him I’m fine.


He
stands from his squatted position and reaches a hand out to help me up. I
straighten my skirt which rose up inappropriately high around my thighs. I take
a deep breath, rubbing my shaky hands together. 


“Relax,”
he says watching me tightly wring my hands together. 


“Where
did you come from,” I croak finally finding my voice.


He
points at the small plane a few feet away, “I just landed. Came out saw a lady
in distress and thought I’d play knight in shining armor.” He smirks running
his hand through his surfer boy hair.


“You
really did save me. You have no idea how bad that was.”


“Actually
I do, I’m a psychologist so it wasn’t hard to figure out you were having an
anxiety attack.” He puts a hand out in introduction, “Dr. Cayden Knight.”


“Oh…you
really are a knight,” I smile at him. “Isabella Moss” his warm hand envelops
mine while an odd look passes through his eyes as I stare into them.


“Ella?”Liam’s
voice breaks my trance. I turn to see him staring at our joined hands. I hadn’t
even realized I was still clasping Cayden’s hand. I release him grabbing Liam’s
larger much rougher hands and pull him over.


“This
is Dr. Cayden Knight. Cayden, my boyfriend Liam Maddox.” It feels so good to be
able to call Liam mine. In Chicago we had to hide everything we were to each
other. Liam hesitantly shakes Cayden’s hand, still evaluating the situation.


“Your
girlfriend was having a really severe panic attack” Cayden explains, sensing
Liam’s unease. “You should watch her for the rest of the day. Make sure she
rests because she's going to feel pretty tired after the stress her body went
through.” He advises Liam in full doctor mode.


Liam
looks at me through squinted eyes, “You had a panic attack?”


Great
I really wish Cayden would not have mentioned it to Liam. It’s our first day
here and I don’t need Liam forcing me to lie in bed all day.


I
nod silently, watching the concern blossoming in his eye. He pulls me into his
arm kissing the top of my head. “I’m sorry.”


Surprised
by his apology I push him back with a hand against his chest, “For what?”


“I
know how hard it was for you to move here with me, I shouldn’t have-”


“No”
I interrupt him. “This was not your fault. I’m happy with you wherever we are.”
I pat him on the cheek and turn to face Cayden. 


“It
was a pleasure meeting you Doctor and I thank you again. I’ve never experienced
something like that and you rescued me.


“Anytime
Isabella.”  He reaches into his pocket taking out a card and hands it to me. “Anytime,”
he says telling me with his sparkling eyes to call him when I needed help. He
waves at Liam then turns and walks to his waiting car.


Liam
ushers me to our car and holds my hand throughout the entire ride home. On
Ocean Ave we pull up to a tall building that houses Liam’s condo. The palm
trees and beach that surround it are very calming.


At
the reception Liam advises the property manager that I will be residing here
now and that I was to be made comfortable. We walk through the lavish lobby to
the bay of elevators. He insets a card into the elevator and we ride directly
to the top floor. As the doors slide open I’m impressed by the size of the lobby
up here. Two large stainless steel doors lead into a sitting room. Then another
set of doors lead to what Liam says is the foyer which is three times the size
of the Lobby.


“Is
this whole floor yours?” I ask amazed by the amount of space in this condo.


He
nods his head leading me into the open living/dining area. The large dark
furnishing and sleek table more fitting with his personality than his place in
Chicago. The ocean beyond the sliding glass door entices me to run down to the
beach and jump in. The balcony is big enough to throw a party on.


“Does
that balcony wrap around the building?” I ask not being able to see where it
ends.


“Half
way around the building, it connects from here to the bedroom suite.” He says
wrapping his arm around me from behind. “Why don’t you go out there and get
some air?”


“Hello…afraid
of heights.” I say cocking my head back to glare at him. His knowing smile
confirms that he was taunting me.


“I’ll
get you over that someday,” he says grabbing my hand and pulling me to the
master suite. I grew up in a big house and my parents were very well off but I
never experienced anything like his master suite. Large windows cover a 180
degree angle of the large circular room. Lush golden drapes are cloaking the
windows giving the room a darkly dangerous appearance. Stripes of lights wrap
around the platform leading up to the bed and flecks of light glitter off the
dark shiny marble floor.


The
circular vaulted ceilings immediately ensnare my vision; its intricate dark
wood patterns are dotted with recessed lights which shoot beams of colored light
at the carved headboard giving it a jungle like appearance. The carvings on the
huge four poster bed resemble vines and are back dropped by sheer white
curtains that run along the sides of the bed then are loosely tied around the
other two posts.


This
bed is made for back-clawing, sheet-tearing animal sex. My nipples tighten just
imagining all the ways I’m going to love this man on it. I glance at him,
leaning against the doorframe enjoying my admiration of his room.


“Wow
this is…I don’t even have words. How many women have you fucked on this bed?” I
ask as the thought pops into my head.


He
begins to chuckle, straightening up and walking towards me. He envelopes me in
his arms nuzzling my neck, “None yet, I was hoping I could convince you to be
the first.” 


Elated
that the ghost of women past wouldn’t be haunting me at night, I grab his face
and kiss him deeply. We stand there lost in each other, our tongue mingling
while we pant heavily in excitement. My hand slips under his shirt inching
towards his belt buckle, he latches on to my hand completely cutting off my
access to his body.


I
whine against his mouth as he traps my arms behind my back. “You had a panic
attack today, I’m going to order you something to eat then run you a bath. You
need to relax.”


“Liam…What
I really want from you will relax me. Immensely.” I pout at him.


“If
you’re a good girl and do as I tell you; tonight I’ll give you so much of what
you want you’ll be limp when I’m done with you.” He says turning and leaving me
alone in his circular den of hedonism. 


After
lunch Liam lead me into the master bath. The exotic tone from the bedroom
extends into this extravagant bathroom. The earth tone tiles are brightened up
by yet another sliding door that lets in light from the wrap around balcony. A
pathway made of shiny black rock is carved into the tile starting from the
shower leading across the room and out the sliding doors and ending at a massive
hot tub.


The
shower is large enough to fit five people comfortably. The door-less cavern is
covered by a mosaic design and at the very center is a design of a dark haired
woman. She’s lying on her side nude. She’s a siren I think, luring us with the
flute she plays. The flute so long its metal tip ends between her spread legs.
My pussy gets slick from looking at the seductive artwork.


“You’re
such a pervert,” I giggle hitting him on his shoulder.


“You’re
just as perverted as I am. If I put my hand down your panties right now you’ll
probably drip all over my fingers.”


He
laughs at my telling smile, following me back to the large claw foot tub. He
fills it with luxurious smelling oils and helps me in. 


“Just
how rich are you?” I ask as I sink into the warm water, feeling like I’m in
paradise.


He
shrugs his shoulder brushing off my question. “You’ll never need for anything.”


“I
don’t need your money Liam, the only thing I’ll ever need is you.” He places a
kiss on my forehead before exiting.
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Isabella


 


I
take a nap after my bath and wake feeling refreshed, all the tension I felt as
I got off the plane this morning has vanished. I walk into the living room
wearing a cami top and boy shorts. Liam quickly hangs up the call he was on
when he sees me. His eyes darken as he takes in my lack of clothing. He stares
at my rock hard nipples poking through my top.


“Your
such a tease.” He accuses.


“What?”
I pretend to be shocked at the accusation gently rubbing my nipples through my
shirt, moaning loudly.


“You
came in here dressed like that knowing it would get me hard” 


“Liam
you’re always hard, it’s a foregone conclusion.” I say as I approach him,
sliding the straps of my shirt down my shoulder until my breasts are exposed.


“Stop.”
He reprimands me, pulling my shirt back up. “You're trying to ruin my plans.”


“If
you keep turning me down I’m going to start thinking you don’t want me anymore.”
My eyes plead with him to ease my lingering insecurities. He grabs my hand
cupping it against his rock hard erection.


“I
always want you Ella. Just the thought of you makes me hard.”  He says allowing
me to rub him, “Now go put something sexy on so I can take you out to dinner.
The first time I fuck you here I want you tied to my bed.”


Holy
shit! 


He
wants to tie me to his jungle bed and fuck me. I’ve never been this excited
about anything. Visions of Liam strapping me down invade my mind.


“Ella!”
he breaks through my thoughts with his authoritive voice. “Get out of your head
and get into the room.” He smacks my ass causing me to yelp from the sting. I
skip into the room anticipating a piece of Liam’s domination.


I
decide to go for the conservative look so twenty minutes later I sway into the living
room in a skin tight ivory sheath dress that stops right above my knees. The
deep v-cut back reveals most of my back giving it a sexy edge. I put my hair up
into a messy bun with loose tendrils falling to my face. I finish the look off
with a red belt around the waist and my favorite red bottom shoes.


Liam
takes a spin around me whistling his approval at my appearance. “I can’t
believe you’re here with me.” 


“I’ll
always choose you,” I say as he leads me into the foyer. I notice a bottle of
girly massage lotion on the entrance table and pick it up. “I thought you said
you don’t bring women here?” I ask slightly puzzled.


“I
don’t,” he says taking the bottle out of my hand and placing it back at the
table.


“Where
did that come from?” I ask as we walk into his lobby.


“I
picked it up earlier while you were asleep.” He’s fidgeting in front of the
elevator and something just feels off to me.


“You
had time to go out and buy this?” I just don’t picture Liam going to the store
to buy something like this, that’s what he hires people to take care of.


“No.”
the elevator arrives and he attempts to get in but I grab his hand making him
face me.


“Where
did you get it from, Liam?” I pry.


“Ella
we just got here today, let me take you to dinner and we’ll talk about it
later.”


“No.
We talk now.” I say resting my hand on my hip waiting for his response.


He
sighs running his hand through his hair, yup defiantly nervous.


“I
got it from my other place.” He finally answers. 


Why
would he need another place for this place is big enough for a small army? His
eyes dart around the room not wanting to make contact with mine. I grab his
face forcing him to look into my eyes. The fearful cloud passing over his face
causes the answer to click in my mind.


“You
have a fuck pad!” I scream at him. He huffs rubbing his hand over his face.


“Look
I won’t lie to you and risk you leaving me again. I’ll tell you everything.” He
walks over to the lounge chair and takes a seat, patting the cushion next to
him commanding me to join him.


“Where
is your other place?” I ask.


 “Fourth
floor,” he answers quickly.


I
dart up from my seat glaring down at him, irrational thoughts running through
my mind.


“You
have a fuck pad here? In this building?” I ask sounding rather calm. He nods,
his eye darting nervously to the elevator, afraid I’ll take off.


“I
don’t like having women in my space but I like to fuck so I figured this would
be the most convenient way.” He explains.


“So
you fuck random chicks downstairs then send them down the elevator to the lobby
while you come up here.” I say trying to get a grasp on how this all works.


“Occasionally
I’ll bring a woman there and leave, when I’m done she’s free to stay to the
next day but usually I see someone for a few months at a time, it’s more convenient
for her to stay there during that time.” My eyes widen at his confession. I can
actually see the line of women coming out that place in my head. I stop in
front of him and look into his eyes.


“Is
someone there now?” I mean why else would he go down there today.


He
nods his head getting up to face me.


“Liam
you have a fucking girlfriend living downstairs!” I scream into his face.


“No,
she’s not my girlfriend. We had an arrangement and I let her know it was over,
she’ll be gone in a couple days.


“Oh
my god… I can’t believe this shit.” My face is getting warm and I breathe
deeply trying to calm the rage that’s bubbling inside me. He went to his fuck
pad while I was sleeping. She probably offered to get him off. He’s never
turned down sex before and now he’s pushed me away twice already today.


“Ella,”
he says caressing my face. “Nothing happened. I can see your pretty little head
concocting all types of scenarios.”


“How
long has she been staying here?” my mind is screaming at me to shut up. It
can’t handle any more information for fear of exploding.


“Six
months.”


“Wow.
I thought you had commitment issues?” 


“Ella
I’m not in a committed relationship with her. She’s a model so she travels a
lot and I hadn’t even seen her for a whole month before coming to Chicago. We have
an arrangement. She knows I don’t do relationships so she makes herself
available to me by staying here when she’s in town.” Great now I have to
compete with a model.


“And
when she’s not available?” I ask.


“There’s
always someone else available. I’m not committed to her.”


“What’s
in this arrangement for her?” I wonder.


A
faint smile plays at his lips, his eyebrow cocking up “You’ve been in my bed.”


“Oh
god I think I’m gonna be sick.” I say making my way back into the condo.
Flashes of Liam using his tongue on some sexy model like he does me invade my
head, the pressure so swift I think my head will burst. 


“Baby
I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.” He follows me into the bathroom. His
hand pushes back the loose strands of my hair while I throw my lunch up. I sit
on the floor in my fancy dress feeling humiliated. He helps me to my feet and I
immediately go to brush my teeth.


His
eyes watch me from behind. When I’m done I look into the mirror meeting his
gaze. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I say to his reflection. “I’ve never
been jealous in my life and now I get violently ill at the thought of you with
another woman.”


He
comes up behind me wrapping me in his arms. “I’m sorry for upsetting you. If
you don’t want to stay here we can go to a hotel just let me stay with you.” He
leans his head on my shoulder and I look at our reflection in the mirror. We
really do make an astonishing pair. I would never leave, his fears are unnecessary.
I’m more concerned with him leaving me for some lithe model on the fourth
floor. Our eyes lock in the mirror.


“I
love you,” he utters huskily.


“I
know,” I reply not able to return his words. I hate the weakness I feel around
him but I also love the happiness he bring into my heart.


********


We
eat in the middle of the living room, Chinese food cartons and chopsticks
littering the floor. Having on an ivory dress while sitting on the floor
probably not a bright idea but I don’t care. Liam and I are watching SNL, trying
to see which one of us can reenact a scene better. I’m winning by far, Liam
can’t keep a straight face long enough to do Seth Meyers ‘weekend update’. 


We
laugh so hard at each other I finally have to quit as tears roll down my face.
I’ve never laughed this much in my life and I never thought I would. Liam is
unbelievably perfect and I watch from the bed as he strips down and heads to the
shower his tight muscles flexing with every step.


The
shower runs as I slip out of my clothes into a sexy lingerie set I know will
excite him. It’s a black, see through and backless teddy, a thin sting running
over my hips holds it together. The top wraps around my neck, my erect nipples
clearly visible through the transparent material. The panties are crotch-less
leaving Liam the option of not having to take it off.


I
crawl to the edge of the bed untying the curtains and letting them drape over
the bed. He exits the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist, water
droplets glistening on his heavily muscled chest. He halts when he sees me
perched on the edge of his bed in my flimsy teddy and the curtains billowing
around me.


“Damn,
I don’t know what I did to deserve you but tonight I’m gonna prove to you that
you belong to me.” He drops the towel revealing his thick manhood already
jutting up in excitement.


“Trust
me I know who I belong to.” I say pulling him unto the bed. The drapes giving
it another world feel, like paradise. He pushes me back against the mountain of
fluffy pillows, prowling towards me his eyes predatory and feral. He reclines
alongside me, his smooth skin still damp from his shower.


He
kisses me tenderly running his tongue over my lower lips, I dart my tongue out
needing the contact. He teases me, flicking his tongue against mine, not
letting me fully capture him. I nip his lips, punishment for not letting me
taste him. He laughs a wicked little chuckle from deep within, amused at my
agitation of his reluctance to give me what I’m craving.


I
reach out and grasp his cock in my hand and his smile instantly alters into
heated lust. His eyelid droop and his mouth crashes into mine. My fervid moan
echoes in my head as I’m overpowered by his tongue thrusting into my mouth. A
sole finger glides lazily across the wet flesh between my legs. His moan
vibrates against my mouth as he pulls away.


“You’re
always wet and ready for me, “he murmurs against my lips.


He
grabs both of my hands pinning them over my head as he kneels between my legs,
his face inches from mine.


“You
understand that once I tie you to this bed I’ll do what I want to you.” It was
more of a command then a question. The authority in his voice sends delicious
shivers through my body. I nod my head not sure my voice would cooperate. He
leans over me reaching under the pillow pulling out a bundle of restraints.


Suddenly
I feel sexually naïve. As experienced as I pretend to be the bounds make me
really nervous. Sensing my building tension Liam caresses my face with his
hands. His eyes encourage me to relax.


“You
know I would never do anything that will hurt you but you have to trust me.” he
massages my shoulders in an attempt to relax my tense muscles.


“I
trust you,” I croak, taking a deep breath and sinking into the pillows.


He
begins to attach straps right above each knee, watching me for any signs of
fear or discomfort. I nod my head urging him to continue. He proceeds to attach
another set of straps above my elbows. He bends my knees back attaching the
straps on my knees to the strap on my elbows. A rope is attached to the strap
at my elbow and tied onto the bed post. He stretches the ropes on each post
leaving me spread eagle on the bed. I grip the rope near each of my hands,
knowing I’m going to need to brace myself.


He
crawls back between my legs admiring his handiwork. A sly smirk appears on his
face as he dips his head between my legs, swiping his tongue over me then
backing off. His finger caresses the lips of my pussy, coaxing more fluid out
of my center. Light feather like touches brush against my clit sending jolts of
pleasure through my cells.


My
grip on the rope tightens as his mouth encompasses my warm heat, licking and
sucking the cream seeping out. My groans increase in volume the more he
manipulates my journey to ecstasy.


I
gasp as his fingers close around a nipple, pinching it, giving me the perfect
combination of pleasure and pain. The assimilation of such intense pleasure
causing my hands to tremble against the bonds. He increases the sensations by
slipping a finger deep in me. My head thrashes against the pillow, incoherent
sounds coming from deep within my chest. He adds a second thick finger and I
bite down on my lip, trying to hold off my climax.


The
tingling begins in my core and spread upwards. His frenzied thrusts against my
g-spot ultimately incite an explosion of euphoria. My high pitched wail bounces
off the wall as something within me burst. Liam pulls his finger out as liquid gushes
out of my core squirting over Liam’s chest and mouth. He laps it up hungrily,
rubbing gently on my swollen nub prolonging my pleasure.


I
wheeze sporadically, my body quizzers as I stare down at Liam’s awe struck
face.


“That
was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.” He places soft kisses over my pussy
before rising on his knees. “I need to fuck you” he says.


 He
clasps the top of my teddy with both hands and tears it in half with a growl
and throws it across the room. Now that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.
He grips my hips guiding the engorged tip of his cock to my entrance. His eyes
warn me to brace myself.


His
first stroke is long and deep and my back arches as I let out a cry. There was
no pause in his rhythm, he pounds into me ruthlessly. His large body all
twisted muscles as he exerts his power on me. His skin is misted with sweat and
face contorted with pleasure and intense concentration.


My
eyelids droop from the sensations his deep strokes incite, obstructing my
arousing view of Liam’s large body dominating mine. When it all becomes too
much I rupture all over again, this crest no less extraordinary than the last. 


Liam’s
grunts penetrate my hazy brain. I can still feel my pussy contracting around
him, gripping him so hard his rhythm falters. Deep harsh breaths puff from his
lips. His darkened green eyes connect with mine and a flash of deep emotions
passes between us.


“Come,”
he commands between gritted teeth. I shake my head not thinking it possible to
come a third time.


His
hips power into me, eyes demanding me to comply. I close my eyes begging my
body to submit to him, the sensations begin to tingle in my core as I give my
lover what he needs of me. He roars as I contract around him.


“Fuck…so
tight…so wet…” he mutters right before his head rears back, hands tighten
around my thigh and he erupts as he reaches his climax deep within me. Hot jets
of his seed flow into me. My pussy contracts milking every drop of his essence
it can capture.


He
heaves a breath as his trembling fingers work the bonds. Once he has me
unstrapped he pulls out of my warmth collapsing onto the bed, cocooning me in
his arms. His strong finger gently massages the impression left by the
restraints. 


“That
was…” he pauses not able to find the words to describe it.


“I
know” I respond, understanding how unexplainable what we just experienced was. 
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Liam


 


Her
sweet smell wakes me from the most tranquil night of sleep I’ve ever had, I’m
pretty sure I slept with a goofy grin on my face. Her head is nestled under my
chin, the sweet aroma of her hair enthralling me. I carefully disentangle our
limbs, rising up from the bed adjusting my growing shaft. I smile at how
perpetually hard she makes me. Even as she softly snores with her hair
scattered on a pillow, my body responds. 


I
slide on a pair of pajama pants. I walk barefoot against the heated tile to the
kitchen to start breakfast. I never realized how lonely I was until Ella
invaded my life. She’s blasted through my barricade effortlessly. A lingering
feeling of how pathetically vulnerable I’ve become haunts me. Taking out what I
need to make a couple omelets, I think about how badly I almost fucked this up
last night.


Bringing
up that massage oil had been careless. I never even considered Ella questioning
me about it. The confrontation with Arianna had not gone as well as I had planned
it either. Going down there had been necessary to preserve my relationship
though.  I knew if Ella found out she could possibly leave so I needed to get
Arianna out as quickly as possible. When Arianna opened the door yesterday she
was wrapped in a towel and threw herself into my arms in excitement.


“We
need to talk,” I say to her, pushing her off and slinking in the door.


“I
haven’t seen you in two months, we can talk later” she says suggestively.


 I
turn in her direction and she cocks an eyebrow at me. The next few seconds seem
to pass in slow motion as she loosens her towel and I watch it float to the
ground. She prowls towards me but my hand shoots out and holds her off before
she can make contact, this situation feels eerily reminiscent of the Alice
incident. Confusion sets in on her face at my rejection. Her eyes search mine,
reading the solemn expression on my face she picks up her towel wrapping it
back around her body.


“What’s
going on Liam?” she asks flipping her long blonde hair over her shoulder, her
blues eyes curious. 


“We
need to end our arrangement,” I say. “My assistant will call you and make
arrangements for a new place if you’d like.


She
gapes at me like I’ve just pulled the rug up from under her feet. She glances
up, taking a deep breath to calm the anger I see brewing in her eyes.


“If
this is about my being gone so often I can work with my agent and reduce the amount
of photo shoots she books and I can be back from most runway shows in a couple
days” 


“Arianna
this has nothing to do with your modeling. We both knew this wasn’t a permanent
arrangement. I won’t apologize for something you were aware of.”


She
closes the distance between us her eyes searching mine. “It’s someone else
isn’t it?” her mouth twists into a disgusted grimace.


Since
she’s staying in the same building she’ll find out soon anyway. I nod at her
accusation, watching her eyes close as she takes a breath. “So you want me out
so you can move someone else in here? That’s bullshit Liam, you owe me more
respect than that.”


“I
don’t owe you shit,” I bark, startling her. “I never made you any promises, don’t
pretend we shared more than an occasional fuck.” This should not be so
difficult, I may have softened for Ella but in this I’ll stand my ground. My women
always know where they stand, maybe I kept Arianna around for too long and she
assumes she has a significant place in my life.


“What
if I don’t leave?” she crosses her arm over her chest, her pouting grating my
nerves.


“This
is my condo and my building I’ll have you removed. You have two days to get
your things together and leave.” My instructions are curt and cold but she
needs to understand she can’t fuck with me on this. Ella is my prime concern
now and I need Arianna out before she finds out. 


“Why
don’t you just put her in another condo, I’ll share you with her.” she pleads
desperately.


“She
won’t share and I don’t need another condo. She’s already staying at my place.”
I hope by letting her know where things stand with Ella she’ll cut the groveling
and leave.


She
stares at me completely bewildered. “You said you would never commit to
anyone,” she whispers. “You’ve been gone for less than two months and you’re in
committed a relationship.” Her volume raises a few octaves with each word. Her
face turns crimson and I know I’m going to have to leave her to stew in her
anger. I’m done here and Ella will be up soon.


I
stroll towards the bathroom removing the bag I leave in closet and draping it
around my shoulder. My eyes land on the massage oil and I grab it with the
intension of rubbing Ella down later thinking it should help with her anxiety.
Arianna stops me with a hand on my arm as I stride past her.


“Can
we at least be friends? Can I call you sometime?” her eyes pleading with me. A
little voice in my heads screams No, but I relent not wanting to be a
total dick to her. I nod at her and her eyes light up, that small gesture
changing her demeanor.


            “Good
morning,” Ella sexy voice brings me back into the present.


Warm
hands wrapping around my waist and Ella’s soft body presses against my back.
Her soft lips on my back send shivers down my spine and I’m hard again. I think
it’s becoming a permanent condition.


“Good
morning,” I say turning to face her. God she’s amazingly sexy in the morning.
Her hair is disheveled and she’s wearing one of my shirts completely unbuttoned
in the front. With every movement the loose material shifts giving me glimpses
of her perky tits and the enticing v between her legs. She’s an enchantress,
that’s the only way she could keep me so completely lost in her.


“Stop
eye fucking me Liam, I’d really like to eat that breakfast you slaved over.”
She scolds me, tapping her finger on my chest. I watch her walk over to the bar
and take a seat, waiting on me to serve her. She knows she has me wrapped
around her finger. Flashes of her tied to my bed run through my head. The way
she squirted all over my face was amazing. Knowing I made her lose control that
way makes my dick even harder. I place a plate in front of her and she glances at
the tent forming in my pants and smirks as she begins eating. 


After
we eat I drag Ella to the shower letting her use her lips to bring me to an exhilarating
release. She protests when I drag her to the bed to return the favor. Her
complaints quickly abate and turn into moans of pleasure. Once I’ve spent
myself deep within her I announce that we are ready to start our day. She insists
on taking a swim so we change and gather towels and sun block. At the pool I
regret not inspecting her swimsuit beforehand.


I
watch the men at the pool gawk at her when she drops her cover up. The small
strip of material over her breast barely covering her nipples, the bottom is
not much better exposing most of her plump ass.


“You
need to go change,” I declare. There’s no way in hell I’m going to sit here
watching these fucks adjusting their erections trying to figure out how they’ll
get to ease their ache deep inside my girl.


“It’s
just a bikini Liam, other women are wearing them too.” She says sitting next to
me on the lounge. “Besides everyone can see I’m with you,” her hand runs
through my hair as she kisses me deeply. Her eyes plead with me to drop it as
she pulls away. I know she's trying to manipulate me and it’s not going to
work.


“I’m
going to the boutique over there and getting you something that will cover up
more than your nipples. If you as much as bounce we’ll have to watch men jerking
off in full public view.” I storm off in the direction of the small store
ignoring her pout.


 I
return holding a one piece swimsuit I know I’ll have to wrestle on her. My
heart jumps into my throat when I realize Ella is lying on her lounger deep in
conversation with Arianna. Why hadn’t I thought this would be a possibility?
Arianna frequents the pool daily. I rush over preparing for damage control.


Arianna
glances at me first wearing a bright smile. “Liam, hey what are you doing down
here? I usually have to drag you down here.” She quips. She’s lying I’ve never
been down here with her. I see the deceptive glint in her eye and know she’s
planning to make this difficult for me.


Ella
scrunches her eyes up at me searchingly. “You two know each other?” she asks
suspiciously.


“Oh
Liam didn’t tell you,” Arianna cuts in before I can answer. “I live in Liam’s
other condo.” She winks at me suggestively. My fists curl into tight fist,
refraining from snapping at the little bitch in public. Being constantly in the
public’s eye warrants practicing restraint. 


Comprehension
flashes in Ella’s eyes and is instantly replaced with animosity. She beams a
bright smile at Arianna, “Liam doesn’t keep secrets from me so he’s already
explained his arrangement with you.”


Arianna
is visibly shaken. She didn’t expect Ella to be aware of our arrangement. The
element of surprise is what she was counting on to upset Ella.


“I
don’t appreciate you coming over here, cozying up to me with the intension of
stirring up trouble in my relationship” Ella snaps. “You’re as fake as those
tits you paid for.” She gets up striding towards the pool. Whoa…Ella pissed is
a force to be reckoned with. And so fucking hot.


Arianna
glares at her snatching up her items from the lounger. “You never complained
about my tits,” she says brushing past me. 


I
drop into a lounger pulling off my shirt and letting the sun warm my skin. I
stalk every move Ella makes as she jumps in the pool and swims a couple laps. I
can just picture that string she’s wearing snapping and all the men jumping in
to help her put it back on just so they can touch her creamy skin. I pull my
phone out quickly letting Gabby my assistant know that I need Arianna removed
yesterday. I’m not putting up with her trying to destroy my relationship.


Ella
steps out of the pool and water washes down her scantily clad body like
something from a wet dream. A nearby man builds up the nerve you approach her.
I move to get up but quickly settle back down when she warns the man off with a
fierce look. Her breast jiggle with every step she makes and I’m seriously
considering bending her over and fucking her on the lounger. Claiming her sexy
body in front of everyone, marking her by spraying my seed all over her ass.


She
plops down in her lounger, closing her eyes and enjoying the warm beams from
the sun. “Are you pissed about Arianna?” I ask warily.


“I
wasn’t pissed at you,” she answers with her eyes still closed. She leans her
head towards mine looking into my eyes. “It’s not fair for me to be mad at you
for having a past. As long as you’re done with her and she leaves soon we’ll be
fine.”


She
reaches a hand out and clamps on to mine smiling contently.


********


The
next morning Ella is back in business mode. Dressed in a tapered black knee length
skirt and black blazer, her button up shirt has ruffles at the top that peek
out her blazer showing off her sophistication. She tries to pretend not to be
nervous as I drive us to work.


“There’s
no need to be nervous Ella you’ll be doing the same job.” I tell her trying to
ease her nerves.


“I
know but I just don’t want everyone thinking I’m in my position because I’m the
bosses girlfriend.” She sighs.


“They
won’t. Everyone will see how great you are at your job. If you like I could
always keep you home as my personal sex salve.” I joke, pleased with the small
smile that appears on her mouth. I turn into the underground parking deck and
pull my into my spot next to the elevator and guide Ella into the building with
a hand at the small of her back.


 “Is
this whole building Maddox-Fields security?” she asks looking around the large
twenty floor building. 


“This
is Maddox Enterprises. I run most of my businesses out of this building. It’s
more convenient to be available to each company I run. That way I don’t spend a
majority of my day commuting all over Florida.” We take the elevator up to the eighth
floor, which opens up to a large reception area.


“Liam,”
Lillian rises from behind her desk giving me a kiss on each cheek, “I prepared
everything as you instructed and this must be Ella.” She says beaming at Ella.
Lillian’s is only in her mid forties but gives off a motherly air. 


“I’m
Lillian. I’ll be your receptionist. Whatever you need all you have to do is
press the red button on your phone and it’ll intercom you to me.” Lillian is
still holding Ella’s hand and she looks a little overwhelmed by Lillian’s
cheerful persona.


“Thank
you Lillian, I’m sure we’ll get along fine.” Lillian finally releases Ella’s
hand, hurrying to answer the ringing phone behind her.


I
guide Ella down the corridor into the door at the end of the corridor. She gasps
as soon as she crosses the threshold. An array of computers runs on both sides of
the office and in the middle a large black desk. She walks across the plush
gray carpeting and faces me.


“Liam
this is too much. What did you do give up your office for me?” she ask in wide
eyed amazement.


 I
laugh at her astonishment, “No this office was actually empty. The head of our
IT department left six months ago. Richard Harris, one of our specialists, has
been acting as head since then.”


“You
want me to head the department?” excitement flickers in her eyes.


“I
knew you’d be perfect for this position. This department is a much larger
operation than you’re used to though. Each company has its own IT specialists on
different floors but you’ll be managing all of it from up here. It’s your own
personal hub.”


“I
hope you realizes this means a lot of late nights and weekends until I get
assimilated here?” she pats my chest knowing I won’t agree to her not being
available to me.


“Harris
will catch you up on all the software and hardware we use here. You don’t need
to absorb everything all at once. I expect you home when I get there Ella.” I
warn her. Her arms encircle my neck pulling closer, her lips touch mines
briefly.


“Thank
you for this Liam. Now get out before my boss fires me for fooling around at
work.” she giggles making her way behind her new desk.


“My
office is on the top floor.” I place a security card on her desk. “Use this in
the elevator and you’ll gain access to my floor.” She’s tucks the card in her
purse as I turn to leave.







 


 


Isabella


 


 


The
thrill I feel learning of my new job description jars me. I had always felt
comfortable in my position in Chicago. It’s not until Liam offered me this position
that I realized how excited I am by the challenge. Mid morning Richard Harris
sticks his head into my office as way of introduction and I invite him in. He’s
young maybe 24, lean and tall with unruly black hair. He personifies the sexy
geek look with his thick black glasses. He smiles warmly at me as he runs
through all each departments and the systems they use. 


After
an hour and a half in my office he takes me on a tour of the very large
building. I meet about fifty IT specialists throughout the tour, everyone is unexpectedly
warm and welcoming. Rich guides me with a hand at the small of my back into the
data room. The high tech hardware isn’t anything I’m not accustomed to but it’s
stimulating to be around such an extensive system.


My
phone buzzes as the door shuts behind us. I open the text from Liam surprised
he’s waited this long to contact me.


MAKE
SURE HARRIS KNOWS UR MINE!! 


Shouty
letters, really?


He’s
being very professional, not everyone wants me Liam. Shouty text not necessary


Rich
quickly runs through which servers run with which systems before grabbing my
hand and exiting the room. We ride the elevator back up to our floor.


“You’re
a really bright woman Isabella. It’s nice to have someone on my level here.” he
says as we exit the elevator.


“Thank
you Rich but so are you maybe this position should’ve been yours.” I feel a
little guilty for coming here and taking the position that should rightfully been
his. 


“No
you’re perfect for the position. I think we’ll learn from each other.” He says
with a genuine smile.


“I
know we will.” I say as we reach my office. “Thanks for the tour.”


“Anytime,
maybe we’ll do lunch next week.” He says cocking his eyebrow.


“Sure,”
lunch with Rich will be fun. He’s young, smart and we have a lot in common.


He
grabs one of my hands with both of his and rubs it gently. He releases my hand
with a wink making his way down the hall to his office.


My
phone buzzes angrily in my pocket as if portraying Liam’s anger. I pull it out
and see three texts this time.


Why
the fuck is he caressing ur hand


He
wants u Ella, I see it in his eyes


Is
he gonna b a problem cause I can get rid of him 


Jeez
and I thought I had jealousy issues. Watching me through security cameras is
borderline stalker. I grab my purse out my desk and head for the elevator. I
slide the key Liam gave me in the slot and the car starts to approach the top
floor. The doors slide open and the first thing I see when the doors slides
open is Liam scowling at me. He grabs my arm pulling me through the large
reception area. The two women behind the large oval shaped reception desk
glance at me curiously. Behind them is a large glossy dark wood partition. Liam
pulls me behind the partition and through two large shaded glass doors that
slide open automatically. He pushes a button as soon as we enter. I assume it’s
a lock for the doors.


In
his office I stop short pulling my arm from his grasp. This is not an office
it’s a living space, it must be at least 1000 sq ft. Four large pillars make a
pathway to a huge glossy mahogany desk. It’s presence in the room is as
intimidating as the man who occupies it. The room also has a wet bar, a large
dining table and a sofa seating area. The dark slate walls are a huge contrast
to the fluffy cream carpets. The wall to wall windows work at brightening the
dark office and the view of the cityscape and ocean are fantastic from up here.



“Do
I need to do something about Harris?” Liam questions me.


“Baby
that’s ridiculous. Rich is good at his job and it’s hard to find someone as
smart as him.” I wrap my hands around his neck running them up and down the
nape of his neck, trying to ease the tension I feel building there. I pull his lips
to mine kissing him softly. He closes his eyes and huffs out a breath. I knew
that a simple reply text would never alleviate his agitation, he needs this
contact. Needed to feel our connection was not broken by my interaction with
another man.


“You
turn me into a deranged man. I hate to see other men trying to take what’s
mine.”  he whispers against my lips his breath cool and minty.


“Nobody
can take me from you.” I say loving the texture of his hair against my fingers.
“I’m yours. You have me.” I reassure him, kissing him deeply. His arms tighten
around me as his tongue tangles with mine. His taste is intoxicating and I get
lost in him immediately. In moments were panting heavily and my fingers are
rapidly fumbling at his belt buckle. He places a hand over mine breaking our
kiss.


“I
have a meeting in…” he glances at his watch. “Ten minutes” he warns shaking his
head to dissuade me but the bulge underneath my fingers is begging me to
continue.


“I’ll
be done in less than five,” I say dropping down to my knees smirking up at him.
I quickly pull his pants down followed by those sexy skin tight boxer briefs.
His strong masculine smell hits me instantly causing liquid to pool between my
legs. 


He
smells so delicious. I reach out and envelope him in my hand, his skin hot and
velvety. My small hand is barely able to circle his girth. My tongue flicks across
the slit at the head of his cock and he jolts as though I electrocuted him. I
circle the bulging head with my tongue savoring his flavor mingling with my
saliva. I thrust as much of him into my mouth as possible adding suction around
the head. His eyes close right before he throws his head back.


His
hand grips my head as his hips begin to rotate, thrusting into my mouth in a
clockwise motion. My hand massages the remainder of his beautiful cock urging
him to release his pleasure into my mouth. His hips buck one more time and his
knee begin to buckle as hot streams of Liam flavored liquid fill my mouth. I
feed on him greedily. Surprised by how much pleasure I feel by just the taste
of him on my tongue. He drops to his knees in front of me once I release him
from my mouth. He grabs my face kissing me deeply. He leans his forehead
against mine looking into my eyes emoting.


“God
I love you,” he proclaims in the silent room. He leans back on his heels
shaking his head amazed at me, at us. He rises up pulling his pants up and
pulling me up after him. He makes his way through a door next to his desk
leaving me to explore his office. I end up behind his desk sitting in his huge
leather chair. I feel powerful in this chair. This is the chair of a man who
has the world at the palm of his hand the only thing missing in his life was a special
woman. I hope he found that in me because the addiction to him I’ve developed
is incurable.


I
stare at his stalker vision, that’s the large screen he uses to watch me on, a
little annoyed that most of the small squares on the screen are set to my
floor. He comes back into the office wearing a new suit looking unruffled. He
walks to the bar grabbing a water and offers me one. I refuse wanting to keep
his taste in my mouth a little while longer.


“You
keep a change of clothes here?” I ask admiring the sexy three piece suit he
changed into.


“I
have a closet full of clothes here.” He chugs the water his Adams apple bobbing
with each swallow. My goodness the man can turn me on by drinking water. Curious
I walk through the door he came out of seconds ago. I’m taken aback by the
discovery of a mini suite. A small dressing area with clothes for every
occasion lined on each side of the wall leads into a larger room with a king
sized bed. The crisp white furniture is a shock to my eyes coming from his gothic-like
office. He’s a dark man and his tastes reflect that, this room however is not
at all like the rest of his places. The ensuite is almost as extravagant as the
one in his condo. I feel his presence behind me before I turn, his presence
always commanding my attention. He wraps his arm around me, kissing my temple. 


“I
wish I had time to throw you on that bed and finish what you started.” He says
looking at the bed longingly.


“As
I recall I did finish what I started,” my expression challenging him to argue
my point. He throws his hands up in defeat.


“And
you finished me off superbly.”


“What’s
with you having an apartment in your office?” I ask curiously.


“Before
you came here I spent a lot of time at work. I didn’t have much to go home to
so I would crash here when I worked late.”  


A
beep sounds over a speaker somewhere and his receptionist announces his one
o’clock is here. He walks me to the door holding our hands intertwined. I place
a kiss on his cheek before I leave through the sliding doors. This time the
receptionist smiles politely at me as I walk towards the elevator.


Lillian
greets me cheerfully back in my office. I’ve usually been really annoyed by
giddy women but her maternal air calls to me. She talks me into going out to
lunch with her and half an hour later we’re laughing over oysters on a half
shell at this place called Charley’s crab. Yes a crab joint, she brought me
here without knowing my weakness for crabs. I may have made a friend for life.
Lillian is fun and easy going and her beauty radiates from within. 


Outside
she’s just as beautiful, reminding me a lot of Kate Walsh. Her auburn is
wrapped into a tight business bun but I know when she lets it down she’s
probably a fiery redhead. Of course I end up with another redhead for a
receptionist but I liked Alice before the Liam situation and I already like
Lillian too.


“So
how are you coping with your move from Chicago?” she asks.


“It
was a little scary at first but Liam’s helping me feel at home.” I’m surprised
at myself for being so honest with her.


“Ohh,”
she stops eating her eyebrows lifting. “You and Liam are …together?” she asks
nervously. I start to feel apprehensive hoping I didn’t just open up to one of
Liam’s conquest, though I didn’t get that vibe from her earlier.


“Uhh…yeah.”
I answer, gauging her expression for any clues of something being off; instead
I see concern beaming from her eyes.


“I’m
sorry, I don’t want to make anything awkward, I just really like you and I
don’t want to see you get hurt.” She says patting my hand. “I’ve known Liam
since he moved here ten years ago and he doesn’t commit. I hope you didn’t move
here in hopes of changing him because I don’t want to see you leave when he
won’t.” 


I’m
touched that this woman that I’ve just met is genuinely concerned for me. “Don’t
worry about me. I’ve pretty much been just like Liam but we found something in
each other that’s inspired us to try to work on a relationship. I wouldn’t have
moved here if our feelings for each other weren’t absolute.” I say as she
continues to eat warily.


“Are
you staying in one of his condos?” she questions, her eyes averting mine. She
knows about his fuck pad. They must be close if she knows about it.


“No,
I’m not staying in that condo. I’m staying with him at his place. Besides Arianna
is still in residence there.” I say, not trying to hide my vehemence towards
her. Her eyes practically bug out their socket as she gapes at me.


“You’re
staying with him…Wow that’s…I don’t know what to say about that. You’re right
your relationship is defiantly different and I’m glad. As for Arianna-never
liked that bitch.” She says returning to her meal.


I
told her about the little play Arianna put on at the pool and she was not at
all surprised. She warns me that Arianna won’t be giving up on Liam too easily especially
now that she knows that he’s chosen someone else over her. It was a totally
different situation when she thought he wouldn’t commit to anyone but now
she’ll be insulted and try to gain back her self esteem by winning him back.


Lillian
goes to the restroom while I settle the check. She insisted on paying but I
told her if I allowed her to pay I would never go to lunch with her again so
she finally gave up and put her card away. A shadow falls over me as I wait for
Lillian to return, I’m pleasantly surprised to see Dr. Knight when I glance up.


“Cayden,”
I exclaim rising from my seat and hugging him. The man saved me from something
very difficult and I feel really safe around him. 


“Isabella
how are you?” he asks holding me at arm’s length. Inspecting me with those
angel eyes.


“I’m
great. Do you work around here?” I ask.


“I
live close by and my mother loves this place so I take her to lunch whenever
I’m free. I noticed you from our table and just had to see how you’re doing. I
was hoping you’d give me your card so I can check up on you.” Lillian returns
looking flustered when she notices the beautiful man at our table.


“Lillian
this is Dr. Knight he helped me out when I got here and I’m forever in his
debt”


“Cayden,
please,” he says shaking Lillian’s hand. “It was nice seeing you again Isabella
call me if you ever need me.”


“I
will,” I say handing him my card before he returns to his table with a woman
who looks too young and beautiful to be his mother. Now I know where he gets
his great looks from.


“Oh
my god Isabella he’s like a fallen angel and he’s got it bad for you.” She says
pulling my hand as we walk out the restaurant.


“That’s
crazy Lillian. He’s just a nice doctor who helped me out during a bad
experience.” I say dismissing her allegations.


“Okay…but
that was not the vibe I felt flowing from him.” she hugs my arm as we walk to
her car. I laugh at her, excited that I’ve just made my first girlfriend.





[bookmark: _Toc344967030]Chapter 14


 


Liam


 


The
past three weeks with Ella have been better than I imagined. Other than our
time at work we’re inseparable and that’s exactly how I want it to be. I glance
over at her punching something into her iPad. She’s constantly updating
meetings and trying to schedule everything within the work day. I forbid any
business after six pm for our first month here. I thought we needed the quiet
time together and I was absolutely right. The only problem is that after a
month has passed I won’t want to return to late nights at the office when I can
be at home with Ella wrapped in my arms.


My
anticipation builds as I pull into the parking deck. I’ve had this surprise in
works for a week and I hope she won’t be too difficult about it. I pull into my
spot and we get out together. She noticed the black Aston Martin Virage Volante
with a big golden bow and she puts the iPad down dumbstruck.


“You
didn’t” she finally says after a few silent seconds.


“Do
you like it?” I wrap my arm around her knowing I can convince her to keep the
car.


“It’s
too much Liam. How much did you spend on this convertible? You have two cars
and a SUV, I can drive one of those.” She says pulling away from me.


“I
want you to have your own car. I never want you to feel trapped here. As much
as I need you to stay I want you to have the freedom to go and do whatever you
want.”  I answer honestly. One thing I’ve learned from loving Ella is that I’d
do anything to make her happy even let her go. She storms to the elevator
without me. I catch up right before the door shuts me out.


“Okay,”
she says leaning against the back wall of the elevator. “Since you’re so
excited to give me my freedom, this would be a good time to let you know I’m
going to Vegas with Lucas in a couple weeks.”


My
heart begins a rapid rhythm in my chest, tightening to the point of rupture.
It’s been weeks since I’ve even thought of Lucas and this announcement is a
shock to my system. “No.” I say reflexively, my heart and mind revolting from
the concept.


“So
you were just trying to get me to keep the car, you didn’t mean anything you
said” she retorts. Damn I really fucked myself with that speech but how was I
supposed to know the ghost of Lucas would come back to haunt me.


The
doors slide open and I walk through our lobby in silence hating that I can’t
chain her up to keep her away from Lucas. I carry the dinner we picked up on
our way home into the kitchen. She silently follows trying to evaluate the
situation from her spot across the room. She watches me set the plates down with
a scowl I can’t seem to wipe off my face. She sits across from me watching my
efforts to act fully engrossed in my meal. She hasn’t even made an effort to
touch her food.


“It’s
a business trip Liam,” she says finally breaking the silence. “I leave on a
Friday we’ll have meetings on Saturday then I’ll be home on Sunday.”


“The
only way you’re going is if I come with you.” I say uninterested in hearing her
plead her case for Lucas and their so called friendship.


“You
can’t because it’s the same weekend you’re supposed to be in New York and
you’ve already postponed that twice. Besides you and Lucas in the same city is
a war zone. I don’t want to spend the whole weekend with two agitated men.”


I
stop eating to look into her pleading eyes, “You have to trust me on this Liam.
Lucas and I are over but I need to be able to hold on to our friendship. I
fucked it up so badly maybe this trip will help guide us on the road to
repair.”


“You
just don’t get it do you? The only way you can repair that friendship in Lucas’
eyes is to go back to him. You don’t even work for him anymore. Why are you
doing this?” I say taking a deep breath to calm my annoyance with how naïve she
is when it comes to Lucas. I’ve never met a woman so strong with a solid head
on her shoulder like Ella. But throw Lucas into the equation and all that common
sense goes to shit.


She
places a hand over mine sensing how close I am to exploding. “You guys own the
company together so I still work for him too. These clients are old college
mates and there company is computer based so my being there will be at a great advantage
to your company.” I could care less what Lucas does with his side of the
company, that argument won’t get her anywhere with me. The Lucas I know will
not roll over and let me win this one. 


“I’m
not going to spend what was supposed to be a good night arguing over Lucas. You
want to go to Vegas? I say fuck no but you’re a big girl you’ll do what
you want, I see it in your eyes. I’m warning you now if you’re going to go down
there and delude yourself about Lucas’ intentions fine but if you’re going to
fall for his bullshit whining and guilt trips there will be hell to pay for
both of you.” I leave her at the table the anguish in the pit of my stomach ruining
my appetite.


I
tear my clothes off and get into the shower letting the piping hot water scorch
my skin. I need to feel something other than the feeble excuse of a man I’ve
become over love. I hate not being in control and this love shit is
uncontrollable. It twists and turns at the most unexpected moments. It sends
you on a euphoric high just to fall to your knees from the knife wounds
inflicted to your heart.


The
thought of leaving her alone with Lucas thousands of miles away from me is eating
me up inside. If I could put my trip off again I would do it in a heartbeat but
I have to meet with a huge client who’s already been beyond understanding. Not
to mention I haven’t checked on my remaining business venture in the city.
Before Ella I hopped from state to state bi-weekly, now I just want to stay
here with her. I’m going to have to start bringing her along if I want to
maintain my empire. Spending a whole weekend in New York without her was
already inconceivable, now with her in Vegas with Lucas I won’t be able to
concentrate on anything but that prick trying to persuade her into going back
to Chicago.


I
turn at a sound and see Ella strutting towards me in all her naked glory. She
steps under the waterfall showerhead and streams of water rushes down her body,
soaking her from head to toe. I watch it flow over her ample breast continuing
down between her legs. My disloyal cock jumps to life not caring how pissed I am
at her. 


She
notices me swelling to life and smiles and bats her eyes at me coyly. She wants
to play? Now? With my emotions surging from our disagreement I’m not sure this
is a good idea. My anger mixed with my love for her will spur me to fuck her
within an inch of her life. Take her so thoroughly, she won’t be able to
remember Lucas even exists. 


She
steps out from under the waterfall and pours some fruity smelling gel in her
hand then smooth’s it over her skin enticingly. She pauses at her nipples
massaging them slowly with her slippery fingers. She leans her head against the
wall pushing her breast out as she moans in pleasure. One hand deliberately
travels down her taut navel taunting me as her fingers pauses to toy with the
small patch of hair she always maintains on her pussy. My cock begins to throb
with anticipation. The little show she’s putting on is so erotic there’s no way
I won’t have her bent over against that wall soon, pounding into her with all
my pent up rage.


Her
fingers worm into the fold of her cunt and she cries out blatantly trying to
invoke a reaction out of me. She spreads her leg, rolling her clit in her
fingers alluringly. The heavy smell of her arousal infiltrates my senses. The
misty steam spreading the intoxicating aroma within the cavern-like enclosure.
She groans slipping her finger into the tunnel my cock desperately wants to
fill. Her groans turn into quiet little whimpers as she stimulates her clit
with one hand while the other is plunging in and out of her. A sharp cry echoes
within the shower as she climaxes. Her legs tremble and her finger slacken as
she slides down the wall, flaccid and still reeling from her self-inflicted
orgasm.


I
grab her arms lifting her off the floor. Her unfocused eyes pop open and she
wraps her arms around my neck. I grab her butt cheeks and lift her slowly
lowering her unto my aching shaft. Her eyes widen in shock of receiving all of
me at once but now that’s she’s taken her pleasure at hand I plan to take mine
deep inside her sinful body.


I
jerk her up and down my cock ruthlessly, her tits bouncing up and down. Water
slouches over her body as I move under the shower head. She leans her head back
letting the water flow between us. I’m not sure which is hotter her pussy or
the water flowing over my cock every time I pull out but it feels fantastic. I
drill her onto my cock until my knees get weak and my muscles are begging me
for mercy. I lift her off my throbbing cock and bend her over a nearby bench.
This time when I slam into her from behind I go so deep she yelps. Despite her
continual yelps my insistent pounding into her tight warmth don’t waver.


My
body begins to fall into rapture. My balls tighten achingly and tingles begin
at the base of my cock shooting out to the tip. Her pussy produces a series of
gut wrenching squeezes around my cock. I hear her scream out her release,
stuttering things my climax impending mind can’t comprehend. Massive amounts of
cum surge into her welcoming warmth. In the distance I can register some of her
random words.


“Love…only
you…so happy.” She pants.


I
place one knee beside hers on the bench kissing the nape of her neck letting
her know I feel whatever it was she was trying to profess to me also. She
wiggles her butt against me causing my cock to twitch inside her. She giggles,
“That thing has a life of its own.” She says pulling away separating our
connection and robbing me of her warmth. She pulls me into her arm pressing her
heated body against mine.


“I
love you Liam,” her eyes misting over with unshed tears. “Please just trust in
that.”


I
lean my head against hers resigning to this oncoming trip. My anger at her
spent in this wicked display of our love.


“I
trust you but if he tries anything he’s a dead man.” I guide her out the
shower, gently wiping her down with a plush towel before leading her to our
bed. I wrap my body around hers listening to her soft breaths until she falls
asleep.


********


Saturday
morning I wake to the shrill of my phone on the bedside table. I reach my hand
out blindly searching for the offensive object that jarred me from my slumber.


“What”
I snap into the phone.


“Uhh…I’m
sorry to interrupt you Mr. Maddox but your father is here and he insists on
being let up.”


Fuck,
I’ve been avoiding him since I came back but there was no avoiding him now.
Hopefully I can get him out of here before Ella wakes up. A quick glance at her
side of the bed confirms the ringing phone didn’t wake her. 


“Let
him up,” I say throwing on a pair of sweats and brushing my teeth. I make it to
the lobby just as the elevator doors close behind him. His fierce demeanor is an
implication of the ensuing conversation. 


“Are
you going to invite me in?” his tone is sharp and irritant. I lead the way into
the den hoping to hurry this along. He sits in an armchair eyeing me
suspiciously.


“You’ve
been back for two weeks and I have to hear this from someone else. What is
going on with you son? You rushed back here before you could get rid of Lucas
and his scumbag father. This is not like you at all. Are you trying to
reconcile with Lucas?”


“No
I have not reconciled with Lucas but I’m done with that scheme you concocted. I
have other businesses and responsibilities to worry about I don’t need to waste
any more time on him.”  Letting him know where I stand in the beginning of this
conversation will cut the unnecessary bullshit.


 He
squints at me, rubbing his goatee with his fingers, analyzing this new turn of
events. “Did you see your mother?” he asks coldly. Damn I didn’t want to have
to talk about her yet. I avoid his prying eyes trying to decide if I should
confront him with my mother’s accusations.


“You
did,” he says rising from his seat. “What did she say to turn you against me? That
bitch is still trying to ruin my life.” Rage replacing his suspicion.


“No
one brainwashes me,” anymore I think to myself. If what my mother says
is correct then this man has been brainwashing me for years. “She ambushed me, said
what she came to say then left. My decision to leave Chicago had already been
made.”


“What
did she just have to tell you?” he stops in front of me, hands on his hips with
wild eyes.


“You
really want to know?” He raises his eyebrows prompting me to continue.


“She
says you hit her for years, that you were in love with Cindy and you blamed
everyone for not being able to have her. She says she left to escape your
abuse.” 


“That
lying bitch,” he whispers running his hand through his graying hair. His sharp
appearance a little frazzled by his nervous demeanor. There’s not much I need
him to say to me at this point, his fidgeting and roaming eyes all the answer I
need. After of years of watching him in meetings and functions I can tell when
he lies.


“Liam
listen-” he begins


The
door swings open causing him to stop mid-sentence. We both turn and watch Ella stroll
in wearing a thong and a shirt that cuts off under her breast exposing the under
swell of her tits. She was going to try to entice me with some early morning
sex. She only came out of bed looking this sexy when she was feeling horny. She
gasps when she realizes I’m not alone but is so comfortable in her skin, she
makes no effort to cover up.


“Sorry
I thought you were alone. Hi,” she waves at my father as she leaves the room. The
departing view of her ass is drool-worthy. I stare at the door she vacated not
wanting to deal with the huge elephant now present in the room. My father
clears his throat commanding my attention.


“So
that is what’s kept you too busy for your father. I couldn’t figure out how my
strong, no nonsense son had came back going on about moving on and
responsibility. Can’t say I blame you though, I’d change too for a piece of
that ass. She looks like the type that likes it dirty. We’ve never shared
before but maybe…” One second I was seated on the couch and the next I had my
forearm jammed against my father’s throat and his head pushed up on the wall.
Shocked by my lightning speed reaction he’s too late in fighting me off.


“Don’t
fucking talk about her like that. Don’t even fucking look at her.” I say
through gritted teeth. A rush of blood flows to my head as I push off him,
walking as far away as possible. It’s hard enough keeping random men away from
Ella now my father wants to fuck her. My hands begin to tremble and I look back
to see if he’s still there. I need that man gone now before I do something I’ll
regret. He’s rubbing his neck looking at me in awe. Awe? I almost snapped his
neck and he’s impressed.


“Seems
you’ve picked up some of my fighter genes” he says staying on his side of the
room. “It’s too bad you’re wasting it on some tramp. I’ve been around longer
than you son and trust me when I tell you that woman will be your downfall.” He
walks out the door with those parting words. The door slams, echoing through my
already throbbing head.


“You
okay?” Ella asks, cautiously entering the room and stopping in front of me.


I
nod my head in an attempt to halt her concerns. “That was my father,” I
explain.


“I
really didn’t know he was here. I wouldn’t have come in here like this” she
chews on her lower lip making me want to suckle them. 


“I
know,” I assure her. She is well aware of how much I hate when she exposes too
much. She’s actually worried that I’d be mad at her for being carefree in our
home when I’m the one that should’ve warned her we had company.


“What
he say to make you so angry?” she massages my bare shoulders with her silky
hands, soothing the knots bundled in them.


“For
one he lied about what happened with my mother than he insults me by saying he
wants me to share my girl with him.” her hands halt their progress up my
shoulders and she looks into my eyes.


“You’ve
shared women with your dad before?”


“No,
so I don’t know what makes him think I’d share you. He knows my home has always
been off limits to women. The moment he saw you here he knew what you meant to
me. He’s lucky I didn’t ripe his eyes out for the way he was eye fucking you.”


“Shh…let
me help you forget about him,” she steps back peeling her panties off her body.
Once she throws it across the room she presses up against me. “Tell me how you
want it? I’ll do anything you want.” She nibbles on my neck, her fingers
running down my back.


“Wrap
that sweet mouth around my cock” I reply quickly forgetting my anger to get
lost in her enchanting mouth. After she works me up with her mouth, I fuck her
on the couch. This time I pull out before I cum, gushing all over her belly and
spreading it around with my fingers. I wish I could permanently ink her with my
cum then all other men would realize who this woman belongs to.







 


 


Isabella


 


A
feeling of excitement races through my body as Liam squirts all over my body,
I’m almost as excited as I am when he allows me to milk him of it. This strange
sexual addiction I have to him is causing me to revel in every dirty little act
we engage in together. I watch his naked ass exit the room leaving me there
lying in his sticky release. My limbs are too numb to make an effort to get up.
He returns moments later with a warm wet towel and reluctantly wipes off his
mark on me.


The
rest of the day we ignore our issues not bringing up his dad or Lucas as we
enjoy a rare day of peace. Being wrapped up in Liam is so natural I rarely want
to be apart from him. I think going to Vegas may be harder on me than I
anticipated. Not having Liam wrapped around me when I sleep will be torture.
Some days the hours I spend apart from Liam in my office seem like an eternity.
I’m sure to go into withdrawal having to be without him for an entire weekend.


On
Sunday Liam and I decide to come out of our day long seclusion to explore Palm
Beach. Liam says he knows the best way we can explore Palm Beach. When he rents
out two Segways I think he’s joking but after five minutes I realize that it’s
really fun and we explore the city at ease. We cruise through downtown West
Palm Beach and the waterway swerving around lingering people. Liam is so young
and free this way. The man he was even a month ago a faint shadow of the
grinning exuberant man making silly faces at me as we glide along Palm Beach.


We
stop for lunch at this great place called Grease burger. Oh…my god. I’ve never
really had a burger before I went to this place. 


“I’ll
have to starve myself for a week to compensate for all these calories.” I say
as I bite into my black and blue burger.


“Your
flawless so don’t worry about the calories.” He shakes his head at my absurd
comment. 


I’m
not flawless.


I’m
probably the most flawed person I know. I just don’t wear it on the outside. No
matter how far down I bury the scars they always seem to rise to the surface
and choke me with flashes of a time best forgotten. I center myself and focus
on Liam not giving those memories the power to ruin the rest of my life.


We
ride back to the condo where I’m instructed to change into a decent swimsuit,
preferably the plain one piece he bought me and pack for the beach. We get to
the marina around two and Liam rents a jet ski for us to ride on. Apparently
he’s feeling very adventurous today. Liam zooms around on the jet skis
undistracted by my legs straddling him and my hand running over his solid abs.


As
fun as it was I’m happy when we get off the jet ski and I race him to the beach
where I plunge into the water to cool my heated skin. The roar of that machine
beneath me and half naked Liam in front of me had me hot in more ways than one.
We frolic in the water like for a while, kissing and stroking each other under
the water. He drags me out of the water when I get way too caught up in the
moment. Not wanting to be exposed on a public beach he reprimands me for my
bold tactics and brands me a nympho. He should blame himself for looking so
damn gorgeous. All those wet rippling muscles tempting me beyond my limits.


Other
than our fight Friday night and the little incident with Liam’s dad the next
morning the weekend turned out to be one of the best since moving here. I’m
almost saddened that we have to return to normal life tomorrow. Liam is
everything I never wanted but everything I ever needed.


Oh…and
we drove my new car around today. Liam was right.  I LOVE THAT CAR!
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Isabella


 


“Good
morning Lillian,” I chirp cheerfully, bouncing through my reception area.


“Well
aren’t we just glowing today,” she beams at me. I stop in front of her desk
leaning against the shiny white top. We’ve become really close in the past
weeks. She’s a dynamo at her job and a great person to have in my corner.


“Is
that Isabella I hear out here?” Rich rounds the corner waving a magazine at me.
He leans over the desk next to me looking at Lillian. “Just when I thought we
were all good friends here I have to find out about Isabella and the boss from
a gossip rag.” He glares at me humorously, jamming a picture of Liam and me
gracing the front cover of Bared Weekly.


Heat
rushes to my face as I snatch the magazine from his hand. The picture is of
Liam and I in the water with my legs wrapped around his waist and my tongue
shoved down his throat. The headline reads Millionaire Bachelor Maddox’s
Next Acquisition. I turn away rummaging through the pages till I get to the
article of us and skim it quickly. Apparently I came between him and Arianna,
who quotes in the magazine that I stole Liam from her and that her relationship
with him will remain solid when he realizes how much slut that I am. She
actually called me a slut. My heart races just thinking of how many people will
read this lie. My name is in bold prints under a picture of Liam carrying me on
his back off the beach. There are several other pictures taken during what we
thought was a quiet day out. The privacy and tranquility I felt yesterday now
violated by some camera man intruding on my treasured moments.


I
considered a lot of things when I moved here with Liam but this is something I
overlooked. I know he was in the public eye often but I was so wrapped up in
our melodrama to consider how his celebrity would affect me. Now I’m the slut
and Arianna is the victim. I even played the role on the beach by thrusting my
hand down Liam’s shorts which of course they caught with their super zoom
camera and published for all to see. 


Rich
pats me on the shoulder in consolation. “Everyone knows those rags lie. Don’t
worry you won’t be the villain for long.” He wraps his arm around my shoulder
guiding me to my office, “Besides you with your hand down the boss’s
shorts…seriously hot. Every man in this building is jealous.” I smile over my
shoulder at him knowing he’s sincerely trying to cheer me up.


“Thanks
Rich and I’m sorry you found out this way,” I say shoving the magazine against
his chest, needing separation from that trash. “I’m not used to having friends
I can confide in so I keep my personal life in a separate compartment.”


“I
know Isabella. You were bottled up so tight when you got here I thought you
would explode if we pushed you the wrong way. You’re a really wonderful woman
but I don’t think you see yourself the way we do. You’re dating one of the most
eligible bachelors around so you’re going to have to open up and talk to
someone. Lillian and I are here for you. Whatever you say to us stays between
us.” He say hugging me at my office door then tossing the magazine in the
hallway trash as he makes his way back to his office.


I
seriously love Palm Beach and all the new people in my life. 


My
phone rings as I place my bag on the desk. Liam.


“He
was just trying to cheer me up.” I say before he screams into the phone.


“Every
time I look at this fucking screen Harris is all over you,” now that’s a huge
exaggeration he spends maybe an hour or two a day with me. The rest of the day
we are too busy managing the needs of each department. He’s a great partner but
Liam see’s our quickly formed friendship as a threat. The best way to deal with
Liam when he’s like this is to not feed his aggravation with an argument.


“Did
you see the article about us in Bared?” I ask averting the Rich topic.


“Yeah
Gabby showed it to me. We look pretty good together don’t we?” I can hear his
smile over the line.


“Liam,
Arianna called me a slut and there’s a picture of me molesting you for the
world to see.” I say exasperated by his nonchalant attitude.


“Babe,
don’t take these things too seriously otherwise you’ll never sleep at night.
This is your life now. Soon enough they’ll realize you aren’t going anywhere
and follow you around trying to catch the next story. Let them say what they
want as long as we know the truth.”


I
take a deep breath letting it out slowly knowing he’s right about this. I don’t
need the public to affirm my feelings for Liam. 


“And
that picture of you molesting me…umm. I can still feel your hand stroking me. I
might have that one framed.” He chuckles into the line.


“You’re
sexually depraved Liam.” I laugh at his insatiable sexual appetite.


His
laughter rumbles through the line as I hang up.


********


The
next day Lillian and I walk to a nearby deli for lunch. We enjoy the balmy
weather as we walk along the water of West Palm Beach. A shiver runs up my
spine as we near the building. The kind you don’t get from the ice cold
smoothie I’m drinking. It’s a prickly feeling that spreads all over my skin as
every nerve ending in my body jumps to full alert. My eyes dart across the
courtyard in front of Maddox Enterprise not really sure what I’m looking for.


Countless
people are scattered across the large grassy area. Some on their lunch and some
just enjoying the park-like comfort of the courtyard. I stumble at the door, my
eyes locking on a man in a bright polo and khaki shorts. My heart jolts into an
accelerated pace and every limb in my body turns to mush. Lillian clutches my
arm to steady me.


“Are
you okay?” she asks holding my arms to steady me. I nod at her turning towards
the glass door for one more glimpse of the man. He’s still there but faced away
talking on a phone. 


It
can’t be. It just can’t be, I say to myself. There’s no way
this would happen to me now that I’m finally happy. I motion to Lillian that
I’ll be in the restroom and wave her off when she offers to join me.


I
rush into a stall as my chest begins to feel like it closing in. My hands are
sweaty as I pull out my phone and dial the number already programmed into my
phone. He answers on the second ring-my angel.


“Isabella”
he answers frantically. “Are you okay?”


“No”
I squeak into the phone as my vision begins to blur. “Can’t
breathe…again…please”


“I’m
here Isabella. This will pass. Take a deep breath for me like we did before. I
won’t leave you alone, you’re safe. I know you’re scared but we’ll get through
it together.” His smooth voice is like a lullaby soothing my panic stricken
mind. 


I
can do this, I did it last time. He instructs me to
breathe at his count and the awful feeling begins to lessen. I listen to him
count for longer than necessary loving the soothing quality of his voice.


“I’m
sorry Cayden,” I apologize hating that I interrupted his day with my issues.


“Why
are you sorry?  I told you that I was here for you whenever you needed me and I
meant that.” He answers, bothered by my apology.


“I
know but you have real patients to take care of, I shouldn’t be imposing on
your day with my problems.” I whine. 


“I
need to see you. Are you free tomorrow for lunch?” 


“I’ll
make myself available.” His invitation is a relief. I know I’ll need to keep
him in my life if my past has come back to haunt me.


I
hang up with Cayden and examine myself in the mirror. Amazing how a few moments
ago I felt like I was going to die but outwardly I look fine. The attack
affects me much like my life. Outwardly a disguise as a beautiful woman but
inside I’m a jumble of painful emotions so intense that I feel like I’ll wither
up and die.


I
rush out the bathroom to the elevator in hopes to reach my office before
Lillian worries. The door slides open and Liam slams right into me in his rush
off the elevator. He grabs me by my arms as I stumble backwards.


“What’s
wrong,” he inquires his eye brimming with concern.


“Nothing,”
I answer brushing past him into the elevator. He follows me into the empty car slipping
his key in the slot. His eyes glare into mines demanding an answer.


“Ella
you’ve been in that restroom for 15 minutes. Your pale and you’re hiding
something from me.”


“Why
are you always watching me on that fucking camera,” I snap. “Don’t you have a
business to run? Stalking me is getting really old Liam.” I scream at him not
even sure where all this anger came from. He visibly flinches at my words, staring
down at me like I just grew two horns. He closes the distance between us. His
lips are a hairs breathe away from mine.


“You
are my business,” he says under his breath. “I’ll stalk you, I’ll chase you, and
I’ll hunt you across the world if I have to. You’re mine and I will protect you
to my last breath. If I have to spend the day watching you on a screen to
ensure that safety then that’s what I’ll do.” 


The
elevator door dings open and Liam drags me past reception. The girls at
reception wave at me, having already become accustomed to our crazy
relationship dynamic. He locks the door after we enter his office. He removes
his jacket while walking to his desk to sit in his big intimidating chair. He
motions for me to sit across from him and I immediately do as he says. Liam in
business mode commands the room and makes me a little nervous.


“Are
you sick Ella? Pregnant maybe?” he asks leaning towards me.


“What!
No it’s nothing like that,” Pregnant? That’s what he thought this is about. Hell
no! To bring a kid into my crazy existence would be a disaster. “I just had
another attack, it’s not a big deal and I’m okay now.” Telling him the truth
and dealing with his concern was a lot better than his pregnancy suspicions. He
jumps up from his chair pulling me out my chair and wrapping his arm around me.


“Why
didn’t you call me. I feel like I’m never there when you need me. I’m sorry you
had to go through that alone baby. I should’ve come down sooner.” He holds my
head between his hands, kissing me repeatedly. The regret etched in his face
convinces me to not tell him Cayden helped me again. If he knew I called
another man for help there’s no telling how he would react.


“I’ll
call Lillian and let her know I’m taking you home”


“What?
No Liam I’m not going home. It’s the middle of the day, I have things to do and
you have meetings. I’m perfectly fine so I’m going back to work.” I attempt to
put my foot down at his coddling.  


“You
have two options” he says holding up two fingers, glaring down at me. “Either I
bring you home and take care of you or you go back into my suite and let me run
you a bath so you can take a nap while I take my meetings. I need you close by
so I can take care of you but there’s no sense of us both missing the workday.”
A determined glint sparkles in his eye and I know this is not a winning battle.


He
walks through the door leading to his personal suite without waiting for an
answer, he knows I’ll do as he says. I hear water running as I grab the phone and
let Rich and Lillian know I’m not feeling well. They quickly dismiss my
apologies’ assuring me they have everything under control and I should let Liam
take care of me.


I
enter Liam’s ensuite admiring him in his suit. His sleeves are rolled up while
he pours scented oils in the tub for me.


 “You
have scented oil here? Did you bring women here?” Disgust quickly churning in
my stomach.


“No
Ella I had these put in here after we came back. Every aspect of my life is
open to you now. This suite is as much yours as it is mine.” he says removing
my clothes and folding them. He helps me into the tub then kisses me on the lip.
Quickly backing away as I try to deepen the kiss. He smiles at my childish
pout.


“You
need to rest and I have meetings soon. I’m not going to let you tempt me into
that tub.” He says walking towards the door.


“Come
on,” I scream after him but he ignores me, shutting the door behind him. He
said he wanted me to relax and nothing relaxes me better than a big hard dose
of Liam. I close my eyes focusing on my love for Liam and Cayden’s soothing
voice as I seep into a relaxed state.


Liam
nudges me awake a while later, holding out a towel for me. He tends to me like
a child, rubbing lotion into my skin and dressing me in one of his button up
shirts. He tucks me in, placing a kiss on my forehead before heading back to
his office. I linger between sleep and consciousness surprised by how tired I
am after that short episode I suffered through.


Liam
finishes early and takes me home. He makes me dinner and rubs me down with oils
until I fall asleep. Despite my whining for him to make love to me and his rock
hard erection that poked me several times during his massage, he refuses to
have sex with me. I love him for wanting to take care of me and show me his
love through non sexual channels but I crave him. The hunger for him so fierce
I wake up in the middle of the night and ride him so hard we’re both screaming
our release within five minutes. I collapse on top of him, falling into an
exhausted sleep still connected to him in the most intimate way.


********


The
next day Lillian and Rich pamper me, taking turns checking in on me. They even
try to lighten my workload by taking the burden themselves. I have to yell at
them to seriously get them to leave me alone and quit the babying. I have a strong
feeling Liam put them up to this annoying attempt to get me to relax, if he had
his way I would have spent the day at home. His over protectiveness is so
aggravating I flip the finger at the surveillance camera on my way out to lunch
knowing there was a high probability he would get the message.


I
meet Cayden at a small bistro in the area. I talked Liam into letting me drive
in to work today knowing I would need transportation for my lunch with Cayden.
Telling Liam I wanted to drive just in case I wanted to go home early was low.
I prayed on his concern for me and felt sick with myself for lying to him.


Cayden
rises from the table and hugs me with surprising familiarity. Everyone I’ve met
since getting here have encroached the protective bubble I’ve work for years building,
each relationship growing at a super-speed. I feel like I’ve known them all for
a lifetime. Fate played a role in gifting me this new life and I wasn’t one to
defy fate. After the shit hand it dealt me early in life, fate owed me
something better for my future.


Cayden
hold’s my hand across the table analyzing my state of mind with his sharp
psychologist eyes. We order quickly needing the privacy to talk.


“What
happened yesterday?” he asks. I knew I would have to talk about it but I’m a
little afraid talking will initiate another attack.


“I
thought I saw someone from my past.” Surprised that I opened up despite my
fears.


“Is
this the same trigger as the last time?”


“Trigger?”


“The
same cause for your attack before.” He never breaks eye contact with me, his
eyes so mesmerizing I can’t even blink I’m so lost in them.


“I
think so. Last time I didn’t actually see anyone, it was just the fear of it
that brought on the attack.” I take a deep breath relieved to be letting my
fears off my chest.


“Do
you want to talk about why this person frightens you?” he doesn’t try to force
me into talking. His eyes are soft and warm trying to help me to face my
issues.


“No.
I’m sorry Cayden but I’m not ready for that.” I say finally breaking from my
trance, taking a bite out of my panini.


“Don’t
be sorry Isabella. You never need to apologize for your emotions. I want to
help you however possible. If you need to talk I’m here or if you’re having
another attack I’ll be there for you. I don’t want to see you so distraught
anymore so whenever you’re ready you let me know.”


The
rest of our lunch goes by quickly once the pressure of talking about my panic
attack is off the table. Turns out he’s not just a run of the mill psychologist
he’s actually a big deal. He has his own television show. It’s a younger flashier
version of Dr. Phil. I explain to him the circumstances of my move down here. He
doesn’t bat an eyelash when I explain the Liam and Lucas situation he just
listens. I like talking to someone who doesn’t judge me for my past mistakes. I
hug him outside of the Bistro. Thanking him again for his help yesterday before
I go back to my car.


I
don’t hear from Liam until I’m ready to leave my office that evening. He text
me to let me know there’s an emergency and he’ll be home late. It’s the first
time since we’ve been here that he hasn’t been able to get out of working late.



When
I get home I strip down to my shirt and panties and fix dinner. Liam calls to
tell me not to wait up so I eat my dinner in the den watching Cayden’s show On
Demand. I lay out on the couch watching each available episode. His angelic
ways float through the screen relaxing me as I listen to him heal the world one
person at a time.


I’m
jarred awake by Liam carrying me into our room. He places me in the bed then
drops his towel and wraps his freshly showered body around mine. Tonight I fall
asleep in his arms content with just being held.
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Liam


 


I
wake to Isabella leaning over me. Her breast peaks out the opening in her
shirt. They bounce over my face as she attacks the ringing alarm on my side of
the bed. Once she gets it to shut up she attempts to roll back over to her side
of the bed but I hold her over me by her arms. She smiles down at me feeling me
rise to full attention under the covers. She slowly drifts down, her disheveled
hair disappearing underneath the covers.


Her
tongue flicks over me repeatedly with firm but gentle strokes. She’s teasing me
knowing I’m aching for her to wrap that wicked mouth around me. She purposely
avoids touching me with her hands only granting me the pleasures her mouth
could give me. Soft sweeps of her tongue along my balls compel me to grip the sheets
from the intense pleasure threatening to bring me over the edge. She teases
them endlessly until she finally sucks them into her mouth.


Beams
of intense pleasure shot up the base of my cock. I’m so hard now I’m throbbing
with the need to explode. She runs her tongue back up my cock and I know she
has no intention of ending this torture by wrapping her warm mouth around me. I
flip the covers off sliding off the bed and drag her by her armpit until her
head is hanging off the edge. I stand over her with my cock in perfect position
with her mouth. She smile mischievously up at me, flicking her tongue out over
my tightly wound sac. She only teases me this way when she wants me to lose
control and be rough with her.


I
tear her shirt open and buttons fly all over the bed. I grab her by her hair placing
my cock into her warm receptive mouth. She swallows me eagerly, grabbing my ass
to encourage me to give her more. I begin to pump my shaft in and out of her
mouth, enjoying how wet and warm it is. She adds in suction every time I pull
out, fighting against my withdrawal. 


She
amazingly takes in more than half of my shaft, impressing me. I’m not sure if
she has much of a gag reflex because she’s willing herself to take more. Her teeth
gently grate the edge of my penis sending a prickling sensation up my spine. I
squeeze both her breasts in my palms, rubbing her nipples between my fingers.
Her moans produce a vibration against my cock, the mixture of sensations too
much. I pound my hips against her mouth, careful to give her as much as she can
take while feeding her urge to be treated savagely.


The
increase of speed turns her on, she slips her fingers into her panties
stimulating her clit. The erotic display cracking what little control I had
left, I cum so hard I’m afraid I might choke her with the massive spurts
draining from my cock. Her hands shoot out of her panties, gripping my hips in
an effort to keep me from withdrawing. My concern was completely unwarranted,
she holds me captive in her mouth until she drains every drop from me.


She
wipes her mouth seductively, licking her fingers slowly. Damn she’s naughty and
I love that about her. I crawl unto the bed, yanking her panties off and
returning her smile. I cock an eyebrow warning her to hold on for what I have
in store.


“Liam
we’ll be late for work” she moans as my finger runs down her slick folds.


“No
we won’t,” I respond lowering my head. “You’ll be coming in two minutes tops.”


I
spread her open with my fingers, licking her lips leisurely. Building up the intensity
of her arousal as I blow gently on her clit every time I lick up her lips but
avoid touching it with my tongue. That little nub, the only spot I neglect to
lick having licked every crevice of her enticing pussy. When she begins to
writhe and arch herself into my mouth I know she heightened to an almost
unbearable point. I suck her clit into my mouth, fluctuating between gentle
licks and sucks.


Her
body stiffens and her moan gets stuck in her mouth as she begins to come. Just
as she reaches the pinnacle of her release I slam my semi-erect cock into her moist
center causing her back to arch and her eyes to roll back in their sockets. I
pound her into the mattress appreciating her incoherent mumbling and the way
she clenches down around my shaft. I get thicker inside her as I listen to the
melody of her straggled gasps. Her hips rise to meet each of my punishing
thrust, my harsh breaths beginning to match her gasp. I didn’t expect to come
again so soon but lightening blots of pleasure shoot up my shaft. She opens her
eyes just as I’m exploding, demanding my attention. I fight to keep my eyes
open as I flood her uterus in the same way I did her mouth. 


I
pull her up to me, my breathing raged and her legs wrapped around my waist. I
kiss her aggressively needing to posses her in every way. She matches my
enthusiasm, our teeth clashes in our mad attempt to devour each other. When we
finally break apart I realize she was right. 


We
are going to be late for work.


********


After
getting stuck late at work last night, this morning session with Ella was more
than necessary, even at the cost of being late. I kiss her passionately on the
elevator doors open to her floor, glad Harris was standing on the other side to
witness it. Ella goes on and on about them being just friends and maybe she’s
right but when it comes to her I don’t trust any man. Leaving her there with my
kiss and a body full of my seed eases my possessive tendencies today. Flashes
of the way she made me come still running through my head.


On
my floor Daria and Jessica greet me as I pass them into my office. Of course my
assistant, Gabriella is there ready for our daily rundown. She was not too
happy about having to postpone a meeting I had this morning at the last minute.
Her evil eye disappears within minutes; Gabby’s been with me so long her anger
is easily forgotten once we get into our comfortable banter. She’s actually a
college buddy that I let intern here. I was relieved when she did well, I knew
there would never be anyone else I would trust more to run my life. 


She
pauses on her way out of the office half an hour later and walks back to my
desk. Her wild mass of brown curly hair sways as she walks towards me, her
large doe-eyes nervous. She’s the sexiest full figured woman I’ve ever met. In
college I almost crossed the line with her once but she refused. Our friendship
was too important for her to risk and I’m glad she turned me down. She’s probably
the only person I can really call a friend. But now she’s wearing her bad news
face so I prepare myself for some extra time here fixing whatever situation
that has her frowning. She leans over my desk looking into my eyes.


“I
didn’t know if it was my place to show you this but better here with me than
out in public where you’ll be photographed.” She reaches into her oversized
purse and drops a stack of printouts from CMZ website in front of me. My eyes
instantly lock to the image of Ella on the first page. I look up at Gabby then
back at the papers in hopes that the image will disappear. Ella is standing on
a sidewalk embracing that Doctor she introduced me to. From the clothes she’s
wearing there no mistake that this was just yesterday.


Gabby
turns around and leaves knowing that there’s nothing else she can do. The
stabbing feeling in my chest increases as I read the headline. 


She’s
a Man-Eater: Maddox’s New Babe Seen Embracing Sexy Celeb Doc


According
to the article she met him for an intimate lunch in their secret hideaway.
Pictures of her holding his hand at various points during this lunch and
another hug when she arrived are all posted with the article. I take a deep
breath before I do something outrageously stupid.


Fuck!
I roar in the empty room. I need to talk to her immediately. I grab the scattered
pieces of paper and storm out the door, impatiently strumming my fingers against
the elevator door. The moment I step out onto her floor I see her huddled up
with Lillian and Harris. Harris has his arm around her shoulders and I’m beyond
fed up with his shit. I spring forward, grabbing Ella by the arm. She stares at
me wide eyed trying to yank her arm back.


“We
need to talk now.” I say through gritted teeth, half dragging her away from a
shocked Lillian.


“Wait,”
Lillian shouts, grabbing my arm. “Maybe you should calm down first.”


“Stay
out of this Lillian” I say, pulling my arm away.


“Mr.
Maddox I don’t think you should be man-handling-”


“Mind
your fucking business Harris,” I snap at Harris before he can finish his
sentence, pulling Ella behind me. That little asshole thinks he can dictate
when and how I’m going to talk to my girlfriend. I shove her into her
office slamming the door shut behind us, sure to lock it before her savior comes.
She scurries behind her desk trying to gain some distance from my wrath.


“Liam
we just had the most perfect morning, what the fuck is the matter with you?”
she says leaning forward with her palms against the desk. I copy the pose on
the opposite side of her desk, snarling at her as I throw the pile of papers in
front of her. I watch her sharp intake of breath as she stares at the picture,
too nervous to look back at me.


She
reluctantly flips through the pages stopping to read the article about her,
shaking her head at the accusations. She finally looks back into my eyes
anxiously, biting down on her lower lip. 


“You
told me you can’t believe everything these people publish Liam,” she argues.


“Maybe
I can’t believe everything they say but the pictures, the pictures are real. That’s
you with the same outfit you wore yesterday. The same fucking shirt I ripped
off your body this morning!” I roar at her.


I
begin to pace in front of her desk, I need an outlet for this anger. I make my
way to the door thinking this was a bad idea. She jumps in front of me blocking
my exit by putting her body against the door.


“Please
just listen to me; I know I should have told you about Cayden, I’m sorry.”


“Cayden,
how cozy you two were in that cafe.” 


“I
swear to you nothing is going on. I ran into him once while I was out with
Lillian and I met him for lunch yesterday, that’s it.” Her eyes desperately plead
with my heart to believe her.


“Why’d
you meet with him?” I grunt. She sighs closing her eyes, opening them back up
when she’s ready to fess up.


“He
asked me to meet him after he helped me out with the panic attack I had the
other day in the bathroom.” She says in a soft voice, barely audible.


 Her
confession rocks me to the core. She called on another man to help her when I
was here in the same building. “You called him instead of me?” I ask needing to
be sure I understood the situation correctly.


She
nods her head pressing her lips into a straight line. Pain explodes in my chest
causing my hands to tremble. 


“Damn
it!” I slam my palm into the door next to her face and she flinches. After a
few silent seconds I pull the door knob and she moves with little effort. I
slam the door behind me ignoring the worried stares I receive from Harris and
Lillian as I pass them on my way to the elevator.







 


 


 


Isabella


 


A
large hand yanks me backwards while I’m having my morning chat with Lillian and
Rich. I’m stunned to see a seething Liam glaring down at me. I try to yank my
arm away but he’s too strong.


“We
need to talk now.” he says through gritted teeth, pulling me towards my office
when a concerned Lillian intercepts.


“Wait,”
Lillian shouts, grabbing his arm. Cleary frightened by his demeanor. “Maybe you
should calm down first.”


“Stay
out of this Lillian” he says softly, trying to calm her apprehension.


Rich
tries to step in when Lillian’s attempt fails, “Mr. Maddox I don’t think you
should be man-handling-”


“Mind
your fucking business Harris,” Liam snaps at him, daring Rich to challenge him
with his manic glare. I decide it would be best to remain silent until we get
into my office. An all out brawl between my boyfriend, the boss, and Rich will
end in catastrophe. This is a business and I don’t want our personal life to
affect my co-workers.


The
second he releases my arm I rush to my desk not wanting to be in direct contact
with his anger. “Liam we just had the most perfect morning, what the fuck is
the matter with you?” I say leaning forward with my palms against the desk. He
copies my pose on the opposite side, challenging me to make a wrong move as he
throws the pile of papers in front of me. My eyes dart the picture and I think
my heart stopped beating for a couple seconds. The fact that I kept this from
Liam has come back to haunt me in the worse possible way. 


I
flip through the pictures pausing at the article, keenly aware of Liam’s fiery
gaze burning through my bent head. The implications in the article are backed
up by the misinterpreted photographs. I bite on my lip as I glance at him, pain
and anger warring in his beautiful eyes. I hate that I hurt him like this; I’m
not sure how to get him to believe anything I say when I’ve already lied to
him.


“You
told me you can’t believe everything these people publish Liam,” I say hoping
to make him realize the article is just media entertainment.


“Maybe
I can’t believe everything they say but the pictures, the pictures are real.
That’s you with the same outfit you wore yesterday. The same fucking shirt I
ripped off your body this morning!” He shouts at me. I fight back the tears
brimming in my eyes. 


I
don’t cry.


Never
cry. I remind myself but I can feel myself losing him,
the fear shaking me to the core as I watch him moving towards the door. I race
forward desperate to fix this, blocking his exit with my body against the door.


“Please
just listen to me; I know I should have told you about Cayden, I ‘m sorry.” 


“Cayden,”
he says his name like something repulsive. “How cozy you two were in that
cafe.” 


“I
swear to you nothing is going on. I ran into him once while I was out with
Lillian and I met him for lunch yesterday, that’s it.” I plead, staring into
his cold eyes knowing I’m not getting through.


“Why’d
you meet with him?” He grunts at me showing his first sign of pain. If I tell
him I needed Cayden it will hurt him worst but I refuse to lie to him any
further.


 “He
asked me to meet with him after he helped me out with the panic attack I had
the other day in the bathroom.” I say lowering my head not able to bare the
shattered look in his face.


 “You
called on him instead of me?” his voice quivering with each word. I nod my head
turning to look at him. 


“Damn
it!” I flinch as his hand slams against the door so furiously the sound will
probably have Rich and Lillian racing back here. His heavy animal like puffs of
breath blow against my cheek, wild eyes settling on mine in disbelief. He’s so
close to me I ache to touch him, comfort him but I repress the urge. I feel the
door nudging my back and step aside, crumbling to the floor at the sound of the
door slamming.


Heavy
footsteps race down the hall and burst through the door as I remain seated on
the floor, frozen. Rich kneels down in front of me gently holding my face
between his hands, gazing into my eyes.


“Isabella
are you all right? I swear if he hurt you…” 


“Stop.”
I manage to say before he jumps to conclusions. “He didn’t hurt me, I hurt
him.”


His
eyebrows furrow in confusion. He pulls me into his arms comforting me while Lillian’s
hands caress my hair. My head tells me this is the part where I let it out and
cry but I feel surprisingly numb. I begin to shut down the emotions attempting
to plague my heart. I push Rich off, slowly rising up and walk to my desk.


“Go
back to work.” I say trying not to focus on the scattered pictures on my desk.
I want to pretend like nothing happened and I’m still as blissfully happy as I
was a couple hours ago. I sweep my arm across the desk, the offending photos
scattering on the floor. Rich picks one up and looks back at me with pity in
his eyes. I don’t want his pity, I want him to get the fuck out and leave me in
my misery.


Lillian
peeks at the picture he’s holding then gasps. She picks up the other photos
pausing to read the small article. She walks to me shaking her head, tossing
them into the trash. She sits on the edge of my desk closest to me.


“What
happened? You’ll feel better if you talk about it.” She says. I’m not good at
this friendship stuff so opening up may not be an option. With Lucas I never
let him see these kinds of flaws in me so I never needed to talk about my
problems, I just buried them where no one could see. My whole life’s been
turned into a series of change, so I take a deep breath deciding to let my
friends help me.


“Cayden’s
just a friend, he helped me through a few panic attacks and I was just thanking
him. I didn’t tell Liam about this meeting or calling Cayden when I needed
help.” I explain. “He’s so furious at me, probably more so for turning to
another man. I know how possessive Liam is so I tried to keep this from him.
Huh…he always has a way of revealing the truth about me, lying has never been
an option with Liam.” I cover my face trying to clear the image of Liam’s
distraught face. His pain radiates through me, leaving a knot in the pit of my
stomach


“I’ll
be honest,” Rich says. “As a guy, if I was dating you and this surfaced I’d be
really hurt also but just give him time. You’re a fantastic woman and there’s
no man that would give you up without a fight.” He squeezes my arm, half
smiling at me.


“I
agree, I’ve known Liam for years and have never seen him express that kind of passion
towards anything or anyone.” Her hand caresses my hair like a mother does her
child. “He loves you Isabella, he’ll forgive you.”


The
rest of the workday is a bust. My mind can’t stay focused long enough to be
efficient. Around 4 o’clock I decided to leave, ignoring the looks of pity from
my office mates. I hate pity. I don’t want to be pitied. I take a cab home
since I rode in with Liam this morning hoping to have a little time to think
before he gets home.


I
soak in the tub for almost an hour hoping it will relieve some of my tension
but it doesn’t work. Hours pass and night falls, by one in the morning a
feeling of dread sets in. The churning in my gut increases as thought of him
downstairs with Arianna plagues my mind. I grab my phone and hit his speed
dial.


“Heyy…”
he answers in an oddly jubilant tone.


“Liam
where are you?”


“Some…bar,”
I hear shuffling sounds, then definite female giggling.


“What
bar, I’m coming to get you.” I snap, pissed that he’s at a bar giggling with
some skank while I’m here pacing like a caged animal.


“I
don’t want…don’t come.” More shuffling then a voice asks who he’s talking to.
“My girlfriend” he answers. Well thank god I’m still his girlfriend. 


“Liam
please, you’re too drunk to drive let me pick you up.” I beg him.


“No,”
he says clearly. “Hurts too much…can’t…look…at you”


That
irritating woman asks him if he’s there to talk to his girl or have fun. Her
voice so clear I know she’s practically in his lap. “Don’t worry honey, I’ll
take care of him for you tonight.” She says to me before the line goes dead.
Heat rushes to my face and my hands clench into fist. That slut is going to
take advantage of Liam’s vulnerability and I don’t have a clue how to find him.
Fuck! I know I brought this unto myself but I can’t take Liam sleeping
with another woman as equal punishment for not telling him about Cayden. If he
sleeps with that skank we’re done.


********


Liam
never came home.


I
spend a restless night of tossing and turning, falling asleep just to jerk back
awake from dreams of Liam fucking some random woman. I cake on concealer under
my eyes to hide the bags before jumping in my convertible to head to work. I
get there almost two hours early and let out a sigh of relief when I see Liam’s
car. I use my keys to gain access to his floor, relieved that no one’s at
reception yet.


I
slide my key into the slot next to Liam’s office door and it slides open. The
office is eerily quiet and empty. He has to be here if his car is downstairs. I
make my way to the back suite and hear faint music playing behind the door. I open
the door to a darkened suite. The early morning sun is just peeking at the
horizon giving off a slight glow in the room. King of Leon wails about how he
can use somebody. I nervously approach the bed noticing a hump, praying that
some woman isn’t wrapped up in his strong arms.


I
flick on the bedside lamp noticing his iPod is set to repeat on the speaker
dock. I shut it off pulling the covers from his naked body. I practically cry
when I find him alone. He flinches, covering his eyes from the light with his
arm. He moans and mumbles incoherently, trying to reach for the sheets.


“Liam
it’s me.” I say lowering my head to his level.


“Ella”
he groans without uncovering his eyes.


“Yeah
baby, I’m here. I missed you last night. Why didn’t you come home?” I ask watching
him uncover his face to squint at me.


“I
can’t deal with you right now, you need to leave,” he says hoarsely.


“Liam
please. Let’s talk about this. Don’t you want to work this out?” I caress his
disheveled hair, he catches my arm mid stoke glaring at me.


“Ella…I’ve
never been drunk a day in my life all of a sudden I find myself spiraling out
of control because of you. My head is about to explode and all I can see right
now is you embracing that man so I’ll say this one last time. I. Can’t. Deal.
With. You. Now.” He reaches over turning the music back on before pulling the
blankets over his head, dismissing me.
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Liam


 


The
hot water pounds my back washing away the alcoholic smell seeping from my
pores. After Isabella left sleep evaded me, her smell taunted me until I ripped
the sheets off and jumped in the shower. I refuse to let today be a re-run of
yesterday. After storming out of that office I operated in a zombie-like
trance. Nodding and murmuring through meetings not absorbing any information.
Gabby took over in the middle of the first meeting giving me a compassionate
look. Once the work day was over I knew going home was not an option. Staying
in my suite all night would have pulled me further into my mind so I left.


I
wandered around the city aimlessly trying to decide how I let myself get so
wrapped up I can’t even function without her. I stopped into the first loud bar
I saw and ordered drink after drink never letting my glass empty out. A tall
brunette woman with voluptuous breast wearing a provocative dress sat in the
stool next to me. Her flirting was endless; she rubbed up against me so many
times I had to physically hold her off.


I
knew I’d had too much as I fumbled with my phone trying to focus on the screen.
I got fed up with my bar mate when she hung up on Ella so I got up and left.
Unfortunately she followed me insisting that I should crash at her place. I
shook my head at her desperate attempt and walked away leaving her gaping at
me.


Going
home and laying next to Ella was not an option; she would lure me back into her
web with her sweet caresses and sexy body. Once I got into my suite I stripped,
got into bed and feel asleep instantly. My drunken stupor chasing away all
conscious thought. 


********


I
fell into business mode pretending to forget about Ella but I ache to see her
face. Gabby apologized for giving me the article as if it was her fault Ella
was forming a relationship with another man. What I thought was a pretty
moderate day turned dreadful when Jessica informed me through the speaker
system that my father was here to see me. I grudgingly mumble for her to let
him in.


He
strides into the room all cocky, grinning at me. I watch him take a seat opposite
my desk folding his hand on my desk.


“I
figure now that the world’s seen what kind of slut you were dealing with you’d
be ready to see me.” the mischievous glint in his eyes disgusts me. He thinks
I’ll be so angry I’ll continue to do his bidding. Fuck that, those days are
over. When I thought he was the only family I had in this world I bent over
backwards to make him proud, now I realize he’s a fraud much like most of my
life. 


“You
look like shit by the way,” he says leaning back in his chair. “You shouldn’t
let some bitch you just met three seconds ago impact you this way. You see son,
women will drag you around by the collar for years just to decide you aren’t
good enough. I thought I taught you that lesson when your mother left but I
guess you needed to learn on your own.” He smirks proudly.


I’m
not even sure anymore why I let him in here. Everything he says rings false and
I’m getting really sick of his I told you so cocky grin. “Get out” I say
calmly watching his eyes grow wide.


“What?”
he sputters.


“I
said get out, I have enough shit to deal with and I don’t need your arrogant
speeches and condescending disposition. Leave.” I demand. He gets up and leans
in over the desk, eyes wild and nostrils flaring.


“You
are my son and you will respect me. I’m not sure who’s responsible for this
change in you, your mother or that little slut. Once they trample all over you
and you see I was right you know where to find me.” he storms out my office and
a sense of relief floods me. If Ella has changed me I’m glad. Glad that I won’t
be as miserable and destructive as that man.


It’
8 o’clock in the evening when I decide I need to go home. I buried myself under
work but my addiction to her hasn’t relented. If I could just see her face or
smell her I know I’ll feel better. I jump in my car and break speed limits to
get there before I change my mind.


She’s
splayed out on the couch in one of my shirts when I walk in. She pounces up
from the couch then physically restrains herself from launching at me. She
anxiously pulls at the long sleeves of the shirt she’s wearing, covering most
of her hands. I watch her mentally build up the courage to approach me, her
movements slow and hesitant.


“Hi”
she says as she stops in front of me. She smells sweet like strawberries and I yearn
to wrap her in my arms and keep her there forever. I nod at her acknowledging
her greeting not sure if I’m ready to have words with her, I just wanted to see
her, be in her presence.


“Is
it okay if we talk?” she asks.


“Talk”
I shrug my shoulders nonchalantly.


“Liam
I’m so sorry, I never meant to hurt you. You have to believe nothing is going
on with Cayden. I love you. I want to be with you. Cayden’s a psychologist; he
was just helping me through a rough time.”


“If
he’s your doctor why don’t you meet with him in his office? What’s with all the
physical contact?” I ask finally finding my voice.


“He’s
not officially my doctor he’s more my friend. Something about him calms me, I
feel like he understands me.” My lips tighten, rising slightly on one side
unable to hide the disgust I feel from her declaration.


“You
have to be able to let me have male friends without getting excessively
possessive” she continues.


“I
was there when you met him; I saw the look in his eyes when you introduced me
as your boyfriend. He wants you Ella, I may be wrong about Harris but I know
what I saw in that man’s eyes.” 


“It
doesn’t matter what he wants because I only want you.” She gets bold and
caresses my face and I let her because I miss her touch. Her fingers skim my
neck and slide over my shoulders. Stop her. Stop her. My brain screams
at me but I’m so fucking weak I let her caress my chest and watch her eyes
darken with lust.


Her
hand flutters over my fly and I jerk back. “Stop” 


She
stares at me astounded, like I just threw a bucket of cold water over her head.


“I’m
not going to let you pacify me with sex.”


“That
wasn’t what I was trying to do Liam.” She says moving in on me.


“Ella…”
I huff looking into her darkened gray eyes. “I’m just tired of not coming in
first to you,” she tries to interrupt but I put a hand up to stop her. “You have
Lucas to be your treasured friend, you have Richard Harris to be your confidant
and apparently your protector and now this Cayden is your savoir. Every man in
your life has a role. What’s my role Ella?”


“You’re
all of that to me Liam. None of those men have me the way you do.”


“You’re
wrong; I have to pull every piece of information out of you. I watch you with
Harris and you’re so carefree. With me you’re always reserved, trying to keep
something hidden like you don’t trust me to be there for you. You didn’t even want
to tell me about your panic attacks I had to drag it out of you.” I remind her.
Her eyes dart across my face before lowering to the ground.


“My
role is to fuck you, it’s what you need me for but I can’t settle for that
Ella. I need more from you. I need us to be more than what I can do for you in
bed. I want to possess all of you not just one sector of your life.” I walk off
and head into one of the spare bedrooms, I can’t sleep in the same bed with her
but I need to at least be in the same house.







 


 


Isabella


 


He’s
right. I was so busy trying to hide facets of my life that I didn’t even
realize I was shutting out the one person I know understands me. He stood here
and analyzed things in me that I couldn’t even see. 


But
he’s also wrong, I don’t use him for sex. I crave him sexually but I also love
his ability to make me smile and his soft affectionate nature. I love how he
makes me evaluate myself in a new light or how unconditionally he loves me. The
sex is great but Liam as a whole is astounding. Two months ago when I walked
into his club he changed my life way more than I’ve changed his. He gifted me a
new life with new friends and most importantly-love.


I
head to our room dreading sleeping in that huge bed alone. I plug in my iPhone
and curl into a ball under the sheets.  This is my payment for how I left
Lucas, this excruciating pain eating away at my insides. I made him feel used and
invalid in my life. I don’t even know how to begin to fix this, everything I
say seems to be wrong and I don’t want to make it worst so I lay here imagining
him alone in the next room. 


I
know I have to come clean with him about my past but it terrifies me. Fear that
he might give up on us chokes me and for the second time since meeting Liam I
do something I don’t allow myself to do. Cry.


I
cry for the pain I’ve caused him, for the lost part in me that won’t let me be
happy. But mostly I cry out of fear of losing Liam and this new life I’ve come
to love. Body wracking sobs burst free and I hope the music is loud enough to conceal
the sounds. 


My
sobs turn to trembling whimpers as I slowly drift off to Rihanna’s California
king bed. I’m a sucker for mood music but this song is tearing me up inside. I
move to turn it off when a strong arm holds me back. I turn sharply, watching
Liam as he pulls me into his arms. The song forgotten I gaze into his beautiful
green eyes hoping this is real and not just a wishful dream.


He
reaches his hand out and dries my tears, my eye shutting from the thrill that
races up my back from that simple touch. “I love you,” I whisper against my
pillow. “I want to give you all of me, I just don’t know how. Please don’t give
up on me” I open my eyes glad that he’s still there. He moves closer, kissing
my face lovingly.


“I
won’t,” he says as he tucks my head under his chin, running his hand down my
back. I don’t know how many chances I will get with Liam but I know I need to
tell him about my past soon. Exhaustion sets in as he caresses me into
dreamland.


“I
love you too Ella…I love you too.” I hear before drifting off into a content
repose.


 


 


 


 


 


Once
her secrets are revealed will Liam be able to keep her safe from her past.


Liam
and Ella’s story continues…April 2nd 2013
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[bookmark: _Toc351050786]Prologue
 
   Isabella
 
   20 years earlier
 
    
 
   “Mommy, Mommy, look what Daddy got me!” I squeal as I skip into the room. “I’m a princess, Mommy.” My mother swings around, her bleach blonde hair bouncing around her shoulders like luxurious satin flowing in the wind.  Her grey eyes look exactly like mine, except they’re cold and empty. The haughty air she exudes always makes me feel inferior. Maybe I caught her on another one of her bad days because she’s looking at me that way again. I think she wants me to leave her alone but I want her to see that I can be a princess. 
 
   “You’re not a princess and you never will be. I don’t know why your father wastes his time making you think you’ll ever be as beautiful as I am. You won’t.” She grabs the crown off my head, snaps it in half and throws it across the room. It feels like she tore my heart in two, tears well in my eyes and I fight them. I fight as hard as I can to keep them in, but they pour out anyway.
 
   “You’re such a fucking baby. Real princesses don’t cry, plus you look ugly when you cry,” she sneers at me.
 
   If I knew what I had done wrong to her I would fix it, then she wouldn’t hate me so much. I wipe my tears with the back of my hand and walk towards her. She towers over me in her stilettos, her face and make up are perfect, and she’s much like what I think an angel would look like.
 
   “Why do you hate me?” My voice screeches and I wish I could take back my question when she begins to laugh at me.
 
   “I don’t hate you,” she squats down and looks me in the eye. “I just don’t care about you. I never wanted you when your father forced me to keep you and I want you even less now.  I wish you would get the point and stay the Fuck. Out. Of. My. Face.” She turns and strides out the room with the style and grace of a queen. The queen of hearts, who just walked out with the blood from my torn heart all over her hands.
 
   I knew that day I was finished trying to impress her, finished trying to understand her and finished trying to make her love me. She hates me and what hurts the most is that there is no way I can fix it, no way to make her see that I’m worthy of her love. 
 
   I pick up the halves of my crown and sit on the couch trying to fit the jagged edges back together. Somewhere deep inside my eight-year-old brain I knew that much like my heart, once it was broken there was no way to get all the pieces back together the way it originally was. There’s always the smallest little fragments that fly off into the distance, lost to me forever.
 
   “What’s the matter, baby?” My dad walks into the room and sits down next to me. I should tell him about Mom, but I never do. He loves her and I don’t want to hurt him by telling him how mean she is to me. She’s always so sweet and sugary towards me when he’s around. It was confusing at first, the back and forth switches in her attitude towards me. As I got a little older I realized that it was all an act for my dad. I could only imagine how much more she would hate me if I told him how she treats me.
 
   “I broke my crown,” I sputter, tears pouring out my eyes as my dad wraps me in his arms.
 
   “That’s okay sweetheart, you don’t need a crown to be my princess.”
 
   I already knew that, I was just hoping I could be her princess too. I cry against my father’s chest, the ache from my mother’s hate burning a hole into my heart. He sweeps me up into his arms and carries me to my room then lies down next to me in my big princess bed and holds me. The love I feel in his arms doesn’t erase the pain from my mother’s words, but it dims the burn until I fall asleep.
 
  

[bookmark: _Toc351050787]Chapter 1
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
     “Ella! I’m going to be late,” Liam calls from the foyer. I hop into the room on one heel while trying to put my other shoe on. Liam’s crisp blue pinstripe suit jacket is hanging open. The matching vest is buttoned up and stretches across his muscular body perfectly. My eyes slide down his body and stop at his snug fitted crotch. The distinct bulge is always present, even when he isn’t aroused.
 
   “I told you not to get in the shower with me.” I smile at him as I straighten up and grab my purse off the table. Mornings with Liam are the happiest part of my day. Waking up with my face cuddled into the crook of his neck has a serene affect on me.
 
   “I was trying to save us time,” he says, pulling me into his arms and nuzzling my neck. “Besides I can’t function at work without my morning dose of that sweet, wet-”
 
   “Liam!” I scream at him as his fingers slide up my skirt and skim the top of my garter. “Stop, you’re going to blame me if you’re late.”
 
   “It is your fault. If the scent of your pussy wasn’t teasing me, we could be halfway to the office by now.” He nips my neck, I jerk out of his embrace, and race to the elevator before we lose control.
 
   He steps into the elevator after me, crowding me into a corner. His dark hair is still wet, he attempted to slick it back, but stray pieces hang over his lust filled eyes. I’ll never tire of his intensity, his utter love for me. I want him as badly as he wants me, but sometimes I need to focus on the world outside of our little bubble. It’s been over a week since I thought I lost him and everything’s been so perfect I’m just waiting for the other shoe to drop. I’ve never been lucky in life and I don’t expect to be lucky in love.
 
   “So are you set for tomorrow night?” he asks. “I’m excited to show off my girl.”
 
   Tomorrow? 
 
   “What’s tomorrow?” I ask, confusion clouding my features.
 
   “Are you serious, Ella?” He steps back and glares at me. “MADDOX Magazine’s fifth anniversary party is tomorrow night.” 
 
   I forgot. I’ve been so lost in our week of unusual blissful existence, I haven’t thought about anything, including this upcoming party.
 
   “I’m sorry, Liam, I forgot.” Damn, how am I going to pull off getting a dress to a high profile party in one day? Liam pulls out his wallet and hands me a credit card.
 
   “Take the day off, go get a dress. I want you on my arms tomorrow night, Ella.”
 
    I push his hand away and shake my head. “I don’t need your money, Liam. I can buy my own dress.” The last thing I need is for Liam to think I need his money. I took the car as a gift, but it was bad enough that he thought I only needed him for sex, I’m absolutely not going to let him think I need his money.
 
   “Ella,” he says looking at me in that, “I’m the man let me take care of you,” way. I don’t care if spending money on me makes him feel like he’s a man; I’m not budging on this. “Take it,” he says slipping it into my bag. As the door slides open, I take his card out my purse and follow him into the parking deck.
 
   I stop beside him as he opens his car door. He pulls me into his arm and kisses me, never feeling me slip his card back into his jacket pocket before I head over to my car. He watches me with one foot perched inside his car until I pull out waving at him victoriously as the top on my convertible comes down.
 
   I race into Maddox Enterprise in a hurry to get some reinforcements. The office is eerily quiet when I step in, and Lillian’s desk is empty. Lillian is always here before everyone so I rush to Rich’s office to see if he can help me track her down.
 
   I swing the already cracked door open, and the first thing I notice are Lillian’s breasts swaying. Rich’s pants are around his ankles as he powerfully thrusts into her from behind. I gasp loudly and Lillian squeals as she tries to push away from Rich.
 
   “Oh shit! I’m sorry.” The sight of Rich ramming into Lillian over his desk is burned into my brain as I pull the door shut and walk to my office. Rich and Lillian? I didn’t see that coming at all. I’m not sure if I should wait for Lillian to go shopping or leave without her. I hope it won’t be awkward now that I’ve seen her naked at the height of pleasure. Who knew our resident sexy geek had the ability to make a woman produce those kinds of noises. I chuckle into the empty room, happy that my friends have obviously found some happiness in each other. There’s no way Lillian would have sex with Rich if she didn’t have serious feelings for him, it would ruin their friendship.
 
   Less than five minutes later, Rich walks in after a light tap on the door. He smiles at me sheepishly as he sits across from me. As much as I love Lillian, Rich and I have grown closer in the last six weeks. Maybe it’s our closeness in age, but I feel like Rich is the brother I wish I had growing up, someone to confide in and protect me from my mom when her hate knew no bounds.
 
   “So…” he says nervously.
 
   “So…” I repeat. “Seems my friends, who are always trying to get me to open up, are keeping their own secrets.” Rich runs a finger over his lips and leans towards me.
 
   “I didn’t intentionally keep this from you. Lillian refused to give us a chance, and then she forbids me to even talk about the possibility of it. It has been hell keeping this from you. I would love a woman’s opinion on how to get her to see that we could make this work.” His eyes are hopeful; I can tell he’s relieved to get this off his chest.
 
   “You seemed to be doing a perfectly fine job at convincing her before I interrupted.” I’m not sure I’m the best candidate for relationship advice anyway. I could barely spend more than a few weeks at a time without fucking up my relationship.
 
   “The sex is…” his face turns a rosy shade, and I can’t help but to laugh at him. “Yes the sex is great, but she won’t let me in.” 
 
   “Oh she let you in,” I laugh at him, “deep in.”
 
   “Come on, Isabella,” he whines. “What am I supposed to do?”
 
   “Aww Rich,” his desperate plea is making me a little sad. I really hope Lillian cares about him as much as he seems to care for her. “You and Lillian are good friends, if the attraction is there then why won’t she give you a chance?”
 
   “She thinks I’m too young, I’m twenty-five and she’s forty-one. I don’t think it’s a big deal. She goes on and on about me being young enough to be her son one minute, then the next minute she’s begging me to fuck her. I don’t get it, woman are too complicated.”
 
   “I think you two would be fantastic together, but…” I hate to be negative about it, but Rich is my friend so I won’t lie to him. “She has a twenty-year-old son; you have to see how this would be weird for her. I’m not saying to give up, but give her some time to adjust to the idea.”
 
   “I hate that you’re right,” he says getting up from his seat. He walks around my desk and kisses my forehead. “Thanks for the realistic view on this.” I watch him leave the room hoping Lillian is up to an extended lunch.
 
   I press the intercom on my phone and call Lillian into my office. Besides Liam’s mom, Anna, Lillian is the only woman I’ve ever connected with in anyway. I was pretty sheltered as a little girl, my dad thought it was good for me to be home schooled so until I was fourteen I had very little interaction with the outside world. I begged and pleaded with my dad to let me go to a real high school, and when he finally agreed I had daydreams of making real girlfriends and maybe meeting a cute boy or two. That dream was shattered pretty quickly once I realize all the girls already had their cliques and my appearance only made them feel threatened.
 
   The more attention I got from boys, the nastier the girls became, so I grew a thick skin when it came to female cattiness. After I got involved with a senior jock things got worse. When he got tired of me constantly saying no, he called me a cock tease, and lied to his friends about fucking me which ended with me being labeled the school whore. That incident scared me off boys and sex, until my innocence was stolen. Then I decided to take what I needed, and fuck everyone else.
 
   Lillian knocks on the door before entering, cautiously avoiding eye contact with me. She sits in the seat Rich just vacated, and a usually bubbly Lillian is mute. I begin to laugh and she glances at me oddly. “Lillian it was just sex. You’re acting like you’re walking out in front of a judge and jury.” A small smile plays on her lips and she shakes her head.
 
   “Isabella, he’s so much younger than me, it’s just wrong. I try to keep the boundaries up, but there’s this crazy attraction between us that I can’t resist. I’ve never felt anything like it with any other man,” she sighs then slumps back into the chair. “I’m a child molester.”
 
   “Lillian, stop. That man is no child. If what I walked in on is any indication, he is a very real, very virile man so cut the child shit out. Yes he’s a lot younger than you, but he’s mature, smart, and he’s one of your best friends. What more can a girl ask for? Stop fighting what your heart wants to appease your mind. I’ll bet you’d be happier if you’d just listen to your heart.” I’ve become a relationship counselor in a matter of minutes. Imagine that.
 
   “I don’t know, Isabella. I’ll think about it.”
 
   “Well I have just the way to get your head off your younger man issues. How about we take an extended lunch?  I need a dress for the MADDOX magazine party tomorrow night.”
 
    She sits up in her chair, and her eyes widen. “You didn’t get a dress yet? Isabella, what are you thinking?”
 
   “I forgot it was this weekend. So what do you say? I have someone coming to cover the phones in an hour so we’ll be free for the rest of the day.”
 
   “Hell yeah, nothing like a shopping spree to get a girl to forget her troubles.”
 
   ********
 
   I come away from the shopping trip with three dress options for the next night, and I managed to talk Lillian into bringing Rich along with her to the party. After much coercing she grudgingly agreed. I fumble with my key as I stroll in from the lobby with my hands full of bags.
 
   “Liam!” I shout soon as the door opens. I missed him more than should be possible, and I'm beginning to think it’s not healthy to be so strongly affected by a man.  “Where are you? I missed you,” I say as walk down the hallway. This condo is seriously too big for two people.
 
   I run into a mass of curly hair as I turn into the study. I drop my bags a little startled before I realize it’s just Gabby. “Hey, Gabby, I’m sorry I didn’t see you there,” I say while gathering up my bags.
 
   “Hi, Isabella,” she grabs a bag and hands it to me before heading for the door.
 
   I stare at her departing back until I feel Liam’s arms wrap around my waist. “I don’t think she likes me.” 
 
   “She doesn’t know you and she’s very overprotective of me.” His lips brush against my neck sending goose bumps across my skin. The only person I’ve seen Liam have any personal connection with is Gabby. It makes me unusually distressed that she doesn’t want me with Liam. She seems to be to Liam, what Lucas is to me, and if that is the case she’s his only family. I feel like I need to connect with her so she doesn’t feel the urge to run out of a room every time I appear, I just don’t know how to go about it. The fact that I want to connect with anybody is a huge step for me.
 
   Liam lifts me up into his arms, and carries me to our room. The bags in my hands hit the floor as soon as we cross the threshold. He tosses me on the bed and I watch him strip off his suit piece by piece. I follow his lead and begin to quickly strip off my clothes, by the time he’s naked and striding towards me with his cock pointing heavenwards, I only have my panties on.
 
   He yanks my legs from underneath me and I fall flat on my back. I gasp as I feel his warm mouth close over the thin strip of silky cloth covering my pussy. The feel of his tongue over the silky material makes it even more erotic. He sucks on my clit and my hips jerk up towards him and I’m seconds away from ripping the panties off. I want to feel his mouth on me, I want him to make me so wet that I can feel it dripping down my ass.
 
   He looks at me and smiles. He knows what I’m aching for, and I begin to whine when he returns to flicking his tongue over my soaked panties. “Liam, please just lick me.”
 
   “I am licking you,” he chuckles.
 
   I sit up on my elbows and glare at him, “Take the fucking panties off so I can feel your tongue.”
 
   He returns my glare and backs off my aching middle. “Whose pussy is this?” 
 
   Great, now I’ve provoked his dominant side. If I don’t tell him what he wants to hear he’ll keep me begging for hours.
 
   “It’s yours,” I mumble.
 
   “You don’t tell me what to do with this pussy. You take what I give you and I want you to watch me while I eat you.”
 
   I nod my head at him, watch him lower his head, and begin making slow lazy circles over my clit through the fabric. Watching his tongue glide over my swollen sensitive bud is so stimulating I can feel my body begin to quake. Umm…the slide of his tongue feels amazing, but I know he can keep me on the edge like this for a long time. He bites down on the edge of my thigh and I yelp in surprise. His tongue traces the edge of my panties and I shift my hips to get him to go under the material and explore.
 
   He glances at me, and I stiffen. He’s going to torture me tonight and I’m going to take it because I love this game we play. I never thought any man could satisfy me sexually, but Liam goes beyond that. He does all the dirty things I love while still treating me like I’m his queen. He’s changed me, I no longer look for satisfaction through sexual exploits with many men. All I need sexually is in the palm of his hand, and he gives it to me in abundance.
 
   He pulls the crotch of my panties to the side and stares at my moist entrance with deep lust. He looks me in the eye, the corner of his lip lifts, and then he dives in aggressively licking and sucking at my sensitive folds. My head falls back against the pillow as I try to moan or scream but my vocal cords have frozen up from the multitude of sensations flowing through my body.
 
   His tongue stiffens as it enters my tight tunnel. He flicks my walls as he thrusts in and out of me. The muscles in my legs tighten and Liam pats my thigh, a signal to get me to relax. I take a deep breath and loosen up my tense muscles, getting lost in the teasing slide of his tongue. His hands rub my thighs gently, massaging them as he ravishes my pussy from the inside out. He attaches his mouth to my clit and two light licks later I’m coming in his mouth. My body trembles uncontrollably as he kneels betweens my legs and slowly feeds me his rock hard erection. The sensation of him entering me never gets old. It feels new and different every time he possesses me.
 
   His thrusts are slow and sharp. He pulls all the way out with every thrust, watching my face every time he reenters. The feeling of him leaving makes me ache to the point that every time he reenters me, my moans get louder and louder. I accept him back into me more grateful for the privilege of having him within me with each possessive stroke.
 
   I plead with him to stop teasing me and his eyes darken. Playtime is over, and his emerald eyes say he’s going to take me, and take me hard. He pushes my knees back towards my shoulders, and pounds into me ferally. His thick shaft hits every wall in my pussy. The rhythmic motions against my g-spot are breathtaking. I brace myself to experience another one of Liam mind blowing orgasms. I fist the sheets hoping it will be able to keep me grounded, but then he changes the game. He cups one of my breasts with his right hand, pinching my nipple and he uses his other hand to lazily massage my clit. One more bump against my g-spot, and I shatter completely. 
 
   My head thrashes from side to side on the pillow as I scream his name over and over, but he doesn’t cease his powerful motions. He feeds my orgasm by pounding against my g-spot until I see colors, and tears trickle from my eyes due to the overwhelming pleasure.
 
   His rhythm finally falters, and I open my eyes to watch him lose control inside of me. His dark hair is drenched, and his eyes are wild and unfocused. He grunts loudly before he swiftly pulls out, and strokes his rigid cock as a load of hot cum bursts out onto my stomach and breasts. His hands tremble as he strokes himself till every last drop oozes out the slit at the tip of his twitching cock.
 
   I massage his cum into my breasts, enjoying the slippery feel of his release on my nipples. He looks at me and smiles. “That’s how you like it don’t you?” I nod at him pleased at how he always feeds my dirty side. He collapses next to me and shakes his head when I place a finger in my mouth to taste him. 
 
   “I love you,” he whispers into my ear.
 
   “Of course you do, who else would accept your perverted ways?”
 
   He pulls me to him and bites neck. “There is no other woman like you. You’re as sexually corrupt as I am, and I love that too.” 
 
   After taking a moment to catch his breath, he drags me to the shower where he washes his cum off my body, and massages shampoo into my hair. I love when he treats me like I’m special. It takes time to get used to since I’ve had such a low opinion of myself for so long. Most times I don’t know how to accept that anyone sees anything worth loving in me. This is a step into a new direction, a new Isabella, and that includes accepting the love that Liam offers me.
 
  

[bookmark: _Toc351050788]Chapter 2
 
   Liam
 
    
 
   “What are you wearing?”  I ask Ella as she steps into the den in a dress so revealing, there’s no doubt that I’ll have to be her watchdog tonight. She does a full circle twirl, and I grimace at how close her breasts came from bouncing out.
 
   “It’s a halter dress,” she says, pretending not to notice how skimpy her outfit is.
 
   “Go change.” 
 
   She saunters over to me, wrapping her arms around my neck. “We don’t have time for that, the car’s already downstairs waiting.”
 
   “Ella, those straps barely cover your breasts, and where’s the back? If you decide to dance your breasts will not be contained in that.”
 
   “They’re taped to the dress so no one will see anything.” She turns and walks to the door. Her back is totally bare, and that skirt is so short if she bends over someone may just see that sweet slit in between her legs. I’m fucked. I follow her into the foyer thinking if I don’t have to put my fist into someone’s face tonight, I’ll be surprised.
 
   As we pull up outside the party I give Ella a severe look. “You stay close to me, I need to see you or I may lose my mind in there.” She rolls her eyes at me and shakes her head in disbelief. The scary thing is I’m absolutely serious. If she wanders off and some man thinks to touch her the wrong way, I will bring the party to a halt.
 
   We walk the red carpet hand in hand. Stopping to pose for countless pictures, but we manage to avoid the prying questions from the reporters lined up behind the ropes. I stop to introduce Ella to a couple athletes and other celebrities who often attend these parties. She smiles politely, but is mostly unimpressed by the celebrity presence.
 
   She tenses as we approach our table, and I look over at her wondering why she clammed up. I follow her worried gaze and realize we’ve been seated at the same table as Arianna.
 
    Arianna smirks at me, fully aware that her presence is irritating Ella. My grip tightens on Ella’s hand as she tries to pull away.
 
   “You didn’t tell me she would be here.” She looks at me accusingly.
 
   “She’s the host this year, and as the CEO I have to sit at the head table with the host.” I pull her closer to me and whisper in her ear, “The Ella I know doesn’t cower.” I arch an eye brow at her.
 
   “Fine,” she sighs, “but I’m warning you if she makes one wrong move I won’t hesitate to ruin your party.”
 
   I couldn’t care less if she tore the walls off this place, as long as she is by my side tonight, everything is alright. Ella settles in at our table, and relaxes once she realizes she knows most of the people at the table from Maddox Enterprises. 
 
   “So I finally get to meet the lovely Isabella Moss,” says Adrian, the head photographer of MADDOX magazine. She smiles warmly at him as he kisses the back of her hand. I rein myself in and suppress the urge to take that leering look off his face. Many mistakenly think Adrian is gay, but I know he’s just metro-sexual at the most. He enjoys women as much as I do and the way his eyes are skimming Ella’s body is making me tense.
 
   “You have to let me photograph you for the magazine,” he says. Arianna chuckles behind her hand, and I give her a sharp look as a warning. She pouts at me and I’m disgusted I was ever involved with her.
 
   “You have got to be kidding, Adrian. MADDOX magazine is a high-profile magazine. You can’t just put a nobody in it,” Arianna rolls her eyes, and her dismissal of Ella irritates me so much that I decide to go along with Adrian’s idea.
 
   “You’re right, Adrian, Ella would be perfect for the next cover.” Arianna gasps beside me, her eyes widening in shock. “Everyone’s been clamoring for a story on our relationship. Why shouldn’t I introduce the love of my life on the cover of my own magazine?”
 
   Ella looks at me with amazement. I’ve never voiced my love for her in public, and I’m sure I surprised her as much as I did myself. Arianna crosses her arms over her chest, seething from my comments. I never realized how petty she was when I was fucking her. If I knew she had the capability to be so petty, I would have kicked her out even sooner. Before Ella, I liked women who weren’t clingy, and from the grimace on Arianna’s face she’s beyond clingy, she acting like a disgruntled girlfriend.
 
   “Oh this will be wonderful,” Adrian eyes light up. “With your beauty this may be the best cover I’ve ever done.”
 
   “I don’t want Ella half naked like most of the covers you do, Adrian.” MADDOX is a men’s magazine and as such, most of the cover models reveal a lot of skin. I will not permit Adrian to strip Ella near naked for his viewing pleasure.
 
   “Don’t worry, Mr. Maddox, I will display your lady with grace and elegance.” I inwardly cringe at that comment. It’s hard to imagine Ella with elegance and grace; she likes to keep it raw and gritty. 
 
   The party progresses without any further snide remarks from Arianna. She spends the night mingling so I’m free to enjoy Ella without being a buffer between her and Arianna. Neyo’s Let Me Love You plays over the speakers and Ella pulls at my arm. “Let’s dance,” she says, leading me to the dance floor. 
 
   She stops at the center of the dance floor and her hips begin to sway to the up-tempo beat booming through the speakers. Her eyes gleam mischievously as she begins to rub her sexy body against mine. It’s beginning to feel really warm in the room, and when the tips of her breasts brush against me, I swear they burn a trail across my chest. She grabs the collar of my shirt and pulls me tightly against her body.
 
   “Are you going to dance or what?” she says smiling at me. I’d been so mesmerized by her I didn’t even realize I hadn’t made a move yet. I spin her around and plaster her ass against my hard cock. She gasps and her body goes rigid as my hand rests high up on her thighs. I rock my rigid shaft against her as my fingers inch up her indecently short dress.
 
   She looks over her shoulder at me and I can see the lust burning in her gaze. The attraction we feel is unexplainable, it’s a primal instinct, and I’m completely enthralled with her. The movements she’s making with her ass are driving me crazy. I want nothing more than to bend her over, pull the dress up around her waist, and plunge my aching cock deep into her.
 
   She stiffens as my hand brushes her nipple. I hadn’t even realized my hand had traveled to her breast. She turns around and wraps her arms around my neck. Light, feather-like kisses trace my jaw, and I’m seconds away from dragging her home when she whispers into my ear, “You’re being summoned.”
 
   “Huh?” I ask as she gazes into my eyes and smiles. She looks towards the stage and says, “Arianna is calling you to the stage.” 
 
   I hold her tightly in my arms and nuzzle her neck. “I wish I didn’t have so many responsibilities, I want to stay lost in you all day.”
 
   “I know, but you have to get up there. Everyone’s staring at us so I’m going to the restroom while you go be the man of the hour.” She giggles when I pat her ass then places a kiss on my cheek before rushing off.
 
   I stride over to the stage and give Arianna an obligatory hug as she steps aside from the mic. After hundreds of speeches like this I function on autopilot. A couple minutes into my speech I notice Ella coming out a hallway in the far corner of the room then she stops to chat with a tall blonde man. I try to concentrate on the words I’m saying, but I’m too busy observing her nervous body language.
 
    It doesn’t take long for me to cut my speech short and make a bee line for Ella. I stop short a few feet away, surprised to discover she’s having a rather heated conversation with the great Dr. Cayden Knight. He’s whispering into her ear, and when she catches a glimpse of me over his shoulder she jumps back guiltily. Her eyes widen and she rushes over to me in a panic. Her hand shoots up to my face and I take a step back. “Did you invite him here?”
 
   “Why would I do that, Liam? I had no idea he would be here.”
 
   “Can I never have you to myself? Is this how it will always be? Will there always be some guy lurking in the corner?” I ask pointing at Cayden, who’s openly scowling at me.
 
   “It’s only me and you, Liam, always will be.” 
 
   I gaze into her eyes suspiciously then something catches her attention to my left and she stumbles backward. The fear in her eyes is disturbing and frightening. I look over my shoulder but don’t see anything out of the ordinary. She hunches over taking short puffing gasps and Cayden steps in behind her and whispers softly in her ear. “What’s going on, Ella?” I ask.
 
   “She’s having a panic attack, and I’m pretty sure that guy standing in the corner staring at her caused it,” Cayden says. 
 
   My eyes dart over to the corner, and I see a tall man with dark hair and dark clothes staring over at us. I feel torn between deciding whether to stay and help her or go see who this guy is.
 
   “I’ll help her while you go talk to him,” Cayden says. I watch him talk to her and she begins to calm down. I hate that he can help her this way, but right now I need to find out who this man is. 
 
   He watches me approach, but makes no move to leave. His eyes are blank and his lips are set in a tight grimace. “How do you know Ella?” I snap at him. 
 
   His grimace turns into a sardonic smile and he shakes his head. “Ella huh? Funny, her father used to call her that before he found out how much of a whore his daughter was.” 
 
   My hand shoots out and wraps around his neck instinctively. He sneers at me, and I tighten my grip causing him to wheeze as he tries to break free. Someone pulls me off him, and I watch as security leads him out the room, trying to calm the rage that’s consuming me. I’m pissed at myself for losing control. I needed to find out who he was and why he frightens Ella so much, now I have nothing. A small hand circles my arm and I turn to see Ella looking up at me worried. 
 
   “I’m sorry I ruined your party.” 
 
   “I don’t care about the party. Are you alright?” She nods, looking nervously over my shoulder. She thinks he’ll return. “Who is he, Ella? Why did he scare you so much?” 
 
   “I need to get out of here,” she says. I notice her hands are trembling and her face is pale.
 
   “I’ll take you home.” I lead her to our table where we grab our things and say our goodbyes. Lillian and Richard appear as we walk towards the exit asking Ella what happened, but she brushes them off with an excuse of being tired.
 
   By the time we get to the car she’s shivering and it’s not even a chilly night. I pull her into my lap as the driver pulls off and she nuzzles into my neck.
 
    “His name’s Damon Porter,” she says before taking a deep breath. It’s like saying his name took a lot out of her. “He isn’t just a piece of my past. He’s the person who shattered me.” Her hands begin to shake uncontrollably so I rub her arms and kiss the top of her head. 
 
   “We don’t have to talk about it tonight, I can wait.” The last thing I need is for her to have a complete breakdown. She nods her head and sighs heavily, relieved to not have to talk about him. I hold her against my chest until her body goes limp with sleep. 
 
   When the driver pulls up to our building I carry her to the elevator and into our bedroom. She doesn’t even stir when I undress her and lie her down under the sheets. She looks so delicate in her sleep, not at all like the strong-willed woman I know. I’d do anything to protect her if she’d let me. This Damon guy is trouble, and if she won’t let me in, I have to find out what I can about him. I grab my phone and step out the room.
 
   “Hello.”
 
   “Brett, I have a new assignment for you.”
 
   “Liam, I need to talk to you about the investigation you have me doing on your dad. He may have been responsible for the death of Cindy Fields.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “There was a witness that says your father’s car was chasing her when she lost control and hit the barrier. This witness changed her story a week later and moved to California. Coincidence?” 
 
   No, it’s not a coincidence. My father probably paid her a shit load of money to keep quiet. My mind can’t even begin to contemplate all the things my father has hidden from me because right now I just need to protect Ella.
 
   “Don’t worry about that right now. I need you to look up a Damon Porter. Give me everything you have on the guy and how he’s connected to Isabella Moss.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll get back to you as soon as I have anything, but about your father-”
 
   “I don’t give a fuck about him right now. Just focus on this Porter guy.” I slam the phone down and head back to the room. If my father is responsible for Cindy’s death, I’m sure the guilt of causing the woman he loves to crash to her death is eating away at him. It’s probably what caused him to become such a bitter man. At this point in my life I’d much rather be done with him and this whole investigation. Everything I needed to know about what he did to my mother was revealed in his expression weeks ago.
 
   I slide in next to Ella on the bed and she automatically snuggles her soft body against mine. I tuck her head under my chin and stroke her hair until we’re both contently asleep.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
   Isabella
 
   14 years earlier
 
    
 
   “Ella! Where are you, sweetheart?” 
 
   “I’m here, Daddy.” I run out of the garden, onto the terrace, and into his arms. My dad’s a big man; over six feet of muscle so he easily lifts me up into his arms. “Are we still on for movie night, Daddy?”
 
   “Of course, beautiful, but I have to meet with my lawyer first. He’ll be here in a few minutes then I’ll come get you.” I’m silently relieved he has some time for me today, he’s been getting busier every week. 
 
   “Okay, Daddy.” He turns and heads towards the kitchen door. The loneliness I often feel is only softened by the time I spend with my dad, but those moments are few and far between. My mother is standing at the terrace too, so he stops to kiss her, and I cringe at her phony smile. She glares at me in that hateful way she always does, years ago that look would have sliced my heart, but I think I hate her as much as she hates me now. I roll my eyes at her, sit on the porch swing, and hope she’ll disappear.
 
   I pull a crumpled magazine from my back pocket, lie across the chair, and begin reading it. When a shadow falls over me I dread having another interaction with my mother. I glance over my shoulder and find a tall, lanky man standing over the chair leering at me. He smiles at me and it reminds me of the kind of smiles I see on my mother’s face. 
 
   “You must be Isabella, I’m Damon,” he says lifting my legs off the chair to sit down next to me. When he attempts to put my leg on his lap I scoot back. He’s gorgeous and I wonder why this good looking older man is wasting his time talking to me. His long, shaggy brown hair hangs over his nearly black eyes and this time when he smiles it’s almost sweet. 
 
   “My father’s your dad’s lawyer. I thought we could talk while they’re taking care of business, we can be friends.” Something tells me to run far away, but I just sit there staring into his eyes. 
 
   I shake my head at him. “You’re too old to be my friend.”
 
    “You’re going to be more fun than I thought.” His smile widens. “I’m only twenty, sweetheart. I hear you don’t have any friends, that has to be lonely.” 
 
   I shrug my shoulders as if it doesn’t matter to me, but it does. I so often feel like my dad is all I have in this world, and he’s busy more often than not. 
 
   “Have you had a boyfriend yet, Isabella?” I stare at him blankly, wondering why he would care about my having a boyfriend. I shake my head shyly as he reaches out and pushes my hair behind my ear.
 
   “We’re going to be great friends, Isabella.” A glint of something odd flashes in his eye, an uneasy feeling overtakes me, but I ignore it. It felt good to have someone pay attention to me.
 
    That day I met evil, and trusted him to be my friend. A future that wasn’t meant for me began to form, had I been smarter back then maybe my world would never had self-destructed the way it did.
 
  
 
  


Chapter 3
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   I wake to Liam’s large body hovering over me. His dark hair is unusually long and hangs slightly over his green eyes. He leans down towards my lips and my hands grip his bulging shoulders. His head slants as his tongue caresses my bottom lip. His warmth surrounds me and my body tingles in anticipation of his possession. I want him to cover me with his love until I’m numb to anything but the sensations he drives into my body.
 
   My tongue flicks out and tangles gently with his. He groans and thrusts his tongue deep into the cavern of my mouth, devouring me with a fierce hunger. I tangle my fingers in his hair, holding him prisoner as I return his kiss. His hard erection rocks between my spread legs, and I moan into his mouth.
 
   He pulls down on my top until the erect tips of my breasts are exposed to the cool air. His constant pumping against my sensitive clit has me riding on the edge of my orgasm. With one last gentle suck on my bottom lip he breaks away from my mouth and moves down to my nipple. His tongue rolls over the aching bud. Slow, wet, and warm. My body’s in overload from the stimulation. 
 
   He moves to my other nipple sucking gently while he circles the other with his finger. My back arches, pushing my nipple deeper into his mouth. He glances up at me and smiles as he backs off and slides my panties down my legs. His eyes zero in on my wet pussy and he dives in hungrily, licking and gently sucking on my clit. His tongue is a weapon of blissful torture. He brings me to the edge of rapture then backs off. I watch under lids heavy with lust as he kneels between my spread legs and strokes his massively erect cock.
 
   He looks into my eyes and I see a flare of intense passion. He grips my hips and raises me up to accept his invasion into my body. He feeds me every inch slowly and freezes when he’s seated deep inside me. His jaw clenches and a vein twitches in his neck as he battles for control. When he pulls out and slams back into me I yelp in surprise, and his grip on my hips loosens. He wants to be gentle with me; I read his intention on his strained face. He’s fighting the need to pound me into the mattress.  He holds on to the back of my knees and spreads me out as he gently rocks into me. His pace is deliciously satisfying, the slow push of his cock builds my climax leisurely. 
 
   He reaches out and rubs my beaded nipple as the slow slide of his thrusts slap against my achingly swollen clit. His eyes are serious and he’s focused on my every reaction. I bite down on my lip as the first wave of my orgasm washes over me. He pulls out and rubs the swollen tip of his cock over my clit and I scream out his name as my orgasm intensifies. Jolts of pleasure shoot from where his fingers are pinching my nipple down to the wet, slippery slide of his cock against my clit. My body convulses from the pleasure and before I can bring myself back down from my high he flips me over. He pulls my ass up and plunges deep into my tight tunnel.
 
   “Oh God… too much…Liam…too much”
 
   His pace quickens and my hands grip the headboard. “You can take it, baby. You always take me just the way I like you to.” 
 
   I bite down on the pillow. Every thrust hits against my g-spot and after the orgasm I just had, I’m not sure if I can survive the one building deep in my core. He grunts loudly and his hands on my hips tighten and I know he’s close to exploding. One thrust, two thrusts, after the third I lost count. My orgasm explodes through me like a rocket, flashes of bright colors sparkle behind my eyelids. My body collapses limply onto the bed but Liam’s grip on me is steadfast and his thrusts are relentless. I moan loudly every time he enters me then finally he freezes up and I feel his cock pulsate within me as hot spurts of cum fill my pussy. He drops down over me, his head on the pillow next to mine, and the heavy pressure of his weight is comforting.
 
   I watch him breathing heavily next to me. His hair covers his closed eyes and a slight smile plays on his lips. I reach out and pull his hair out of his face and his eyes crack open. His eyes are bright and happy, and I’m ecstatic every time I realize I bring this out of him.
 
   “What do you think about ordering in and staying in bed all day?”
 
   “I thought you had to be at your club tonight?” 
 
   He sighs and rests his head on his hand. “You had a rough night, and I thought it would be better if we stayed in.”
 
   “No, Liam, I don’t want you to baby me. I’m fine. You have an obligation that you’re not going to break to watch over me.” He’s being irrationally overprotective and I don’t need that. What I need is to figure out what Damon wants and how to get rid of him, but first I have to face my fear of him.
 
   Liam gets out of bed and walks to the bathroom. “We’re staying home, Ella.”
 
   He was absolutely serious, and though I pouted for the first hour, in the end I was happy we stayed in. We ate breakfast, lunch, and dinner in bed while watching movies. I was glad we stayed home because any chance I get to have Liam alone always turn out to be the best moments of my life. 
 
   ********
 
   Monday morning I check my phone on the way to my office, and I’m surprised to see three voicemails and eight texts from Cayden. I immediately feel bad for letting him worry for the whole weekend. The moment I saw him at that party, I knew it would spell trouble for Liam and I, but Cayden was persistent in his effort to talk to me. I’m pretty sure he came to the party hoping to see me. I’d been avoiding his calls since the big blow up with Liam, and his showing up at the party was a last ditch effort to contact me.
 
   Had I not seen Damon, and had another episode, Liam and I would’ve had a huge falling out. His feelings about Cayden are pretty clear. He wants me to stay away, but I’m not sure I can. I look at the messages for a few minutes before deciding to return his text.
 
   Sorry you were worried, but I’m fine
 
   I really need to see you, Isabella
 
   Not a good idea
 
   We can meet for coffee and I won’t push you to talk about the other night
 
   I stare at his message and realize for the first time in a long time I want to talk. I want to open up about Damon and maybe bury him in my past so I can have a chance to grasp the happiness Liam offers me.
 
   If we meet it has to be in your office
 
   That’s fine, be here at 1. I’ll be waiting
 
   I spend most of the morning staring into space, wondering if I should tell Liam about my meeting with Cayden. Every time I pick up the phone to call him I hang up, afraid that he’ll forbid me to go. I’d go anyway, but it would start an unnecessary disagreement. Maybe with time I can explain to him that I need Cayden to be my therapist, but right now I’ll get nowhere by telling him about this visit.
 
   I let Lillian know I’ll be out for lunch, and nervously step onto the elevator. I avoid looking at the cameras, hoping Liam’s stalker tendencies don’t kick in today. If he were to call me and ask me where I’m going, I don’t think I could blatantly lie to him. When the doors slide open in the parking garage I walk quickly to my car. After seeing Damon a couple nights ago I’ve become paranoid, and the empty garage makes me nervous. I lock the doors as soon as I’m seated and realize I’m breathing heavily. Damon’s appearance has me on edge but I refuse to run away and hide again.
 
   Cayden’s office is on the first floor of a very swanky high rise building. His young, blonde receptionist is impeccably dressed and very professional. She greets me with a warm smile then promptly guides me into Cayden’s office. He rises from behind his desk and walks towards me. Today he looks so young for such an accomplished professional. He’s wearing jeans and a tight black t-shirt that emphasizes his broad shoulders and sculpted body.
 
   He pulls me into his arms and I’m glad to be here, taking a step towards the possibility of healing. He guides me to a plush couch and sits beside me, holding my hand in his.
 
   “How are you feeling?”
 
   “Nervous,” I sigh.
 
   “Why would you be nervous? I told you we don’t have to talk about the other night.”
 
   “I know but…I want to. I feel like I need to release this ache in my chest, and I think this is the place I can do that.” He looks at me silently for a few seconds before letting go of my hands.
 
   “I’m glad you trust me to help you.” He sits back in his chair and intertwines his fingers, “You start whenever you’re ready, and we’ll go from there.” His cool, collected therapist tone is in place.
 
   I wring my hands together to calm the shaking and heave a deep sigh before I begin. “The guy at the party the other night is Damon Porter. I met him when I was fourteen and we became friends, but he was older than me. I knew he wanted more than friendship, I probably encouraged him with what I thought was innocent flirting. He was pretty much my only friend and for two years straight he would pop up everywhere I went. He’d pick me up after school and he would show up at most of my track practices. Then one day he found out I had a boyfriend and he became very angry.” 
 
   Dark flashes of the lingering memories cause my head to start pounding. “He threatened my boyfriend until he dumped me. I was devastated, I thought I was in love but Damon scared him off. I argued with Damon and he declared his love for me. I ended our friendship, and cut off all communication, but he still showed up everywhere. He was desperate to get me to see that we could be together. One week after my sixteenth birthday… everything changed.”
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Isabella
 
   12 years earlier
 
    
 
   Something is suffocating me. I need to wake up. Wake up!
 
   My eye pop open, and I try to scream, but a large hand is covering my mouth. Damon’s dark evil eyes beam down at me in victory. I kick my legs and thrash my head against my pillow, trying to free my mouth from under his huge hand. My sleep-clouded mind is confused, but I know this is really bad. Damon’s my friend, and I think maybe if I calm down we can talk. 
 
   “Stop fighting me, Isabella, just let me show you we’re meant to be together,” he says through gritted teeth. 
 
   I take a deep breath, and relax because I’m pretty sure he won’t hurt me if I can just calm him down.
 
   “Damon, what are you doing here?” I ask as soon as he releases his hold on my mouth.
 
   “Why can’t you see that we’re supposed to be together?”  His eyes roam over my body in a way that makes me uncomfortable.
 
   “Damon, we’re friends and that’s all we’ll ever be.”
 
   “No!” He leans down and tries to kiss me, but I turn my head and begin to push against his chest. “You’re mine and it’s time I show you that.” He hisses into my ear.
 
   He grabs the top of my night shirt and rips it down the middle. I gather all my strength and begin to hit him on the face and shoulders, but he’s too big, and I can’t move him. I scream at the top my lungs, but he quickly covers my mouth with his hand.
 
   His head drops to my neck, his tongue is cold and sloppy as he kisses my neck and ear. When his hand touches the edge of my panties, fear grips my heart until I swear it will explode out of my chest. I kick my legs and hit him in the stomach, and he grunts in pain. Almost like an instinctive reaction his hand rises up and moves towards me in a flash. The force of the blow across my face causes my vision to blur and a sharp pounding begins in my head. 
 
   I’m paralyzed in shock for a moment. I try to rationalize that Damon wouldn’t do this to me, that this is just a dream but I know it’s real. I can feel how real this is. Then I begin to blame myself. I should’ve never flirted with him. Should’ve never hugged him so much. Should’ve never trusted him to begin with.
 
   “See what you made me do,” he says tenderly. The quick change in his mood is scary because I know his mood swings are dangerous. His eyes are still dark and wild. The sound of him ripping my panties off my body is intensified in the quiet room.
 
   “Please don’t,” I plead in a small voice, my last ditch effort to soften his heart. I hear the rustling of his belt buckle and let out one last piercing scream for help before the burning sensation of his violating thrust causes my voice to shut down. Tears clog my eyes, and I’m pretty sure my mind shut down next because after the first impact only flashes of the pain and screams remain until I dragged myself out of bed and crawled to my bathroom. I don’t remember the words he mumbled in my ear, I don’t remember if I stopped fighting or not, and I don’t remember him leaving. I blanked it all out, but now that it’s over, I can’t get the flashbacks to go away.
 
   The hot water I fill the tub with does nothing to alleviate the pain and filthy feeling left behind in my soul. I sob until I slipped under the water, wishing it could cleanse me, and give me something I’d never get back. 
 
   My innocence.
 
   Stolen to never be returned.
 
  
 
  


Chapter 4
 
   Liam
 
    
 
   My cell phone chimes as I walk into my office from the adjoining suite. I grab it off my desk and answer, “Maddox.” 
 
   “Mr. Maddox, I thought you would like to know she’s back from her lunch.”
 
   “Thank you, Brody. Stick around and make sure this Porter guy doesn’t show up again. We haven’t learned a lot about him yet, but I don’t like what we’ve uncovered so far.”
 
   “I’ll make sure she’s safe, and she won’t figure out I’m following her.”
 
   “Make sure she doesn’t because if she does she’ll make your job a lot harder for you. Keep me updated on anything out of the ordinary.”
 
   “Will do, Mr. Maddox, and I think you might be interested to know she spent about an hour at the office of Dr. Cayden Knight.”
 
   Of course she did. I immediately try to rationalize this as a doctor-patient situation, but the fact that she kept it a secret leads me to think there’s more going on.
 
    “Thanks, Brody.” I hang up the phone, wondering if I was better off not knowing that last part.  I didn’t hire Brody to spy on Ella. I have a really bad feeling about Damon so I hired Brody to keep an eye on her. She would never agree if she knew, so the only way I can keep her safe is to have Brody secretly follow her.
 
   I glance at my phone, press a button, and seconds later the voice in the phone gives me the address to Cayden Knight's office. Is it a good idea to confront him? Probably not. Do I give a fuck? No. The constant tug of war I play with Ella is wearing on me and I’m reacting in ways I never imagined I would.
 
   The ride to his office takes less than ten minutes. His receptionist is a bit shell-shocked when she sees me enter the office, but she recovers quickly and announces my arrival to her boss. Cayden is sitting behind his desk trying his best to look unfazed by my appearance, but his shifting eyes give away his unease. I sit across from him and intertwine my fingers. “What do you want from Ella?” 
 
   He lets out a dry laugh, leans back in his chair, and crosses his arms. “I’m just her doctor,” he says, shrugging his shoulders.
 
   “If I believed that I wouldn’t be here.” I lean forward resting my elbows on my knees. “You think I don’t see the lust that burns in your eyes for her, you look at her with the same hunger I do.”
 
   “Isabella is an amazingly beautiful and strong woman, what man wouldn’t want her?” he says. “I’m not sure if I’m drawn to her for her beauty or the need to help her, but I’m a professional and she’s my patient. She needs help and I hope you won’t let your ego stop her from getting the help she needs.”
 
   “You think I don’t know she needs help? I have no problem with her getting help. I just don’t like the idea of her getting that help from you. I don’t think it’s very professional for you to lust after a patient.”
 
   He gets up and leans over with his palms on the desk, “Whether you like it or not, I’m who she chooses to help her. I’m the one she turns to, so unless you’re willing to hinder the progress she’s made, you need to back off and let me help her.”
 
   The triumphant glint in his eyes and his cocky attitude proves that I was right in my assumptions. He wants Ella and he may think that he can get her. I rise up and lean over his desk, undermining his attempt to intimidate me.
 
   “I’m not here to play ‘Who’s going to win Ella?’ with you, because I’ve already won. She’s mine and will always be mine. I’m here to warn you, not to use her trust in you to wedge your way into her life as more than her therapist. I don’t like you, and I don’t trust you, but if you’re what she needs I accept that. Just don’t try to fuck with our relationship or you won’t like the consequences.”
 
   “Do you even hear yourself? You talk about her like she’s your possession. I don’t think your relationship is healthy for her.”
 
   “Don’t fuck with me, Dr. Knight. Leave our relationship out of your sessions. You may think our relationship is screwed up, but that’s what we are, two people who are making something out of the shit life we used to lead.”
 
   He shakes his head and sits back down in his chair. He stares at me with disdain before saying, “Are we done?”
 
   “For now.” I walk out his office ten times more pissed off than when I got here. I knew he would try to pull that unhealthy relationship shit with Ella. I just hope he heeds my warning because if Ella starts to pull away from me due to his influence on her, I will put a stop to their sessions, and find Ella an impartial therapist.
 
   As soon as I get to the car, I slam the door shut behind me, and rest my head on the steering wheel. This thing between Ella and I just doesn’t seem to get any better. She’s leaving this weekend to go to Vegas with Lucas, and if that didn’t twist my stomach enough, now I have this Dr. Knight ready to undermine our relationship.
 
   My phone rings and I pick it up without looking at the screen, “Maddox.”
 
   Silence greets me so I click it off. It immediately rings again this time I look at the screen and notice the number is blocked. “Maddox,” I answer, but again I’m greeted with silence.
 
   “Look I don’t have the fucking time for this, so if you have nothing to say, stop calling.” Just as I’m getting ready to hang up I hear it, the whisper soft voice on the line shocks me.
 
   “Lee…it’s me…your mother-I mean, it’s Anna.” 
 
   Silence. She’s waiting for me to respond, but I can’t, I don’t know what to say. I don’t even know what she wants from me.
 
   “Are you still there?” she asks.
 
   “Yeah,” I say, finally finding my voice.
 
   “I said I would leave you alone, but I just…would like to try to fix things. I miss you. I was thinking about when you were a little boy and we used to-”
 
   “I don’t want to go down memory lane with you. I don’t even know if I can give you what you want. Maybe someday, but I can’t promise you anything.”
 
   She sighs. “I understand. Don’t hesitate to call me. Anytime.” The line clicks off and I stare into the distance, hating that I want to work things out with her, but I’m too much of a coward to put my heart on the line. Ask me to conquer the world and I’ll place it in the palm of your hand, but ask me to put my heart on the line and I practically cower in a corner.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   Liam has been off all week, I keep trying to get him to open up, but the closer I get to this trip with Lucas the more closed off he becomes. Tonight I ordered in from an Italian restaurant and have been waiting on him to come home for three hours. He never avoids me, but this week he’s stayed late at work almost every night. I leave in the morning for Vegas, and I really wanted to have tonight to calm his fears. I hear the door open and I hold my breath in anticipation of seeing his face. 
 
   He walks in and glances at me from across the room. He looks strained and tired, like something is eating away at him, but he won’t let me in. He loosens his tie as he walks over to the fridge, grabs a bottle of juice and drinks it right out of the container. He turns and just stares at me as he leans against the counter. Quietly observing my every move, waiting for something, but I’m not sure what it is.
 
   “Hey,” I say walking up to him cautiously. He flinches when I place my hand on his chest and now I know something is wrong.  “What’s going on, Liam?” He shrugs his shoulders and takes another swig of juice from the bottle.
 
    He runs a hand through his hair and looks off to his right. “I hate this,” he finally admits before turning and looking at me with those intense green eyes. “I hate the way this relationship makes me feel.” His eyes lock with mine, and I’m a little taken aback by his words. He seems to be heading towards ending this and that scares me.
 
   “What are you trying to say, Liam?”
 
   “I’m saying that I hate how weak you make me feel. I’m really trying to make this work with you, but I don’t think you want the same thing.”
 
   “Of course that’s what I want,” I step up to him and touch his cheek, but he turns his face and my hand slips away. 
 
   “Then why are you meeting with Cayden behind my back? I’m sick of you lying and trying to manipulate every situation to get what you want out of it. I’m not Lucas and I’m not going to put up with this shit for much longer.” 
 
   My eyes shut and I take a deep breath, trying to stop the swarming in my head. I’m not sure when I’ll learn that I can’t get anything past him. I felt as though I was protecting him more than keeping things from him, but he’s right, I wanted Cayden’s help and the easiest way to get it was to go behind Liam’s back. Communication has always been an issue for me, it’s the main reason I never had friends. The option to talk to Liam about my visits to Cayden was outweighed by my selfish need to keep him in a different compartment, separate from my past.
 
   “I’ve been talking to him about Damon. I thought it would be better not to upset you by telling you. Cayden is my doctor and nothing else.”
 
   He lets out a terse laugh then turns a serious eye on me. “You didn’t think lying to me would upset me? If you need him to be your doctor that’s fine, but you need to learn to let me in and tell me what’s going on in your life or this will never work.”
 
   He stalks off towards the bedroom and I decide it’s probably better to give him some time to cool off. I warm the food up and eat alone then watch television until I can’t stand the separation any longer. I have to fix this before I leave in the morning, but I know I can’t repair lost trust in one night.
 
   I creep into the dark room and lie down next to him in the bed wondering what my next move should be. I cuddle up under his arm and lay my head against his chest. 
 
   I sigh in relief when he doesn’t push me away. “I fuck everything up. It’s what I’ve always done and I don’t know how to stop.”
 
   His hand caresses my back and he says, “All I want is to be involved in your life. If Cayden can help you in some way I can I accept that, but I can’t handle you sneaking around behind my back.”
 
   I don’t respond, but I know I need to work through my issues quickly or I’ll lose Liam, and that’s a risk I’m not willing to take.
 
   ********
 
   I wake to noises of Liam moving around in the dressing room. A quick glance at the clock reveals I have less than three hours before my flight to Vegas. I enter the dressing area to find him pulling on his pants with his shirt hanging open. I watch him with avid interest as he buckles his belt. He glances up and smiles weakly at me.
 
   “Good morning,” he says, beginning to button up his shirt.
 
   “Where are you going?” I ask, slowly pulling my shirt over my head. He looks at his watch and shakes his head.
 
   “We can’t. I have a meeting in half an hour. My flight to New York leaves at five and I have a lot to do today.”
 
   “Are you really going to let me leave for the weekend all hot and bothered?” I stroll towards him and his eyes follow the line of my body, stopping to pay extra attention to the sway of my breasts. He wants me as much as much I want him, but he may still be mad at me.
 
   I stop him from buttoning up the last button of his shirt, and begin to undo the entire thing. He smirks at me and drops his head back when I cup his hard length through his slacks. I make quick work of his belt buckle and pull his pants down. He steps out of them then picks me up and carries me over to a nearby bench. He sits down and pulls me over him so I’m straddling his waist. His hard cock nudges my wet center. “You need it don’t you?” he asks.
 
    “You know I do,” I whisper against his lips. He guides me onto his shaft, raining gentle kisses along my jaw while he invades me hard and deep. I clutch his head and kiss him deeply. My tongue licking his lips and drinking in his flavor as my hips rock to meet his upward thrusts.
 
   The fierce look in his eyes excites me and I begin to move up and down on him so hard I can feel the force of my movements against my pelvic bone. His breathing increases to harsh puffs of air and lust overflows from his eyes. He lets me take over our movements, and I revel in the power he grants me.
 
   His hands lock on the back of my neck and he holds me trapped in his burning gaze. I grind my body against him in a nearly hypnotic state. The tingling in my core begins slowly and builds rapidly. The friction against my clit every time I come down on his groin is incredible. He shivers and I can feel him thickening inside me. 
 
   He’s straining to hold on for me. He groans loudly as I begin to clench down on him, tremors of ecstasy overtake my body. I bury my head in his neck and scream out my release as I ride out each wave of pleasure. He pumps into me from beneath, chasing his release. His muscles are tightly corded underneath my hands and I can taste the salty flavor of his sweat as I lick the pulsating vein on his neck. He finally abandons himself to the pleasure and erupts deep within me.
 
   He pulls me into a passionate kiss that sucks the air out my lungs. He bites my lip and battles with my tongue in an aggressive show of dominance. When he bites down on my neck, gently sucking, I know the bruise he’s leaving is his way of marking me. He might have accepted me going to Vegas, but it still bothers him that I’ll be alone with Lucas. If he only knew how full my heart is with the love I feel for him, he wouldn’t be so concerned about Lucas. 
 
   He gives me one last apprehensive look before pulling me off of him and quietly going to the bathroom to clean up. I sit there until he comes back and gets dressed with a grim look on his face. There’s nothing short of canceling my trip that will ease his fears. I approach him as he grabs his briefcase, wrap my arms around his waist then kiss his lips. My hands tangle in his hair and the tension in his body coils up tighter.
 
   “I’ll be back in two days,” I whisper against his lips. “I love you.”
 
   He nods his head then turns to leave the room. 
 
   “Liam,” I say as he turns to look at me. “I love you.” 
 
   He sighs loudly and runs a hand across his face. “What the fuck do you want from me?” He unexpectedly snaps at me. “You’re leaving to spend the weekend with your ex-boyfriend, and you want me to put my heart out on the line for you. I can’t give you that right now, Ella.” He walks out the door and leaves me standing there hurt that he doesn’t trust me enough to not do something that will hurt him.
 
  
 
  


Chapter 5
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   After my long flight I want nothing more than to collapse on a bed and get some much needed rest for tomorrow. I push the door to my room open and I’m surprised when Lucas’s smiling face greets me. My heart thuds in my chest, unexpected tears of happiness glisten in my eyes and I realize I missed him more than I was willing to admit. I drop my bags and leap into his arms.
 
   He welcomes me into his arms with a firm hug, nuzzling his face into my hair. He smells like home. A feeling of comfort falls over me, and I’m absolutely certain I made the right decision in coming here. 
 
   “I missed you,” I say quietly.
 
   “I missed you too, Izzy.”
 
   I step back and look into those blue eyes I’ve missed seeing. His hair has grown out from his usual buzz cut, but it’s sexy and gives him an edge I’ve never seen before. “I thought you might still be mad at me.”
 
   He smiles and that cute dimple appears, “Oh I’m still pissed, but I’m happy to see you more than anything else.”
 
   “Well maybe we can be friends again,” I say hopefully.
 
   “I don’t want to be your friend, Izzy, you know that.”
 
   Of course I know that, but it’s all I have to offer him now and forever. “It’s all I have to offer you, Luc.”
 
   “We’ll see about that,” he says grabbing my bags and pulling them into the room. “This is your room and mine is across the hall,” he says. It finally clicks that Lucas is in my suite and I realize he expects us to share.
 
   “We’re staying in the same suite?”
 
   “Of course we are, we haven’t had time to prepare for our meeting so we’ll be spending most our time together anyway.” 
 
   It sounds logical, but I know it’s a terrible idea.
 
   “I don’t know, Luc, this is a bad idea. If Liam-”
 
   “Does he control everything you do? He’s probably as domineering as his father.”
 
   Domineering? Maybe. 
 
   Abusive? No. 
 
   I don’t like Lucas comparing Liam to the man who beat his mother, and I find myself getting defensive.
 
   “Don’t compare him to that man. Liam is good to me, Luc. I know you hate him but he’s a really great guy.” He rolls his eyes at me then turns to leave the room. So much for fixing our friendship, as long as I’m with Liam it’s going to be a huge obstacle in the middle of this friendship.
 
   ********
 
    
 
   I take a two hour nap before showering and venturing into the sitting room to find Lucas. I don’t find him there so I knock on his door. Lucas opens the door in a pair of briefs and nothing else. “Uh…sorry Luc, I thought we could go over the details for the meeting tomorrow.”
 
   He smiles at me, running a hand over his tight abs. Okay so he’s purposely trying to tempt me, but I feel nothing. I turn around and head into the sitting room to wait for him. Lucas doesn’t bother to get dressed and just comes out of his room with his briefcase as if he’s not practically naked.
 
   “Aren’t you going to get dressed?” 
 
   “Why? Am I making you nervous?”
 
   “No Lucas, it’s just very inappropriate.” I’m not nervous. It’s just really disrespectful towards Liam. I don’t want to say that to Lucas because he would probably strip naked just to spite Liam.
 
   “You’ve seen me in less than this, Izzy.” He takes a seat at the table and I’m irritated by his ridiculous ploy to tempt me. I contemplate going into my room and leaving him out here, but I have no idea what we’re doing tomorrow so I sit across from him grudgingly.
 
   “So how’s Florida?” he asks.
 
   “Do you really care?”
 
   “Of course I care, you’re important to me and I want you to be happy.”
 
   I eye him suspiciously because I just don’t believe he wants me to be happy with Liam. “I am happy.”
 
   He nods his head and looks down at the papers in front of him, but not before I saw that look of disapproval cross his face.
 
   We spend most of the night going over our presentation, and by the time I get up from the table to get some rest it’s almost dawn and we need to be at our meeting at noon. Luc gives me an awkward hug at the door to my room and I hurry in, shutting the door behind me before he’s tempted to ask to sleep in my bed with me. Old habits die hard and Luc is really good at getting his way.
 
   ********
 
   I wake feeling groggy, the jet lag is taking a toll on me, and I just want to get this over with so I can come back and sleep until my flight the next morning. I dress in a pantsuit and sensible shoes. Put my hair up in a tight bun then wait for Lucas at the door.
 
   Our meeting goes off without a hitch and it seems everything is going as scheduled. Lucas has begun to relax and I don’t bring up Liam because I know his name will sour his mood. He talks me into spending a little time in the casino before we decide to go to dinner. I’d much rather go to my room and order room service, but Luc insisted. We won’t get the opportunity to see each other for a while so I give in and join him at the hotel’s restaurant.
 
   I’m almost glad that I came here until our dinner arrives, and Lucas’s phone begins to ring. He ignores it at first, but it continues to ring so he finally answers it. He turns his face to talk and judging from the tone in his voice this is bad news. He hangs up and gives me a dismal look. “Anna’s missing.”
 
   I sit up straight in my chair, shocked by his words. “What do you mean missing? What happened?”
 
   “My dad says she never came home last night and she’s not answering her cell. He didn’t want to call me until he had time to look for her, but now he’s pretty frantic.”
 
   “Oh my God, Lucas, I’ll call the airport and see if we can get a flight out of here.” I rush outside the restaurant while Lucas settles the bill and waits for them to box up our dinner. After several calls and quick checks on my phone I realize we won’t be able to get out of Vegas until the morning. I cancel my flight and reserve two tickets for the five a.m. flight to Chicago.
 
   I quickly dial Liam number because he needs to know about his mother. “Ella,” he answers on the first ring. 
 
   “Anna’s missing,” I say abruptly. I didn’t mean to blurt it out but I’m anxious and scared.
 
   “What?” His voice is almost a whisper.
 
   “Anna’s been missing since last night.” The silence that ensues worries me. “Liam? What are you going to do?”
 
   “I don’t know,” he answers.
 
   “You have to go Liam, she’s your mother.” He’s quiet for a while and I’m not sure if I got through to him or not.
 
   “She called me,” he finally says. “She called me and I blew her off…now this happens.”
 
   “You have to go to Chicago, Liam.”
 
   “I don’t know if I can.” This is hard for him and I wish I could hold him and reassure him that going to Chicago is the right thing to do.
 
   Lucas steps out of the restaurant and immediately asks, “Were you able to get a flight?”
 
   “Not till tomorrow morning.” He nods his head and we walk to the elevator. As hard as I know this is for Liam, it’s ten times worst for Lucas. Anna is his everything and we need to get to Chicago as soon as possible and figure out what’s going on.
 
   “Hello?” I say into the phone and realize that Liam hung up on me. I contemplate calling him back, but I’m pretty sure Lucas’s voice chased him off in the first place so I decide not to. 
 
   Back in our suite, Lucas’s demeanor is dismal and the blank look on his face worries me. He refuses to eat and won’t even attempt to get some rest.
 
   “You should really get some sleep, Lucas.”
 
   “Will you come with me?” he pleads sadly.
 
   I shake my head at him and he rubs his forehead with his hand. “Please Izzy, just lie with me. You always had a way of helping me get to sleep.”
 
   I feel horrible saying no, but this would make Liam crazy. “I can’t.”
 
   He nods and doesn’t push the issue any further. We sit in silence until I begin to drift off to sleep on the couch. Less than an hour later his phone rings. We both look at it, then at each other. 
 
   “Hey Dad,” he says into the phone. My heart begins to race because this could mean they found her and she’s fine or…I can’t even think about the other possibility.
 
   His eyes lock with mine and I see the tears beginning to form, and all I can do is shake my head in disbelief. He hangs the phone up and sighs deeply before saying anything, “They found her, but she’s not good.” His voice begins to shake so he inhales and exhales to calm the tremors. “She was in a car crash and has been stuck in her car for hours. She went over the embankment and her car was found in a ditch. Now she’s in critical condition.” Tears begin to pour down his face and I move towards him in auto pilot. 
 
   “Izzy, this is like what happened to my mother all over again.” My heart breaks for him. I hold him in my arms wishing I could absorb some of his pain, but the pain I already carry around is too much of a burden for me. How can I possibly know what to do for him when I never know what to do for me?
 
   “Our flight is in five hours, let’s go to bed.” If he needs me to hold him tonight that’s what I’ll do for him. I run into my room and change into a t-shirt and shorts before joining Lucas in his bed. He lays his head on my chest while I hold him tightly, his tears soaking my shirt until he finally dozes off.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Liam’s fingers are lightly stroking my clit. His tongue is licking behind my ear, causing me to moan. I gently rock my hips against his hand as I try to clear my sleep haze. I take a deep breath and freeze, every muscle in my body locks up because Liam’s smell is ingrained in my system and right now I realize I’m still in bed with Lucas. 
 
   I leap out of the bed in complete shock. My eyes bulge, my breathing escalates and I cover my mouth with my hand to keep from screaming. Lucas looks at me confused, and I have the urge to slap his face.
 
   “Are you fucking crazy!” I scream at him. “I slept in this bed with you as a favor to a friend and you take advantage of me!”
 
   “Izzy, calm down, it’s nothing we haven’t done before. Plus you were enjoying it.” This is wrong on so many levels. I haven’t felt this sexually vulnerable in years and I’m shocked that Luc would do this to me.
 
   “Lucas, I’m with Liam and I love him, I would never do anything to risk losing him. You violated my trust.”
 
   He runs a hand through his hair and sorrow clouds his features, “I’m sorry Izzy, I just wanted to forget, to feel something other than this pain. I shouldn’t have touched you.”
 
   I shake my head, still in disbelief of what just happened. I want to stop lying to Liam, but how do I tell him this? This is exactly what he was afraid of before I left. “I can’t even talk to you right now.” I feel sick to my stomach as I walk to my room. Lucas is not aware of my past but this feels very reminiscent of how Damon took my choice away from me. I shouldn’t feel this way. I slept with Lucas for years, but his right to touch me ceased when I ended our relationship. 
 
   I shower and dress, dreaming up the different scenarios of what will happen when I tell Liam, but all of them don’t turn out good for me. By the time we get to the airport and board the plane I haven’t said a word to Lucas, and he’s keeping a safe distance from me. 
 
   The flight seems longer than it actually is. I fluctuate between pretending to flip through my e-reader and clicking through the on flight television to keep busy. By the time we land I’m so anxious to see Anna and to hear any news about her condition that I’m chewing on my nails.
 
    We take a cab straight to the hospital and once we get to Anna’s floor Lucas’s hands are shaking so badly I stop him and give him a hug. I’m so angry at him, but the woman behind that door is a mother to him, and I know he’s hurting. He gives me a weak smile before I grab his hand and lead him into her room. Broad shoulders and unruly wavy hair greet me as we enter the room.
 
   My heart flutters as I realize Liam fought back his resentment and came to see his mother. He’s standing next to Anna’s bed and immediately turns to look at us as we enter the room. His eyes travel to Lucas’s and my linked hands before he turns back around and continues to stare at Anna. Lucas seems too afraid to move so he just stands near the door watching quietly with a death grip on my hand. When I finally manage to break free from him, I join Liam next to Anna’s bed.
 
   I caress his arm and he glances at me sadly. Anna looks worst than I expected. Her face is bruised and has almost a grayish complexion. She has a cut on her lip and eyebrow, which look like they’ve already been stitched up. A beeping monitor is the only noise in the room until the door opens and a doctor steps in. He introduces himself before checking on Anna. As soon as he’s done with Anna, Lucas finally speaks up. “How is she?”
 
   “Let’s step into the hallway,” he answers. We all follow him into the hallway, staring at him with anxiously.
 
   “Anna suffered severe head trauma, broken ribs and internal bleeding. The fact that she survived for all those hours is a miracle. We’ve done all we can for her but she may only have a couple hours left.”
 
   The three of us stare at him like deer caught in the headlights. Anna had been a mother to all of us in different ways, and now this doctor is telling us to say good-bye. Lucas is the first to break down into a fit of tears. He pulls me into his arms and I physically battle with my tears. I need to be strong for Lucas and for Liam. I look around and find Liam staring at us embracing.
 
   “Ella, I need to talk to you,” he says and I feel like I’m caught in the battle between Lucas and Liam all over again.
 
    Lucas’s hold on me tightens and he barks out, “No!” He glares at Liam before turning back to me, “Izzy, I need you now more than ever. We were so good together, it’s time for you to come back home. I still love you.”
 
   Liam barrels down on us, yanking me out of Lucas’s arms, and I feel like walking out this hospital and not looking back. I don’t want to be the person who incites this war between them; right now I want to focus on Anna.
 
   “You stay the fuck away from her,” Liam growls. “As much as you hate it, she’s mine, she loves me.”
 
   Lucas’s face twists into angry scowl. “Then why was my hand down her panties this morning?”
 
   Ohh Shit!
 
   I think the world just stood still because I can’t move, and everything is moving in slow motion. I feel instant pain in my heart that Lucas would hurt me this way. It wasn’t enough that he took advantage of me, now he’s using it as a weapon against Liam.
 
   Liam’s fist connects with Lucas’s face and he falls backwards, skidding across the floor. I can only watch as Lucas covers his bleeding nose with his hand. Liam flexes his hand before turning to glare at me.
 
   “It’s not what you think, I was sleeping. I swear he took advantage of the situation.” He shakes his head, looking disgusted by me. I stop him as he tries to walk past me. “Where are you going?”
 
   “Back to Florida. Anna has her true son here now, she doesn’t need me.”
 
   “I’m coming with you.”
 
   “No.” He flings my hand off his arm and storms down the hallway.
 
   I decide not to follow him. As much as I want to go after him and explain, or at least make sure he’s alright, I can’t. Instead I spend the night in the hospital with Anna and Lucas’s dad. I don’t want to miss any of the time that I have left with the woman who taught me loving mothers do exist
 
  
 
  


Chapter 6
 
   Liam
 
    
 
    
 
   I’m drawn back to the hospital the next morning. After yesterday’s confrontation in the hallway, I’m ashamed. Ashamed of my reaction to Lucas’s petty taunts. I came here for Anna, and before I leave I feel compelled to at least see her one last time. The sterile hallways give me the chills. Like they’ve tried to clean away the scent of sickness and death, but it’s not working. The scent lingers in the air, invisible and undetectable, but it’s here. You can’t wash away death with disinfectant and a mop. It remains in the confines of those who are left behind.
 
   When I get to Anna’s room, I’m not sure if I can make myself to go in. I feel like I don’t belong, an intruder in my own mother’s hospital room. I take a deep breath, and decide I’m not leaving here without seeing her.
 
   Ella is alone in Anna’s room when I enter. She gets up from her chair and watches me warily. “You came back.” 
 
   I nod at her as I walk over to Anna’s bed. She looks so fragile, her skin pale and gray, her hair a tangled mess against the white pillows. I reach out and touch her hand, she feels cold so I rub her icy fingers between my hands as if she can feel it. I hope she can’t feel it. I don’t want her to feel cold or pain. Being alone in that car for all those hours must have been excruciating.
 
   I’ve hated her for so long.
 
    Too long. 
 
   She’s my mother and I love her, but love is simple, pure, and easy. But that’s before it’s tainted with lies, deception, and worst of all abandonment. That kind of tainted love can shatter you, it’s life-altering. It alters the person you were, until you’re not even capable of forgiveness.
 
   “Do you have a brush?” I ask Ella.
 
   “A brush?” 
 
   I turn and nod at her confused expression. “She would hate that her hair is a mess,” I explain.
 
   Ella hands me a brush from her purse, and I sit on the edge of the bed slowly brushing Anna’s golden hair. “When I was a boy I used to do this all the time. I was terrified one of my friends would find out because I’d be so embarrassed, but I secretly loved it. It always made her so happy.” 
 
   We weren’t meant to be this way. I loved her and she loved me, but she was broken by my father. She used to tell me that my name meant I was a protector, but I failed her, I didn’t protect her when she needed someone. I pull her hair over her shoulder and run my fingers through it.
 
   A noise distracts me from my memories. I look over my shoulder and watch Mr. Fields walk in. He stops at the bottom of the bed and nods his head at me. He used to be my family until he took my mother away from me, but really he was the one who protected her so I can’t continue to hate him. I return his nod before turning back towards my mother. I place a kiss on her cheek and whisper into her ear, “I forgive you, Mom.” I swallow the emotions in my throat as I get up and leave the room, letting her have a moment alone with her husband.
 
   Ella joins me in the hallway sitting closely by my side. Neither one of us speaks a word, but when she reaches out and holds my hand it feels right. Our connection always soothes me, comforts me in an unexplainable way. The hours pass by slowly. I hardly even notice Lucas when he arrives. We take turns sitting with Mom, and I even imagined her fingers moving when I told her I love her.
 
   Ella remains by my side, quietly observing my reactions. She may be the only thing holding me together right now, and I appreciate her more than she’ll ever know. At one point Lucas comes out of the room and sits across from us. He looks at our intertwined hands and his frown deepens. He’s making Ella feel guilty for sticking by me, but her grip on my hand tightens and she leans over to kiss my face, letting me know she won’t choose Lucas over me.
 
   When Mr. Fields steps out the room, we all sit up in our chairs. His red rimmed eyes are mournful and before he speaks a word I already know. I can feel it.
 
   She’s gone.   
 
   Lucas’s wail echoes through the hallway and Ella’s quiet sobs chip at what’s left of my control. I lean over, cover my face with my hands, and after a few shallow breaths I’m able to regain my composure. I won’t let this break me. The pain of love lost and left over regrets eat away at me inside. But outside I’m wearing a mask. I’m the strong, vigilant mogul who has no weakness, or at least I appear to be.
 
   ********
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   We stay in the city for a week to prepare for Anna’s funeral. With Lucas and his dad so distraught, I took over the arrangements. It helped to keep me busy. Ella’s been hovering over me. She’s determined to help me through this. Between all the meals she cooked and the times she sat with me and listened to the stories about Anna, you would think we would be in a good place, but I feel a lot of anger towards her. 
 
   The night before Mom’s funeral I ask her, “Do you think she knew I still loved her?” 
 
   She smiles at me sadly. “Of course she knew. As angry as you were, the love you felt for her still shone in your eyes. She saw it. I see it.”
 
   She leans over and kisses me gently. Her lips are soft and I unconsciously deepen the kiss wanting more from her. The slow slide of our tongues incites a raging inferno of lust in me. I lie on the carpet and pull her over me, pressing her into my straining erection. She rubs her heated sex against me and I want to slide deep into her, but I can’t. I push her off and sit up, gasping for breath.
 
   “What’s wrong?” 
 
   “I can’t, Ella. What happened between you and Lucas still makes me sick.”
 
   “Liam, I told you I was sleeping. I would never willingly let him do that.”
 
   “That doesn’t matter, right now I need to focus on my mother.” I get up and leave the room because my resistance is thin. Hopefully a cold shower will help ease the ache.
 
   ********
 
   The day of the funeral is rainy and gloomy. I wonder why most funerals I’ve ever been to were during dark, dismal days? Is it Mother Nature’s way of crying for a soul taken too soon, or does the weather reflect the emotions of those left behind. Ella is my rock. Regardless of what may have happened, she’s been here for me through this. I haven’t given myself the time to be angry at her, but I know it’s festering inside me, I just don’t know when it will erupt.
 
   She clings to my arm at the grave site, trying to shield me from the rain with an umbrella, but the wind quickly mangles it and rain washes over us. The cold droplets leave me feeling as cold on the outside as I feel inside. Ella wipes her face with her hand and I’m not sure if she’s wiping tears or raindrops. We’re alike in that way. Tears are foreign to us, a weakness. So as we watch others pour their grief out though their tears, we trap our grief inside to begin an endless circle of pain. Maybe their stronger than I am because they have the courage to show their weaknesses but I can’t bring myself to show my weakness. The looks of pity I would receive are not what I need right now.
 
   Lucas’s forlorn eyes watch Anna’s casket being lowered. When his mother passed away years ago, I held him up and tried to absorb his pain, now that my mom is gone he somehow has more right to grieve for her than I do, and it makes me sick inside. Lucas has always been selfish but he blinds people to his true character. I feel cheated of the years Lucas and my father stole from me. The last time I spoke to her I told her maybe someday, well we ran out of somedays and there’s no going back.
 
   So on a dark and dreary morning, I say goodbye to hope, and hold on to my memories. I say goodbye to Anna, but hold on to the mother who held me at night in my heart. 
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
   The flight home was long and awkward. Liam has been non-existent since his mother passed away. He’s stuck in his head, and the words between us are few and mostly about his memories of Anna. I encourage him to speak about her, hoping it will help him heal. Help him release the guilt he feels for not fixing their relationship before time ran out.
 
   Funny thing about fate is it tries to guide us to where we should be at any given time, but it can’t force us to give second chances. Liam’s chance with his mother slipped away and it’s weighing heavily on him. 
 
   I was nervous to even come back to Florida. In Chicago Liam wouldn’t even let me stay the night with him. It felt strange to be back in my condo, especially when I knew Liam was suffering alone. Being in my condo threw me back to a place I didn’t want to be. My life has changed so much since I left this city and I can’t even imagine losing Liam and our life together. That one night I kissed him made things worse, he withdrew further into himself, and practically stopped talking to me. Not coming home with him wasn’t an option because there was nothing left for me in Chicago. Everything I need is here with him now.
 
   I watch Liam come out of our bedroom with a duffel bag on his shoulder and he avoids looking at me as he walks to the door. Panic sets in. 
 
   He’s leaving me. 
 
   “Where are you going?” We just got back to Florida last night and now he’s taking off. I could feel this coming, the rift between us had become too large.
 
   “I’m leaving,” he says as I cut off his exit by stepping in front of him. “I’m going to stay downstairs for a while.”
 
   “With Arianna?” I shriek at him.
 
   “She moved out last week.”
 
   “Liam, please just let me help you. You shouldn’t be alone.”
 
   “That’s exactly what I need, some time to get myself together.”
 
   “Let me help you through this. Let me love you.”
 
   He smiles sadly, trying to keep his emotions in check. “I remember when I was ten my mom said to me ‘Lee, the greatest gift in life is love,’” he hangs his head sullenly before continuing. “It feels more like it’s my greatest curse. I lost my mom years ago and before I could get her back, she’s taken away forever. Everyone I’ve ever loved has either left me or it turned out I never even knew them in the first place. Lucas was like my brother until he lied to me and practically stole my mother, I haven’t spoken to my father in weeks and I’m sure I never will. Anna left me, no matter the reason, she left me and never looked back, and now it’s too late. And you…you will be the worst of them all. I can’t stay Ella, because when the time comes for you to leave me…” he lifts his head and the single tear trickling down his face breaks me.
 
   I step closer to him and wipe it with my thumb, and his eyes close at my gentle touch. The entire time in Chicago he held these emotions back, and I wish he would let me help him. He can’t keep everything bottled up forever, it will suffocate him. I’ve been suffocating on my pain for years and I don’t want that for him. That single tear is the only sign of grief I’ve seen him express all week and it worries me.
 
   He reaches out and cups my face in both his hands, his green eyes so stormy with emotion they’re almost a shade of gray. “When you leave me I won’t be the same man, it will break me to pieces. I need to hold on to what’s left of me.”
 
   “Please don’t do this,” I beg.
 
   “Ella, what happened with Lucas is tearing me up. I haven’t touched you in a week because I’m afraid of what I’ll do to you to erase his touch. I want to fuck you until you feel me in your sleep. I want to fuck you till you have no memory of any other man. I warned you before you left that Lucas would manipulate you, now I want to punish you so badly that I have to leave.”
 
   He did warn me, but I wouldn’t listen because I was so sure of myself, I would never betray Liam. I never dreamed Lucas would take the choice away from me. I know I can’t stop him, but he shouldn’t be the one leaving.
 
   “I’ll go. This is your home; I should be the one to leave.”
 
   “No. Where would you go?”
 
   “I’ll find a place. Maybe I’ll go stay at the Brazilian Court.”
 
   “Ella, you know how expensive it is to stay there? You won’t take my money so stay here and I’ll go downstairs.”
 
   “You’re not the only one with millions in the bank! I can afford to stay at the Brazilian.” I scream at him in frustration. I didn’t mean to say that much, but I hate when he throws his money at me.
 
   “What do you mean? You have millions in the bank?” He eyes me suspiciously. I know I messed up big now. This slip-up is going to cost me, he’s going to take this as another lie and use it to push me further away.
 
   “I have a hefty bank account and a substantial investment portfolio.” The confession weighs heavy on my chest. I have never disclosed this part of my life to anyone, not even Lucas. A wry smile appears on his face and he shakes his head in disbelief.
 
   “Maybe you should go, because it seems like I’ll never be done discovering your secrets.” He heads into his study, angrily slamming the door behind him.
 
   I pack quickly, only taking what I can carry, hoping I’ll get a chance to come back. I pause at the study door, lightly pushing it open, but Liam doesn’t look up. He knows I’m there, but he refuses to have any more contact with me so I leave with a heavy heart. 
 
   ********
 
   Last night was horrible. Not that I didn’t see it coming or deserve it, but sleeping without Liam is hard. When I finally did fall asleep I was comforted by dreams of him. If I could, I would erase the last two weeks because going to Vegas was a mistake. I thought I needed to fix my friendship with Lucas, but I should’ve been more concerned with maintaining the peace I had finally found with Liam.
 
   Anna’s death was agonizing. I never experienced death on this level, I’ve always been unattached and unfeeling. In my early years with Damon I often thought death might have relieved my pain, stopped the suffering. I used to look at it like it was salvation, but experiencing the death of someone I loved like a mother ripped my heart out. As much as I wanted to ball up in a corner and cry, I stayed strong for Liam.
 
   The weight of his guilt combined with his grief was too much for him to bear alone. I needed to help him grieve more than I needed to grieve myself, but last night I finally shattered. Alone in an unnecessarily large hotel room, the grief finally consumed me. Flashes of the years I spent with Anna, imagining what life would have been like if she would have been my mother painfully eating away at my resolve not to cry.
 
   She made a huge mistake by not reaching out to Liam all those years, but that didn’t make her any less of a good mother. She suffered through abuse to stay with Liam as long as she did so on the scale of bad mothers, Anna’s mistake didn’t even register on the chart my mom sat on.
 
   As much as I’d like to scream at the sky about how unfair it is that the only person who felt like a mom to me was taken away, I can’t. Instead I’m thankful for having known her and the gift she left behind to me in her son. So when the tears finally came, they were tears of pain, sorrow, and thankfulness. Not many good things happen for me in this life and Anna Fields was a great thing.
 
   ********
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   I walk into the office in the morning hoping I don’t look as bad as I feel. In my rational mind I know it’s ridiculous, but I miss Liam to an unbearable extent. I guess love isn’t rational. It’s illogical and foolish. It makes me feel like a raving lunatic one moment, blissfully content the following day.
 
   Lillian is not at her desk so I head to Rich’s office. This time I knock and wait until he yells for me to enter, lest I get another live porn show. Fortunately, Rich is alone. He waves for me to take a seat while he finishes a call. He cuts it short and gives me an odd look.
 
   “What’s wrong?” he asks. Is it that obvious? I must look like shit.
 
   “Everything.” I slump over in my seat.
 
   “Care to elaborate?”
 
   “Well Vegas was a disaster. After the news about Anna, I felt really bad for Lucas so I slept in his bed to comfort him.”
 
   “Oh oh, sounds bad already.”
 
   “Yeah it was because I woke up in the morning to Lucas molesting me.”
 
    Rich sits up in his seat and his eyebrows furrow. “What do you mean molesting you?”
 
   “I mean putting his hand into my panties while I was asleep. Then to make matters worse, as if he didn’t violate me enough, he throws it in Liam’s face at the hospital. Their mother is in the room dying and they’re having a pissing contest in the hallway. What kind of shit is that?”
 
   Rich shakes his head in disbelief. “You might not want to hear this, but I think Lucas is selfish. Everything you’ve ever told me about him points in that direction. This only makes it worse. He doesn’t want to see you happy unless you’re with him, and throwing how he took advantage of you in Liam’s face only proves it.”
 
   Lucas is my friend. My only friend for ten years, but as much as I hate to hear it, Rich is right. Lucas has probably been selfish from the beginning, but I was too busy being manipulative to care. So maybe back then we deserved each other. Getting what we needed out of each other in underhanded ways. I don’t want to be that way anymore and I definitely don’t want a friend who wants to destroy what’s most important to me.
 
   “Liam put me out last night,” I confess. There might be something to this opening up to people after all, because soon as I say the words the tightening in my chest releases a little.
 
   “What? Where did you go?”
 
   “He didn’t actually put me out, he offered to leave, but I didn’t feel right about chasing him away from his home so I offered to leave instead. I got a room at the Brazilian Court.”
 
   “Well you’re not staying there. You’re coming to stay with me.”
 
   “Not a good idea, Rich. Liam is already suspicious of our friendship. Staying with you would only fuel the flames.”
 
   “What better way to get a man to come to his senses than to make him crazy with jealousy.” 
 
   “Fine, I’ll come stay with you, but only because that hotel room is so lonesome. Now enough about me, how are things with Lillian?”
 
   His face falls and he drops his head back against his chair. “She won’t even look at me, and I’m lucky to get a few words out of her when we’re here.”
 
   “Before I left you were talking about taking her out on a real date. What went wrong?”
 
   “Her son walked in on us last week, and let’s just say he saw a lot more than you saw that day you walked in on us.”
 
   “Oh my god Rich, that’s horrible. He’s probably traumatized.”
 
   “He wasn’t supposed to come home that night, in hindsight I guess I should’ve at least taken it to her room but the kid went crazy on me.”
 
   “Kid? You’re practically the same age.”
 
   “No, he’s a twenty-year-old college kid. When I was his age I was graduating magna cum laude.”
 
   “Well we can’t all be super geeks,” I laugh at him.
 
   “I may be a fucking genius, but I’m not a geek.” He crosses his arms over his chest.
 
   “I don’t know how you’re going to dig yourself out of this one.”
 
   “Seems like we’re in the same boat so pack your shit, and get over to my place tonight. We’ll make popcorn and watch sappy love movies while we sulk.”
 
   “Aww…I’ve never done that before.” My eyes glaze over with unexpected emotion. I quickly get up and head for the door before I get all mushy, but I pause before turning the knob. “Thanks, Rich,” I say, looking over my shoulder.
 
   He winks at me and smiles. “Anytime.”
 
    
 
  
 
  


Chapter 7
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
   That night I knock on Rich’s door with my duffel bag on my shoulder, wishing I could just turn around and go home to Liam. Rich opens the door in a pair of sweatpants, a t-shirt, and a huge smile on his face. 
 
   “You’re just in time.” He grabs the bag from my shoulder and pulls me in. He lives in a fourth floor condo that’s been recently developed less than ten minutes from Liam’s place. We enter the living room filled with plush carpet and gray furniture. The high ceilings make the place feel spacious, yet homey. He pulls me up the staircase, way too enthusiastic to have a houseguest. 
 
   “This is where you’re sleeping.” He opens the first door in a long hallway and leads me into a large bedroom decorated in beige and brown tones. The bed has a ton of pillows on it, and I can’t wait to throw myself on that bed and get lost in them.
 
   “There’s a private bathroom through there.” He points towards a door on to my right. “My room is the last door at the end of the hall.” He puts my bag down and pulls me into a hug. “Don’t look so sad. That man won’t last long without you. In the meantime, popcorn is in the microwave and I’m about to start the movie.”
 
   “Which movie are we watching?” I ask as he walks towards the door.
 
   “The Notebook.” He smiles at me.
 
   “No, absolutely not. What else do you have?” 
 
   “A Walk to Remember?” he asks with a sheepish smile.
 
   “What the hell, Rich? Are you one of those people that like to cry when they’re heartbroken?” I’ll stay in this room before I fill my heart with more sadness.
 
   “I don’t cry so that doesn’t apply to me. I was just kidding, I won’t torture you that way. We’re watching This Means War.”
 
   “Seriously! One girl and two guys. That’s just perfect for me,” I say sarcastically.
 
   “I thought you might appreciate the irony,” he laughs on his way out and I can’t help but smile. Maybe staying here won’t be so bad. Rich always bring out the fun in everything.
 
   ********
 
   I haven’t seen Liam in four days and I’m constantly fighting back the feeling of despair. Rich tries his best to keep my spirits up, but he’s just as lovesick as I am. Each day I get in this elevator with my hand clutching the key card in my pocket that will take me up to Liam’s floor. The work week is almost over and if I don’t build up the courage to go see him soon, I’ll regret it all weekend.
 
   I quickly slide the card in the slot and pray I’m doing the right thing. I gave him his space as long as I could, now I just need to see his face, get lost in his eyes for a few minutes. It takes an eternity for the elevator to reach his floor. When the doors finally slide open, my legs feel heavy as I walk across the lobby.
 
   I nod at the receptionist and she gives me a surprised look. I guess my absence was well noted and filed in the “It’s over” bin. “Is anyone in with him?” I ask her.
 
   “No,” she answers as I walk towards his office. My heart is beating so fast I can hear it pounding in my ears. The door opens before I touch it and Liam is standing there, breathtaking in all black. His shirt outlines his powerful frame. A few buttons are left open at the top, exposing the tanned skin of his neck and upper chest. His slacks are snug and my eyes immediately trace the bulge in the front. He’s dark and dangerous today and my wild side wants to do deliciously wicked things to that body.
 
   Butterflies flutter in my belly when he smiles at me. I evaluate that smile trying to decipher what it could mean. Was he done keeping his distance from me? Maybe he’s ready for me to come home? This is silly, I’ve been with the man in a hundred different positions and I’m still flustered every time he simply glances at me. I want him so badly I have to hide my trembling hands in my pockets.
 
   He pulls me through the door and up against his body. He smells like soap, the aroma tempts me to taste the smooth skin of his neck. His warm breath caresses my ear and my body instantly responds. My nipples harden and the ache increases between my legs. I lean my head back and stare into his lust filled eyes as our labored breaths linger in the air as we inch closer. His lips take an eternity to reach mine, but when they do it’s a tender caress, a slow exploration of the longing we share.
 
   It doesn’t take long before our slow kiss turns into a deep heated kiss, with us battling to consume each other. Our hands fumble with buttons and zippers between those kisses. My body is screaming at me for this release, yearns for the feel of his thick shaft sinking deep into me.
 
   “I came to see you last night.” He whispers against my lips as my fingers graze the heated flesh inside his form-fitted boxer briefs. “They said you weren’t staying there. Where are you staying?” My hand freezes and I stare at him panic-stricken. 
 
   No, no, no, if I tell him I’m staying with Rich now, it will be like throwing a bucket of ice water on him and my opportunity to have him will disappear. I rain kisses up his neck in an effort to preserve the moment, but he freezes up, and holds me off within arm’s reach.
 
   “Where are you staying, Ella?” His voice is cold and his eyes suspicious.
 
   “With Rich,” I answer honestly. I have no reason to feel bad about staying with a friend. Just because his jealousy refuses to let him see the truth, I won’t act guilty. A deep frown mars his beautiful face before he steps back and begins to readjust his clothes.
 
   “You’re staying with Harris?” He shakes his head, avoiding any eye contact with me.
 
   “I’m not going to go through my friendship with Rich with you again. I needed a friend and Rich is helping chase away the loneliness.”
 
   “I’m sure he is,” he says with a hint of sarcasm.
 
   “You don’t trust me and I don’t know how to fix that.”
 
   “How the fuck am I supposed to trust you,” he snaps. “You never let me in, I’m constantly learning things you should have revealed months ago and you have a bevy of men at your beck and call.” He throws his hands up in defeat and walks off towards his desk. “I have work to do,” he says, dismissing me.
 
   I watch him until he’s seated trying to come up with anything that will fix this. Fix us. I know words are not what he needs from me. He needs me to prove my love through actions, but I’m still learning how to do that. I just hope it’s not too late by the time I figure it all out.
 
    
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Liam 
 
    
 
   She’s finally going to do it.
 
   I’ve been watching Ella will herself not to come up here for days. The small glimpses of her I get on the screen only make me miss her more. I want to touch her, smell her, and hear her tell me she loves me. Last night I caved. I couldn’t sleep and thoughts of her were too overwhelming. Maybe it was a sign that she wasn’t at the hotel I went to, that I should maintain the space between us, but as I watch her get off the elevator I decide to meet her at the door. It slides open just as she appears in front of it. She shouldn’t look so good when I’m so miserable without her. The vest she’s wearing over her shirt is too tight, the button near her bust line is near bursting off, and that skirt…
 
   If I get my way I’ll have that skirt wrapped around her waist in less than five minutes. I reach out and pull her in, her soft curves crashing into my chest. She leans back and I get lost in her smoky gray eyes. It’s still there, the invisible force that pulls at my heart and soul at the sight of her. When our lips touch I savor the moment, hoping to express my feeling with a simple kiss. But as usual, a tender kiss ignites a fire in us that has us tearing at each other’s clothes. Her soft hand skims across my abs and creeps into my pants, her fingers feel like silk against my rock hard erection. 
 
   “I came to see you last night,” I confess. “They said you weren’t staying there. Where are you staying?”
 
   Her body tenses up and her eyes are immediately alarmed and fearful. She snaps out of it quickly though, ignoring my question, and trying to distract me with her kisses. I hold her off and force her to look at me.
 
   “Where are you staying, Ella?”
 
   “With Rich,” she answers, and just like that my hard-on is forgotten and my anger threatens to erupt.
 
   “You’re staying with Harris?” I begin to fix my clothes. My moment of weakness is over. I missed her so much I was ready to forgive her, bury myself deep inside her, and let her wrap me in her love.
 
   “I’m not going to go through my friendship with Rich with you again. I needed a friend and Rich is helping chase away the loneliness.”
 
   “I’m sure he is,” I say annoyed with her excuses.
 
   “You don’t trust me and I don’t know how to fix that.”
 
   “How the fuck am I supposed to trust you,” I surprise myself by my angry tone. “You never let me in, I’m constantly learning things you should have revealed months ago, and you have a bevy of men at your beck and call.” I’m done with this shit or at least I wish I could be. What is it with this woman that makes me willing to go hell and back for her? She’s standing there staring at me, but I really need her to leave before I cave in.
 
    “I have work to do,” I say, hoping she’ll take the clue and leave.
 
   I’m being a fucking juvenile, but I don’t care. I watch Ella’s retreating frame and bite back the urge to ask her to stay. Losing my mother has me more scared than ever to love again. Before Ella, I was cold and unfeeling. Maybe my heart was even frozen, but frozen hearts don’t bleed the way mine does now.
 
   All this emotional bullshit isn’t for me, if I was capable of letting her go I would do it in a heartbeat, but even the thought of an existence without Ella terrifies me. My condo is unusually quiet and I dread going home every day after work.
 
   The intercom buzzes and Stephanie announces, “Mr. Maddox, Arianna is here to see you.”
 
   I should send her away, but surprisingly I tell her to let her in. Moments later she struts through my door in a red dress that’s clinging to her body like a second skin. She’s definitely here to stir up trouble and her seductive smile further confirms it. Instead of sitting across from me, she walks behind my desk, and sits next to me on the edge of the desk.
 
   I watch cautiously for her next move. She leans over and kisses my cheek. “Hey,” she says.
 
   “What do you want, Arianna?”
 
   She sighs and runs her hand over her thighs causing her dress to inch up. I almost roll my eyes at her obvious attempt to seduce me.
 
   “I left a couple things at the condo and I was wondering when I can come over and pick them up?”
 
   “Let’s not do this bullshit, Arianna. That has to be the most ancient trick in the book. Couldn’t you come up with anything a little more original?”
 
   She pouts her overly red lips at me before sighing in defeat. “Okay, you got me. I miss you.”
 
   “What is there to miss? All we ever did was fuck.”
 
   “Maybe that’s the problem, you were the best fuck of my life.” 
 
   “Arianna, you know I’m with someone now.”
 
   “I heard she moved out.” She smiles coyly at me.
 
   “Whether she’s staying with me or not is irrelevant, she’s still mine.”
 
   “Wow, I always thought I would be the girl to change you, make a committed man out of you…” A sad look crosses her face. “Can you tell me where I went wrong? What she did differently?”
 
   “Why is it always a competition between women? You did nothing wrong and she did nothing right. When you feel it there’s nothing someone can do or not do to change it. It’s sort of just there and it’s unexplainable.”
 
   “Alright I get it, you’re in love and we’re over. Can we at least be friends? For real this time, I won’t try to break up your relationship, or make catty remarks about Isabella anymore.”
 
   I give her a suspicious look and she smiles at me before crossing her heart with her finger.
 
   “Alright,” I shrug my shoulders. Hopefully my answer will get rid of her quicker.
 
   “Great,” she says jumping up from my desk. “Let me take you for our first friendship cup of coffee.”
 
   “No, that’s a bad idea.”
 
   “Come on Liam, it’s just a cup of coffee.”
 
   “Arianna, I swear if this is some kind of ploy…”
 
   “It’s not. It’s coffee between friends.”
 
   “Let’s go, but I’m paying.” I need to get out of here and stop thinking about Ella.
 
   I find myself smiling at her silliness on the ride down the elevator, she was always a carefree, happy spirit. It’s nice to see her acting like herself again, instead of the petty jealous version I’ve seen lately. We exit the elevator at the same time that Ella and Lillian step off the opposite one. She freezes and watches as Arianna and I walk by her. I’m not doing anything wrong and I definitely don’t owe her an explanation. I hardly glance her way so I’m a little startled when she jumps in front of me, stopping me midstride. She gives Arianna a nasty look before pulling me off into a corner.
 
   “What are you doing?” she hisses at me. I almost smile at how cute she is when she’s angry. 
 
   “Going out for coffee with a friend.” I glance at my watch in an attempt to rush her little confrontation.
 
   “Is this Alice all over again? Soon as we disagree about something you’re ready to run out and further damage what’s left of us.” She accuses.
 
   “We’re friends. You go out for coffee with Harris weekly, don’t you?”
 
   “It’s not the same, Liam.” She’s practically seething and I have to put an end to this before she makes a huge scene in my lobby.
 
   “It is the same. Now go home to your friend and stop making a scene.” I leave the building with Arianna, a little annoyed that she threw Alice in my face again. I thought we had left that behind us. 
 
   Arianna senses the change in my mood and tries to cheer me up with her quirky jokes, but I’m not in the mood, and I barely even talk while we’re in the coffee shop. We part ways outside the café with a hug and a promise to keep in touch, but I doubt that will happen because it felt a little forced and awkward being around her. Sometimes it’s best to leave the past behind you.
 
   ********
 
    
 
   That night, as I lie alone in my bed, my head is pounding from the rage I feel. Every second that I spend alone in this bed pisses me off more. Why did I have to fall in love with the most difficult woman in the world? The secrets she keeps are like a huge wall between us. I don’t know what else to do to get her to trust me with her past. 
 
   The investigator I hired is having a hard time uncovering anything on that Damon guy. Apparently most of his records have been sealed. He must have some really important people in his pocket for that to be possible. Ella’s past is not easy to dig up either. Other than the information the investigator was able to get me about her from college until now, everything else is blank. I should have figured out she had a lot of money a while ago. No one can cover their tracks that well unless they pay a high price.
 
    What happened with Lucas is what’s really keeping me from letting her come home. If she had only listened to me and not gone to Vegas with Lucas we would still be in a good place. I believe her when she says Lucas took advantage of her, but that doesn’t stop the sick feeling in my gut when I imagine him touching her like that. It’s exactly what I was trying to warn her about, but she was determined to go heal their friendship. If my mother hadn’t been on her deathbed that day in the hospital, I would have done far more damage to him than I did. Now she’s staying with Harris. Hmm…
 
   Fuck it. I know I shouldn’t, but I need to see her.  I jump out of the bed, pulling on a pair of jeans, and the shirt I discarded earlier. I button it up on my way out the door. I’m not sure why I’m going to Harris’s place to see her, maybe I just need to see her face, hear her voice, or maybe I just need to fuck her until I get her out my system.
 
  
 
  


Chapter 8
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   My eyes dart around the dark room, confused, and sleep hazed. The flashes of light from the TV are blinding and I scrunch up my eyes trying to focus. The pounding on the door jars me into a sitting position on the couch. The urgent thuds on the front door woke me, and with a glimpse at the cable box I notice it’s nearly three a.m. I drag myself to the door, and with one look through the peephole, I’m yanking the door open. Liam’s lowered head rises and his fierce expression worries me.
 
   “Are you okay? Come in.” I pull him through the doorway.
 
   His eyes burn into mine as he approaches me. One of his hands grabs hold of the back of my neck while the other wraps around my hip and pulls me against his body. His lips are so close to mine I can feel his heated breath against my face.
 
   “Where’s Harris?” he asks.
 
   “He’s with Lillian, he’s not coming back tonight. You want to sit and talk?”
 
   “I don’t want to talk,” he whispers. “I want to fuck.” That last word causes my body to shudder as he pushes me further in, and slams the door shut behind us. His head slants as his mouth comes crashing down on mine. I try to resist him by clamping my mouth shut, but that only causes him to nip at my lips with his teeth. He uses both hands to hold my head steady then demands, “Let me in. You need this as badly as I do.”
 
   I shake my head at him. “I want you back, not just meaningless se-” His tongue invades my mouth before I can finish and I melt against him shamelessly, powerless to his onslaught. I moan as he sucks on my tongue, grabs my shirt, and rips it loose. He presses me against the door, his large body trapping me. My hand tangles in his hair when he touches the edge of my panties.
 
   My body aches for his touch, for the feel of him deep inside me. If all he’ll offer me is this, I will shamefully accept his use of my body to ease the pain. I pull at his clothes desperate to feel his skin against mine. My panties tear, and I quickly unbuckle his belt, pulling his jeans over his hips and watch as his erection juts out. 
 
   Oh…Commando. 
 
   I wrap one leg around his waist, rubbing myself against his full, throbbing cock. His first thrust is deep and he’s fully embedded in me in one stroke. My eyes blur as I try to focus on his eyes, bewildered by the magnitude of emotions coursing through me.
 
   He freezes and I watch his heated eyes turn wild. With one hand on my hip he begins to pound into me viciously. His other hand wraps around the front of my neck, pushing my head against the door. The gentle pressure isn’t enough to be painful, but I know it reflects the hurt and the pain he feels about what happened with Lucas. His kisses are harsh and punishing, and they match the rhythm of his thrusts. His hand tightens around my neck and the loss of oxygen to my brain increases the pleasure.
 
   “Did he make you feel this way?” he growls. I shake my head as each thrust begins to feel more intense. My hand wraps around his arm and his grip loosens around my neck, but his cock pounds into me more furiously. His face is less than an inch from mine and he’s studying my every response.
 
    “Come now,” he demands through gritted teeth. I stare at him defiantly, loathing the way my body readily submits to him. He smirks at my attempt to keep him from having total possession of me. His hand cups my breast and he pinches my nipple. The sharp tug responds in my core. My eyes shut from the weight of the pleasure that’s racing through me. Each thrust enhances my climax and I hear myself in the distance begging him. I’m not sure if it’s to stop or for more, but he gives me more.
 
   He grabs both my thighs and lifts me up against the door. He bites my neck and nips my ear as his cock probes the slick tender flesh between my legs. My body begins to jerk from the flood of sensations, but he holds me firmly to accept each slamming thrust. His labored breaths against my ear match mine and I pull viciously at his hair, angry that I feel so consumed by my love of him, but knowing he’s going to walk away afterwards. He grunts in pain then trembles and bites down hard on my neck as he floods my clenching pussy with his hot cum. 
 
   The frenzy of emotions takes over, threatening to choke me. I miss him so much my heart aches. I cling to his sweat soaked hair, holding his head prisoner against my neck. 
 
   “This pussy is mine. If you even think to let another man touch it…” He shakes his head against my neck.
 
   “You can’t say that. If you won’t let me come home then you can’t tell me-” He cuts me off by rocking into me again.
 
   “Do you feel that?” he asks looking into my eyes. I moan involuntarily as his burgeoning erection pushes into me.
 
   “Did I not just prove that you belong to me?” He licks his fingers and brings them down over my swollen clit. He rolls it slowly between his deft fingers, holding me captive in his gaze as I battle against another orgasm. He owns me physically, emotionally, and even mentally. My mind is against this, but the way he’s controlling my body right now feels more like a mental fuck. I can’t concentrate on anything but those green eyes telling me what I need right now. As much as I know this will hurt me more when he’s gone, that I should kick him out and stop this push and pull, I’m mentally defective when it comes to making the right decision about Liam so I let him have his way with me.
 
   His thrusts are slow and his cock expands to quickly fill me. My clit throbs as each slide of his rough finger increases the tingling. He leans down and sucks my nipple into his warm mouth and I lose it. My body convulses, my pussy spasms relentlessly against his iron hard cock, and I fight to catch my breath. I whimper as he withdraws from me and tighten my hold on his arm.
 
   “Please,” I beg him not to leave me. I wish I could figure out a way to show him that love doesn’t have to be this painful, that the torture of being apart is far worse than the fear of being together. He stiffens and I can see him battling to keep his cool, but fear wins out in the end. He pulls on his pants and walks out the door before he buttons up his shirt.
 
   I lie back down on the couch with my heart crushed. It almost feels like I dreamed him appearing. I’m back on this lonely couch, in the same position, watching the same depressing shit. If it weren’t for the tenderness he left between my legs, I would’ve absolutely believed I was still asleep. I hug a pillow against my naked breasts and stare blankly at the television hoping that life will deal me another miracle.
 
   ********
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Isabella!” Adrian exclaims as I walk through the studio door Friday morning.
 
   “Hi, Adrian.” He pulls me in for a quick hug then kisses me on both cheeks. I try to match his happy mood, but I’m faking it. After the way Liam left me last night, I feel dejected.  
 
   “We’re all set for you. Gabriella is waiting for you in the dressing room. I’ll be waiting out here when you’re ready.”
 
   Gabby’s here? That’s unexpected. After what happened with Liam last night I was tempted not to show today. It’s even more depressing to have what you love in your arms then watch it walk away again. The door to the dressing room is wide open and Gabby is busy tapping her Smartphone.
 
   “Hey, Gabby,” I say as I walk through the door of the dressing room.
 
   “Hello, Isabella.” She smiles weakly at me. “Liam has already approved all the outfits I chose for you to wear so you just need to pick out four or five off of this rack, and then we can begin.”
 
   Approved? It’s almost laughable that Liam thinks he can tell me what to wear. Just because I let him barge in last night and fuck me, doesn’t mean he can dictate what I wear.
 
   “No offense, Gabby, I’m sure the clothes you picked out are amazing, but I don’t need Liam’s approval on what I wear.” Even if I absolutely loved everything on that rack I wouldn’t wear it just to maintain some control over my life. Gabby looks at me nervously and I can tell she’s battling to keep her opinion to herself.
 
   “I really didn’t want our first interaction to go this way so I’m just going to ask you something that’s been bothering me. Why don’t you like me?” She looks a little startled by my abruptness but shakes it off quickly.
 
   “It’s not that I don’t like you. You just make me nervous. Liam has always been this cold, distant man who doesn’t fall in love. I’m glad that he finally has, but I’m scared you’ll hurt him. You’re wild, spunky, and untamed. I think it’s great, but for a man like Liam who likes to be in control you can be a huge downfall for him.”
 
   “I don’t want to be his downfall. I just want to love him, but that doesn’t come easily for me. I know you’re important in his life and I’d like it if you at least stopped running off whenever I enter a room.”
 
   She smiles at me and nods her head. “See what I mean, you’re a no-nonsense bad-ass. I admire your honesty and respect you confronting me. I think we’ll be friends eventually, if not because of Liam than because you surprised me today.”
 
   “How’d I surprise you?”
 
   “You weren’t as bitchy as I thought you’d be and you have a backbone. I would never let a man tell me what to wear. Let’s go through the stuff they keep here for the models and shoot the best cover MADDOX Magazine has ever seen.”
 
   Gabby quickly changes her mind about my independent behavior once she sees what I pick out. She’s all for me being independent, but she absolutely refuses to have anything to do with the outfits I pick out, so she sits in a corner quietly while I get dressed. When I walk out on the set, Adrian’s eyes widen and he shakes his head vigorously.
 
   “No. Isabella, Mr. Maddox would lose his mind if I photograph you in that.”
 
   “What’s wrong with this?” I ask glancing in the mirror. I think I look hot. In exchange for the business suit Liam had approved I’m wearing a short black pinstripe skirt, making sure my garters show. Instead of a shirt I’m wearing only the vest with nothing underneath, which is hanging open showing plenty of cleavage and my navel ring.
 
   “Go change.”
 
   “Adrian, this is a men’s magazine they don’t want to see some stuffy business women on the cover.”
 
   “I agree, but you’re my boss’s girlfriend.”
 
   “And as the boss’s girlfriend, I should be the sexiest women who ever graced the cover.” He stares at me trying to come up with more excuses, but he knows I’m right. When Arianna was on the cover she wore short shorts and pasties to cover her nipples, I’m being conservative in comparison.
 
   “Fine, but you better be ready to be by my side when I get fired.” I roll my eyes at his exaggeration and take my place on the set. By the time I get to my third outfit change an idea pops into my mind. 
 
   “Oh Adrian,” I say in an excited voice. “You know I’ve always wanted to do?”
 
   “What?” He looks at me skeptically.
 
   “I’ve always wanted to take one of those photos where I’m on the bed covered in rose petals.”
 
   “No!” he says sharply.
 
   “Come on Adrian, Pleeeease.” I smile at him seductively.
 
   “Oh my god, you’re wickedly evil, how does that man put up with you?”
 
   “He doesn’t, maybe I do these crazy things to keep him interested.” Whoa. Did I say that out loud? I didn’t mean to reveal so much, but it slipped out, now Adrian and Gabby are staring at me like I’m pitiful.
 
   “You don’t need to be outrageous to keep Liam interested, Isabella,” Gabby says from her corner.
 
   “I know,” I lie. “So will you do it?” I ask Adrian, quickly changing the subject.
 
   “Go get ready.”
 
   “Yes!” I shout, bouncing down the hallway. Liam’s going to hate this, but I can’t help myself, I have trouble maker branded on my thigh.
 
   It’s mid-day by the time I finish the shoot and get to the office. I get in a couple hours of work done before I have to leave to meet Cayden. On my way out I see Rich sitting behind Lillian’s desk whispering into her ear. Lillian giggles at whatever he says and I smile at their display of love.
 
   “I see you two managed to fix everything last night.” They glance up at me and smile.
 
   “Yeah we did,” Lillian answers smiling at Rich. I’m not jealous of their happiness but I definitely miss feeling that way. I miss waking in Liam’s arms, I miss running my hand through his hair, I even miss hearing him breathe next to me in his sleep. He brings me a peace that is important to my sanity.
 
   Sleeping alone in Rich’s guest room tends to bring back memories I haven’t thought about in years, memories that keep me up at night, like I’m still stuck in that time and place.
 
    
 
  
 
  


Chapter 9
 
   Isabella
 
   11 years earlier
 
    
 
    
 
   “How does that feel, Isabella?” he prompts me. The sensation is causing my leg to shake, but I won’t give him what he wants. “Come on Isabella, tell me how much you love what I do to you.”
 
   He handles my body like an expert and bile rises in my throat as my orgasm approaches. I hate him. If I had the courage to, I would kill him with my bare hands. I stopped fighting him after the first few times. I got tired of hiding the bruises. I let him have me any way he wanted and he took advantage of my surrender to find ways to bring me pleasure from something that repulsed me.
 
   I grip the sheets and bite down on my tongue, refusing to let him hear my response to his mouth on my body. Tears roll down my face and the metallic taste of blood fills my mouth from the pressure of my teeth against my tongue. My legs begin to tremble and I tighten every muscle in my body, fighting against my treacherous body, but it doesn’t last long. My climax is melancholy and it mentally damages me each time. I shut down when he takes his pleasure from me and when he’s done he kisses me tenderly. He’s delusional about what we are to each other. He’s my abuser, but in his psychotic mind I’m his girlfriend. I watch him leave the room and relief washes over me until my mother enters moments later with a smirk on her face.
 
   “Another visit from your boyfriend? That’s twice this week. I wish your father knew how much of a slut you are. His little princess. His precious little girl,” she taunts me.
 
   “I should tell him!” I scream at her, but she laughs at my outburst.
 
   “Oh, it’s much too late for that. You think I don’t know about all the other men you sleep with? You’re a whore. What about that little tape you made? How would you like Daddy to see how much his daughter likes it when Damon fucks her?” She laughs before slamming the door behind her.
 
   The second time Damon came into my room I figured out my mother was the one that let him in. There was no way she hadn’t heard my screams. When I confronted her about it, she huffed in my face and said, “You’ve been teasing him for years, it’s about time he took what he wanted. You don’t flirt with a grown man without expecting to satisfy his grown up needs.”
 
   It shouldn’t have hurt so much. I had wiped away all feelings for her years ago, but this nearly killed me. I should have told my dad, but I felt so dirty and tainted. I needed to stay perfect in someone’s eyes so I kept Damon’s visits to myself so I could remain innocent in Daddy’s eyes. I found my own way to deal with it.
 
    I had sex. 
 
   Lots of sex, that I had control over.
 
    I hated it when Damon brought me to orgasm, but when I picked a guy to fuck I got to enjoy everything we did. I’m not sure if they were healing my broken soul or chipping away at it, but it felt great to be in charge. Sex became an addiction I used as a crutch to block out the pain that Damon caused me. 
 
   One night Damon got my mother to slip something into my drink. While I was drugged he made a tape of me willingly doing things to him, and enjoying what he did to me in return. The day he forced me to watch that tape, I got so sick that I spent two days in bed from the disgusted ache that threatened to overtake my body. With that tape Damon and my mother held all the power over me and I let them.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
   “I accept that I like dirty, rough sex, but how fucked up am I that I enjoyed the things Damon did to me?”
 
   “Did you enjoy it? Or did your body respond to its natural instincts?” Cayden cocks an eyebrow at me. “It sounds like you were tortured by it.”
 
   I did feel tortured by it. It led me down a different path, and caused me to do things I never imagined I would be capable of. I hate the cold bitch I turned into. I used men to heal something that is incurable. There isn’t a band aid or a pill that will fix this empty hole in my soul. The sex helped me forget, ignore the brutal truth of the abuse. I tricked myself into believing something so pleasurable couldn’t be so detrimental to me mentally. “I was tortured by it. Sometimes, I still am.”
 
   “You’re confusing biology with morality, Isabella. Morality is a choice, but sex is biological. It’s designed to be pleasurable and highly addictive. Damon fed your body’s addictive nature until you developed a full blown sexual addition. I know you feel guilty because of the orgasms, but I’d like to give you an example.” He shifts in his seat and puts his notepad on the table.
 
   “If someone cut you with a knife, your body’s reaction would be to bleed. Do you think you could stop that bleeding because you didn’t like it? No, because natural body reactions are not a choice. The sexual pleasure you felt doesn’t make you sick or responsible for Damon’s actions. You are not anymore responsible for having an orgasm than you would be responsible for bleeding if he stabbed you.”
 
   I guess I never looked at it that way. I can see the point he’s trying to make, but it’s going to take some time to wrap my mind around it, and finally end my battle with guilt.
 
   “I’d like to pose a question if you’re okay with continuing.” 
 
   “I’m fine with continuing.”
 
   “Do you think any of those men you slept with were worthy of you?”
 
   Worthy of me?
 
    It takes me a while to come to grips with my answer, but when I do it opens up more issues, “I’ve always thought more along the lines of me not being worthy of them. Not being worthy of anyone actually.”
 
   “Did you think that they would give you some worth?”
 
   “I don’t know. I do know it felt good to be able to give them pleasure; for that one moment in time I was capable of bringing someone happiness. But I could never really feel fulfilled and the hole in my soul just grew larger each time.”
 
   “It sounds like you were reenacting your trauma hoping you can get something different from the experience. You were afraid to talk about your trauma, so you told your story through your actions, but nobody ever saw it, did they? People are quicker to judge someone’s actions than to try figure out what’s causing them. So nobody heard your pleas for help through your reckless behavior.”
 
   “No one before Liam, he saw through my façade from the beginning. It scared me that he might really find out the truth and leave, but it delighted me that I didn’t have to pretend to be normal.”
 
   “You are normal Isabella, you just got pulled into an abnormal situation. Coming here and talking about your past is the first step towards healing the guilt and fear that makes you feel abnormal.” 
 
   “Opening up has always been a problem for me.”
 
   “It’s a problem for most victims of sexual abuse. Have you ever read Macbeth?”
 
   I nod my head. “In college.”
 
   “There’s a part where Malcolm says ‘Give sorrow words; the grief that doesn’t speak-’”
 
   “Whispers the o’er fraught heart, and bids it break,” I finish.
 
   “You know it?” he asks. I nod my head and he continues, “The grief you don’t talk about will build softly in your heart until it bids it to break, Isabella.”
 
   The grief has already broken it, ten times over. 
 
   I glance at the clock and realize we ran over our time, I begin to gather my things but he stops me before leaving the room. “One last thing Isabella, I think it would be wise for you to abstain from sex for a while.”
 
   “No. Absolutely not.  Cayden, the sex I have with Liam is totally different.” I suddenly feel nervous and fidgety. I’m willing to work on dealing with my past to be with Liam, but I can’t imagine being in the same room as him and not being able to touch him and taste him. 
 
   “How is it different?”
 
   “When I’m with Liam I’m not searching for happiness through sex. He is my happiness and I share my body with him. I don’t take what I need and leave. What I do with Liam can’t even be compared to the empty sex I had before him. When I’m with him I’m not trying to chase away the past. When I’m with him all I see is future possibilities.”
 
   “I still advise a period of abstinence. The choice is yours and I hope you take my advice.”
 
   I leave his office thinking how very unlikely that will be.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   On Saturday morning Gabby texts me, asking me to meet her for lunch at a local bar. I was that glad she was making the effort to reach out to me.  I’m actually excited when I walk in and see Gabby waiting for me at the bar. She waves at me as I walk towards her. I slip into the stool next to her and order a martini. 
 
   “I got us a table,” she says, pointing towards the back of the room. As soon as the bartender places my drink down we head to our table. We decide to order a sampler platter and share. We settle in to a natural conversation and I’m relieved because I was sure this would be awkward.
 
   “So what was Liam like in college?” 
 
   Her smile widens and she answers with one word, “Man-whore.” She shakes her head at the memory. “He was pretty horrible. I’m not even sure how we became friends. We were lab partners and afterwards I think the only reason he still talked to me was because he thought I would sleep with him.”
 
   “Oh…Okay...And did you?”
 
   “No, you can take that panicked look off your face. We’re both glad that never happened. If it had, I’m pretty sure we wouldn’t be friends now because before you his women didn’t stick around for long.” The waiter appears and places a platter in the middle of the table.
 
   “Yeah, but it looks like I didn’t last that long either.” I hate to admit it but it’s been two days since he showed up at Rich’s place, and I’m starting to think we won’t get past our problems. The longer the separation, the more I fear losing him permanently.
 
   “He misses you,” she says.
 
   “I miss him too,” I admit.
 
   Gabby sighs and rolls her eyes, “You two are just too similar. You both like to be in control so you’re always bumping heads. This is the first time either of you have been in love and you have to learn how to maintain that. It may not seem like it now, but you’ll be back together in no time.”
 
   No time at all seems to be taking an eternity. I miss seeing his face every morning and I miss being wrapped in his warmth at night. Most days when I wake in the morning I get a sick feeling when I realize he’s not next to me.
 
   “Are you going to eat?” Gabby asks when she realizes I haven’t touched the platter of fried goodness.
 
   “I’m not really hungry, I just wanted to spend some time with you. Thanks for the pep talk.”
 
   “I’m doing a lot of that lately,” she says, but I can’t imagine Liam needing a pep talk. After all he’s the one who left me and I would pathetically take him back soon as he let me in.
 
  
 
  


Chapter 10
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   On Monday morning I practically drag myself into the office. Rich went away for the weekend and won’t be back till tonight so the apartment’s been really quiet. Without Rich to brighten my mood, I stayed in bed most of the weekend after my lunch with Gabby.
 
   “Ella?” Lillian’s voice booms through the intercom on my desk.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Liam’s secretary just called. He wants you in his office in five minutes.”
 
   Oh god, I feel nervous and excited at the same time. Lately when we get in the same room all we do is argue until we’re both agitated, but the eroticism is ever present. By the time I get myself together and make it to his office, I’m more than ten minutes late, and his irritated face reflects it.
 
   I sit across from him as he glares at me from his commanding throne. He tosses me a magazine and when my eyes fall on the cover I giggle at the absurdity of his reaction. “You’re angry because of my photo shoot?”
 
   “You’re naked, Ella, it’s practically porn.”
 
   I can’t help it so I laugh harder, even when he gets up, comes around the desk, and pulls me up to face him. These arguments are getting more nonsensical every day. We’re either fiercely angry with each other or blissfully happy, there’s no middle ground.
 
   “You think this is funny, but I’m this close to firing Adrian over this.” That comment sobers me up quickly.
 
   “It’s just a picture. Arianna was just as bare when she was on the cover.”
 
   “I don’t give a fuck about Arianna. I don’t want you walking around in front of Adrian naked.”
 
   “He was very professional.”
 
   “Oh I’m sure he was, just as professional as your Dr. Knight.” His sarcasm stings me, reminds me of the low opinion he has of me and his lack of trust in me. He must have seen the flash of hurt in my eyes because his expression softens.
 
   “I didn’t mean that,” he says, but I just shrug it off and try to walk away, but his hold on me tightens. “I’m sorry,” he whispers before gently kissing my chin then my lips. My body responds immediately, I grip his shirt, and pull him against my body. He tastes so familiar yet different; like coming home after an extended trip and appreciating everything anew.
 
   My hand moves to his chin and I can feel his jaw flexing as his mouth moves aggressively against mine. I don’t care what happens thirty minutes from now. I know I need him and I’ve always been good at taking what I want. I fumble with the buttons of his shirt, but when my hand gets to his belt buckle, they’re steady and quick. I get a head rush from feeling him hot and heavy against my palm. I’m dizzy with the excitement of tasting him. 
 
   He refuses to end the kiss, his mouth following mine as I move away, but I’m determined to taste him so I drop to my knees, pulling his pants and underwear down as I go. I breathe him in, my nose caressing his shaft while my tongue flickers over his tightened sac. He leans back against the desk and his abdominal muscles flex as I lick him from the base to the bulbous tip of his cock. He watches me as I slide his thick length to the back of my throat. His eyes grow heavier and heavier as I maneuver him in and out my warm mouth, being sure to apply powerful suction to the tip and gentle licks over the pulsating veins.
 
   His legs begin to quiver, and I’m seconds away from tasting his explosion all over my tongue when he pulls me off by my hair. He pulls me up within inches of his face and stares at me. He’s breathing heavily and the muscle in his jaw twitches when I grip his erection in my hand. He tears my shirt open before moving in behind me and pushing me down against the desk. 
 
   Oh…I can’t wait.
 
   Cool air caresses my ass when he raises my skirt around my waist. He tears my thong off and drops it on the desk in front of me like a symbol of what he’s going to do to me. One thick finger grazes my clit and I wiggle backwards to extend the contact, but the sharp sting of his palm smacking my ass causes me to jerk forward. My pussy throbs, in need of his thick possession. He leans over me with his cock pressing against my wet entrance and his hot breath at my ear.
 
   “Your pussy is begging me to fuck it.”
 
   Oh god please…
 
   “What are you waiting for?” I whine.
 
   He slides in so quickly my breath catches then I ride the wave of pleasure that always follows his possession. His hands come around and pull my bra down until my breasts pop out, exposing my erect nipples. He rolls them between his fingers and it fuels him to thrust faster and deeper.
 
   “Oh…oh that’s good…so good…so good,” I chant with each inward thrust. He adjusts and now his sharp thrusts rub perfectly against my g-spot, my body begins to tremble so I reach back and grip his arm. His muscles bunch under my hand, but his rhythm doesn’t falter as I come with a throaty moan. I reach between my legs to caress my clit to prolong the incredible sensation, but it only causes me to come again, and Liam is forced to slow down to accommodate my withering motions. He caresses my back and kisses my neck until my tremors subside.
 
   He resumes with his deep strokes, the slapping sound of his motions and raspy grunts echo in the room. He’s relentless in his pursuit of completion, minutes pass and I’m riding on the edge of another climax. When his rhythm finally breaks, he lets go of my hips and cups my breast. His sweat-soaked body covers my back and he pants into my ear. His body jerks and he comes with a whispered cry into my ear. That sound and the way he’s rolling my nipples with his fingers tip me over the edge and I climax hard, wailing loudly into the quiet office.
 
    
 
   ********
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   “You seem different today,” Cayden observes.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “You’re glowing, happy even. What’s going on?”
 
   He’s going to fuck up my high, but honesty is the first rule when I walk through that door so… “That’s because I had sex with Liam less than two hours ago and I feel amazing.”
 
   He stares at me quietly, his frown deepening with each passing second. He runs a hand through his hair or maybe he’s trying to pull his hair out, I can’t tell. “You are probably the most difficult, most stubborn patient I’ve ever had.”
 
   “Nothing has ever come easily to me, and that reflects on everyone around me.” I answer.
 
   “Let’s talk a little about your relationship with Liam Maddox.”
 
   My stomach flutters at the mention of his name and my guard immediately comes up. “What about my relationship?”
 
   “Let me start by asking if you know what codependency is?”
 
   “Cayden.” The brisk warning in my tone is not disguised.
 
   “We really need to explore this, Isabella,” he says watching me from his all-knowing chair. I remain silent because I can already feel my temper rising.
 
   “I’m just going to lay it all out for you Isabella, because sometimes we need others to help us see the full picture.”
 
   I feel cornered, my tension is at red alert, and I hate where this session is headed.
 
   “You were violated as a child so you turned to sex to feel better, but instead you became addicted. Once you broke free of your abuser you found Lucas and clung to him like a lifeline. You forced yourself into a relationship with him because you needed to be accepted and loved. Problem is he never knew you and you lied to make sure he never did. Then you jump out of one destructive relationship into another. You cling to Liam even harder then you did Lucas because he sees through your lies and you finally found someone who heard your cries for help.”
 
   “I cling on to Liam because I’ve never felt anything like this before.” I didn’t mean to cut him off, but I couldn’t remain quiet any longer. “When I used to hear women say they were addicted to a man, I thought it was the dumbest bullshit I ever heard. Now here I am, I can’t sleep, eat or breathe without that man. You don’t understand the headiness of that addiction until it’s embedded in you and you’re trapped. I love him, and I’m not afraid to say it anymore.”
 
   “Are you sure you’re not mistaking sex for love because from what you’ve told me, Liam had issues with his mother and may be struggling with the same sense of unworthiness as you. So I have to ask you how two people who feel unworthy of love can possibly love each other?”
 
   “Don’t do this, Cayden. Please don’t try to take away the only thing that’s right in my life.”
 
   “That’s not what this is about, Isabella. I want to see you healthy, but your relationship with Liam may hinder that.”
 
   “I don’t care!” I yell at him.
 
   He watches me totally unaffected by my outburst so I take a deep breath and center myself because he’s only trying to help me. “Look Cayden, I took psychology in college and I know I’m the poster child for codependency. I have self esteem issues, I lie so people won’t reject me, I mask the pain of my past, I use sex to feel valued and the list goes on and on. Does that mean I never deserve to find love? Because that’s exactly what brought me here and now you’re saying I can’t have that.”
 
   “You deserve to be loved, but not by a man who talks about you like you’re his possession. A man who can’t even see you talk to another man without erupting.”
 
   “So Liam’s possessive and jealous, nobody’s perfect Cayden. If those are his biggest flaws, then I can live with that because I have far worse flaws.”
 
   “Isabella, he shows up in the middle of the night for sex after asking you for space, and then he walks out. You’re a sex addict. He might as well have stuck a needle in your arm and left you alone to ride out your high. He used sex to make sure you remembered he owned you.”
 
   This conversation is going from bad to worse. I’m fully aware of how fucked up my relationship with Liam is, but I don’t care. Cayden is adamantly fighting a battle he will ultimately lose because nothing short of death will keep me from Liam. 
 
   “He doesn’t even know the details of my past or about my sexual addiction. He knows I’m damaged, but I’ve kept the details from him so don’t make it seem like he’s feeding my disease when he isn’t even aware of it.”
 
   “You need to tell him.”
 
   “I know, and I will but…the fear and shame are really hard to overcome.”
 
   “If he loves you then he will accept you as you are.”
 
   “He already has. I’m the one who needs to accept me.”
 
   “That’s what I’m here for.” He smiles at me cockily.
 
   “Are you always this aggressive?” 
 
   “Are you always this stubborn?” He fires back.
 
   “Yes,” we answer in unison, and I can only sit back and smile at him. I met my match in Dr. Cayden Knight. He takes my shit then throws it right back at me. I couldn’t imagine anyone being able to pull this much out of me, but he’s just what I need and his timing is impeccable.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
   Liam
 
    
 
   “Your attitude is shit,” Gabby says as she gathers up the files on my desk and puts them all into her bag.
 
   “Thanks, I really needed someone to point that out for me,” I say sarcastically.
 
   “You need to let that woman come home. She’s almost as miserable as you are.”
 
   “Since when did you become her staunch supporter?” Gabby has been really reserved about Ella. She rarely even comments when I bring her name up. This one hundred eighty-degree turn in her opinion towards Ella is strange to say the least.
 
   “She’s growing on me. We went to lunch a couple days ago and I felt the same depressive vibe from her that I’m getting from you now.”
 
   “You went to lunch together? What happened to her being a little too wild for you?”
 
   “She is wild, but no tame woman would be able to keep up with you anyway. I can tell she loves you though.”
 
   “I know she loves me. It’s her not trusting me with her secrets that are the problem. And the men…every time I turn around there’s a new one panting after her.”
 
   “Sounds like you’re having trust issues too. Besides you’re one of the most eligible bachelors around. Women are always chasing after you. If she could live with that then you need to adjust, too.”
 
   Tell that to the jealous rage that boils in me when another man so much as touches her. When she left my office two days ago, she left with a piece of my sanity. I know I need to let her come home or end this relationship soon because the push and pull is physically draining.
 
   “Just promise me you’ll go talk to her and see what you two can work out because I can’t stand another day of your sour attitude.”
 
   “You want me to talk with the queen of non-communication? I can’t promise you anything, but maybe I’ll go see her tonight.”
 
  
 
  


Chapter 11
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
   Wednesday night I curl up on Rich’s sofa with a tub of Ben & Jerry’s chocolate therapy. I rarely eat ice cream, but I guess it’s one of those automatic remedies to alleviate the pain of missing a man.
 
   Rich is out with Lillian so I decide to watch Shrek the Third. I’m not sure if it’s due to my fucked up childhood or not, but I love these kids movies. Besides, with all of the subtle innuendos in these movies, they’re probably more geared towards adults.
 
   A knock at the door interrupts the movie about halfway through. I pause it and head to the door, annoyed by someone intruding on my alone time.
 
   “What are you doing here?” Cayden was the last person I expected to see at my door.
 
   “I’m here to take you to dinner,” he announces. I grimace at him because I’m not in the mood to go out or deal with people in general.
 
   “I already ate,” I lie, unless you consider ice cream a meal.
 
   “No you didn’t, Isabella. You’re moping around in a state of depression over a man. You’re going to go get dressed and let me take you out so you can begin to function normally. Being cooped up in here is counterproductive.”
 
   I stare at him, silently praying for him to disappear, but he just leans against the door frame and crosses his arms.
 
   “Fine.” I pout as I let him in.
 
   He watches me turn the television off, gather the blanket, and pick up the empty ice cream container.
 
   “Shrek?”
 
   “Did you come here to insult my choice of movies?” Okay, I’m being snarky, but I really wanted to be left alone tonight.
 
   “No, you’re just very unpredictable,” he answers.
 
   “There’s nothing interesting about being predictable. If I wore the same clothes every day, I’d look dull. If I ate the same food everyday it would taste bland. When something or someone unexpected hits you, the sensation is exhilarating.”
 
   “You are exhilarating Isabella, more than you even know.”
 
   I’m not sure if that’s true, but I know I haven’t been feeling anywhere near exhilarated lately. I head into my room to get dressed, and going by Cayden’s jeans and t-shirt, I dress casually then I grudgingly leave with Cayden for dinner.
 
   He takes me to a local steakhouse. I order a salad that I pick at while Cayden devours his steak and watches me disapprovingly when I don’t finish my salad.
 
   “I’m worried about you.”
 
   “I’m fine, Cayden.”
 
   “No, you’re not. The past couple sessions you’ve become more reserved and you canceled this afternoon.”
 
   “It was one session, Cayden. I didn’t feel well.”
 
   “Heartsickness isn’t a real ailment. You’re mentally dragging yourself down and I’m not sure he’s worth it.”
 
   “Don’t even go there, Cayden. I’m clear on how you feel about Liam, but no one can control how I feel about him.” 
 
   He sighs and I can tell he’s going to drop the topic. “Our sessions are going to be less frequent. I have to start shooting the new season of my show, but I’m really nervous about leaving you without counsel. I can refer you to-”
 
   “No, Cayden. I’ll only talk to you. I’ll be fine until you come back so don’t worry about me.”
 
   “If you weren’t sinking into depression, then I wouldn’t be so worried. I’ll be leaving next week, and I’ll be back after two weeks, but call me anytime day or night if you need to talk.”
 
   “Do you worry this much about all your patients?”
 
    He smiles and his golden eyes light up. “I worry about them, but you’re a special woman, Isabella. I might be a little more concerned about you.”
 
   I’m glad when we finally leave the restaurant and Cayden takes me back to Rich’s place. He insists on walking me up to the door, which was unnecessary. “Promise me something, Isabella.” 
 
   I whirl around to face him and realize he’s a lot closer to me than I thought. His eyes are seriously intense and if the door wasn’t at my back I would take a step back. “Don’t let him break your spirit.” His hand reaches up and pushes my hair from my face, his fingers caressing my face. “You’re a beautiful, intelligent woman. Your past hasn’t scarred you as badly as you think. Don’t let him break you.”
 
   Cayden moves in closer and I can feel his rapid breaths across my lips. The look in his eyes is indistinct, but there is no doubt in my mind what he wants. My eyes lower to his lips just before they brush against mine. My intelligent mind tells me to push him away, but my inane hands take forever to receive the message. 
 
   My palms push against his chest just as his tongue dances across my lip. I stare into his eyes and I’m sure the same look of panic in his eyes is reflected in mine. “I’m sorry, Isabella.”
 
   Before I can respond to his apology a deep, mocking voice cuts me off. “ ‘We’re only patient and doctor,’ she says to me.”
 
   Liam.
 
   He appears out of nowhere and the angry look on his face is frightening. “You should get your hands off my girl before I bash your face in.” His tone is cool, but his expression is fierce.
 
   Cayden recovers from his shock of Liam appearing quickly, and steps up to him fearlessly. “You broke it off with her, I’m pretty sure she’s not yours anymore.”
 
   Liam’s dry sarcastic laugh sends chills up my spine. I don’t want this to escalate into a physical altercation. “Is that what you think Dr. Knight? You think you can replace me?” He shakes his head in disbelief. “Let me tell you something Doctor, the bond Ella and I share is unbreakable. Time and space don’t detract from a love like that. You need to be the professional she’s paying you to be, and get the fuck out of here.”
 
   “Isabella, this is exactly what we talked about, he’s violent and irrational-” 
 
   Liam grabs him by his jacket before he can finish, pulling him close as he seethes in his face. “I warned you in your office not to fuck with my relationship.”
 
   “Wait, you went to see Cayden at his office?”
 
   “Weeks ago, because I knew he was going to pull this shit.”
 
   “Oh god, Cayden I’m sorry.”
 
   “Don’t apologize for me,” he turns a sharp eye at me, letting go of Cayden with a push. “You know what? You’ve gone on for months about how he’s just your therapist, but I get here and you’re minutes away from pulling him through that door and fucking him.” His rage is out of control and I can see he’s about to lose it in this hallway. He’s so close to me I can practically feel the anger radiating out of his body. 
 
   “Cayden’s right, you’re being irrational, maybe you should go home and calm down.” He stares at me incredulously before pulling me down the hallway, out of Cayden’s earshot. His big body surrounds me as he backs me up against the wall and whispers in my ear, “Don’t do this to us, Ella. I swear if you fuck him I’m going to lose control and hurt him”
 
   “Stop,” I say as my hands run up his chest, over his neck, and cup his face. I force him to look into my eyes. “The kiss should’ve never happened and I’m sorry you had to see that.” If our positions were switched I would have died a little inside watching him kiss another woman.
 
   “I’m not going to have sex with Cayden or any other man, but you can’t just show up here demanding things and invading my space when this separation was all your idea.” I run my hand through his hair and have to restrain myself from pulling his head down for a kiss.
 
   “You make it impossible to take you back when you’re always pulling shit like this. Sometimes I think you purposely sabotage our relationship. You are your own worst enemy.”  He pushes off the wall, and I instantly miss his body against mine. My heart aches as I watch him walk down the hallway.
 
   Lillian and Rich step off the elevator, and Liam steps on without saying a word to either one of them. Rich gives me a curious look as he approaches. “What’s that about?” he asks.
 
    Cayden steps in beside me and Rich frowns at him.
 
   “This is Dr. Cayden Knight, and that,” I point in the direction Liam left, “is me putting a dagger into what’s left of my relationship.”
 
   “Don’t blame yourself, Isabella,” Cayden says. “He was irrational.”
 
   “No, I think he had a pretty rational reaction to you kissing me.”
 
   “Oh…wow. I told you to make the man jealous not rip his heart out. Maybe we should take this inside,” Rich says. “My neighbors don’t need to watch an episode of General Hospital unfold in the hallway.”
 
   I try to bite back my smile but a giggle escapes anyway. “I hate you, Rich.” He always makes me smile when I just want to curl up and die.
 
   “Yes and I hate to love you too, Isabella.”
 
   Lillian wraps an arm around my waist and guides me inside while Cayden takes the seat Rich offers him and watches me nervously. “You need to separate yourself from him,” he finally says. I knew that was coming.
 
   “Cayden, what happened in the hallway was wrong and it can never happen again. I’m not going to blame Liam for his reaction to our mistake.”
 
   “He acted like a maniac and you basically coddled him with sweet caresses. It’s like watching a train wreck about to happen.”
 
   “In Liam’s defense,” Lillian jumps in, “he’s been through a lot lately and a person can only take so much pain before they snap.”
 
   “I’m not good for him,” I say under my breath. The pain in his eyes before he left stayed with me, and I don’t want that for him. I want him to be happy, not dragged down into my painful existence.
 
   “Oh god, now we’re making backwards progress.” Cayden rises up from his seat, and looks down at me. “I need to see you in my office on Monday.” He slams the door as he exits.
 
   “I swear I just want to shake some sense into you,” Lillian jumps out of her seat and glares at me as soon as the door shuts. “I mean Cayden’s hot enough to melt a woman’s panties, but kissing him was a bad move.”
 
   “Hey!” Rich shouts at her.
 
   “I love you baby, but that man is a god. He sits about one step down from Liam Maddox.”
 
   He smirks at her while shaking his head. “I’ll get my placement on that list, because I’m the one you’ll be calling god tonight.”
 
   Lillian face turns a light shade of pink and she glares at Rich. “Do you mind? I’m trying to be serious here.”
 
   “Carry on,” Rich says throwing up his hands.
 
   “Isabella, you have to stop standing in your own way.”
 
   “You sound like Liam, he said I’m sabotaging our relationship.”
 
   “Of course you are, because you don’t think you deserve happiness. So you think you need to push him away before he comes to his senses and gets rid of you. Please Isabella, hold on to that happiness because my heart can’t take seeing the anguish that lives in your eyes.”
 
   Everything in words always seems so simple, but it’s getting my damaged brain to process those words and turn them into actions that is nearly impossible. I stay stuck in my head for the rest of the night, blocking Lillian and Rich out. I nod and smile at the appropriate times to keep them from worrying about me, but that gets old fast so I retire to my room to sulk. I’m already dreading the codependency lecture I’m going to get from Cayden on Monday, but it’s thoughts of Liam that keep me up most of the night.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Liam
 
    
 
   I pull the door open and force myself to smile back at her.
 
   “I’m surprised you called,” she says.
 
   I pull her body against mine and slam the door shut. “Do you understand what this is, Arianna?” Her blue eyes sparkle with excitement and she nods enthusiastically.
 
   “Don’t worry I know what you need,” she leans forward and initiates the kiss. The scent of her perfume overpowers my senses. She licks at my lips trying to deepen the kiss but the guilt in my gut is quickly building.
 
   Why do I feel guilty? I need to do this to move on, rid myself of the weakness Ella brings out in me. Arianna’s hand lands on my belt. She’s definitely trying to get in before I change my mind. As soon as her fingers brush against me I jolt back like I’ve been shocked by an electric current.
 
   “Fuck!” I roar, frightening Arianna with my outburst.
 
    Why can’t I just take what she’s offering me and leave Ella behind? This relationship is torture and I’ve turned into a masochist. I can’t even bring myself to do anything that would permanently end us.
 
   “You have to leave.” I walk into my study leaving Arianna to let herself out. I grab the bottle of scotch from the bar just as Arianna follows me into the room.
 
   “Is this about her?”
 
   “It always about her. Everything in my life is about her since she stumbled into it.”
 
   “I can stay…we can just talk.”
 
   Talk about what? How Ella takes every opportunity she has to ruin what could be beautiful? How I’m foolish enough to hold on to her hoping I can fix her broken pieces?
 
   “I’m not going to sit here pouring my heart out to you, Arianna.”
 
   “Why not? You look like you need a friend and I thought we were friends now.”
 
   “We’re not friends. I called you in the middle of the night so I could fuck you. I was going to use you Arianna, that’s not friendship.”
 
   “And I would’ve let you, it’s what you do. Well, it’s what you used to do before you met her.”
 
   “Yeah, I’m the asshole who used to fuck women and walk away. I guess I’m getting what I deserve now.” I down a shot of scotch and let the golden liquid run down my throat. Hoping the burn will take the pain away.
 
   “What happened tonight?” she asks stopping in front of the bar and pouring a shot in the glass I just used. She tips it back and immediately begins coughing. I hand her a bottle of water before answering her question.
 
   “Doesn’t matter what happened. My bottle of scotch and I are going to sit here and call it a night”
 
   “I’ll keep you company. Friends don’t let friends drink alone.”
 
   I used to have some sense of control over the women in my life, now I can’t get Ella out my mind and I can’t get Arianna out of my fucking home. She sits next to me on the sofa with another shot glass in her hand. She pours two shots and hands me one.
 
   “Cheers,” she says, clinking her glass with mine. We slam the glasses back down on the table simultaneously before she picks up the bottle and refills them again.
 
   ********
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   My head is pounding, and I’m almost afraid to open my eyes. A soft body squirms on top of me and I know instantly it’s not Ella. I crack my eyes open and nudge Arianna on the shoulder. She slowly looks up and runs a hand through her hair.
 
   “Good morning,” she smiles.
 
   “I need to get up,” I say, waiting for her to move. Her smile fades as she rolls off me. I rush off to the bathroom, relieved that I’m still fully dressed. I don’t know how I get myself into these situations, but I need to get her out of here quickly. It feels really odd to have someone other than Ella up here. I quickly brush my teeth and throw some water on my face in an attempt to feel somewhat human again.
 
   “You need to leave,” I say as soon as I step back into my study. I’m not going to waste time with pleasantries when I really just want her gone.
 
   “Can I use your bathroom first?”
 
   “Yeah, down the hall, first door to your left.” She scurries off as I sit behind my desk and lay my head down to ease the thumping.
 
   A couple minutes later, a door slams so loud my head nearly explodes. I jolt into an upright position in time to see Ella storming into the room.
 
   “Where the fuck is she?” she screams, every word piercing painfully into my head.
 
   “First of all, stop fucking screaming. Secondly, what are you talking about?”
 
   She stomps up to my desk glaring at me with wild eyes. “I called you less than ten minutes ago and Arianna answered. Did you fuck her?”
 
   If I wasn’t so hung over maybe I’d enjoy going another round with her, but right now I just need a shower and my bed. I round the desk and face her. “After the shit you pulled last night you have no right to barge in here questioning me.”
 
   “Liam, it’s like an unwritten rule between us. We both do our best to ruin this relationship, but we know once we cross that line there’s no going back so I need to know. Did. You. Fuck. Her?”
 
   Footsteps thud in the hallway behind her and Arianna walks in wearing a robe, soaking wet from a fresh shower. This is unreal. She’s setting me up.
 
   “Oh I’m sorry,” she feigns a surprised look.
 
   “She’s wearing my robe,” Ella says in quiet shock. She looks back and forth between Arianna and me before walking calmly towards Arianna. She just stands there staring at her. I know she’s going to erupt, but I don’t make a move to stop her.
 
    In a flash Ella grabs a handful of her hair, and pulls her within inches of her face. “Take it off,” she hisses.
 
   “Let go of my hair,” Arianna shrieks, struggling to loosen Ella’s iron-like grip from her hair. I should step in and help her but I really hate how she set this all up.
 
   “Take it off now or I swear to god I’ll-”
 
   “Okay,” Arianna says untying the robe and pushing it off her shoulders. It slides down to the floor exposing her naked body and Ella growls. She pulls a screaming Arianna by her hair and drags her out of the room. I hear the door slam shut and then Ella storms back in the room.
 
   “Did you at least let the woman get her clothes?”
 
   “Fuck her.”
 
   I shake my head as I pass by her. I quickly gather Arianna’s clothes from the bathroom and hand them to her in the lobby. She whispers a sorry to me, but I don’t acknowledge it. I don’t care for her apology. I just don’t need her getting attacked in the elevator while leaving my building.
 
   Ella is on verge of a breakdown when I step back into the study. Her eyes are misty and she’s taking shallow breaths to keep composed. “If you wanted to end us, you didn’t have to do it this way,” she says in a shaky voice. “What happened to not having women up here?”
 
   I invited Arianna up here because I knew it would hurt Ella the most. I wasn’t thinking straight after seeing her with Cayden and resorted to what we do best. She pushes me and I push back harder. At some point we’ll push each other so far, there will be no amount of pulling that will get us back together.
 
   “If you wanted to hurt me then congratulations, you won this one.”  She runs a hand through her tousled hair and shakes her head at me.
 
   “I didn’t sleep with her.”
 
   “Then why is she naked in our home?” she screams.
 
   “I invited her, but nothing happened. We drank then fell asleep. The shower thing was a set up. She probably knew you would show up here after she picked up my phone. You can’t just barge in here acting like a maniac whenever you want. Maybe you should give me my key back.”
 
   She takes a step back, bewildered by my request. “You want your key back?” She pulls the card out her pocket, walks up to me, and presses it up against my chest. She lets go and the card slides down to the floor. 
 
   “I hate you sometimes.” Her voice quivers and I know she’s saying it out of anger, but the words still sting.
 
   I grab her by the back of her neck and pull her face up to mine, her body plastered against me. “Say it again,” I demand. “Tell me how much you hate me.” Her lips tremble and her eyes drop to my lips then return to my eyes. She battles with her true feelings until the electric current of emotions between us erupts and she presses her soft lips against mine.
 
   “I want to hate you,” she says against my lips.
 
   “But you don’t.” I thrust my tongue into her mouth and every emotion I feel is displayed in that kiss. Love. Anger. Resentment. It’s all there in that passion-filled kiss. This is a horrible idea because every time I get another taste of her I feel like I’m being pulled deeper into an unsalvageable situation.
 
   Her hands caress my chest and run a smooth a line down to flirt with the edge of my pants. She pulls on the drawstring until her warm hand closes over me. She rapidly strokes my hardened length, causing me to growl into her mouth. It might not be a wise decision, but I know I’m going to fuck her within an inch of her life.
 
   I tear at her shorts and shirt like a mad man until nothing is left between us. Her smooth skin presses against my body, nipples rub against my chest as I lift her up by her thighs, and impale her with my throbbing erection. Her arms wrap around my neck for support and I revel in her warmth wrapped around my cock like a wet glove. I control our motions, picking her up and slamming her down back down on me while watching her accept each punishing thrust.  
 
   As I quicken our pace her moans increase, her face contorts with pleasure and her breast sway temptingly against my chest. I want to suck her nipple into my mouth and watch her squirm, but she latches on to my hair, pulling on it until it stings. I fuck her so hard she’s gasping for breath.
 
   “You’re mine,” she declares staring into my eyes.
 
   “Then take me. Take all of me.”
 
   “I am baby,” she moans.  “God, I’m taking all of you.” She explodes with a climax that has her pussy clenching down on me so tightly my rhythm falters and my balls tighten from the intense sensation. 
 
   “Come for me,” she whispers against my ear, sending shivers down my spine. My grip tightens as she gyrates her hips in a circular motion, up and down my rigid shaft. “Give it to me baby.” She sucks on that spot under my ear that makes me shiver.
 
   “Fuck!” I groan in blissful ecstasy as I shoot off deep into her soft depths. My arms wrap around her waist and I hold on to her as tightly as she’s clinging to me. Her heart is beating rapidly against my chest and our breathing is equally erratic. We’re still intimately connected, our combined moisture leaking onto my balls, and I’m tempted to take her to my bed and fuck her all over again.
 
   I know I need to separate myself from her. This relationship is destructive and I’m not sure we’ll ever figure out how to do this right. I lift her off me and let her legs slide down to the ground. She looks at me sadly because she knows as well as I do that this did not fix things between us.
 
   “Let yourself out.” I walk out of the room before I invite her to stay and this endless circle continues.
 
  
 
  


Chapter 12
 
   Liam 
 
    
 
   Monday morning I’m all about running my company. I remember a time when this company consumed all my time and I wasn’t plagued with thoughts of a sexy, wild-haired brunette with an amazing set of gray eyes.
 
   Saturday after she left I suffered a hangover from the scotch and the sex. Her scent clung to me as I collapsed on my bed. It’s been so long since I’ve tasted her that I just want to chain her to my bed and feast on her pussy until I can quell this hunger inside me.
 
   “Mr. Maddox, Richard Harris is here to see you,” Jessica announces, interrupting the images in my mind of Ella screaming for mercy on my bed as I fuck her. I have to be across town in less than an hour, but this could only be about Ella and I’m curious to learn what he has to tell me about her.
 
   “Send him in.”
 
   He enters the office cautiously, and I’m glad the man is smart enough to have some fear of me. “What is this about Harris?” I ask soon as he sits down.
 
   “Put down your guard. I only want to talk about Isabella.”
 
   “What about her?”
 
   “I’m worried about her. She won’t eat, she rarely has anything to say, and she barely leaves the house unless she’s coming here. You really need to stop torturing her.” 
 
   “Why are you assuming I’m doing something to her?” He thinks he has some kind of inside track to my relationship and I wonder how much Ella tells him.
 
   “You left her and for someone like Isabella that’s a pretty big deal. We all know she’s hiding something from her past, but if you love her you need to let her open up when she’s ready.”
 
   “You just have all the answers to fixing my relationship, don’t you?”
 
    Arrogant prick.
 
   “Look I know you lost your mother but-”
 
   “You don’t know shit about my mother,” I snap. It’s one thing to come into my office to lecture me about Ella but to bring my mother into this…hell no.
 
   “I apologize. I don’t mean to over step, but Isabella’s my friend and I hate to see her so miserable. All I was trying to say is that you never know when you’re going to run out of time to fix things with someone.” He stands up and I realize I’m more pissed at him because he’s right.
 
   “And for the record,” he says as he’s walking away, “Isabella and I are just friends.”
 
   I already knew that. “If I thought you touched her, you wouldn’t be here right now.” I say to his departing back. He must’ve thought I was joking because I hear him laughing as he closes the door. 
 
   I’ve seen him and Lillian together on the cameras so I know he’s not touching Ella. If I thought for a moment that he was interested, I would’ve dragged Ella out of his place the first night I found out she was there.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   “Where’s Rich?” I ask Lillian on my way out to meet with Cayden.
 
   “He went to speak to Liam.” She gives me a guilty look because she knows I don’t want them interceding in my relationship with Liam.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because we’re worried about you.”
 
   “Well stop, I’m fine.” The elevator slides open and Rich steps off. He stops in front of me and I look up to glare at him. I cross my arms over my chest and he can tell I’m mad at him, but it’s hard to be intimidating with a tall man. “What did you do?”
 
   “I just told him he needs to stop playing with your emotions.”
 
   I shake my head at him because I really wish he had stayed out of it. “Just stay out of it please.” He nods his head, but I know he’ll step in again if I don’t cheer up.
 
   I press the elevator button and the door slides open almost immediately. Liam’s bent head rises and his eyes lock with mine. He’s leaning in the corner with his hands in his pockets and a strand of hair hangs over his green eyes. His penetrating gaze causes my heart to pound in excitement. This may be too much for me to handle, and I’m tempted to back up and wait for another elevator car, but I don’t want to appear as cowardly as I feel so I step into the opposite corner, pretending not to feel his eyes on me. The air is thick with his incredible scent and my heart is thumping so hard he can probably hear it from his corner.
 
   Is this how we’ll be from now on? Existing in separate corners while this invisible string tying us together refuses to break? The physical attraction and emotional connection is unbearably intense. My resolve breaks and I glance over at him and our eyes lock. In that glance I can feel his hand running over my breast, his tongue tangling with mine, and his cock pounding into my already-wet center.
 
   Oh god this is hard.
 
   The door slides open but neither of us move. Mentally we’re on another plane, where the distance between us is non-existent, and our minds and bodies are one. The doors begin to slide shut and a muscle in his jaw twitches before he runs a hand over his face, effectively breaking the spell. He steps off and I follow, observing how perfectly etched his suit is to his body. That suit wasn’t just made for him, he makes that suit an experience. A panty-soaking, sex on the copy machine, masturbating under the desk kind of experience. How can any woman be expected to get any work done around this man?
 
   By the time his hand touches the handle of his car I know I have to speak up. “So this is it?” I say to his back. I watch him stiffen before turning towards me.
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
   “I’m tired of not knowing where we stand. Why don’t we just end this now? Then you can run off and fuck Arianna without me interfering.”
 
   A smile plays on his lips and oddly enough I want to kiss it off. He laughs and steps closer to me. “I wish I was brave enough to fuck her and end this disaster before it destroys us both.”
 
   I let go of a breath I didn’t know I was holding. Relief floods over me as I realize he’s not giving up yet. I want to touch him, hold him in my arms, and feel his hard body against mine. “Can I touch you?” I whisper. I sound desperate, and I hate that, but that’s how I always end up around him.
 
   “No.” He shakes his head, taking a step back towards his car. “If you touch me, I’m going to fuck you on the hood of my car and I don’t give a fuck who comes down here to see me taking you.”
 
   My body shudders as I get an image of me pressed against the cool metal of the car with his warm body pounding into me. His door slams and I watch his car screech out the parking deck. Every time he leaves me it feels like the world shifts and I return to reality.
 
   “Once a whore always a whore.” A familiar voice echoes within the empty garage.
 
   That voice vibrates through my soul and every muscle in my body locks up as panic sets in. Maybe if I don’t turn around it won’t be real. I don’t have to face her and my past if I can just get to my car and leave it behind me. Before I can take a step forward she steps in front of me and my past slams into my present.
 
   “What do you want, Elaina?” I hiss angrily. I hate that she can evoke this much emotion out of me. I wish that I could be as cold as she is.
 
   “Elaina? Where’s the respect for your mother?” She’s still perfectly beautiful, even with her haughty air.
 
   “Ha…mother? You were never my mother and you’re nothing to me now.”
 
   Her eyebrows raise and a wicked smile appears on her face. “You’re such an ungrateful bitch. I carried you for nine months because it’s what your father wanted. From the day you came home it was ‘Ella’s so beautiful’ and ‘Ella’s my little princess.’ You stole him from me and if that wasn’t enough, you took everything and disappeared.” She grabs my shirt and pulls me up into her face. “You fucking owe me,” she seethes.
 
   “I don’t owe you shit.” I push her off and straighten my shirt.
 
   “You’re going to give me that money Isabella.” She runs a finger under her nose and sniffs. That one move tells me she is still the same Elaina, with the same horrible habits.
 
    “That’s an expensive habit to maintain without Daddy’s money. Even if I die, you’ll never find that money.” I’m done with this conversation. I walk towards my car to get away from her as quickly as possible.
 
   “I’m sure the press will pay well for Liam Maddox’s girlfriend in a sex tape.” That stops me in my tracks. 
 
   How did I get back here? Elaina has all the power again, and I know I’ll do anything to keep Liam protected from this kind of embarrassment. Happiness was never mine. It was an illusion of my optimistic mind. I couldn’t possibly think I could come back here and fight off these demons from my past. I wasn’t strong enough ten years ago, and it seems like I’m about to fall into the same trap all over again.
 
   “How much?” I don’t even bother turning around because I’ll be sick if I have to look at her face again.
 
   “Five million.”
 
   “No, I don’t even have that much,” I lie.
 
   “Have your rich boyfriend give you the rest.”
 
   “If Liam finds out what you’re doing he’ll make sure you get nothing.” I can’t risk Liam ever seeing that tape. He would never look at me the same. I can’t even stand to look at myself when I think about it. 
 
   “Bring me two million by Friday,” she places a card on the roof of my car. “Bring it to that motel and if you don’t show up, I sell the video to the highest bidder.”
 
   I snatch the card before getting into my car. I peel out of that garage like a bat out of hell because it feels like that’s where I’ve been. By the time I get to Cayden’s office I’m panting angrily and tears are brimming in my eyes. After a few shallow breaths and an extra coat of makeup, I’m ready to face my therapist wearing an iron-clad mask. The last thing I need is to talk about Elaina and her blackmail scheme with anyone.
 
   ********
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “I think we have a conflict of interest, Isabella.” Today Cayden’s sitting behind his desk, obviously trying to keep his distance from me. I’m a disaster waiting to happen and if he was smart, if Liam was smart, they would both stay away from me.
 
   “No we don’t Cayden. I need you to be my doctor, so don’t try to back out now.”
 
   “What happened Friday night was unprofessional. I have to be honest with you, Isabella. I have feelings for you.” 
 
   I knew Cayden felt something for me, but I preferred to be oblivious to it. It allowed me to remain friends with him without the guilt. But Liam was right about Cayden, he has feelings for me and after Friday night we have to deal with that now and get past it. 
 
    “Cayden, you’re a wonderful man and I feel safe with you, but I don’t have romantic feelings for you. All those feelings are wrapped up in Liam. I think you were brought into my life for a reason, and I think I knew from the beginning that you would be the first person who I could talk to about my issues. Please don’t say you can’t help me anymore.” My hope slowly dwindles as he remains quiet for so long I just know he’s going to say no.
 
   He runs his hand over his face and through his blonde hair. “I’ll help you, but once we cross the line into patient and doctor there’s no going back.” He looks at me hopefully.
 
   “I know.” I lost my heart four months ago in a night club, to a man almost as fucked up as I am, and I’ll never get it back. I never want him to give it back to me. Cayden is the key to my healing, but Liam is the reason I want to be better. He’s the driving force that inspires me to hope for more, and I feel it just within my reach, if I can only beat back my past.
 
   “What would you like to discuss today?” he asks.
 
   I shrug my shoulders because I’d rather cancel this session.
 
   “Why don’t we talk about Damon?” 
 
   A shiver runs up my spine at the name, “What about him?”
 
   “Do you think he’ll come back?”
 
   “I think he’s still here.” I answer honestly. 
 
   He sits up in his seat and looks at me with concern, “You think he’s watching you?”
 
   I nod my head. “Biding his time.”
 
   “You should get a bodyguard.”
 
   “No, I refuse to hide behind some guard.”
 
   “You can’t be a walking target either, Isabella.”
 
   “The moment I stepped off that plane I knew I would have to battle with Damon. You saw me Cayden, I was scared to the point of a physical breakdown. I don’t want to be scared anymore. I don’t want to hide.”
 
   “I don’t like this, Isabella.”
 
   “It’s fate, Cayden. I know this because the strangest thing happened to me. While hiding from my past I met a man and he inadvertently bought me back home. His love gave me the strength to come back and face my past so whatever happens, fate led me down this road and I accept it.”
 
   “It sounds like you think something bad is going to happen to you.”
 
   “When Damon and my mother are involved nothing good happens.”
 
   “What do you think Damon wants from you?”
 
   That’s an easy question. “He wants me…dead or alive.”
 
   He begins to shake his head while rubbing his finger over his lower lip. He’s worried about me, and I don’t mean to scare him but after Elaina’s visit I need to be honest with him and myself. This will not end well and I have a sick feeling in my gut that I’ll be on the losing end of this battle.
 
   “How do you feel about him wanting you dead?”
 
   What the fuck kind of question is that?
 
   “What kind of psycho-babble is that, Cayden? How is anyone supposed to feel when someone wants them dead?”
 
   “I don’t know, Isabella, that’s why I’m asking you.” He’s waiting for me to answer, but I don’t know what to say to that.
 
   “I’ve never thought about what happens if he catches me. I’ve been too busy trying not to get caught.”
 
   “So what happens if he catches you? That’s what you seem to be preparing for.”
 
   Damon’s face flashes in front of me and my stomach twists. “I don’t know. I just know I’d rather die than go through that shit with Damon again.”
 
   “When I ask you how you feel about Damon wanting you dead, I expect to hear that you’re afraid or angry. The kinds of emotions that trigger your fight instinct. Your answer to me is you’d rather die than let him touch you. It sounds to me like you’re ready to give up the moment he touches you.”
 
   Maybe I have given up. Maybe I’ve been living on borrowed time the last ten years, living a borrowed life that I didn’t deserve. 
 
   “Giving up is not an option, Isabella. No matter what happens, you fight till there’s no fight left in you. This is your life and it’s time you claim it, not give it away.”
 
  
 
  

[bookmark: _Toc351050799]Chapter 13
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   After I leave Cayden’s office my mind swirls with his insights and a mixture of emotions. I wander around for a while, but end up where my heart beats ready to claim my life.
 
   Liam opens the door in a pair of gray washed jeans and a chain with a cross hanging over his bare chest. Drops of water glisten off the tattoo on his arm and his wet hair nearly covers his eyes.
 
   “Hey,” he says, looking at me suspiciously.
 
   Before he can shut me out, I bound into his arms and attack his mouth. I devour him like a woman deprived of her basic needs. He responds immediately, picking me up, and kicking the door shut before he sits me on the entryway table. I fumble with his belt buckle as he pulls on my shirt, releasing my breasts. My skirt is up around my waist and his jeans wrapped around his ankles in less than a minute.
 
   His warm tongue wraps around my nipple and my back arches from the jolts of pleasure shooting from my nipples to my pussy. He grabs the edge of my panties and I lift my ass up to help him get them off. As soon as the panties hit the floor his finger delves into my wet pussy.
 
   “Ohh…god that’s good,” I moan. It’s almost too much pleasure, his finger fucking me, his thumb rubbing against my clit, and his tongue flicking my hard nipple. I’m in a sensual haze but I’m still hungry for more. I want all of him deep inside me, pumping his powerful essence into me. 
 
   Gently brushing my hair aside he kisses my neck and spreads my thighs. The wide head of his cock nudges at my entrance and I scoot my ass closer to the edge, encouraging him to take me. His first thrust is slow and deep, and I can feel every inch of him stretching me to capacity. He turns my head towards the entryway mirror and we make eye contact in it. His breathing is heavy and strained against my ear. He lifts one of my legs over his shoulder and says, “Watch me take you.”
 
   Umm…watching his rigid cock slide in and out, slick with my moisture increases the euphoria building in my body. His powerful, muscular frame is strained and knotted up with pleasure. His steely length feels as good as it looks but I can’t concentrate on the sex scene in the mirror, I’m too lost in the real pleasure that’s roaring through me, crying out for release. My eyes shut as he buries himself to the hilt causing me to gasp and latch on to his powerful arms. 
 
   His hand tangles in my hair and he kisses me passionately, rocking into me slow and deep. His hot pants against my mouth turn into grunts and my moans turn into a cry of ecstasy as I come unexpectedly. It grips me so hard that I can feel it from the rock hard tips of my nipples to my wet, swollen clit. I bump my head against the wall as my body convulses, but I don’t feel pain, I only feel the pleasure that’s raining over me. Lost in my own euphoric bliss, the only indication I have of Liam coming is the spasm of his cock in my tightened pussy.
 
   My hands caress his sweat soaked hair as he breathes heavily against my neck. His hold on me is unbreakable, my chest is crushed against his, and he’s still where I love him to be. Deeply seated inside me.
 
   I pull his face in front of mine and look into his green eyes. “You were right to leave me. You deserve someone better.”
 
   A grimace quickly forms on his face and he shakes his head. “No Ella, I didn’t leave you because I deserve better. You’re perfect and I couldn’t have dreamed up anyone better. Leaving you was about my fear, but maybe I was wrong. I’d rather have a hundred todays with you rather than worry about the fear of what’s to come tomorrow.”
 
   Hope blossoms in my heart like a dying rose petal given new life by a few drops of water. I cling to his shoulders and search his eyes for the one thing that will make me happy. “Can I come home?” I ask.
 
   His smile widens and his eyes dance with joy. “Your home is in my heart and to me you never left.”
 
   Liam carries me to the bedroom and strips the rest of my clothes off while his eyes roam hungrily over my body. He scoops me up, carries me to the bed, and lies me in the middle before joining me moments later. We lie there just staring into each other’s eyes, letting the reality of being like this again sink in. His fingers are softly combing through my hair and my hand is against his pounding heart. 
 
   I know this is the moment. My heart rate speeds up to match his, but I push the fear of not being accepted aside. “Damon was my best friend until he raped me.”
 
   The abrupt confession causes his hand to freeze in my hair, his relaxed body stiffening with tension underneath my fingertips. His eyes don’t waver from mine and I know he’s waiting for me to continue.
 
   “I was fourteen when I met him. He was nice to me and really paid attention to what I said. I never had that so I cherished it. He was older than me and I’ll admit that I liked the attention from a good looking older guy. Maybe if I hadn’t flirted with him the way I did…”
 
   “Don’t do that,” Liam finally says, breaking his silence. “Don’t blame yourself for what he did. He was older than you and he knew what he was doing.”
 
    “It never even mattered to me that he was older because we were both lonely with our own set of issues. My mother hated me and his mother died during childbirth. His father loved him through his bank account, and he didn’t seem to have any real friends. It didn’t take long for me to realize why. He had these crazy mood swings. One moment he was sweetest guy and then something would trigger him and he would fly off the handle. The first time it happened…” Emotions get clogged in my throat as I try to get the words out but I continue anyway.
 
   “The first time I just wanted to die, not from the physical pain, which went away quickly. From the pain in my heart and the dirty feeling that overwhelmed me. The kind of dirty that makes you want to scrub off your skin, but then you realize that the filthy feeling is skin deep and it stays with you forever.” 
 
   Liam’s hands continue to caress my hair and I can see the anger building in his eyes. I’ll take anger over pity or disgust, those two emotions I can’t handle to see in his eyes.
 
   “How many times did this happen?” he asks.
 
   “I don’t know. At first I stopped sleeping in my room or I would wake up early before he would show, but I never knew what day he was coming, and it didn’t matter because he would always find me. It was worst when he had to look for me or I fought him so after a while I stopped trying to get away.”
 
   “How is this even possible? Where were your parents?”
 
   “My dad took a lot of business trips and my mom hated me. Damon always coincidently showed up when my dad was gone so I figured out she was letting him in.”
 
   “Why would she do that? My god, Ella, this is a lot to take in.”
 
   “Why wouldn’t she? Damon supplied her with her next hit, and all she had to do is let him fuck the daughter she hated.” 
 
   I’m pretty sure she wasn’t always an addict. Before I turned six, she was just indifferent to me, ignored me most of the time. Then overnight everything changed, she was mean, cold, and never let a chance to insult me pass her by.
 
   I don’t know when Damon became her supplier because he never spoke to her when we were friends. My guess is that he got desperate when I wouldn’t talk to him and turned to Elaina for help.
 
   Liam jumps out of the bed and stomps out of the room. I follow him cautiously, and find him screaming into his phone.
 
   “You need to find him now! You’re supposed to be the best, do your fucking job and find the bastard. While you’re at it find Elaina Moss too.” He throws his phone across the room and I’m surprised when it doesn’t break from the force.
 
   His head is down and his hand is rubbing his forehead. I walk up behind him and wrap my arm around his body, caressing his abs and kissing his back. I’m thankful that he has the urge to protect me, but I didn’t want to make him this angry.
 
   “I’m okay now baby, I have you and I can finally see a future where everything used to be a blur.” He turns around and pulls me against his body, and rests his chin on top of my head. He holds my naked body closely and I’m ready to let him in, ready to lay my soul bare.
 
    I tell him about the day Damon took everything from me. 
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
   Isabella
 
   10 years earlier
 
    
 
   I’m done.
 
   Done with Damon, done with my mother, done with this fucked up excuse of a life I’ve been given. I’m weeks away from leaving for college, and I need to rid my life of them. I could never understand Damon’s obsession with me. If you ignore the cold evil glare in his eyes, he’s a handsome twenty-four year old man. I often saw women swooning over him, and prayed he would lose interest in me, but he always came back to torment me. 
 
   I knew he was coming today so when the door opens I brace myself for Damon’s reaction to my rejection. My heart pounds in my chest and my hands tremble in fear. It’s been years since I fought him and I’m not sure what he’ll do when I say no. He reaches out for me and I take a step back. Confusion clouds his eyes before he attempts to touch me again.
 
   “I’m done Damon, I won’t do this with you anymore,” I say, shaking my head at him.
 
   His eyebrows lift and he chuckles at the absurdity of my words. “I’ll never be done with you, Isabella. I’ve loved you since the first time I saw you. You were twelve the first time your father brought you to my house. I knew your beauty would only increase with age. I kept my distance until you were old enough. Even at fourteen, that body of yours had more curves than women twice your age. You were ready for me, and once you stopped fighting it, you enjoyed it. Your body loves the things I do to you. You love me.”
 
   His fingers run down my face and I flinch from the contact. “I hate you,” I say through gritted teeth. “I’m leaving for college and you’ll never see me again.”
 
   “Is that what you think? You think you’re going to run off to college and hide from me. You think you can find another man to make you feel the way I do?”
 
   I don’t know why I decide to get bold, but I know I have to make a daring move. “Plenty of men can do what you do but better. Plenty men already have.”
 
   He takes a step back, totally taken aback by my statement. He had no idea I’d ever been with anyone but him. His next move is so swift I’m shocked by the sudden pressure in my throat as his hands wrap around my neck.
 
   “You fucking whore,” he seethes. His eyes bulge out of their sockets and his face is red with rage. “You gave someone else my shit?!”
 
   My hands clutch his arm in an attempt to loosen his grip on my neck. I’m losing consciousness quickly and I need to do something before he kills me. My leg shoots up and my knee hits him in the groin. The second his hand loosens and he falls to the floor, I take off for the door, but not fast enough. He catches my ankle and I fall with a thud. He pulls me towards him and flips me over, hovering on top of me with a wicked sneer on his face. This time when he strikes my face the pain is so severe it makes the first time feel like a tap. I cover my face in an attempt to protect myself from his blows, but that only causes pain to shoot through my hand when his blows land there.
 
   He stands and towers over me. “You dirty bitch!” he howls.
 
   This is it. 
 
   The day I die. 
 
   I’ve prayed for it, thought it would save me from Damon’s torture, but now that it’s here I feel scared. His foot moves and pain explodes in my ribs as his boot slams into my side. I wonder why I haven’t passed out yet, the pain is so excruciating. I want the darkness to envelop me in its warmth and bring me somewhere safe.
 
   I see his foot coming towards my face and before I realize what I’m doing, my hands reach out and catch his foot mid-kick. I pull with every ounce of strength I have left until he slips and falls backwards. The sound of his head hitting the edge of the bed frame echoes in my ear. I don’t check to see if he’s dead or alive. I drag myself from the room and manage to stumble down the stairs and out of the house.
 
   I wake up at the hospital. 
 
   Apparently I made it to a neighbor’s house and passed out after ringing the doorbell. I was rushed here in an ambulance and now the police are awaiting my statement. A doctor comes in and explains that Damon broke my hand and two ribs. My face is swollen and I can barely speak with my busted lip.
 
   The police officer begins to ask questions that I wish I didn’t have to answer, but not talking is no longer an option. Before I can answer anything, a loud voice erupts in the hallway, and my father slams into the room. He takes one look at my face and rushes over, frightened to touch me as if I might break. I’ve been broken for so long that the physical damage Damon caused today was a lot less painful than the emotional scars I bare.
 
   “We need to take your statement, Ms. Moss.” My dad looks at me with concerned-filled eyes and holds my hand.
 
   “Can you tell us who did this to you?” the officer asks.
 
   “His name is Damon Porter,” I whisper. I avert my eyes from my dad’s shocked gaze.
 
   “Do you have any idea why Mr. Porter attacked you tonight?”
 
   “He got angry when I told him I was done with him.”
 
   “So Mr. Porter is your boyfriend?”
 
   “No. He’s been…” I turn and look my father in the eye, not sure I can make this confession in front of him. He squeezes my hand and nods his head in encouragement.
 
   I sigh before continuing, “The first time he raped me I was sixteen…” I retell the story to the officer with my dad clutching my hand desperately. When I’m done he doesn’t say a word, he just leans over kisses my forehead, and follows the officer out the room.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Liam
 
    
 
    
 
   Anger rages through me.
 
   I want find Damon and make him pay for hurting her.
 
   I knew she had secrets and a past she didn’t like to talk about, but I never imagined she’d been through so much. I carried her back into bed and watched as the tears trickled onto the pillow as she relives a time in her life that changed her. She’s my beautifully broken angel and the need to protect her is fierce. If I could take away the burden of her pain, I’d carry it through life with no regret.
 
   She was corrupted and marred by the realities of evil at a young age. If I knew what Damon had done to Ella when I saw him that night, I’m sure I would’ve ended up in a cell. He put a huge roadblock in her path in life and it seems she’s still struggling to clear the damage and travel on. I’m glad she finally let me in, but my intense feelings of anger and vengeance make me wonder if I was better off in the dark.
 
   Our petty disagreements are in the past. I know she needs stability in her life and that’s the one thing I can offer her right now. I’ll carry her through the darkness and somehow we’ll find the light together. If Cayden is what she needs to truly heal, I won’t stand in her way.
 
   “What are you thinking?” she asks shyly.
 
   I sigh before pulling her closer into my body. “I’m thinking about how amazing you are,” I say while caressing her silky hair. “I’m thinking about how I admire your strength. You’ve been through so much, but you still manage to be one of the strongest women I’ve ever met.”
 
   Her body relaxes against mine, and I think she may have thought I wouldn’t accept her after this revelation, but she couldn’t be more wrong. “I love you, Ella”
 
   “My dad used to call me Ella. It always makes me feel loved when you say it.”
 
   “You are loved.” She tucks her head under my chin and I breathe in the smell of fresh fruit coming from her hair. I hold her for hours after she’s fallen asleep, wondering what I can do to give her the life she truly deserves.
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   I jerk awake from a deep sleep. My heart is pounding and my balls are near exploding. Ella’s beautiful eyes are watching me as she works my cock deep into her warm mouth. Shit. I’m already near coming. She licks the swollen head with her warm tongue while her hand jerks up and down the shaft.
 
   Her tongue slides along the slit, drinking the pre cum seeping out, and I can’t watch anymore. I drop my head to the pillow and clench the sheets as I strain to keep control. Her warm mouth envelops me as she takes me deep and she chuckles as my leg twitches. She has me this time. I’m fighting a losing battle and we both know it. A few more vigorous hand movements and firm flicks of that wicked tongue and she gets what she wants.
 
   “Oh!” I grit down on my teeth as spasms of pleasure race up and down my spine, shooting out of my cock like a jet stream into her mouth. I gasp for air, trying to calm my racing heart. Ella continues to gently lap at my sensitized balls causing jolts of unbearable pleasure. I’m not sure if I want to pull her off or keep her down there forever.
 
   She crawls up and lays her soft body over mine, nibbling on my ear, and caressing my skin. I grab her face and bring her lips to mine for a crushing kiss. She’s been gone too long and nothing compares to waking next to her in the middle of the night.
 
   She deepens the kiss, her tongue sliding with mine as she rubs her wetness along my shaft. Within minutes she has me hard again and I’m lifting her hips and seating her on my rigid shaft. Her tight sheath grips me as she rocks her hips over me. I hold on to her hips to keep her from riding me as hard as she wants to. I control her movements to a rhythm that keeps my pulse pumping without bringing me over the edge.
 
   The silk of her skin, the smell of her hair, and the feel of her warmth around me is all consuming. The moonlight from the windows dances across her face, and I watch her expression of ecstasy. I’m in awe of her utter beauty. The heady smell of our love fills the room. Her breasts sway and her erect nipples brush against my chest.
 
   She bites down on her lips and moans loudly as she rides the first wave of her orgasm. Her pussy tightens on my cock and I close my eyes to the pleasure. I pump up into her, chasing my release. I can feel her biting on my neck then licking on my nipple. The tingling in my cock explodes in her as she moans her approval into my ear. I shiver as her breath tickles my sensitized skin and I can feel her smile widen against my neck. I hold her tightly, completely lost in my love of her. 
 
   “Thank you,” she says, kissing my face.
 
   “For what?”
 
   “For not treating me differently. For not seeing me differently.”
 
   “Why would I treat you differently when I still love you the same?”
 
  
 
  

[bookmark: _Toc351050800]Chapter 14
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
    “To my beautiful daughter,” my dad raises up his wine glass, his eyes shining with love and pride. “Ella, you’ve been an amazing daughter and a father couldn’t be more proud. In less than two months you’ll be off to college and the world will be at the palm of your hand. The love I have in my heart for you will go with you wherever your journey takes you. As a graduation gift, I had this made for you.” 
 
   He hands me a velvet covered box and my hand trembles as I open it. My heart stands still as I look at the object in the box. I pick up the cool shiny piece of rock and look up into my dad’s eyes with unshed tears that threaten to burst free.
 
   “When you were six we went to beach and you decided we should imprint our hands in the sand, but then you got so sad when the water washed it away. You said to me ‘Daddy why can’t our hands be together forever?’ That night I made an imprint of your hand while you were sleeping. I had this imprint of our hands made so we could be forever together. I just had to wait till you were old enough to understand what this means.”
 
   Tears roll down my face as my dad pulls me into his arms. Applause breaks out across the room filled with people here to celebrate my graduation. In the circle of my father’s arm I feel safe, I feel loved and cherished. But an undeserving feeling sets in. The little girl he loves disappeared years ago. He has no idea who I am, the things I’ve done. The one person in this world who loves me doesn’t even know me and it leaves me feeling empty inside.
 
   I wake at dawn, shaking from my dream. I haven’t dreamed about my dad in years and sadness envelops me when I think about how much I miss him. I glance over at Liam and he’s watching me curiously. He pulls me into his arms and his comfort eases my shaky nerves. 
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
   I nod my head, but I’m not sure what else to say. I don’t know where to start, so I just blurt it out. “My dad’s in jail and it’s my fault.”
 
   Lately, Liam’s been unusually silent when I reveal a piece of my past. It’s as if he’s afraid I’ll shut down if he makes a comment or questions me. Knowing he’s not going to push me I continue: “The night after my confession to the police, he went looking for Damon. When he found him they argued, which led to my father beating Damon with a bat he had in his car. Damon would have died if it weren’t for Damon’s dad coming home and stopping him. My dad was arrested and Damon was in a coma for three days.”
 
   What my father did weighed on me for a long time. I thought of all the things I could’ve done differently, all the ways I could’ve kept everything from imploding. I was a coward for not exposing Damon years earlier and my father was paying the price.
 
   “Your father did what he had to do to protect you, and I’m sure he doesn’t regret it.”
 
   “I did nothing to save him, when I could’ve. I should have.”
 
   Liam holds me until I begin to drift back to sleep, but I fight it off, knowing the memories filling my head will seep into my subconscious dream.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Isabella
 
   10 years earlier
 
    
 
    
 
   “Drop the charges.”
 
   “Why would I ever do that? Your son raped me for years and now my dad’s paying the price.”
 
   “If you ever want your father to see daylight, you will drop the charges against Damon.”
 
   He has my attention. I’d do anything to free my father, even fall at Damon’s mercy again.
 
   “Drop the charges against Damon and I’ll make sure the charges against your father disappear.”
 
   I know he’s capable of fixing this mess. I’m sure he tried his damndest to get his son off, and if he’s coming to me it’s his last hope.
 
   “You have forty-eight hours to change your statement. You tell them Damon never hit you. Tell them that you fell down the stairs or something. I don’t give a fuck what you say just get him off before he gives his statement about your father to the cops.”
 
   “You already gave the police a statement about what you saw my dad do.”
 
   “I’ll take care of that, all you need to worry about is getting my son off.”
 
   The next day when I go visit my dad, I’m already certain I’m going to take the deal. “I’m going to get you out of here, Daddy.”
 
   My dad frowns at me through the glass partition between us. I’m at the back of the dark, hallway-like room. A row of stools are lined up in front of a Plexiglas wall, a table bordered with two pieces of plywood offers us minimal privacy. My dad doesn’t belong here. The guilt is worse when I see his disheveled hair and overgrown beard. My dad was a sharp businessman, now he’s in a jumpsuit and shackles.
 
   “How are you going to do that?” he asks through the phone he’s clutching to his face.
 
   “I’m going to make a deal with Mr. Porter.” 
 
   He slams his hand down on the table and immediately shakes his head. “No. No. No, Ella.”
 
   “Dad, listen I’m going to the station to recant my statement. I don’t care what I have to say. I’m getting you out of this place.”
 
   “I don’t care if I have to spend the rest of my life in here as long as that son of a bitch rots in here with me.” He’s angry and he’s not thinking rationally. How am I supposed to leave him in here when I’m holding the key to his freedom in the palm of my hand?
 
   “Ella, you are not going to do this.”
 
   “Do you understand what will happen if I don’t?” I shout at him. “You know Damon’s dad is a hotshot lawyer, he’s about to be a judge. If I don’t do this, he’ll make sure you get the max sentence. I talked to a lawyer and he told me they’re charging Mom with reckless endangerment so Mom is going to testify that I was in a consensual relationship with Damon and they have a videotape to prove it. The most Damon will see is five years for third degree aggravated assault while you could be stuck here for fifteen years for trying to protect me.”
 
   He stares at me for a few silent moments, and just when I’m sure he’ll see the light he shakes his head again. “I failed you baby girl.” Tears shimmer in his eyes. “I should’ve protected you from Damon and your mother. I knew your mother never wanted kids but I forced her into it anyway. I thought she would grow to love you as much as I do. I never dreamed she would do this to you.”
 
   “I stopped caring about Mom’s love years ago. All I care about is you, and I won’t let you rot in here for my mistake.”
 
   “Don’t say that,” he whispers, moving his face closer to the glass window. “None of this is your fault. I failed you, your mother destroyed you, and Damon abused you. You’re still my princess and I’m not going to fail you again.”
 
   My hands are shaking and my heart is pounding in my chest. I know I will defy him. Whether he wants me to or not I have to get him out of here.
 
   “I can see it in your face. You think you’re going to go behind my back and do this.”
 
   “I have to!” I scream at him.
 
   “You weren’t there when I found Damon. You didn’t see what I saw in that man’s eyes…” He puts his head down and rubs his eyes before looking back at me. “He’s a man obsessed. He told me if he can’t have you, then he’ll make sure no one does. He’ll come after you if you get him off. I don’t care if he only gets five years. That’s enough time for you to get lost and make sure he never finds you.”
 
   I know how Damon feels, but that doesn’t change my need to free Daddy. He shouldn’t have been pulled into this ugly mess in the first place.
 
   “Tomorrow I’m going to send a man named Stephen Brooks to see you. He manages my assets. He will set you up with money and everything you need to disappear. By the time Damon sees daylight you will be long gone. In the morning I’ll plead guilty and take your name off the visitors list. I don’t want to see you here again.”
 
   The tears begin to fall out of my eyes before I realized they had formed. Fear grips my heart, but I’m also in awe that he would go to such lengths for me. “Please, Daddy,” I say through my sobs. “Can I at least come back and visit you?”
 
   “No. He’ll find you if you if you’re constantly coming back here. Take the money and disappear. Go to college, make friends, and fall in love. You deserve a normal life and I’m going to give it to you.” I watch him hang up the phone and stand up with wide eyes. He turns to walk away and my hand springs forward. I knock rapidly on the window. He glances back at my tear-stained face and I point frantically at the phone he just hung up. He sighs heavily before picking up the phone again.
 
   “I can’t make it without you,” I say in a weak voice. I’m terrified of being alone in this world.  He was the only thing keeping me sane all these years and now I’m supposed to walk out into the world alone?
 
   “You were the strongest little girl, fierce too,” he smiles at the memory, but I can’t relate. I’ve never felt strong. “You’ll be an even stronger woman. Go take the world by storm. I love you, Ella.”
 
   “I love you too, Daddy.” This time when he hangs up the phone he doesn’t look back. 
 
   The last time I saw Daddy he sacrificed everything for me. I came back to see him two more times, but I was turned away. He had done as he said and removed me from the list. So with one bag on my shoulder and a couple million dollars in a bank account, I left Florida and ended up in Chicago.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
   Tuesday morning Liam cancels all his meetings and announces we’re staying home. He’s trying to cheer me up after our depressing night, but I feel better than I have in years. When people say you’ll feel better if you talk about things, I never considered it could be true. The huge wall that I’d placed between Liam and I, crumbled last night and I feel elated that we can move on from the shadow of my past that’s been hovering over us.
 
   I hear Gabby screaming at him through the phone and I laugh at how nonchalantly he brushes her off with his charm. By the time he hangs up the phone she’ll be happy to cancel everything for a week.
 
   An idea of what we can do for the day pops into my head and I jump into the shower so I can have a head start to get ready. I turn on the multiple shower heads in the erotic enclosure. I could never understand how a man who never invited women into his home could have such a sexually arousing shower. Soon as I step in I feel like I’m in the grotto and I’m ready to be fucked.
 
   The warm water caresses my skin, making my nipples hard and my pussy wet. I fill my hands with shower gel and enjoy the slick slide of my fingers over my nipples. The pressure building in me is overwhelming and I need to relieve it. My hand slides down my stomach and I widen my stance as my hand reaches the juncture of my thighs.
 
   Smack!
 
   “Ugh…” I yelp as Liam’s hand lands across my wet ass. “Fuck that hurt.” I turn to face him and that devilish smirk on his face makes me forget about the stinging slap he just gave me. I smile back as he backs me against the wall.
 
   “Any pleasure you’ll get from this pretty pussy today will be from me.” His finger circles my clit and I moan against his lips as they brush mine.
 
   “I’m going to come,” I declare as he slips a finger into me.
 
   “No you won’t. You come when I tell you to.” How am I supposed to stop this incredible build up from exploding when his fingers are doing all those delicious swirling motions over my clit? He breaks our kiss and latches on to my nipple.
 
   “I can’t, Liam,” I groan as my legs begin to tremble from the need to release this tension. He withdraws his finger and pulls me to the bench where he sits down and turns me away from him as I sit on his engorged cock. His hands grip my hips and he eases me slowly down onto him. Once I’m fully seated on him he bites down on my ear lobe and says, “Fuck me and don’t stop until I come.”
 
   Umm…are words supposed to make someone come?  Because those words almost made me cream all over him. A stinging slap lands on my thigh and I begin to move on command. I can feel him reaching over, and when he presses a button on the wall warm water sprays over my body.
 
   Liam Maddox does nothing the normal way. He turns a shower fuck into an exercise in being able to withstand an overload of sexual stimulation. The warm water caresses my skin like a thousand fingertips. My nipples are hard, my clit is achingly swollen, and Liam’s cock is bumping against all the right places as I bounce over him.
 
   He releases my hips and one hand plucks my left nipple while the other widens my spread thighs and glides over my clit. 
 
   “Come” he demands, as he pinches my nipple. I stop concentrating on holding back, let my mind soak in the pleasure, and I erupt with a soundless cry. My brain is too shocked by the extreme rush of euphoria that travels through my body to even articulate a basic scream or moan. 
 
   Another smack on my thigh brings me slightly out of my daze as I realize I stopped moving. He nips my neck with his teeth and growls when I jolt back into my rhythm, fucking him harder than I was before. He grips my hips and I look over my shoulder at him. His head is pushed back against the wall and he’s biting his lip trying to hold back. I reach down between us and cup his balls as I continue to work my tightened tunnel over his steely length.
 
   “Ohh…” he roars as his hand stops my motion and he comes deep within me with his head thrown back and gasping for breath. I lean back against him and he kisses my neck softly, sending goose bumps over my wet skin.
 
   I let him hold me until our heavy breathing and quickened pulses abate, then I get up and walk under the waterfall, hoping the cool water will settle down my swirling head. Having sex with Liam is a full body experience. I hear a low rumble of laughter from his corner and I look over at him slung over the bench with his arm covering his eyes.
 
   “What’s so funny?”
 
   “Nothing, I just missed fucking you like this.” He uncovers his eyes and gazes at me. I have to stop myself from going back over there because the way the water is flowing over his skin is very tempting. His hair is wet and tousled, and his green eyes are glowing with happiness. He’s so beautiful it’s impossible to keep from wanting to touch him, taste him, bury him deep inside me and ride him to paradise.
 
   He walks over to me and picks up the shower gel. He gently massages it into my skin leaving me hot all over again by the time he’s done. “It’s almost laughable how much time we’ve wasted fucking up something that can be so beautiful.”
 
   He’s right, when thing are good between us the world is a blissful place to be. The problem is we have a hard time staying in that world. We always provoke each other to run away and that’s when everything gets dark and miserable.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Liam
 
    
 
    
 
   “Why did we have to drive twenty miles to come to the beach when we have a beach as our back yard?” After our shower, Ella practically dragged me out the condo and drove us down here. Her oddly giddy behavior is adorable so if I have to drive miles to make her this way, I’d definitely do it again.
 
   “This is not just any beach,” she says removing her sandals and pulling me onto the sand. “My father used to take me to this beach. We used to make handprints in the sand together. This is the only place I remember really being happy as a child.”
 
   She takes me towards the edge of the water and lets it run over her bare feet. I sit and pull her down between my spread legs with her back against my chest as we gaze into the ocean. We don’t speak for a long time, just let the calming effect of the water soak in. When she finally breaks the silence I’m surprised by her question. “Do you think you’ll ever talk to your dad again?”
 
   I haven’t thought of it much since my mom passed away. To me it’s like he was in some way responsible for all the lost time between us. “No,” I answer honestly. My relationship with my father seems like a big lie now and I don’t think we’ll come back from that.
 
   “I hope you realize after what happened with Anna, that we don’t have forever to fix what’s broken. You have to be sure about your decision because I don’t want you to wake up regretting it one day.”
 
   “I won’t,” I answer flatly. She nods her head and just when I think this conversation is over she asks another question.
 
   “Will you ever forgive Lucas?”
 
   My body tenses and I hate that I react that way over his name. If it weren’t for the history she shared with him I wouldn’t be so affected by him. “I don’t know if I need to forgive him. I realized years ago that Lucas was not what I thought he was. After my trip to Chicago I don’t like who he’s become even more. He’s selfish and needy. I understand that he’s important to you, but I don’t need him in my life.”
 
   “I just don’t want you to be as alone as I was. You should have family and friends.”
 
   “You are my family, Ella. As long as I have you I don’t need a line of manipulative people pretending to love me, but only on their terms.”
 
   I wrap my arm around her midsection and kiss the top of her head. She’s trying to fix things that are now insignificant to me and I love her for wanting to give me more. After less than an hour we get up, find a pizza place on the boardwalk, and we eat a ridiculously loaded pie on the outdoor seating area.
 
   “You look so normal,” she says, watching me stuff a piece of pizza in my mouth.
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean? I am normal.” 
 
   “Sometimes I forget you’re a big deal to the world. You’re this intimidating, powerful man to everyone, but with me you can be so soft and sweet.”
 
   “Soft and sweet? Maybe I’m just too easy on you. I haven’t given you the opportunity to experience my strong arm tactics.”
 
   She giggles at my response. “I’ve experienced it all when it comes to you.” She takes a few bites before scrunching up her face and putting her slice down. “Why did I let you talk me into putting that much stuff on my pizza?”
 
   “Because you like it when I tell you what to do.” She wants to argue with me, but holds off when she realizes it’s true. She stares at her pizza then pushes the plate away, more interested in watching me eat mine.
 
   “How’d you get into the magazine business?” She’s in the fifty questions mood today and I indulge her.
 
   “When I got out of college the company was basically thrust down my throat by my father because he was ready to slow down. After a year of feeling like I wasn’t doing anything for myself, I ventured into the magazine business. When that took off I opened the club in Miami, followed by the one in Chicago and soon we’ll be opening in New York.”
 
   “I admire your drive and your success, it turns me on.” She licks her lips and smiles at me.
 
   “Ella, everything I do turns you on. You’re probably turned on watching me eat this pizza.” She blushes, something I rarely see her do, but it looks great on her.
 
   The sun is setting when we get back home. We shower off the sand before getting into bed. Ella falls asleep quickly and I can’t help but to worry about the weird feeling I have that she’s holding something back. I decide not to push her because I can’t expect her to reveal all her secrets all at once. This time I’ll let her open up on her own time.
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   On Wednesday I felt apprehensive. With all the plans in motion for my meeting with Elaina on Friday, I feel the urge to cancel but the thought of that video circulating to the press has me pushing forward. Cayden left town yesterday, and I wish I could talk to him because he always knows just what to say to calm my anxiety. Rich and Lillian are so excited to see me and Liam back together that they haven’t noticed my lack of focus at work. Liam, on the other hand, notices everything. Every time it’s on the tip of his tongue to ask me what’s going on, he backs off. Maybe he’s afraid to find out anything else after my other revelations, but I’m thankful because I don’t have to lie to his face.
 
   By the time Thursday rolls in, I want to give Elaina the money and move on with my life. That night when we get home I decide I just want to spend the night lost in Liam’s arms, where I don’t have to think about tomorrow morning with Elaina. Liam heads to the phone to order us dinner, but I stop him by pinning him against the kitchen counter, kissing him passionately as I work on the buttons of his shirt.
 
   “Don’t you want some dinner?” he asks between kisses.
 
   “I want to eat you first.” I smile at him and drop down in front of him as his pants puddle at his feet. His hot flesh extends enticingly in front of my eyes. I flick my tongue over the tip and watch it flinch. The involuntary movement excites me and I envelop it with my mouth. He watches me intently as I work him deep into the back of my throat. I feel him throb against my tongue and I pull back to suck on the tip. His fingers tighten on the counter as I begin a rhythm that’s sure to have him shooting off into my mouth in minutes.
 
   I wrap one hand around the base and the other cups his tightened balls. He groans loudly as he pulls my hair out of its bun and wraps it in his hand instead. When he begins to pump into my mouth I know he’s going to give me what I want. His thrusts are deep. I look up, and watch him with his head thrown back and the veins in his neck are strained from being on the edge of ultimate pleasure.
 
   I pull back and begin to lick his balls. His hand automatically begins to stroke his cock, and he shudders as I suck them into my mouth. He throws back his head and growls. I pull back and stick out my tongue just in time to catch his hot seed as it shoots out. The warm liquid squirts onto my tongue and I lick the tip, causing tremors of aftershocks to flow through his body. He pulls me up by applying light pressure to his grip on my hair.  His mouth closes over mine, slowly caressing every recess of my mouth like he’s starved of my taste.
 
   His hands cup my ass as he lifts me off the ground, and I automatically wrap my legs around his waist as he kicks off his pants and carries me into our room. My back hits the bed and his weight covers me immediately. His mouth travels along my chin and he licks on my neck causing little jolts of sexual excitement to race to my already-soaked pussy.
 
   He sits up on his knees and takes his time removing my shirt and bra. His finger slowly traces my tightly beaded nipples. I arch my back with each feather-like caress, aching for him to pinch them and then suck them into his mouth, but he continues to tease me with eyes so intense I think he may be already fucking me in his head. One finger glides from my collarbone down my midriff, and pauses at the edge of my skirt, toying with the button.
 
   I push up against his hand and his eyes flick up to mine. He arches an eyebrow at me and I settle back down on the bed. Satisfied with my obedience, he unfastens my skirt and pulls it down over my hips along with my soaked panties. His hungry gaze sweeps over my body before locking in on my eyes. He pulls his shirt off over his head and now I’m wantonly running my eyes over his body.
 
   I lick my lips as he moves in over me, but before he can claim my mouth in another searing kiss, I push him onto his back and smile triumphantly. He squints his eyes, contemplating whether to let me take control, so before he can decide I lower myself onto his thick hardness. He pulls me down with a hand on the back of my neck. He kisses me passionately, his tongue battles with mine trying to slow my rushed kiss. I enjoy the way his cock is stretching me. The sensation is incredibly gratifying, but I need to move.
 
   I break away from his mouth and he tries to pull me back down, but I resist and start to rock against him. My movements are brisk and hurried as I chase a quick release. His hands at my hips halt my movements. I look down at him and wonder why he seems to be in complete control when I’m on the edge of rapture.
 
   He flips me over unexpectedly and I protest by pushing against his chest. He captures my hands in his and pins them against the bed over my head. His hips thrust sharply against me and his cock drives in so deep my back arches off the bed and I gasp for air. His body is plastered to mine as he grinds against me, sending all types of pleasure across my skin and through my body. “Let me love you,” he whispers into my ear in a raspy tone that has me moaning.
 
   Our bodies are perfectly aligned. His eyes are focused on mine, his nose rubbing against mine, his lips barely brushing mine, and his deliberately slow thrusts are driving me insane. The way his groin rubs against my clit and the deep stroke of his cock are building towards something huge. He lets go of my hand and I clutch his back. He kisses my lips and my neck for what seems like hours as he keeps me on the edge of my climax. The emotions that pass between us as he gazes into my eyes are more than love. I just don’t know how to explain the need to cry over this man loving me so thoroughly with his body, that I feel complete. 
 
   He grips the pillow on both sides of my head then captures my moans with his mouth as he begins long, slow, deep thrusts into my aching core. I gasp and pant as he sucks on my bottom lip. My hands clasp the corded muscles of his arms as I fight to keep eye contact with him.
 
   My eyes widen and every muscle in my body tightens as a pulsing moment of release clutches me in its grip and sends me soaring further than I thought possible. With one last thrust, Liam freezes deep inside my clenching tunnel and his body stiffens under my grasp. His lips capture my continued moans and he responds by groaning into my mouth. His eyes glaze over with something unfamiliar as he cries out my name and spills himself deep inside me. The sound of my name on his lips causes me to run my hand through his hair and pull him into a breathless kiss that lasts long after our bodies stop shuddering.
 
   When he pulls away he looks much like I feel. “Wow…what was that?” I ask.
 
   He smiles and rubs his nose against mine. “That was me proving we can connect on every level, not just quick and dirty.” That was proven months ago, but this was new. Slow love making wasn’t something that ever fulfilled me, maybe because I never felt like I deserved to be cherished that way. Tonight I accepted it and the results were beyond anything I could’ve imagined.
 
   He shifts his weight to the bed and lays his head on my breast, plucking my nipples with his fingers. From the way his breathing is increasing and the undeniable jerk of his cock against my thigh, there’s no doubt in my mind that we’ll be up all night and I’m more than prepared to receive anything he’s going to give me.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I need to do this.
 
   I have to free myself from my past if I want to hold on to a future with Liam. I watch him from the doorway. His naked body is gloriously splayed across the bed, the sunlight beaming in the window glistening off his rippled chest. His bedraggled hair is a reminder of the frenzied sex we had throughout the night. I needed him desperately, as if this oncoming meeting would bring an end to us. A sick feeling has rooted deep in my gut since I last saw Elaina. His arm moves from the pillow and my heart begins to pound. If he wakes up I won’t be able to get out of here without a thorough explanation. He adjusts his morning wood before pushing his face into my pillow and drifting back to sleep. I grab my bag and rush out the door before the opportunity to sneak out undetected slips away.
 
   By the time I pull up outside Stephen Brooks’s office my hands are shaking. I reach into my glove compartment and grab my Chloe glasses to shield the anxiety I’m sure is filling my eyes. The office is exactly the way I remember it ten years ago when I came here before my escape. I was never supposed to return. I promised my dad I would never let them find me. Stephen greets me at the reception area with a genuine smile then leads me into his office.
 
   “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asks, as he sits behind his desk.
 
   “I don’t want to do this. I have to this.”
 
   He shakes his head in obvious disapproval. “Alright,” he pulls a briefcase out of a locked drawer and places it on the desk then he pulls out a document and places it on top of the briefcase. “Your father wouldn’t like this.”
 
   “I know.” I pick up the case and the documents, trying to ignore his worried gaze. “Thank you, Stephen.” He nods at me as I walk out the door and back to my car. I make the trip back to Palm Beach in half the time with my foot jammed on the gas. The motel Elaina told me to meet her at is small and cheap. Without my father’s money to support her habit and high social standing, it seems she’s fallen from grace. The Elaina I grew up with wouldn’t even notice a place like this.
 
   I sit in my car for a few minutes staring at the room she told me she was staying in. The parking lot is mostly deserted and there isn’t a sign of anyone else around. After taking a few deep breaths I grab the case and step out the car. I climb the small staircase slowly, hesitating before knocking on the grayish-white door.
 
   The door swings open immediately to reveal a flawless Elaina. You would never be able to tell she was staying in a rickety motel off the strip. She looks more like she’s stepping out of the Ritz Carlton with her designer wrap dress and pumps that make me jealous of her mile long legs.
 
   “Are you just going to stand there, or are you going to come in?” She cocks a perfectly arched eyebrow at me, so I brush pass her and step into the stale-smelling room. Despite all the lights being on, the room is dark and dreary. “Did you bring the money?” 
 
   I spin towards her voice. Her eyes are on the case in my hand and she’s anxious as hell to get her hands on it. I place my oversized purse down on the bed, pull out the document, and hand it to her wordlessly.
 
   “What is this?” she questions, her eyes quickly skimming the paper.
 
   “It a legally binding document that says you are releasing all copies of that video over to me. If any such video should surface after you receive this money, I will sue you for every penny you make off of it and what I paid you. When I’m done with you won’t even be able to afford this motel room.”
 
   She smiles. That empty smile I memorized years ago. “Seems you have your father’s business sense.” She grabs a pen from the nightstand and scribbles her signature on the document. That was easy, I was sure she’d fight me about signing that document. She reaches into her bag and throws a couple DVDs and a flash drive on the bed.
 
   I hand her the case, quickly gather the items on the bed, and the document before placing them into my purse. I need to get out of this place before this creepy feeling I have causes me to have a panic attack. When I turn around Elaina is closing the case with a huge smile on her face. This one is not empty. This smile is joyful, maybe even euphoric.
 
   “You know something,” she pauses with her hand on the doorknob. “I searched for you. I used most of the measly settlement I got in the divorce paying detectives. I gave that man the best years of my life and he left me with a few thousand dollars and dropped millions into your lap.” She throws her head back and lets out a vile laugh that causes chills to run up my spine.
 
   “Daddy’s little princess, his little beautiful angel gets everything, and I get the table scraps. Ten years I’ve waited for this day and now that it’s here, I almost feel bad for you.”
 
   A door behind me opens, a nauseous feeling takes over, and I hunch over clutching my stomach in panic. I can’t turn around because then it will be too real, he’ll be real.
 
   “Please Elaina, you’re my mother.” I plead with her.
 
   “Fuck being your mother. Damon took care of me all these years while you ran around with my money. The only payment he wants for all that is you. I can never understand why, but he can have you.” She opens the door and I step forward in an effort to make a break out of the room, but a large hand latches on to my arm and pulls me back, as I watch Elaina walk out the room and pull the door shut.
 
   I clench my eyes shut as he spins me to face him. “Look at me.” His voice is eerily calm, but I know if I defy him I will pay. I open them. The fear runs deep into my soul when I look into those eyes. My mind, body, and soul remember his face. The beautiful traitor who posed as a friend in order to destroy me.
 
   He’s a man now, bigger and more intimidating than he was before. He smirks at me running a finger down my cheek. I flinch from the contact but try to stay frozen. Any sign of rejection from me will only anger him. His hand slides behind my head and his hold tightens on the back of my neck. His face inches closer to mine, and I fight the urge to shut my eyes. His smell is familiar, my stomach revolts from the aroma. I swallow the bile that rises in my throat, and take shallow breaths to calm my rapidly pumping heart.
 
   “I missed you sweetheart.” His lips are so close to mine the words vibrate against my lips. “Did you miss me?”
 
   Oh god, I’m not going to survive this. I know immediately that even if I do survive this, if he takes me then leaves me alive, whatever is left of my soul will die here in this room. I nod my head to his question and my nose brushes against his. 
 
   One second I’m looking into dark eyes, the next, pain explodes in my head as his fist connects with my face. I tumble to the floor, clutching my busted lip, and trying to pull myself up. The last time Damon had me down on the ground he broke my ribs. I know I need to get up quickly, but before I can get up, he yanks me up from the floor by my shirt. He’s breathing heavily, nostrils flaring with a demented look in his eyes.
 
   “You fucking liar. You think I didn’t see you in that magazine with that man. Displaying yourself like the little slut you are.” He lets go of my shirt and I stumble a few steps until my back hits the wall. He’s pacing in front of me, pulling at his hair. When he finally stops, I see tears streaming down his face, and that scares the shit out of me. He reaches out and touches my bruised face.
 
   “Why do you always make me hurt you?” He cups my face and kisses the bruise softly. I begin to tremble because my body is in panic mode. He’s deranged and that’s a lot more dangerous than angry. “Can’t you see that I just want to love you?” He presses his lips against mine and I gasp from the pain. He slips his tongue in and I can’t hold it back anymore, I throw up all over him. He steps back looking at the mess I made on him, reaches down and pulls off the soaked shirt. I slide down the wall, covering my face, and do something I haven’t done since I was a little girl.
 
   I pray.
 
    God, I’ve never asked you for a favor ever, and I know I don’t deserve it, but please can you spare me this time? 
 
   “Do I make you sick?” His voice is hushed. “As sick as you make me when I have to think about you fucking that man?”
 
   I don’t look at him, but I feel his hand grip my hair and he drags me behind him. Tears spring to my eyes from the painful sting. When we get to the bed he pulls me up in front of him. “Take it off.”
 
   I’ve heard those three words so many times, my mind is almost programmed to obey his command. Ten years ago I would have stripped and laid my soul bare for him to torture, but I’m not that Isabella anymore. Whatever he takes from me now will be a fight to the death. He stares at me and nods his head in faux acceptance of me not doing his bidding.
 
   “You’ll have to kill me first,” I say glaring at him.
 
   “Why would I kill you?” He tangles his hand in my hair and pulls my head at an angle towards him. “I need you alive. I want to hear you screaming my name when I fuck you. Do you remember how good it was, how I trained that sexy body of yours to come for me?”
 
   I'm going to be sick again. I try to concentrate on the pain instead. If I concentrate on the pain in my face and head I can ignore the need to vomit. He pushes me back onto the bed but I bounce back up, if he gets me on my back on that bed I’ll have lost. 
 
   I’m tired of feeling helpless. 
 
   Hopeless. 
 
   I throw my arm out and my fist lands on his lip. His head turns a small fraction from the impact, but then he smiles, and licks the blood that pebbles beside his lip. He reaches out and tears my shirt open, and I counter by kicking him in the shin. When I try to kick him again, his big body slams into mine as he picks me up by the waist, and throws me on the bed. He’s on top of me before I can scramble off, looking down at me victoriously before leaning down to whisper into my ear, “Don’t worry, I’ll fuck you hard. I know you like it that way.”
 
   He has won and we both know it.
 
   He’s going to finish me. 
 
   Tears of acceptance pour down my face into my ears and hair. Thoughts of Liam cross my mind and I wonder how he’s going to handle this loss so soon after the loss of his mother. Damon pulls on my pants and I reach out and begin to hit him anywhere I can reach until he gets frustrated, and pins my hands against the mattress. My body convulses and squirms in an attempt to throw him off. He’s smacks me viciously across the face, but I don’t care, I continue to struggle. If I don’t succeed in stopping him, maybe I can get him angry enough to kill me first.
 
   A fist connects with my side, then another, and I swear I hear my ribs snap. The pain causes my attack to halt as I begin coughing and holding on to my side. I hear the clink of his belt and turn my face. I can’t watch. My body is limp with pain and tears clog my throat to the point of suffocation. As I begin to close my eyes, hoping my mind will shut down if I can't see what he’s doing, my eyes fall on my purse at the edge of the bed. Maybe miracles do exist. I reach out and slip my hand into the open bag. One glance at Damon, and I realize he’s too busy working his underwear down his hips to notice my hand. He looks at me with a wicked smile as his hand strokes himself. 
 
   I shoot up to a sitting position, my hand driving forward with unexpected force. The cool metal in my hand pierces his neck and his eyes widen in shock. The reality of what I just did hits me instantly and I pull the knife back out in some sort of attempt to take back what I did, but it only makes it worse.
 
   Blood.
 
   So much blood.
 
   It spews over me as his heavy body collapses on top of me. My piercing scream echoes throughout the room. I push against his heavy chest frantically. His final breaths are gasped into my ear as warm liquid drips onto my face. I push and shove at his chest until I manage to get him partially off of my body, then I squirm from under him, and bound to the furthest corner of the room.
 
   Everything blurs and I feel like I’m suffocating. I’m panicking and I can’t stop it with even breaths this time. The pain from my ribs radiates to my stomach in a series of sharp piercing pangs. I crouch in the corner and cover my face with my hands. The image of my pocket knife in his neck won’t go away even with my eyes shut. It feels like my heart is being squeezed and I wonder if this isn’t a heart attack, this extreme pain in my heart. Darkness surrounds me and I welcome it as a savior from the overwhelming pain.
 
  
 
  

[bookmark: _Toc351050802]Chapter 16
 
   Liam
 
    
 
    
 
   The shrill sound of my cell phone yanks me out of a deep sleep. I jerk into an upright position, my heart pumping rapidly, and a dreadful feeling coming over me. I immediately reach out next to me for Ella, but find the sheets are empty and cold. My eyes begin to adjust to the bright room just as my phone rings again. I snatch it off the night stand and look at the display.
 
   Brody.
 
   He should know where Ella is.
 
   “Where is she?” I answer in lieu of a greeting.
 
   “I followed her to Boca. When she returned, she stopped at a motel. She’s only been in there a few minutes. Do you want me to go check it out?”
 
   “No,” I say, jumping out of bed. I pull on a pair of sweats and grab a shirt before sprinting out the door. “Send me the address. How far are you from me?”
 
   “About ten minutes…wait…a woman just stepped out. She’s carrying the case I saw Ms. Moss enter with.”
 
   “Listen, I’m on my way down the elevator. Follow that woman, I need to know what’s in that case. I’ll be there to see what Ella is up to in a few.”
 
   “Will do, Mr. Maddox.”
 
   I stuff my phone into my pocket and pull my t-shirt over my head before starting the car. The address of the motel appears on my phone and more questions arise. Why would Ella be at a rundown Motor Lodge? I can’t imagine she would end up there if she was having an affair. And what’s with the woman and a briefcase? The questions and mysteries surrounding this woman are endless. Just when I thought she let me in, there are more skeletons in her oversized closet.
 
   I practically run every light and break every speed limit because I need to get there before she decides to take off. The wheels of my tires screech as I turn the car into the motel’s lot. The room number Brody gave me is in a rear building facing away from the road. I park next to her car, relieved she’s still here and I can maybe get some answers if I confront her here. The sound of a piercing scream fills the air as I open the car door. Fear grips my heart like nothing I’ve ever experienced, and I bolt up the stairs, taking them two at a time.
 
   I turn the knob of the room number Brody sent me. It’s locked so I step back and kick at the door. By the third time the lock gives and the door flies open, then almost swings shut from the force. I step in and my eyes immediately land on Ella’s crumpled form on the floor. The pain in my gut causes me to double over and I fall to my knees, crawling towards her scared that what I’m seeing is real.
 
   She’s covered in blood, her body lifeless on the floor. I pull her body into my arms, searching for the source of the blood. I scan every inch of her blood-stained skin and can’t find a single cut. Her face is swollen and her ribs are turning an angry purple color. Then I notice her shallow breathing and relief surges through me. I dial Nine-One-One. I pull her shirt closed over her body and rest my head against her forehead, caressing her hair.
 
   “Wake up, baby,” I whisper into her ear. Any response would abate the terror gripping me. It suddenly occurs to me that she couldn’t have been in here alone. My head snaps up and I scan the room quickly, realizing whoever did this has to still be here. The bathroom door is ajar and I wonder if someone is hiding in there. I gently lie Ella down and cautiously enter the bathroom. My hands clench, ready to demolish the person who did this to her, but the bathroom is empty. I pull the shower curtains open and find no one. I step back into the room and quickly retreat in shock.
 
   He’s dead.
 
   I don’t know how I missed the body on the bed when I stormed in the room, maybe because the bed is in the far corner, but with the amount of blood covering the sheets, there is no possible way for him to be alive. As I step closer I notice the pocket knife I gave Ella still lying next to him on the bed. Had she not killed him I would have squeezed the life out his body with my bare hands. As glad as I am that this guy is dead, I'm not foolish enough to think this will not take its toll on her already fragile mental state.
 
   The sounds of sirens ring in the distance and moments later paramedics and police officers fill the room. Everything passes in a whirl of activity. 
 
   Ella is rushed off and before I can join her, I’m questioned endlessly about details I cannot provide. When I get to the hospital I have to sit in the waiting room for hours with no real news of her condition. Too restless to sit and wait I take a walk and try to clear the images I saw in that room. What I felt was beyond fear. Her pain was my pain and I felt it radiate through my soul as I clung to her lifeless body on that floor. When I return to the hospital I’m directed to Ella’s room. She's awake and smiles weakly at me as I enter the room.
 
   “Hey.” Her voice is hoarse.
 
   “How are you feeling?” I sit on the edge of the bed caressing her neck and shoulders. I need to feel her warm skin under my hand, feel her pulse, strong and steady under my fingertips.
 
   “I’m fine, Liam.” Her tone tells me she doesn’t want me to worry, but how can I not? I wasn’t there for her when she needed me. I should’ve told Brody to kick down the door and find out what was going on inside that room. Had I done that she wouldn’t have to carry this burden the rest of her life.
 
   I caress the back of her neck gently and lay my head against her forehead. She reaches up and caresses my hair trying to relieve me of my worry, but it’s not possible. I look into those captivatingly grey eyes, thankful for the chance to gaze into them again.
 
   “When I saw you on that floor…and all that blood…If you didn’t come out of this alive I would have died along with you. It’s as if your love breathes life into my lungs, it pumps the blood into my heart. Without you I would cease to exist.” My eyes shut and I let her scent surround me, that intoxicating feeling that fills my heart every time I breathe her in. The heady awareness of her love lies heavily on my heart, like an armor protecting me from the loneliness that used to live in my heart. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you.”
 
   She closes the space between us and tries to kiss me, but I back off. “You’ll hurt yourself.” Her lip is swollen and I don’t want her causing herself unnecessary pain.
 
   “Come back here.” She pulls me in with one arm, visibly flinching from the pain in her ribs. Her intense eyes pull me back in. She’s my only weakness in this world. With one look from her, this powerful man will fall to his knees and do her bidding. I accept it as the strength of my love for her, and it’s not something I’m ashamed of.
 
   Her lips brush against mine. “You’ve saved me in so many ways. I was lost before you, I felt worthless. You changed all that, you loved me and made me feel like I was worthy of love. Damon was my battle to fight.”
 
   A battle I would have fought for her without a second thought.
 
   The door opens behind us, breaking into our moment.
 
   “Sorry to interrupt,” Dr. Knight says, looking away like our intimacy bothers him. 
 
   “It’s okay,” I get up and place a kiss on Ella’s head. “I’ll give you some time alone.” No matter how I feel about Cayden, she needs counseling and he’s the only one she’s willing to talk to. I called him four hours ago after the ambulance left with Ella. He was in New York shooting his show. That he got here so quickly speaks volumes about his feelings for her. I step out of the room and call Lillian and Harris. She needs her friends here and I’ll move mountains to give her everything she needs at this point.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   Cayden stands next to the bed with his hands in his pockets, staring quietly at my bruised face. I’ve never seen him speechless; he’s always prepared to voice his staunch opinions. He takes a deep breath and looks away. I must look worse than I thought.
 
   “I’m alright, Cayden,” I say trying to ease the tension forming on his face.
 
   “No, you’re not. We’ve had enough sessions for me to discern when you’re not okay.” He sits at the edge of the bed and gently pushes my hair back, studying the marks Damon left on me. Even in death he leaves me a reminder of him.
 
    “It was horrible Cayden,” I confess. “I thought I was going to die. I was so scared, and now…I’m glad to be here but I feel guilty too.” I look into his golden eyes and know I can tell him anything. “I took someone’s life, Cayden.”
 
   He nods his head, contemplating my words. “If you hadn’t you’d be in his place.”
 
   “But I don’t know that. Maybe he would’ve let me go. I was just so scared of him touching me again.” 
 
   “You have to know he wouldn’t just let you walk off. Unless you were ready to walk off into the sunset with him, you weren’t going to leaving that room alive.”
 
   I do know that. Damon’s temperament was maniacal at the least. He was delusional and his mood swings scared the hell out of me. That man was ten times worse than the man I ran away from ten years ago.
 
   “We’re going to have to work on helping you let go of that guilt you’re carrying.”
 
   “I’ve worn this guilt for so long, I wouldn’t know how to function without its weight on my shoulders. I can just feel the weight increasing because no matter what Damon did to me, he used to be my friend. Maybe he could’ve gotten help and become a better man.”
 
   “You’re not going to lie here contemplating all the different scenarios that could’ve played out. Damon made a choice to come after you and you had every right to defend yourself.”
 
   “I know Cayden, but I think you’re going to rack up a lot of billable hours on this.” My dry attempt at a joke works and he smiles at me. His first smile since walking through the door.
 
   “I don’t want to leave you but I have to go back to New York.”
 
   “I don’t need you to babysit me, Cayden. You can’t be strapped down to me and my issues twenty-four/seven; I’m just your patient.”
 
   “I can’t help that I care about you. I worry about you, Isabella.”
 
   “I know you do Cayden, but I need you to go live your life. I need to learn to stand on my own feet right? Claim my life.”
 
   “Yeah, but I’m going to help you with that. Call me anytime, day or night.”
 
   “I will, Cayden.”
 
   “I’m serious, Isabella. You’re never bothering me and I’m never too busy.”
 
   “I got it Cayden, now go, I’m fine.” He stares at me for a few moments before turning and walking out the door with his head hung low. I hate that I’m affecting everyone’s life with my constant drama. It’s one of the main reasons I didn’t make a lot of friends, people I care about always get dragged down by my shit.
 
   The door flies open less than ten minutes later and Rich walks in with serious expression filled with pity. I don’t like when people worry about me, but I absolutely hate when people pity me. I know I have no right to dictate how someone should feel about what I’ve been through, but something about pity made me feel weak, like more of a victim than I want to be. I preferred when it was all a secret, and I could exist like everyone else, be normal and treated as an equal. I just feel like everyone will see me as that damaged, broken girl now. Strong Isabella is a front I put on, and now they all know.
 
   Rich silently lies down next to me, his lean body easily fitting in next to me. His hand runs behind my head and he kisses the top of my head. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
 
   “There was nothing to tell. That was my past and I didn’t want it to have a part in my life now.”
 
   “Our past is always part of our lives, Isabella. It scars us, molds us into who we are, and sometimes it comes back to haunt us.” After years of trying to leave my past behind, I realize it’s not possible. The only way I’ll ever conquer the ghosts of my past is to accept them for what they are and what they represent in my present.
 
   He rests his chin on my head, huddling me close, careful not to press on my ribs. I wonder if this is what it would’ve felt like to have a brother to protect me. Rich sighs before saying, “When I first met you, you had this glow that was dimmed by sadness. I knew that look, I’ve had that look. I promised myself I would let you open up when you were ready, but now I wished I would’ve pushed you. Maybe I could’ve helped you.”
 
   “What do you mean you’ve had that look?”
 
   “Most of us have past we’d like to put away and forget. For me, it was trailer parks and alcoholic parents. I didn’t go through anything like you did, but being ignored made me pretty self-sufficient. I didn’t get into college at sixteen because I wanted to be an overachiever, it was my escape.”
 
   “Wow, I was so caught up in my shit I never realized you were dealing with your own issues.”
 
   “I wasn’t dealing with anything, Isabella. I dealt with my past years ago and accepted it for the role it played in the man I became.” 
 
   He holds me like that until I begin to drift off, content that I have someone that cares about me that I didn’t have to lie to, or manipulate, or sleep with. He just loves me.
 
   “Promise me something,” I hear him say through my sleep fogged mind.
 
   “Anything,” I whisper.
 
   “When things get hard let us help you. You have people who love you now. Just let us carry some of the weight for you; we’ll get you over that mountain.”
 
   “Okay,” I say, taking a deep breath and letting the exhaustion consume me.
 
  
 
  

[bookmark: _Toc351050803]Chapter 17
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
   When I wake, it’s dark outside, and Liam is sitting in a chair next to me with his head lying on my bed. He’s watching me as if I’ll disappear if he doesn’t keep an eye on me. I smile at him, but his face remains mournful, as though he’s consumed with thoughts of losing me. “Hey,” I say, reaching out and rubbing his hand.
 
   “How are you feeling?”
 
   “Fine,” I answer. Saying that is a reflex now. I’m far from fine, but there’s no need to tell everyone I felt horrible when there’s nothing they can do to make me feel better. I run my fingers through his hair and his eyes close. He’s been here all day and I know he must be tired. “Why don’t you go home and rest?”
 
   “I can’t sleep knowing you’re lying here like this. I need to see that you’re okay.” His words tug at my heart. I want to hold him in my arms until he realizes it’s over and I’m safe now, but Lillian breezes into the room like a ray of sunshine and orders Liam out so she can take care of me. She dotes on me like I’m her daughter. Helping me shower and change into the clothes she brought me so I wouldn’t be stuck in a hospital gown. She arranges fresh flowers in the room and doesn’t leave until I promise to call the nurses if I’m in any kind of pain. By the time she leaves I’m tired from watching her fuss over me.
 
   I don’t know how long I slept but I woke to Liam lying down next to me. His muscular frame takes up much more space than Rich’s did, so I scoot over so he can snuggle into my side. “Take this off,” I say tugging at his shirt. His eyebrows scrunch up and I smile at him. “I just want to feel your skin, besides I don’t like anything between me and what’s mine.” 
 
   He smiles at how I threw his words back at him, then pulls the shirt over his head and lies back down. His warm body presses against my side, and I turn my head to look into his eyes. His finger traces my face and pauses at the bruises before traveling into my hair.
 
   “I went to see your mother.” 
 
   “What!” I try to sit up but pain explodes in my side so I drop back down onto the pillow. “How? Why?” 
 
   “The bodyguard I hired to watch you brought her into the station for questioning.”
 
   “Bodyguard? Liam, you had someone watching me?” My brows furrow and I tell myself to calm down because I don’t want to argue with him tonight.
 
   “I hired him to watch you after Damon showed up at my party.”
 
   “I’m not even going to touch on how wrong you are for doing that without telling me.”
 
   He shrugs his shoulders like he would do it over again if given a choice. “Your mom is…I’m speechless. She’s a cold, callous bitch. I’ve never wanted to do physical harm to a woman, but her…” He shakes his head and rubs a hand over his eyes.
 
   “What did she say to you?”
 
   “Nothing you need to hear. The police are holding her for conspiracy to commit murder and extortion.”
 
   “Murder? We don’t know if Damon would’ve killed me.”
 
   “Ella, they found a gun in the room and your mother was aware of it.”
 
   “Wow. How can she hate me so much? I swear I never did anything to her.”
 
   “It’s not about you. The woman I talked to today does not have a soul. She sees things in one dimension. What the world can do for her. She’s the ugliest beautiful woman I’ve ever met.”
 
   “The videos,” I gasp. Oh god, I didn’t want anyone to get their hands on those tapes.
 
   “The police have them in evidence.” He runs his finger over my face and kisses my cheek. “Don’t worry. No one else will see them.”
 
   “You saw them?!” I try to sit up but he holds me down with an arm.
 
   “No, but your mother explained the content to me.”
 
   “Oh God, I swear I was drugged, Liam.”
 
   “Stop worrying about the videos and what I’ll think of them. I don’t care about your past and the things you’ve done. I love all the dynamics of Isabella Moss, you’ve adapted and changed from every shitty situation thrown at you, and I can’t help but admire your resilience.” 
 
   If I can only figure out how to stop having to change and be satisfied with myself, then that would be admirable.
 
    
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   My second day in the hospital I’m anxious to be discharged. The doctor is insisting I stay one more day, but I think he may be influenced by Liam. His overprotective hovering has begun again. I turn on the television with the control that’s connected to the bed hoping I’ll find something to ease the boredom. My picture flashes on the screen and I turn up the volume to find out what they’re saying about me. 
 
   Isabella Moss was attacked at a motel yesterday afternoon. She allegedly went there to meet with her mother, when her ex-boyfriend, Damon Porter, ambushed her. She was then brutally beaten during a lovers’ quarrel over her new relationship with Liam Maddox. Ms. Moss is said to have picked up a knife and stabbed Mr. Porter when he attempted to sexually assault her.  She was found unconscious by Liam Maddox, and was rushed to Palm Medical Center.
 
   Liam walks into the room and I shush him, so I can hear the rest of the report. He glances at the screen and rushes over trying to take the remote, but I brush him off and keep it away from him.
 
   A source at the hospital informed us that Ms. Moss suffered from several bruised ribs, where she was viciously punched by the alleged assailant, resulting in the loss of what would’ve been the next Maddox heir. I’m Linda Sullivan reporting from Palm Medical Center.
 
   “What?” I ask to no one in general. My mind is stuck on the Maddox heir comment. I look over at Liam, observing his nervous demeanor. “What are they talking about?” His eyes finally meet mine and I know immediately. I can see it in his tormented face. My hand clutches my belly and my mind flashes back to the piercing pain I felt before I passed out in that hotel room.
 
   “I’m sorry, Ella.”
 
   That’s it. Sorry. “I’ve been here for two days, how am I just now finding out about this?” My head is spinning and I can’t get a handle of all my emotions. A burning sting begins in my eyes and involuntary sobs escape my throat.
 
   “I didn’t want to upset you. I thought you were going through too much already.”
 
   “The doctors, the nurses, nobody said anything.” My anger is rising, causing my hands to tremble.
 
   “I’m a large contributor here so…”
 
   “What the fuck does that mean, Liam? You think you can just throw your money around, and have doctors breaking their Hippocratic Oath?”
 
   “Baby, I’m sorry. I was just trying to protect you.”
 
   “From what?! Don’t you get it yet? Don’t you see? My life is a tragedy. I’m a tragedy. Bad things happen to people around me. You should leave while you can.”
 
   “Ella, that’s not true.”
 
   “I killed our baby!” I scream at him, trying to get it through his head, make him understand that bad things follow me like a dark cloud in a sunny sky.
 
   “No, you didn’t, Damon did.”
 
   “Yes he did, and I killed him. A life for a life, that’s what they say right?”
 
   “Don’t, Ella. This is not your fault.” He reaches out to touch me but I scoot back.
 
   “Leave.” 
 
   “I’m not leaving you alone now.”
 
   “Just. Fucking. Leave.” I’m tired of trying to have things I don’t deserve, then losing them. He should leave now before I drag him down.
 
   “I don’t want to upset you, so I’ll call Harris to come sit with you.”
 
   “I don’t need a babysitter.”
 
   I bury my head into the pillow, ignoring the sharp pain in my side from my brisk movement. The door shuts behind him and I gasp for air as tears begin to blur my vision. This is ridiculous, I can’t understand why I’m crying over something I never wanted. I’m acting like something was stolen from me, when ten minutes ago I didn’t even know it existed.
 
   What kind of woman doesn’t know she’s pregnant? I was too wrapped up in my own shit to realize I was responsible for keeping this baby safe. Looking back now, all the signs were there. I was tired, depressed, and I hardly ate anything.  The constant sick feeling in my stomach was a blatant sign. I don’t know how to feel, or if what I’m feeling is fair. Do I have a right to mourn for a child I didn’t want or deserve? I don’t know the answer, but I know the crushing pain in my chest won’t go away.
 
   Less than an hour later, Rich walks in and quietly sits at my bedside. He silently observes me from that chair, never saying a word. I love him for his calming support and for realizing talking is not what I want to do at this point. I’d given up on hope of falling asleep, my emotions were too scrambled, and I couldn’t get the thoughts in my head to shut up. 
 
   Sleep did come, and when it did, it was filled with dreams of a beautiful wavy-haired little girl with Liam’s green eyes, and my feisty attitude. I don’t know if I would’ve deserved such an amazing kid, but I know I would’ve loved her and learned to be the mother she deserved.
 
   ********
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   I wake to Liam getting into bed with me. He looks me in the eyes, silently asking me to let him stay with me. I don’t have the strength to push him away, and I know my earlier reaction was more about the anger I felt towards myself.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I say to him.
 
   “For what? You had a right to be angry. I shouldn’t have kept this from you.”
 
   “I’m sorry for not taking care of our baby.”
 
   “Ella, you didn’t know. You have to stop blaming yourself for every bad thing that happens.”
 
   “How can I not be to blame when bad things follow me around? I have to be doing something wrong.”
 
   “Life is a series of choices, but when we’re young we need someone to guide us through those choices, protect us from the bad choices others make concerning us. You never had that, so you got lost trying to figure out the right choices. Let me help you find your way back Ella, because there is nothing wrong with you.”
 
   “You would’ve been an amazing dad.” 
 
   A soft smile appears on his serious face, “I will be an amazing dad and you’ll be an amazing mother one day.”
 
   I fall asleep with my hand tangled in his hair, his soft breath against my neck, and just like a dream catcher he chases away the nightmares for at least this one night.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Liam is gone when I wake in the morning, but surprisingly Lucas is standing over my bed looking down at me. His hands are deep in his pockets and he’s biting on his lip nervously. Lucas was not someone I expected to visit me.
 
   “What are you doing here?” I ask groggily as I push up into a seated position.
 
   “No matter what’s going on between us, you had to know I’d come see if you’re okay.”
 
   “I’m fine, Lucas. You didn’t have to fly all this way to see me.”
 
   “I had to come, Izzy.” He sighs then rubs a hand over his face. “I’m sorry for everything.”
 
   “It’s okay, Luc.” He looks at me as if he doesn’t believe I would forgive him so easily, but after all the things I’ve done to him over the years how can I hold anything over him? He was my family for ten years and he still is to me.
 
   “After finding out everything that happened to you-”
 
   “Wait.” I cut him off. “How much of my past is being reported in the media?” I can just imagine the twisted stories they are telling about Damon and I.
 
   “Enough for me to know you needed a friend.”
 
   “You were my friend, Lucas. You were my lifesaver.”
 
   “Yeah, but I took advantage of that. I knew you didn’t feel the same way that I felt for you. You made your feelings very clear from the beginning, but I kept pushing you. I thought I could change how you felt and I realize now that you gave in so you wouldn’t lose my friendship. I was wrong Izzy and I’m sorry.”
 
   “Maybe I did feel panicked that I might lose you, but I made my choice to be with you. I should’ve been a better girlfriend to you. I should’ve been the woman you deserved.”
 
   “You’re a lot more than I deserve. I was too busy trying to get what I needed from you to see that you needed something from me too.”
 
   “You gave me what I needed Lucas. You gave me friendship and family, and you gave me love. I just didn’t know how to return it the way you deserved.”
 
   “You were always so reserved and secretive about your past. I should’ve dug deeper and helped you. I had to find out from a reporter about that man and your dad. I hate that I couldn’t see that these things were eating away at you.”
 
   “I didn’t want you to see, Lucas. I didn’t want anyone to see. I’ve changed for the better and I was trying to get past all this, but now…Now I don’t know how many steps back I’ve taken.”
 
   “Do you think we’ll ever be able to be friends again?”
 
   “Lucas we’ll always be friends. Even when you and Liam decide to have another pissing contest, we’ll still be friends.” He smiles and I can’t help but replicate that smile when I see that familiar dimple appear. 
 
   His smile disappears quickly though and he steps in closer to the bed. “Are you happy with him?” 
 
   “Happy doesn’t describe what Liam makes me feel.”
 
   “Then that’s all that matters. I won’t stand in the way of your happiness again. If nothing else, you deserve to be happy.” He reaches out and touches my face. I close my eyes to the familiar feeling that passes over me, and when I open them Lucas’s lips brush against my cheek before he spins around and heads for the door.
 
   “Lucas,” I call out to him. He pauses but doesn’t look back. “I love you.”
 
   He takes a deep breath before turning back to me. “I love you too, Izzy, more than you’ll ever know.” The door shuts behind him, but I feel like a new door to our friendship may have opened.  
 
  
 
  

[bookmark: _Toc351050804]Chapter 18
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
    
 
   It’s been a week since I came home and I’ve holed myself up in our room. Liam’s been patiently waiting for me to pull myself out of this slump, but I don’t know how. When I’m not mourning the loss of the baby, I’m thinking about what I did to Damon. I never realized that self-defense carried such a heavy burden. The dreams are worse than my conscious thoughts. At least my thoughts are filled with sorrow and guilt, but the dreams are terror filled. I have to constantly relive that night with Damon only now I know about the baby, and I always begged him not to hurt it. I wake up from those dreams at the same point every time. The moment Damon’s fist hits my torso, I wake startled.  Liam’s beyond worried and encourages me to call Cayden daily. 
 
   I watch him walk back into the bedroom from the bathroom. His chest is bare and his pajamas pants lay perfectly on his hips. How can he still look so normal when everything seems so chaotic in my mind? He pulls the drapes open on the floor to ceiling windows facing the bed, and I pull the covers over my head to block out the blinding sunlight. I clutch onto the sheets when I feel him tugging on it.
 
   “Come on, Ella, you need to get out of bed.”
 
   “Why?” I mumble.
 
   “You’ve been in bed for a week, you hardly eat, and I’m not even sure you would shower if Lillian didn’t force you to.”
 
   “Leave me alone,” I groan as the sheets are ripped from my hands and I cover my eyes with my arm. Liam pulls me towards him and sweeps me into his arms. He walks through the room and into the shower, fully clothed. I struggle to get out of his arms, but it’s too late. Cold water sprays all over us and I yelp from the shocking change in temperature. He finally lets my feet slide to the floor and I push against his chest angrily.
 
   “What the fuck is wrong with you?” My camisole top and panties are clinging to my skin and the water pouring down my body is so cold my nipples are like little pebbles of ice.
 
   He pushes me back against the wall and traps me there with his arms. He’s scowling at me like I’m the one who pulled him out of bed and poured cold water on his head. “I gave you time to mourn, time to close off the world and feel what you need to feel, but I won’t let you shut me out forever. You’re coming with me to work today.”
 
   “No.” I shake my head at him, and his eyes tell me that he’ll get his way. Emotions rush to the surface and glisten in my eyes.
 
   “I don’t know how to do it anymore.” My voice is shaky and unsteady. “I don’t know how to go back to pretending everything is okay when I feel so lost.”
 
   His hands cup my face and he gently kisses my lips. “You don’t need to pretend, that’s not what I want. I don’t want you to give up. This is not like ten years ago when you walked out into the world alone. You have me Ella, you have anything you need or want from me. Don’t shut me out. Let me help you see that you can be happy. You deserve to be happy.”
 
   A tear rolls down my face and I quickly wipe it away with the back of my hand. “I’m being stupid. I don’t have the right to feel so depressed over a baby I didn’t want.”
 
   He pulls me against his body and I lay my head on his chest. “You’re not being stupid, but you need to stop thinking you deserved to lose our baby because you didn’t want one. From what I’ve seen in the last week I think you wanted that baby more than you realized. You just won’t let yourself accept that you would’ve been a fantastic mother.”
 
   I can never understand how he so easily gets into my head. From the very beginning he’s been figuring things out about me that I don’t see. I guess it’s true what they say about love. When someone really loves you, they know you better than you know yourself.
 
   Liam reaches over and the water that’s streaming over us turns warm. He pulls my drenched clothes off my body, leaving them in a wet puddle on the shower floor. His rough hands gently massage shower gel onto my skin. The brush of his fingers against my nipples causes shockwaves of desire to spread through my body.
 
   My eyelids are heavy and I lean against the shower wall as his hands move up my thigh and brush against my aching middle. He pulls me under the water and I wrap my arm around his neck, feeling his arousal against my stomach.
 
   “Make love to me,” I plead. I want to feel something other than this emptiness. I want to feel his love coursing through my body as he takes me, looking into my soul with those vibrant eyes.
 
   His responding groan makes me even more excited and I rub my body against his. His hands run down my sides and stop at my hips. He kisses my neck gently then takes a step back, robbing me of his warm body. “We can’t Ella, the doctor said two weeks.”
 
   My brows furrow and I try to take a step closer but his grip on my hip keeps me grounded in my spot. “That’s just an estimate, I’m fine Liam. Please.” I plead, my hands reaching out and caressing his biceps.
 
   “I’ll give you anything you want unless I think it may hurt you. So get dressed and let’s go to work.” I watch him walk out the shower, the pajama pants clinging to his ass like a second skin. I slump against the wall and turn the water to cool in an attempt to cool down the raging fire he left burning inside me.
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
   Liam
 
    
 
   I pull my wet pants off and throw them into the laundry basket. One look down at my treacherous erection has me growling in frustration. It had been really close for a minute in that shower. Ella threw that sexy look my way, combined with the feel of her wet skin under my fingers had me so worked up I was seconds away from driving her down onto my throbbing cock. My intent was to pull her out of that bed and bring her back to the living. I should have realized that me and her naked in a shower was going to result in a lot of sexual tension. She came back to the living in full force and was begging for something I was more than ready to give her, but I’m not willing to hurt her after all she’s been through.
 
   “Are you serious?” Ella’s voice interrupts my thoughts and that’s when I realize I had begun to stoke myself to relieve the straining flesh. She’s eyeing me angrily and I know I should stop, but I’m so close to coming my body won’t let me halt the impending release. She drops her towel and my balls begin to tingle. The sight of her body is quickly going to bring me over and just as I feel myself letting go, she drops down in front of me and takes me deep into her mouth. My body jerks and convulses as my hot seed spills into her mouth. She licks, sucks, and swallows everything she can get before getting up and kissing me on my cheek.
 
   “”I’ve missed that flavor in my mouth.” She walks away leaving me shaken and pleased with the change of her mood.
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   She rides to work with me, constantly smirking at me in her wickedly arousing way, and licking her red lips enticingly. Our whole routine falls effortlessly into place and I wonder if she’s putting on a show for me. I watch her on the surveillance camera throughout the day and she seems to have fallen back into step easily. Too easily.
 
   By lunchtime I’m glad when I see her taking the elevator to my floor. She walks in and struts right over to me and drops into my lap. “Thank you,” she says before kissing me with an intensity that has me wishing I could bend her over my desk and bury myself in that hot, wet tunnel between her legs, and love her pain away.
 
   “What are you thanking me for?” I decide it would be wiser to pull away from her kiss before we get carried away.
 
   “It does feel better to get back to work. I can actually see that my life hasn’t exploded into pieces, it’s still here waiting for me to get back to it.”
 
   “I’m glad to see you being yourself again.” I push her hair behind her ear and stroke the silky skin of her face. She leans in to kiss me and I back off, shaking my head at her. She gets up and straightens out her clothes.
 
   “I feel like myself again. I just need to figure out how to get you to fuck me again then I’ll really be back.” She kisses the tip of my nose before turning and swaying out of my office. For the second time today I’m hard with no relief in sight.
 
   That woman is definitely unpredictable. The broken woman I pulled out of bed this morning has enough strength to function again. Losing that baby was almost as hard on me as it was on Ella. When the doctor told me she lost the baby I was shell shocked. They assumed we knew since she was already two months along, but he pulled the rug up from under me. I immediately thought of how I pushed her away and let her leave when I should’ve been there to take care of her and our baby. All the things I could’ve done differently weighed so heavily on me, I wanted to crawl under the sheets with Ella and say fuck the world. I know I needed to be strong for Ella, so I had to let go of the guilt, and hope fate had a better twist to our story in the end. 
 
   Going to see her mother was a reaction to the anger I felt. I wanted to blame someone, and nobody was more responsible than the woman who was supposed to protect her, but spent her life destroying her. Elaina Moss was like an ice sculpture, chiseled into beautiful perfection but cold inside and out. She barely even flinched when I told her about the baby. She was too busy trying to scheme her way out of her predicament. Maybe with Damon gone she thought she would be able to coerce me into taking his place, but her proposition was laughable and sickening at the same time. I walked out once I realized there was no breaking through her wall. I’m sure what was behind that wall was just as bad as what was on the surface.
 
   I have to let go of the past just as much as Ella does. In five months since meeting Ella, I’ve found love; I’ve lost a mother and a baby. Though these things tore me down, it’s the journey I took to get back up that changed me. I’ve never been more satisfied with my life. The hardest lessons are usually the one’s we learn the most from and push us to be better people. I just hope I’ve changed enough to be the person Ella needs at her side, the person who deserves the love of such an amazing woman.
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
   Isabella
 
    
 
   I feel on edge when I walk into Cayden’s office three days later. The past few days haven’t been as I expected. Liam was right, dragging me out of bed that day made me realize my life didn’t end with Damon and that whole tragedy. Now when I step out into the daylight it feels different, but not in a bad way. Without the fear that Damon or Elaina were lurking in the corner waiting for me, I feel free. I can finally move on and stop running.
 
   “How do you feel?” Cayden asks as he settles down next to me on the couch.
 
   “I’m tired of everybody asking me that.” Lately, people I didn’t even know have stopped me in the hallways at work to ask me how I feel. I’ve been contemplating saying that I feel like shit, but that makes people uncomfortable. They don’t really want to know the truth so “I’m fine thank you” is the phrase I say a hundred times a day. “I honestly don’t feel too bad. I’ve been talking to Liam about the dreams and that really helps me sleep. Sharing my pain with others is what I think you called it.”
 
   “Pain can’t possibly increase if you hand pieces of it out to someone else. How’s that weight you carry around feel now?”
 
   “Not so overbearing.” 
 
   “I’m sorry about the baby.”
 
   I shrug my shoulder but the sharp pain at the mention of that loss still resounds in my heart.
 
   “A couple weeks ago, you mentioned something about fate to me. If you believe in fate, you can’t be angry with yourself for the road it took you down.”
 
   “Fate repaid me for taking Damon’s life with the loss of my baby.” 
 
   “Isabella, if you think clearly you’ll realize that Damon had already harmed your baby before you hurt him. The fact that one of you walked out that room alive is a blessing that I’m thankful for.” Cayden always has a way of opening up an ugly box and finding a beautiful diamond in it. He’s the angel who was sent to save my soul, but I finally realize my soul didn’t need saving, it just needed to heal.
 
    
 
   ********
 
  
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Two days later, Liam is still being stubborn about the sex situation. We ate dinner, took separate showers, and now he wants to hold me until we fall asleep. As much as I love to fall asleep in Liam’s arms, it will be so much better once I come. He usually sleeps in the nude, but tonight he walks into the room wearing boxer brief that showcase everything so well that I’m not sure if he’s trying to tease me because it’s just as enticing watching him with those on. 
 
   Specks of water from his shower glisten off his six-pack abs, and I wonder how much seduction it will take for him to at least let me lick that trail that goes into his briefs. He notices how I’ve displayed my naked body over the sheets and shakes his head disapprovingly. Soon as he gets into bed my hands are rubbing his nipples. His ab muscles tighten when my hands travel over them then cup his growing erection through his briefs. He hisses before covering my hand with his.
 
   “Why are you doing this to me? I’m trying to take care of you.”
 
   “You’re being overprotective,” I answer as I lean over and flick his nipple with my tongue while I massage the hardening bulge in my hand. 
 
   “Wait,” he pulls my hand off and shifts until he’s kneeling between my spread knees. Excitement races through me when I imagine him slipping into me, but he leans down and kisses my thigh and I know what he’s up to. “How many times do I have to make you come until you fall asleep?”
 
   “At least twice,” I smile at him.
 
   He dips down and the first flick of his tongue over my clit causes every muscle in my body to tense up. His fingers spread me open as his tongue explores my moist folds in a lazy, circular motion. When moisture begins to seep down between my ass he licks it all up then envelops my throbbing clit with his tongue. My body begins to quake and I twist my nipples to increase the pleasure. The moment he sucks on the nub I erupt with a scream, grinding myself into his face. He places gentle kisses on my thigh as I come down, my fingers still pinching my nipples. I look down at him and he smirks before diving back in, his furious tongue movements causing my body to shudder.
 
   “Wait,” I say. 
 
   He jerks back, startled by my request. “Did I hurt you?”
 
   “No, but you shouldn’t eat alone. I’ll let you be nine if you let me be six.”
 
   He smiles at me while pulling his boxer briefs off. “What’s the difference?”
 
   “Six gets to top nine.”
 
   “So you want to top me?” He crawls over me until his lips are against my ear, “I may let you get on top, but I’m always in control.” He lies down next to me and pulls me over him, kissing me until I feel dazed. It takes a moment for me to shift around until my ass is in his face and his straining cock is pointing towards me. His hands spread my butt cheeks before his hot tongue dives back in making all types of wonderful waves. I hold him at the base, still amazed at how small my hands seem when wrapped around his thick shaft. I suck the tip into my mouth and he groans against me, the vibration making me tremble with pleasure. 
 
   We continue to give and take pleasure from each other alternately. I begin to rock my hips, riding his tongue, and chasing my release. My hand strokes him faster and I thrust him deep into my throat. His cock twitches and I know he’s going to come with me. Before I have time to enjoy the first taste of him against my tongue, he inserts a finger into me and I return the favor by coming in his mouth. Warm liquid rushes out and he licks it all up as I lick his cum from the head of his cock. The orgasm rocks me so hard I collapse on top of him, gasping for breath against his groin. 
 
   Liam shifts me off him and pulls me into his arms. I gaze into his familiar green eyes and wonder how we’ve come so far in five months? I don’t know what our future holds, but if the last five months are a taste of what’s in store, I’m sure we’ll never get bored.
 
  
 
  

[bookmark: _Toc351050805]Epilogue
 
   6 months later
 
    
 
   Lillian walks in the room wearing the biggest smile I’ve ever seen. It’s contagious because before I know it, my face is stretched out into a similar expression. She walks up behind me, leans over my chair, and hugs me from behind. I gaze at her in the mirror in front of us, amazed at the happiness love brings. Last month Liam and I joined her and Rich for their impromptu wedding in Vegas, and now…
 
   “I can’t believe I’m getting married today,” I say to Lillian’s reflection.
 
   “Believe it, because no one deserves a happily ever after more than you. You’re the strongest, most complicated, sometimes closed off, but loving woman I know.”
 
   “Thank you-I think.”
 
   “It’s a compliment, Isabella. When everyone can see you for who you are and love all the facets of your personality, it’s a true blessing. Now let’s get that beautiful dress on so you can go marry that hunk of a man before the vultures descend and try to steal him away.”
 
   I laugh at her joke but I know there’s a huge crowd forming outside because the tabloids leaked the location of our very small, very private wedding. After the Damon incident the press was relentless, constantly at my back hoping for any statement on what happened. 
 
   It was hard.
 
   It’s still hard.
 
   Cayden’s been helping me get through what I did. As much as I prayed for Damon’s death, actually being the one responsible for it affected me more than I thought it would. One would think I would be relieved that I had my retribution, but his blood on my hands only made me feel doubly damaged by him. I had to learn to live with what he did to me and what I did to him. It’s a double-edged sword is how I look at it. But that’s my past, and today is the beginning of my future. 
 
   Three months ago, Cayden went behind my back and told Liam his no sex suggestions. At first Liam thought he was trying to ruin our relationship but after talking to several other therapists he decided he needed to do whatever it took to help me heal. This has been the most educational yet sexually frustrating three months of my life. I learned so much about myself and the reasons for my destructive behavior. Liam and I have grown as a couple, sure I miss the sex as much as a drug addict going through withdrawal, but I like where we are now. I’m more nervous about having sex with Liam tonight than I was that first night we met. I wonder if my outlook on sex has changed. Will I still be able to satisfy him? What will it feel like to have him claim me again?
 
   I’m like a giddy teenager, but this time I get to choose the man that takes me. Damon stole a lot of things from me, but tonight will be different. It won’t be about trying to erase what Damon did or about my battle with my worthiness. Tonight will be me giving myself to the man I love and sharing that love in a way I never used to. 
 
    “I can’t believe you talked me into getting this dress.”
 
   “You love it too, you were just afraid to admit it.” Lillian pushes me in front of the mirror as she zips me up. “You look like a princess.”
 
   I look at my reflection in the mirror and see a little girl who dreamed of being princess. A little girl whose father told her she was a princess but never believed it. Today I don’t feel like an imposter. The white gown clings to me before flaring out at my hips, the strapless top pushes up my cleavage and the huge diamond necklace Liam gave me as an engagement gift glimmers on my neck. Tears shine in my eyes as Lillian places the crown on my head. 
 
   “Don’t you dare cry. It took an hour to do your make-up, and if you mess it up Liam will think you stood him up by the time we fix it.”
 
   I wave my hands frantically over my face to dry my eyes, and by the time I walk down the aisle I’ve composed my wayward emotions. Liam’s dark tux fits him perfectly. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything that didn’t look great on him. He takes hold of my hand and looks into my eyes throughout the short ceremony. In ten brief minutes we are walking down the aisle as Mr. and Mrs. Liam Maddox. Unfortunately we have to exit through an underground garage in order to avoid the press. The dark tinted windows shield us from their prying eyes as the car pulls out the garage.
 
   “How long do you think this blissful feeling will last?” he asks.
 
   “The blissful feeling will last forever, but the peaceful existence is questionable.” He nods his head in agreement before the door opens and we’re led into the restaurant we rented out for our reception. I refused to get a big hall with fancy lighting and high ceilings. Small and simple was the plan for two people who were disgusted by the word marriage a year ago.
 
   Though Cayden was against me marrying Liam so quickly, he still showed up for the ceremony. In order to have Rich in the wedding party, I agreed to have Gabby as my matron of honor while Rich stood in as best man. It was a fair trade because Rich and I have grown even closer, and you can even call us inseparable in the way we constantly keep in contact.
 
   Liam pulls me to the dance floor just as a song begins to play. I recognize the song but I did not pick it out. “Who chose this song?” The guilty look on Liam’s face gives him away. “Savage Garden?  You’re so sappy,” I laugh at him.
 
   “What? I do think I loved you before I met you.”
 
   I stop dancing and stare at him incredulously. “Liam, you hated everyone before you met me, now you’re all mushy, you need to man up.”
 
   He pulls me against his body and nuzzles my neck, “Soon as we get rid of all these people, I’ll show you just how much of a man I am.” A shiver of anticipation runs through my body.
 
   “How quickly do you think can you clear a party?”
 
   “You’re going to have to wait, besides I haven’t given you your gift yet.” The song ends and complete silence falls over the room.
 
   “What’s going on Liam?” I ask, watching a huge smile spread across his face.
 
   “Time for me to give you my gift.”
 
   “I told you I don’t need expensive gifts.” I say rolling my eyes at his excited look.
 
   “This gift is priceless.”
 
   The music begins again and I recognize the song as Heartland’s I Loved Her First. Tears blur my eyes and it feels like a fist is wrapped around my heart. “What did you do?” I ask in an unrecognizably shaky voice.
 
   “Turn around, Ella.” I know what’s behind me, I can feel his warming presence, smell the discernible smell of the man who loved me first. I fight through the emotions threatening to choke me and slowly spin to greet my daddy. Ten years have aged him but he still has the same smile. His hand reaches out to cup my face, and I almost step back, afraid this is an illusion that will vanish with contact. A tear rolls down my face and he wipes it with his thumb. He kisses my face and I begin to sob uncontrollably as he pulls me into his arms. I cry against his chest and cling to him like he may disappear if I let go. We stand in the middle of the dance floor, involuntarily swaying to the music, and I feel like that little girl he used to cherish.
 
   “You look beautiful, princess,” he whispers into my ear. This is too much for me to take in. I never dreamed I deserved such happiness, but I’ve learned to accept it. When the song ends I glance around and realize there’s hardly a dry eye in the room.
 
   “How did this happen?” 
 
   “That man of yours is pretty special, Ella. I think he was willing to move mountains to give you this gift.”
 
   I glance over my shoulder at Liam and his expression reflects my joy. “Yeah, he’s pretty amazing.”
 
   He smiles down at me and I realize we have so much to catch up on. “Where are you staying? I still have a lot of the money you gave me. I could find you a nice place. We can go somewhere quiet and talk if you want.”
 
   He cups my face and cuts off my rambling. “Don’t worry about me, Stephen took care of everything for me while I was away. We have plenty of time to catch up Ella, but right now you need to go be with your husband. This day is about the two of you.”
 
   “He won’t mind, Daddy.”
 
   “I’m sure he won’t, but I’m not here to interrupt your life. I’m just here to join in it. I promise we’ll catch up next week when you get back from your honeymoon.”
 
   I stand there staring at him, not sure if I want to leave his sight. He nods his head in Liam’s direction and I know he’s not going to let me argue this. He’s just as commanding as Liam is. I lean forward and kiss his face. “I love you, Daddy.”
 
   “I know baby, I love you too.”
 
   I walk over to Liam and practically throw myself into his arm. “Thank you,” I whisper into his ear. I pull back and look into his eyes. “You’re an amazing man,” I say with a smile that won’t go away.
 
   “You inspire me to be.” His green eyes sparkle happily and I’m completely and utterly bewildered. All those years I thought fate had cheated me, somehow left me stranded, when all along it was leading me to this moment.
 
   To this man.
 
   The journey may have been riddled with hurt, pain, and so many twists I can’t even wrap my head around them, but it made me who I am.
 
   It made me stronger.
 
   It helped me reveal the real me. The Isabella Moss who is worthy of love. The Isabella Maddox who is ready for love. I’m done entertaining the demons that chased me through life.
 
   Have I changed enough to consider myself to be stable, courteous, or even-tempered? Hmm…Fuck no! But that’s the beauty that comes from horrible life experiences, they mold us into who we are and I’m ready to accept that.
 
   I’m ready to love me.
 
  

 
 
   
   A Note to the Readers
 
    
 
   Coming into this, I didn’t know what to expect. The story itself developed as I was writing it. I let the characters guide me and I tried not to question the direction the characters took. I hope that you have enjoyed the conclusion to this story as much as you did the first one. Thank you for taking the time to read my books. The fans have been amazing with feedback and helping me push forward to be a better writer. I love to read erotic novels and I’ve discovered I love to write them just as much. This book is dedicated to all those who love a romance story with an erotic and kinky twist. Thank you for your support.
 
    
 
   Bethany Bazile
 
    
 
    
 
   Like me on facebook
 
   Follow me on twitter
 
   Keep updated on my blog http://bethanybazile.blogspot.com/
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